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Chubby Cheeks: BBW Erotica
So there I was, minding my own business when who should show up but my busy body neighbor, Frank Watson. Really, old Frank wasn’t a bad guy; he just was always in everyone’s business with an opinion. I’d politely nod my head if he caught me going down the driveway to get my mail, and try like hell to get back inside before he drew me into a conversation about something he’d heard about somebody.
Imagine my surprise when the last time I saw him, he had something nice to say. “Hey, that guy that’s been coming over lately, I like him.”
My jaw dropped. He hadn’t liked anyone in a long time – and he let me know it.
“Thanks,” I said, judiciously trying to turn around and get out of the conversation, only he continued.
“I saw him carrying your bags in the other day, not many men who are true gentlemen these days. All these young kids scoff at manners,” he went on, “shows his character.”
“I’m hoping to keep him around,” I smiled politely, and felt guilty I was desperately looking for an out. “I think I hear my phone, got to go,” I said, dashing back up my driveway.
“I don’t hear anything,” he yelled behind me.
Yelling over my shoulder, “Yep, it’s ringing, bye,” and with that I quickly shut and locked my door. It’s not that he was a bad guy; it’s that he always had an opinion and he wanted me to know what it was.
He was right though, Alex was a great guy, and I was still pinching myself that he was interested in me. I didn’t believe it at first, I mean, I’m not exactly model material, so when he came on to me, I thought he was playing some practical joke with his buddies. Only, after we talked and danced at the bar, he actually asked me on a date. I wasn’t sure what to make of it at first, since I wasn’t exactly the type of girl I pictured him with – but sure enough one date turned into another, and then another.
Only my moment of glory was coming to an end – and Alex would be a thing of the past. It was really better for me to find out now anyway, because I was hooked, and if we’d been together any longer, I might have accidently slipped out the big “L” word.
I felt like a fool, like I’d been played when I saw her – but that’s a story for another day. He met somebody else, and didn’t have the decency to end it with me first. I ran into them dancing at the same bar, when I was thinking we’d be meeting for a quick bite to eat. The joke was on me, because he was busy dirty dancing with somebody new, and barely flinched when I walked in.
I bit my cheek and walked up to the couple gyrating together. “What’s this?” I asked, embarrassed, but refusing to be played.
“Yeah, I met somebody,” was all he had the decency to say.
“Wow,” I turned around and never looked back. My heart broke as I walked out the door. It was time to find a new place to play, because I would never go back there – ever. How I even thought he was into me in the first place – I don’t know. He played his cards right, told me the things I wanted to hear, but then he got what he wanted and left.
And silly me, thinking a guy like him could truly go for a girl like me, extra curvy, extra soft, and way too round. I sat crying into a pint of ice-cream and then got angry. Anger felt so much better than depression anyway, but I knew I was just covering my wounds with the fake anger. I was sad and felt betrayed.
Let’s face it; guys aren’t out cruising for chubby chicks. They don’t care that I’m smart and funny, and cook a mean pot roast. They care that a woman looks hot in a little black dress and heels, and that their friends are jealous that their tapping a hot chick.
It took a bottle of wine and some web surfing to finally turn my mood around. I found a website that was specifically for women like me, plus sized and pillow shaped. Were there really guys out there looking to be matched to softer, curvier women? I browsed the website for a while, and then finally worked up the courage to create a profile.
It gave me something to do, besides sitting and feeling sorry for myself. There were a bunch of people on the site, and the more I browsed, the more I felt hopeful. Maybe there was someone out there who could love me just as I am.
Nobody wanted to come out and say the word “fat” – everybody was soft, plus sized, full figured, or curvy. I decided to use the name “Chubby Cheeks” for my profile, and proceeded to spill my guts. It was too late, I had wine in me, I was frustrated over my current dating situation, and I probably said way too much, even commenting about everyone being afraid of using the word fat. Yep, I went there.
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