
Sex &	Sandwiches	
	

Hesitant, after watching her compile an unlikely list of ingredients from my fridge between two 
slices of toasted French bread, I took a bite. 
 
 “So does this thesis experiment of yours involve sex?” 
 
I immediately reached for a napkin and my water, choking on her otherwise delicious concoction. 
  
Without rendering aid, her eyes narrowed. “Does it?” 
 
She continued to stare at me until my glass of water was empty and I’d caught my breath. 
  
“Why would you ask that?” I grumbled into my napkin as I wiped my mouth. 
 
“For all I know, the fallacy of modern relationships is that women think that men want a life partner but all they 
really want is sex and sandwiches.” 
  
Defensive, I argued, “You offered to make lunch.” 
  
“If I offered you sex would you take me up on that too?” 
 
I was speechless. I didn’t expect her to question my every motive. 
  
A cheery smile appeared as she shared, “I’m not offering you sex. I’m just curious.” 
  
I stared at her for another minute. “Not necessarily.” 
  
“You’re purposefully being vague.” 
 
Nodding, I admitted, I was. 
 
All the preparation that had gone into preparing for this with my other test subject was clearly out the window with 
her. 
  
“This is a controlled experiment to back up my thesis argument. Full disclosure would flaw a true result.” 
  
“And just because I agreed to help you doesn’t mean that I won’t tazer you into a coma if you try anything 
inappropriate.” 
  
“I have an agreement for you to sign that should satisfy any concerns you may have. You won’t be required to do 
anything that would be harmful to you or against your will.” 
  
“I’m just sayin’,” she warned. 
  
I held my hands up to her in surrender, swearing, “And, I can assure you the basis for my thesis is not sex and 
sandwiches.” 
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