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Out of This World—Not! 

Most women dream about having an ideal lover. Every woman wants that perfect someone who 

will come along and sweep her off her feet. I remember when I met a gorgeous, green-eyed, dark-haired 

man with a perfectly toned, tan body. He was absolutely out of this world. When we met that first time, 

we exchanged phone numbers. I thought that meeting him was the best thing that had ever happened 

to me. This fantastic looking man turned out to be a complete disaster, however! Clumsiness, bad 

manners, and bad breath made Christian a disastrous lover. 

Christian had one quality that irritated me; he was clumsy. Everything that he did was the center 

of attention. On our first date, he picked me up at home, and as he was entering his Dodge Charger 

Hellcat, he banged his head on the roof. I first thought he was trying to be funny, so I laughed. That was 

the last happy moment of the date. During our conversation, I noticed that he spit. Constantly having to 

wipe dry my arm and face was not fun. When we arrived at The Beacham in downtown Orlando, 

Christian had some difficulty getting his car parallel parked. As he was squeezing his car in the ten-foot 

space between two other vehicles, he hit the BMW behind us. When he changed gears to drive forward, 

we realized that the BMW was attached to the bumper because we were dragging it from its former 

position. Needless to say, the piercing noise of the car alarm attracted attention to this chaotic scene. 

What an embarrassment! Finally, to make the evening worse, he constantly stepped on my feet while 

we were dancing, which left them brutally battered. 

Dealing with Christian's clumsiness was bad enough, but dealing with his bad manners made 

him intolerable. It was impossible for him to be polite. No matter where he was, at home or in public, his 

style was to eat with his fingers rather than using utensils. I will never forget the night we went to 

Longhorn Steakhouse and he ordered a whole chicken. He tore off a wing and broke it into two pieces. 

He held one bone in one hand and sucked it dry; then he repeated the same action with the other piece, 

making a loud, disgusting, slurping noise. To make matters worse, he chewed his food with his mouth 
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open and picked his teeth with his fingers, scraping the leftover food that was stuck between them. He 

made me feel disgusted and very disrespected. I could not believe that such a fine-looking man could 

have such horrible qualities. 

Christian's bad breath was the last straw!  Everything he breathed on was stained with an odor 

that smelled like a decomposed body. I constantly offered him gum and mints, which he graciously 

accepted; however, the aroma was still too strong. Even worse, he loved to sing. Unfortunately, the 

sweetness of his voice was overshadowed by his potent breath. Finally, after being totally disgusted, I 

bluntly said: 

Poof, be gone. Your breath is too strong. 

No, come back. You need a Tic Tac. 

Sorry to be mean, but you need some Listerine. 

Not a sip, not a swallow, but the whole darn bottle! 

Literally, his breath made me want to vomit. At this point, I did not want to have anything to do with 

Christian. 

Dating Christian was a disaster. Who he was and what he did made him a bad lover. Clumsiness, 

bad manners, and bad breath are traits that nobody can stand. Christian seemed to have everything 

going for him. He was gorgeous and had a killer car. I thought that having a boyfriend with a great 

appearance was my dream, but without poise, charm, and personal hygiene to go along with the other 

qualities, dating Christian was pointless. The lesson I learned was an old one: Don't judge a book by its 

cover. 


