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I have read hundreds of romance novels. I know it’s unusual for a man to write a romance novel. I felt like it was time to reveal what a man thinks when he falls in love. It may not be as fluffy as some of the others, but it does express my true feelings. The book is about 60% true. I wanted to add some plot twists so it would be more interesting for the reader.

I started working at a hospital when I was seventeen. Cleaning dishes in the dish room with my stunning yellow Playtex gloves on. Every girl has that dream though, a man doing the dishes. Nothing sexier than a man doing dishes. Ask any woman. It wasn’t the most glamorous job in the world, but I was working inside instead of outside waiting to pass out from heat stroke. People talk about how bad Chicago winters are and they are right. It’s a bitch. It can be 60 degrees one day and the next day it can be -2 degrees. Lots of fun. But the summers are brutal too. We can have weeks in a row where the temperature stays well over 90 with 100 percent humidity. Working outside in Chicago is not a good thing by any means. Some of my friends that went into construction were pretty jealous of my job. This was happening in my senior year of high school. I didn’t stay in the dish room long. After three months an opening in housekeeping came up. I applied and got the job. My sexy career choices continued. I was responsible for sweeping and mopping floors and taking out garbage. any chore, it was my responsibility. The frustrating part of this job was it was the 3:00pm to 11:00 pm shift. Which meant I showed up at all the parties when they were roaring. Either I caught up to the partiers fast, or I missed out on certain female opportunities that had popped up. Not that it was always an opportunity. 

I barely got out of high school.  I wasn’t a great student except for lunch. I found out quickly that few colleges were offering scholarships for lunch. My senior year I weighed about 290 pounds. I was a real looker. Chicks falling at my feet right and left. I couldn’t walk 5 feet without tripping over one of them. The only good thing I had going for me was my height. I am about 6’3'' so that made it a little better. My senior year was a joke. Classes like single living. They taught you to cook, clean the house properly, balance a checkbook which I only do now on a computer in excel. They did spend a lot of time teaching how to cook and being that I still love doing that, I guess it was worth it. I got out of school at 1:00 pm and was at work by 2:30 pm. I worked till 11:00 pm full time, and then played hockey from midnight till 2:00 am three nights a week. I was practicing with a college team. I was a pretty good goalie and they needed an extra player to practice. I learned an awful lot. At the end of the first season, I had to give it up because of a knee injury. I had graduated high school, and it looked like my luck was about to change on the job front.

The summer after high school I was so tired of being rejected by practically every girl I knew I decided to do whatever it took to drop the extra weight. After learning how to eat right and how important exercise was. 6 months later, I was 220 pounds thanks to a high protein extremely low carb diet and a lot of weight lifting. Things started to look up in the pretty girl department and I had a whole hospital of nurses to have fun with. Some of the high school girls I graduated with started taking notice too. I was no Casanova by any means. But things were looking up. I was going to work day shift at the hospital in a new job.

I was walking by the job board which listed all the available positions at the hospital when I came across a job in physical therapy. At first I didn’t think I would qualify for a job without a college degree. I was going to school when I could, but it was hard when you’re on the evening shift. They were looking for a tech to transport patients, do whirlpools, and keep things stocked for the physical therapists. As it turns out, I was qualified for the position when I realized they needed someone who could lift patients into wheelchairs. The main advantage to this job was it was the day shift. At this point, I was extremely tired of working 3 to 11 so this was the job that I had to have. I applied and they called me in for an interview.

The manager’s name was Joyce. She was a through-back from the 1960s. She wore typical hippie attire and played the role well. She really looked like she just stepped out of the crowd at Woodstock. The assistant manager was also in on the interview. Her name was Carol. She was about 5’ nothing and always seemed to have a sinus problem. Carol was a little softy but could be firm if she needed to be. They both seemed nice and gave me a quick tour of the physical therapy and introduced me to the whole staff. Everyone was very nice and I thought this would be somewhere I’d love to work. Now I had to wait and see if they would take a chance on me. I found out later that they hired me because they thought I could lift the stroke patients. I ended up doing a lot of that. Now I have a big scar running down my lower back because of it.

Every 2 years we would get a new batch of physical therapists. When I started working at SSH the therapists were Rich, Shirley, and Debbie had already been there a while. As the Physical therapy tech in the department watching them come and go was both exciting and depressing. I had been there about a year when, after 2 years in the department they were all leaving. Rich had always wanted to live in California as he was sick of the Chicago winters. Rich had gone to Northwestern University on a full ride for wrestling. He was in great shape and he and I would weight lift with each other. He’s a friend to this day. Shirley and Debbie went to other hospitals for more money.

Rich would have me fly out to Los Angeles to stay with him, we would go to the beaches and bars and do some serious sightseeing. David Lee Roth’s video “California girls” was truer than you could believe. Look up the video on YouTube. It’s a little weird in the beginning, but when he shows the California girls, you’ll understand what I mean. Man, there are some beautiful girls out there! The eye candy was astounding. I was very single and would enjoy the hell out of myself every six months or so when I would go out there. California is beautiful in so many ways. I was out there on vacation with my buddy Rich and he was off work for a change. I had someone to pal around with. He told me he had an idea for the weekend. So the two of us got up early and headed towards the beach. He wanted to teach me how to surf. I didn’t think there would be any way you could get a guy my size to get up on a surfboard. Well, after many tries, and some significant bruising, I finally got up! We surfed in the ocean for a couple of hours and that experience stays with me till this day. When we were done surfing, we returned the rental boards to the kiosk on the beach. Went into the little locker room and changed into some jeans and a tee shirt. Rich got into the driver's seat and looked at me saying “ready for round two?” I replied that I, in fact, was ready for anything. One and a half hours later, I was in the San Bernardino mountains at a ski resort. We let the ski lift pick us up and we spent 20 minutes rising to the top of the mountain. Within minutes, I was heading down the mountain skiing.  We met two very blond, very goofy girls when we were up there. Before two long, we were sitting in the lodge getting shit faced with two beautiful girls. After drinking for a couple of hours, they both invited us back to their hotel rooms in the ski resort. Thank god they had separate rooms. I had gravitated to the blond with long hair. Her name was Gina. Rich went with the short haired blond named Rebecca. I can’t believe I still remember their names. Let's just say it was a wonderful, dirty, night for Gina and me. She was a wild California girl who loved sex. She wanted everything done to her. I was more than happy to oblige. She rode me like a bull rider riding the biggest, meanest bull you’ve ever seen. I thought she was going to snap my cock off. After a long night with her, We met Rich and Cindy for breakfast. They were both from a small town in northern California. I told them that Rich and I were from Chicago. It was like turning a light switch off. Suddenly they seemed scared of us. I noticed this and quickly made mention of our jobs and how we were not involved with the mob. I did it with a comical side to it. They weren't impressed. I knew there was no getting through to them so we cut our losses and ran. The cops were stopping people and sending them to local motels to stay the night because they were going to close the road down the mountain. When we got up to the cop he started saying that the road would be closed soon and we needed to get a room and spend the night until the blizzard was over. We both leaned towards him and said “We’re from Chicago. This is a walk in the park for us.” He just waved us through. He was letting these California guys who had four wheel drive trucks go through too. They would pass us going too fast through the snow and everyone that passed us ended up against a guard rail or in a ditch. We just took it very slow in Rich’s late model mustang and kept passing them by. We got to the bottom of the mountain with no problems. We went home and I told Rich “that was the best weekend of my life!” That weekend still stands out, probably in my top three weekends of all time. We had a blast! 

We did get some new Physical Therapists in after the first three left. The first one was Tony, (who was eye candy for all the nurses in the hospital but a little on the arrogant side) then Emy, who is one of the nicest, most beautiful girls I know. She and I became very close, even having a romantic relationship for a while. We eventually realized we were better off as friends. She is still a friend today and I cherish that relationship. The last therapist is who this story is about. 

Manager Joyce and assistant Manager Carole would always have the new employees go over the department handbook for the hospital on their first day. This was long before PowerPoint presentations and conferences. You read the employee handbook and you were ready to work. Out of the frying pan, into the fire. Joyce and Carole wanted me to meet the new therapist so somewhat unwillingly, because we were busy, they took me back to the conference room to meet her. She was sitting at one of the tables with her back to me. Joyce and Carole were kind of obstructing my view of her. Joyce said “Kathy, we want you to meet Scott. He is one of our techs here and I’m going to have him take you around the hospital and show you the different departments.”  As I watched with some serious interest because she had long straight dark brown hair which had always been my preferred color and style. She stood up and looked at me and introduced herself. When she looked into my eyes I was done for. She had the most beautiful blue eyes I had ever seen. That blue-gray with a little bit of violet near the pupils. When she stood up, I noticed that every inch of her was so perfect. She was about 5’ 6” with the most amazing cheekbones. She was wearing blue slacks with a scooped light blue top and a standard lab jacket that just covered the upper part of her body. It zippered up the front and the first thing I thought about was how wonderful it would be to pull down that zipper and stare at her and get a full look at her chest. She politely said hi and I was barely able to speak. I did manage a “How are you?” But I couldn’t stop staring into her eyes. So perfect. My mind was going a little crazy at that point. I felt some sort of vibration low in my abdomen and a feeling of longing which I didn’t understand.I’ve never had this kind of reaction to a woman. She just did something to me from that moment on. I found myself staring at her every chance I got. I usually had to get to know a woman before I had any reaction to them other than physical. Every part of me knew I was in deep trouble with this one. She must have seen me take in a hitched breath and finally broke the staring contest. I said, “it’s very nice to meet you”. Her body was absolutely stunning. Her breasts were a perfect size. Not obnoxiously big, but not too small.  I knew they would fit perfectly in my hands. She looked athletic and yet feminine. So, after I was done eye fucking her Joyce asked if I would take her on the tour she promised. I said “no problem.” Now let’s see if her personality matches up with those looks. Too often in the past, a beautiful face meant a terrible personality. Ultra beautiful women sometimes don’t put the effort into being likable. They're so used to having everything handed to them, including boyfriends, that they can lack the basic people skills to blend in with a crowd. Girls that are more on the beautiful to plain side work harder being personable. I said to Kathy, “come on, I’ll take you around”. She got up and I held the door for her. Which would give me a good look at her ass. She looked at me like nobody had ever held the door for her. This was probably the most exquisite ass I had ever seen. You could tell she was a runner. Her butt jetted out perfectly.  All I could say to myself was please don’t have a boyfriend, please don’t have a boyfriend. As we walked around SSH and I showed her all the departments and floors we bantered back and forth as easily as any girl I had ever talked to. She was loaded with a sense of humor and plenty of real personality. The flirting started almost immediately, and I realized that I didn’t want to wait very long at all to ask her out.
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The first thing I noticed in the first couple of weeks was how easy she was to work with. I am a big guy and at the time spent a lot of time in the gym. She would always ask me to go up with her to try to get a stroke patient out of bed or walk someone in the parallel bars. She would hold on to the patient in the back and I would let them brace themselves against me in the front. We worked well as a team and I knew I had to ask her out soon before some arrogant doctor did. A lot of women go into medicine to see if they can snag themselves a doctor only to have their dreams smashed ten years later when some new, younger nurse would catch the same doctor’s eye.

The more we worked together the closer we got. No amount of flirting was off-limits. Every time she mentioned anything that could remotely refer to sex I’d throw out some inappropriate comment that would get her laughing and me smiling, making goofy faces at her and seeing if I could get a rise out of her. Watching her blush was wonderful. I’m sure I’d be in big trouble these days for some of the things I said to her. I would do anything to be close to her. Sometimes, I would purposely brush up against her just to get close enough to pick up on her scent. She always used honey and cream shampoo. How did I know that? I actually went to the drugstore and smelled every bottle of shampoo and cream rinse until I found the right one. At the time it seemed like a good idea. Now it sounds just south of being a creep. Back then, there weren't as many choices. Kathy was very practical, and when I found out it was suave shampoo and cream rinse I wasn’t surprised. Suave shampoo was the most affordable shampoo at that time. So it fit her personality. She was out of school for six months and was still driving around in an old chevy. She probably had school loans. Although back then, It didn’t cost a fortune to go to school. It had rust and was a terrible shade of blue. Although, because it was a big car, it would come in handy later.

I was patiently waiting for us to become close enough for me to ask her out, trying to work out exactly what I wanted to say, where we would go, and how I would wrangle a kiss out of her at the end of the night. She never seemed like a girl who would jump into the sack after one date. I knew I would have to work for it, but I was willing to be as patient as I needed to be. I just needed to get the guts up to ask her. Then I heard she did have a boyfriend from college named Mattord. What the hell kind of name is Mattord? This put a serious damper on my thoughts of asking her out but didn’t kill them altogether. I was young and single and had no qualms about taking a girl away from her boyfriend. I know it’s against the bro code, but it would be broken this time.

We continued to get closer. I found out she loved racquetball and golf. From when I was 16 to about 17, I worked at a local golf course on the weekends that also had racquetball courts. I got to know the golf pro and some of the managers really well. Then one day the owner was having trouble getting the ice machine to stop leaking. The water was soaking the carpet and bar/kitchen area. I was pretty sure he was going to have a stroke if he kept yelling, so I came out from behind my station in the kitchen and said to him “I’m going to see where it’s leaking from”. I picked up the side of what had to be a three-hundred pound ice machine and slid it out so I could see where the leak was. Turns out, it was the water line that went from the wall valve to the machine. They got a toolbox for me and I grabbed a crescent wrench and tightened the valve connection. The machine stopped leaking and the owner of the golf course stopped losing his mind. He was so happy with me that he gave me free unlimited racquetball and golf until he passed away ten years later. They gave me a pass that I still have today to walk on at any time and I could make a reservation at the racquetball courts for free. This would end up being very handy when I met Kathy. Even though we were in the hospital golf league, we would go out and play nine holes after work whenever the weather would let us. In the winter or if it was raining, we would play racquetball. She constantly hit me in the back or legs when we played racquetball. I don’t think she was purposely trying to hit me, I was just a big target. One time she hit the ball with all her might and hit me right in the ass. Racquetballs don’t really hurt that bad, but they sting like a son of a bitch. She was laughing so hard she had to lay down in the middle of the court. As she was laying there, I pulled out her sweat pants and shoved the racquetball in there. I don’t know why I was that bold, but she was still laughing so hard she didn’t seem to mind that I got a good look at her underwear that day. Little tiny hearts on them. I can still see it like it happened yesterday. I picked her up off the floor and said “do you think you can try that again but maybe aim for the wall this time”? We had so much fun playing together. She was no pushover. I had to work hard to beat her. Sometimes she would come in on top. I would go to her softball games and watch her play. She really could hit a ball, and was a good shortstop. Anytime she had a game after work, she would ask if I wanted to come and watch. After every game most of the team would go to a bar and have a few beers. She would invite me to that too. Sometimes she would sit with me and some of the other softball teammates. After most of her teammates left, we would play some of the arcade games the bar had in it. We also played a lot of darts. I didn’t care what we did as long as I felt like I was getting closer to her.

We would always stop somewhere on the way home from racquetball and get something to eat. I always picked her up so I would pick the place we would have dinner. Back then there was a little mom-and-pop Italian restaurant called Traverso’s. It was on our way home and I’d pull in there to eat. I loved pasta and Italian was her favorite food. The restaurant had a typical Italian vibe to it. Red carpeting that looked like it had been there since they opened. Italian maps were everywhere along with typical Italian oil paintings of houses and gardens making up an Italian landscape. Truly an Italian restaurant in every way. She would always try to pay her half but I never let her. I was trying to work the “this could be a date” angle into our outings. Whether it be golf or racquetball, I would try to pick a nice place.

I would sometimes try to get her to go out on the weekend, but she’d throw the boyfriend card at me and I’d have to take it. It was upsetting, but I usually didn’t sit at home alone either. While I waited for Kathy to really see me, I went to parties with my old high school friends, casually dated other women, and kept myself plenty busy. Now that I was in good shape and no longer weighed 290 pounds, my options were much better for me being Mr. Right or Mr. Right now as Garth Brooks once said. It’s sad how something such as a weight problem can hinder a beautiful girl from noticing you. But I have to say, I wasn’t much better. When I was heavy, my interests focused only on the girls that had good looks with a great personality. It’s sad that our society is this way. There are so many people I know that have one or two flaws that would make great partners for someone. It was a large burden to carry through my life, but I was very happy that the burden had been lifted.

One of my tasks at the hospital was to put crutches and walkers together. One day I was putting some crutches together and I could hear Kathy in the back office which was in the same area as the crutch room. She was yelling at someone on the phone. This was extremely unusual for her. She was always even-keeled and nice to everyone. I couldn’t help but listen in on the conversation because I really wanted to figure out who pissed her off so much. After hearing the words “that’s bullshit” and “why are you doing this” come out of that beautiful mouth I quickly put together the thought that she was talking to Matt and my heart started racing. I thought that this might be my chance to get to her after that throw-down with her boyfriend. I eventually heard her slam the phone down on him. (For you kids out there this was long before cell phones were used). I quickly got up and caught her as she was storming out of the room and said “want to talk about that?” She wandered back toward me and sat down in the crutch room with me. I asked her “Is he being an ass?” she was nodding her head and said “he sure is” and gave me a story about wanting to go riding with his motorcycle buddies for the weekend. “He was going to go with me to a wedding this weekend, but now I can’t go because he’s being a first-class asshole.” She said “Sometimes he does this to me. Just up and leaves with his friends. Now it’s Wednesday and he’s backing out on me.”  I saw this as an opportunity immediately and said “I would never do that to you. You know that, right?” She said, “maybe I need to give some thought to that”. I was happy to hear this response thinking this could be my chance. I said, “I would gladly take you to the wedding”. She looked hard at me as if she was considering it. I said “who’s the wedding for?” She said it was a childhood friend that she had been close to all the way up and through high school. “She grew up in the same neighborhood as me. There was a group of about 8 of us. We did everything together. Even camping out in my backyard.”  I said “Does Matt know anyone, especially the bride”? She said, “no. He’s never met any of them”. I said “So, we could go and he would never find out?” She looked at me and smiled. Kind of in an “I should consider this” way. We had been flirting and getting along so well that I figured it was the best time to take my shot. She looked down and said she probably shouldn’t. I said “you just had a blowout fight with him. Are you going to keep letting him do this to you? If you haven’t figured it out yet, I've been crazy about you since the day you started.” I said, “I can get a suit, I’m free on Saturday, and I would love to take you”. She said, “We would need to keep it quiet around here”. I said I knew that. “So, what time should I pick you up?” she looked up at me and said “You know what, I’m so mad at him right now maybe it’s time for a change. Besides, I really want to go to this wedding.” Then she said the one thing a guy really hates to hear. “Can we go as friends?” I heard this line all through high school. There is nothing more frustrating than being tossed into the friend zone. I even went to my prom with the stipulation that my date only wanted to be friends. I hated the friend zone. But with her, I guess I was willing to spend some time there just to have a chance to be her boyfriend. I reluctantly said yes although I was hoping for this to be a real date, I would take anything I could get.

We were scheduled to play racquetball on Friday at 6:00 pm so I reminded her of this and she said she remembered. Kathy said, “After this week I’ll need a good laugh by hitting you in the ass a couple of times.” I said with a big smile “as long as you’re hitting my ass it’s ok. Just try not to hit me in the balls. I don’t need any long-lasting damage”.  I wanted to say I’ll be using them on you in the not-too-distant future but I figured I’d be pushing my luck just a little. 

I stopped on my way home to buy a suit at the big and tall shop. The big and tall shop always had something that fit. I got some help from a gorgeous, rather petite girl with long blond hair and a body that was absolutely beautiful. She was the only one working in the store. As I always did, I would just find a manikin that had a nice suit and shirt and say “give me everything on this manikin.” I’d give her my sizes and send her on a wild goose chase around the store looking for everything. After she got everything, I went into the changing room and tried them on. Everything but the pants fit perfectly. So, we went down one size on the pants and I came out to look in the mirror. For a guy who hates to dress up, I didn’t look half bad. The girl said some nice things and I figured that was all I needed. I went into the changing room and took everything off.  I was in the middle of taking off my pants when the door lock on the room turned and the petite blond stepped into the dressing room with me. To say I was shocked would be the understatement of the year. She closed the door and locked it. She  looked up at me and said “My boyfriend just cheated on me. We had been going out together for the past 2 years. I think he’s been cheating the entire time with my best friend. So I’m pissed at both of them. I think the only way to get back at him is to fuck another guy. I'll pick you if that’s ok?” As she was saying that she was pulling off her top. She unsnapped her bra before I could say anything. As the bra fell to the ground I was looking at some beautiful breasts. Very large breasts for a petite woman. I let her pull my shirt off. I said “what if someone comes in? Won’t you get fired?” She looked at me with a smile and said “This is my last day here. I locked the outside door. Trust me, no one is going to come in.” She slid her pants down to the floor. The socks followed. Now she just had a beautiful pair of laced underwear on, I bent forward and took her left nipple in my mouth. She had large, perfectly pink nipples. As I sucked and licked her nipple she grabbed my head and pushed my face into her breast hard. I watched as she arched her back and practically lifted herself up to get closer to me. She squeezed her right breast hard and pinched her own nipple, pulling out on it. I switched to the right breast and sucked it hard into my mouth. She moans as I switch to biting down lightly on her nipple. I stand up and squeeze hard on both breasts. Kneading them, I lick from the nipples to her neck and work my way to her mouth, sucking on her tongue. She is now clawing at me, driving her nails into my back. I’m sure there are going to be marks or even blood on my back from how hard she has driven her nails into me.  I was pretty much mute at this point. This had never happened to me. I was so excited my erection was going to break through my underwear. I picked her up and she wrapped her legs around me. We kissed with a lot of passion, tangling our tongues and then licking her lips. She was writhing against me, grinding down on my cock. I kissed my way down her neck and bit down lightly on her shoulder. She threw her head back and moaned. I worked down the other side of her neck. Then I licked the spot behind her ear then lightly bit down on her ear lobe. She was still grinding on me, moaning as she came closer to orgasm. I unwrapped her legs from around her back and put her down. She quickly squatted down and pulled my underwear down. My cock sprung forward and I think it shocked her. I was bigger and thicker than average. She said “Wow. I didn’t see this coming. I’m not used to someone this big. You’ll have to go slow with me.” Suddenly, she came forward and took me into her mouth. Now it was time for me to throw my head back. She was quick to take charge. She ran her hand up and down my cock using the pre-cum as a lubricant. She was having trouble getting my cock into her mouth. She said “can you hold my hair and push your cock into my mouth. I’m pretty sure I can get more of you in me if you help.” I had no problem with this. I fisted her hair and started to push my cock farther into her mouth. The first time she gagged. But after that, she seemed to open more and I could shove my cock in much further. She kept up a punishing pace, grabbing my ass to keep pushing me forward. She seemed to enjoy this as much as I was. Her moans were loud and she had her hand in her underwear. When I saw that I wanted to make her feel good too. I pulled out of her mouth and pulled her up towards me. I said, “now it’s my turn to make you feel good.” I squatted down and removed her underwear. I put her on the little bench in the changing room and spread her legs. She had beautiful blond hair lightly surrounding her beautiful pussy. I put her legs up on my shoulders and slid my tongue all the way to the back of her heat, licking between her folds as I withdrew my tongue. I looked up at her and our eyes met. I kept staring at her as I continued to lick and suck her. She was writhing with each lick. She slid her hips up to meet my tongue. I slid two fingers into her and she started to moan louder, fisted my hair. When I pushed hard on her clit with my tongue she came apart, exploding on my tongue. She continued to pulsate and shake after I stood up and held her. She reached into her purse and pulled out a condom. When she looked at the package she knew the size was too small for me. She said, “I want you to fuck me hard but I have a condom that’s not going to fit on that!” She was pointing at my cock when she said it. She said, “by any chance do you have one?” I reached down into my pants and pulled one out of my wallet. I pulled out a magnum condom and held it up to her face. She smiled so big it was funny. I sheathed myself and picked her up. Pushing her up against the wall she grabbed my cock and lined it up with her entrance.  slowly I pushed in as she gasped. Her eyes closed when I buried myself in her to the hilt. She said, “Give me a minute to get used to your size.” My hands were on her ass holding her up. I slowly started to move. She had her hands around my neck, kissing me hard. As I picked up the pace, she broke free of the kiss breathing very hard. The moaning was loud and such a turn-on. I continued to pump when her eyes opened wide and she said “I’m going to cum again, oh my god I’m going to cum again!” She shattered for the second time, her eyes getting more intense. This made me pick up my pace, pounding hard into her. I had to concentrate on keeping her in an upright position, I continued to push in deeply,  lifting one of her legs up higher, I was able to penetrate her even more. She came with a scream and continued to moan looking me in the eyes. As I found my release I saw stars. She was taking everything out of me. I think part of it was the surprise of the whole encounter. This girl was so beautiful. I continued to push into her until my erection was no longer there. I slowly lowered her down to the ground as she almost crumbled in my hands. Her legs were like rubber as she kissed me deeply. She said “I had no idea sex was supposed to feel like that!. I feel like I’ve been getting ripped off for so long. My now Ex-boyfriend never put me first. I would rarely have an orgasm during sex with him. Now I don’t even want to go back to my boyfriend. He obviously doesn’t know how to satisfy a woman.” I said “I’m glad I could help you get back at him. He sounds like a selfish asshole if you don’t mind me saying, he isn’t keeping you happy if he never gives you multiple orgasms during sex”. She started to get dressed, shaking her head the entire time. She said “thanks for making me feel so good. Now I know what I’ve been missing. And don’t worry, I don’t want anything else from you unless you want to hook up every once and a while.” I said “I’m kind of waiting for a girl to see me as more than just a friend. She has a boyfriend, but I think I’m wearing her down.” she laughed. “If she knew what she was missing, she’d be dumping that guy. I said “I’ve never had something like this happen to me before. I used to be overweight, so something like this would have never happened. She looked up at me still wrapping her hands around my neck “well, you are wonderful. How much weight did you lose?” I told her about 90 pounds. She couldn’t believe it.  We were dressed by now and she had opened the door slowly to make sure no one was looking in the windows. As we walked toward the register she turned around and said “by the way my name is Sara. What’s yours?” I said Scott. She said “well it was so nice to meet you. I guess I should say all of you.” I laughed as she rang up my suit and other clothes. When she was done she printed out my receipt and said “I added something to the bottom of the receipt.” When I looked down, she had put her name and phone number on the bottom of the receipt. She leaned over on the counter making it pretty obvious that she wanted me to call her. I walked back and said “if things don’t go as planned this weekend, I will call you next week. I’m not stupid. This was a very pretty girl and a very nice girl. I figured if Kathy wanted to stay with her boyfriend, I would call her.

So, Friday morning rolls around and I tell Kathy that I would pick her up at 5:30 for our 6:15 racquetball time. She said that would work out fine. She looked up at me and gave me this huge smile and said “I’m looking forward to kicking your ass today”. She was pretty damn good at racquetball and I knew that was a possibility. She smiled up at me with more than just a normal look. Just kind of a come-hither look. I was confused and excited to see it, wondering if it meant anything. I tried not to put too much thought into it but I couldn’t help but think it meant something.

That afternoon, I was at her house at 5:30 as I said I would be. Kathy was always running a little behind. She wasn’t a fancy dresser, but something always slowed her up. Her brother Billy, who I had met before when I had picked her up for golf on a Saturday morning, was home, and one of her sisters. I hadn’t met either of her sisters. I knew one was a year or two younger than Kathy and one was 15. The older sister was home. Billy introduced me to her. I put my hand out to shake hers but she left me hanging. She looked at me like I had two heads and stormed off to her room and slammed the door. I looked at Billy and said, “what the hell was that all about?” He said “she thinks Kathy and you are an item and it pisses her off. She really likes Matt and she and Kathy aren’t getting along. She’s mad about you and her playing golf and racquetball together. Kathy keeps telling her that you and she are just friends but I don’t think she buys it. By the way, I see how you look at her. You don’t hide your feelings for her well. She talks about you a lot. So, don’t give up on her. I’m sure she’s seeing the possibilities. I’m rooting for you in this game”. I said, “I’m rooting for me too.” Just then Kathy comes out in jeans and a pullover sweatshirt. Which is great because I can stare at her ass when we’re walking out. It was a beautiful ass so it was kind of hypnotic watching her. I’m sure she has caught me more than a few times staring at her in the past, but she never said anything. 

We said goodbye to Billy and left. I said to Kathy “I don’t think your sister likes me. She really gave me the evil eye when I walked in.” Kathy said, “she’s got her panties in a bunch about you and me. No matter how many times I tell her we're just friends she gives me a hard time about it. Ignore her”. I said, “I’d be happy to do that. She was more than a little mean to me”. We got outside and as usual, I opened her door for her and took her racquetball bag. I closed her door and opened the trunk to put her bag in. After that, we were off. When we got to the country club where we played racquetball we split up and went to our different locker rooms. I told her we were on court 2 and that I’d meet her there. Now every time we played racquetball together, she would always wear loose sweatpants. I didn’t like that look at all. She had such a beautiful body it was so wrong to cover it up. This time she came into the court wearing a tight t-shirt and very short gym shorts. This was a feast for my eyes. Her legs were so muscular and beautiful. I knew I was going to lose at least the first game because I was going to end up watching her ass the whole time. I was truly an ass man. Every man out there has a preference. You're either an ass man or a breast man. I was a true ass man. It was my kryptonite.

I was right about racquetball. I ended up losing the first two games to her. She said “what’s with you? You’re not playing like you always do?” I said in a very matter-of-fact way “your shorts are the reason I’m not doing well.” She looked at me all kind of innocent and said “I don’t understand, why would my little shorts make you lose the first two games?” I said “You know exactly what you’re doing. Distract me with that beautiful butt of yours and throw me off my game.” She just looked at me with this devious smile and we kept on playing. I did win the last game. Only because I tried to focus on the front wall.

After showering (unfortunately, not together) we met at the country club lobby. I said “I need a beer. You don’t have anything else planned for tonight, do you?'' She said she didn't, which was good for me because I had made reservations at Traverso’s. I said to Kathy “I made reservations at your favorite restaurant for 7:45. I hope that’s ok with you?” she said, “that sounds great”. She was as hungry as me. We drove to Traverso’s and got seated right away. We decided to try their pizza and ordered a couple of beers with it. That was one of the other things that drew me to Kathy. No fancy drinks or even wine. She liked beer. We ended up having a couple of beers each and ate the entire medium pizza. We talked a lot. I could tell she was starting to get a little tipsy so I ordered one more beer for each of us, knowing it would affect her more than me.  It was 9:30 when we left but I wasn’t done yet. There was this little bar not too far from the restaurant. They had a jukebox and a little dance floor. When we got in there, people were up dancing and having a good time. We sat at the bar and ordered a couple more beers. Just as the bartender gave them to us a slow song came on. I grabbed her hand and practically dragged her out to the dance floor saying “This will be good practice for tomorrow.” She was feeling pretty good by then and we started dancing. We started out in a pretty standard slow dance position. But before too long she slowly moved closer to me as the song went on and eventually had her head on my chest. When the song ended, we went back to the bar to drink the beers the bartender had served us. She was having a hard time looking at me. I knew something was brewing in that pretty little head of hers. I was hoping it would be to my advantage. After she drank that beer, she started to really loosen up. We started dancing to everything only stopping for the occasional beer break. We went up to the jukebox and she and I picked out about 5 songs. I picked slow ones. She picked one slow one and one upbeat one. The  latter came first. By this time the bar had nearly cleared out. They closed at midnight but I was going to get my slow dances in. She held me close for all the songs resting her head on my chest the whole time. At one point she put her hands around my neck. We stayed like that with very little talk. I could look into those eyes forever, and she was staring into mine.  I grabbed her hand after the last song was over and we headed to the bar to quickly finish our beers. When we left it was midnight. Still holding hands, We walked out to my car and I opened the door for her. She said, “I’m still loving this nice service you give a girl”. I kneeled down next to her and said, “It will never stop if you pick me. I really love being with you, Kathy. You’re the perfect girl for me. Athletic, funny, and very beautiful. I really hope someday you’ll really see me because I see all of you and you're perfect.” When I got into my side of the car and closed the door, I thought I’d kiss her on the cheek and tell her what a good time I had. When I tried to do that, she turned her head a little and the kiss landed right on her lips. I pulled back a little bit and said “I was aiming for your cheek”. I started to say I was sorry when she grabbed me by the back of the neck. She wasn’t done with just one kiss and neither was I. When I pulled back a little, I put my forehead on hers. I looked at her to make sure she was ok with this. Suddenly we were in a very deep kiss with our tongues meeting and constantly pulling her closer to me. I pulled back a little and said “I’ve been waiting for that since the day you started.” I remember us breathing heavily,  and being very handsy.  I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. This was my dream girl and I mean that literally. Almost all my dreams till that point centered around her. We kissed for about ten minutes and then decided to get in the back seat. I wanted her to know that this was up to her. She slowly pulled my shirt off. This sent me right to full mast and I couldn’t wait for her anymore. I reached around her and pulled her shirt over her head and unsnapped her bra. She covered up a little saying she was a little bit nervous. I said, “You have to give me a fair chance, Kathy. Let’s just have some fun. I won’t do anything you don’t want to do”. She said OK and layed down on top of me in the back seat. Her breasts were perfect. She was 24 and everything was perfect. I was 22. A little younger but a little more experienced. After playing with her breasts and then sucking them and licking around the nipples I bit down a little. That got a moan out of her and I thought she likes a little pain with her pleasure. I flipped her over so she was below me and I slowly kissed my way down, from the center of her chest to her belly button, and circled it with my tongue. I eventually reached down and unbuttoned her jeans, slowly pulling down her zipper. You could hear every click that the zipper made as I took it down. I was able to stick my hand down into her jeans, sliding into her underwear. She was so wet her underwear were soaked. I rubbed slowly and gently over her clit and between her folds inserting two fingers so I could reach her g spot. The second I touched her pussy she started to groan into my mouth. She was still kissing me and I started kissing her on her neck. Working my way down. I was going to try to get her jeans off but when I did she suddenly pulled up and gave me one more big kiss. Then she arched her back and slowly grabbed my arm that was in her pants. She slowly ran her hand down my arm. Kathy arched again as I pushed down on my hand. I pushed on her a little harder which started her moaning. She suddenly began to shake. She shook all around my hand and kept shaking every couple of minutes. I had heard about girls who had multiple small orgasms that were almost continuous. This was the first time I had ever made love to a girl who experiences orgasms like this. As I rubbed her, all I wanted was to keep her orgasms going, I was getting so desperate to be inside her I started pulling down her pants and she still stopped me. She said “if we’re going to make love, I want it to be in a bed.” I said I was willing to wait as long as she promised me that it would happen. I still needed relief so I was hoping it was my turn. She said she wanted to go home. She wasn’t thinking straight and didn’t feel comfortable doing what she was doing. I kissed her again, getting her to open for me. I slowly took out my cock and put her hand around it. She looked down and said, “Holy crap Scott, this is much bigger than I expected”. She slowly moved down and started wrapping her hand around my shaft. As she went up and down on it, twisting her hand, I thought that I was going to get nothing but a hand job. But then I felt her mouth on me. She slowly circled around the head of my cock and licked up the pre-cum. Kathy said “looks like there is more to come” and I watched her head going up and down feeling the wonderful sensation of her sucking on my cock. This was an unbelievable turn of events, knowing that she was willing to do this to me. I watched as she picked up the pace and it wasn’t too long before I let everything I had go into her mouth. I could hear her swallowing my cum. When I was finished, she licked around the head a few times. When she sat up, she said “that was fun,” I said “You have no idea how long I’ve waited for something like that to happen between you and me.” She said “let’s stop. I think I need to go home. “Scott even though I’m really attracted to you I’m still not sure I should be doing this.” I wasn’t going to fight her on this. She had already made this a great evening. We got dressed and climbed back into the front seat and I took her home. When we got there, we sat in the driveway and ended up making out for 20 more minutes with me giving her a couple more orgasms before she gently pushed me away and got out of the car. I said “I’ll see you tomorrow, Kathy!” she said “thanks for the great evening, Scott.” and I left with the biggest smile on my face.
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Chapter 3
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Saturday rolled around and I was pretty nervous. I really saw a possible future with Kathy. She had everything I wanted in a woman. She was athletic and loved to play racquetball and golf both of which I played regularly. Other than the damn boyfriend, she was pretty much perfect. She had told me that she wanted to go to the church service which was near her house and the reception hall. She was catholic. I was raised catholic but by that time I had become very jaded towards religion. It had a lot to do with begging for money every week I went to church. I read up on the Vatican one time and found out about all the priceless pieces of art they had there. I would say to myself, sell a damn painting or two. Then we wouldn’t have to listen to the crabby priest preach about how important it was to get the parking lot repaved. Although, one ceremony wouldn’t kill me though.

She asked to be picked up at 2:45 pm. My house was only about 20 minutes from hers. I left at 2:15 so I’d be a little early. I got there a little after 2:30 and rang the bell. Her brother Billy answered the door. He said “Hey Scott” I was invited in and he went back to Kathy’s bedroom and told her I was there. She said it would be just a few minutes. (shocking) Billy and I sat down at the kitchen table and started talking. He said “thanks for taking her. She really wanted to go and her boyfriend was being an ass about it. He’s not a bad guy, but he always drops the ball when it comes to things that are important to my sister.” This was encouraging news because it seemed like he wasn’t very fond of Kathy’s boyfriend. I said, “it’s my pleasure to take her. We’ve become pretty good friends at work so when I heard her have the fight with Matt on the telephone I jumped right in”.  Billy said, “You should have heard the argument she had with him this morning. Not pretty at all”. This secretly made me happy thinking there might be a chance brewing here. After about 10 minutes of small talk with Billy, Kathy finally came out. She had curled her long brown hair and it looked fantastic. I really don’t think that Kathy knew how beautiful she really was. She had a summer dress on. White with small blue polka dots just above the knee length allowing me to see her legs. She caught me ogling her. She looked at me and said “What, did I miss something?” I just sat there with my mouth open. She looked more than beautiful. When you're used to seeing someone in a lab jacket with a basic uniform underneath, something as beautiful as a summer dress that highlighted how she really looked was wonderful. So, I said, “I’m sorry, but you look stunning”. And she did. I will never forget the look I got next. She gave me the biggest smile and did this little curtsy saying “thank you”. I said with a big smile “You ready now”? she said, “let’s go”. I said goodbye to Billy and he told us to have a real good time. Which I thought was unusual on his part because he put quite an emphasis on the word “Real”.

So, I walked her out to my 1970 Monte Carlo that I was restoring and opened the door for her. Again, she looked at me like I had two heads. But I made sure she got all of her dress in and went around to my side and started the car. She grabbed my arm and said, “No one has ever opened my door for me”. I said, “How long have you been dating Matt”? She said 2 and a half years. I said, “Every girl I go out with never has to open a door. Whether it’s a car door or a restaurant door. I always get it. That’s the way it should be.” She stared at me and said, “That makes me think very highly of you, Scott”. Any compliment from her was great to hear.
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Chapter 4
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We got to the church and took a seat near the back. The place was kind of packed. Which was great for me because we were so close, that she was practically sitting on my lap. Now, being that I have no shame I was ready to see if she continued to have her great sense of humor even in a church. As the ushers walked by dragging a green runner down the aisle I said “what the hell is that? A landing strip for the bride?” I had never seen one before. As I looked over at Kathy, she was trying to hold her laughter back and gave me a quick slap on the arm. I said to myself this was going to be fun. As the first of the wedding party came up the aisle, I saw something that just died for a joke to be told. Sea green tuxedos and dark green dresses out of a Cinderella movie. Just wrong in so many ways. Now as I turned to Kathy, she was already looking at me waiting for what I would say. I couldn’t resist and said, “this looks like the exorcist wedding with all that green in it”. This got a slight snort out of her which got some eye rolls from the old people sitting around us. She looked up at me, slapped me on the arm again, and whispered in my ear “Stop it! I’m going to pee my pants in church!” This got me laughing quietly only because I was making her laugh which had been my goal since the day I met her. All I wanted her to see was how much fun we could have together. Now when the vows came up, I quickly made up some funny ones and recited them to her as the two were exchanging them. Now she started pinching me because she was still laughing. No one knew what I was doing except the old people around us who seemed to all have hearing aids so I wasn’t too worried. We quickly exited the church heading for my car. She was still laughing so hard at all the shit I had pulled in the church. I was so happy. I made her enjoy what could have been a very boring hour. Again, I opened her door and she was still looking at me funny. I don’t know much about her boyfriend, but I knew he was slipping up big time. As we drove back to her house to wait for the reception to start in about two and a half hours, she directed me to a couch in the living room. She sat in the middle. This is great news for me because no matter which side I sat on; she was going to be close. Kathy said “we have the place to ourselves for the next 3 hours until my mom comes home from work. I said, “this sounds like a perfect opportunity to have some fun in your bedroom.” She looked up at me, smiled, and grabbed my hand to bring me back to her bedroom. We were both so excited we were practically running. She had a queen size bed that was covered in a plain white comforter. Nothing fancy for Kathy. We kissed by her bed. I slowly unzipped her dress. She let it drop to the floor. The dress had a bra in it so she was topless at this point. I squatted down and took off her panties. I said “I need to taste you.” She layed down on the bed rather quickly. I took my clothes off and put my head by her feet, kissing her ankles on both sides working my way up, dragging my tongue along the way. I stopped at her calves and peppered them with kisses. As I got to her thighs she was squirming. I slowly kissed my way up till I was in front of a very wet pussy. I quickly stuck my tongue into her opening as far as I could. She arched her hips up into my tongue. I flicked her clit a couple of times and I heard her gasp. She was up on her elbows watching me. I started to lick up her folds, and she let her head fall back. She tasted so good I couldn’t get enough of her. I slowed things up by licking and sucking her clit. She was moaning every time I touched her with my tongue. She started to arch her hips but I held her down wanting to be in control. She let out a little scream covering her mouth like someone was home. I said “uncover your mouth and let that scream go.” She did just that and then started vibrating. Her orgasm was hitting her hard. I continued to lick her, not wanting to stop. She eventually pulled me up towards her and said “I need you inside of me. Please don’t make me wait.” She grabbed my shaft and put it near her entrance. I slowly entered her all the way down to the base of my shaft. She let out a big groan and wrapped her legs around me. She said “stay like this for a little while. It feels so deep in there. I need to be ready for you to start fucking me. I need to get used to your size.” I did as she asked and laid there, I let her get used to my size and length. We kissed passionately until she nodded to me which was a go-ahead for me to start pumping into her. I started slowly pulling out of her completely and pushing into her as far as I could go. Her orgasms seemed to continue. I gradually picked up my speed to a fast pace. She was moaning quite a bit and thrashing around fisting the comforter. I picked her legs up by the knees to get even more penetration. She said “Oh! That feels so good.” So, I kept her knees up by putting them on my shoulders to increase the penetration. After a while of this, I sat up and quickened the pace even faster. She was really thrashing about so much it was hard to hold her in one place. I knew I wouldn’t last too long. I said “are you on the pill?” she said, “just pull out and cum on my stomach”. I started moaning on my own, knowing that my orgasm was coming quickly. I pulled out just in time to coat her stomach, shooting as high as her breasts. I pretty much covered her. She watched as I let go. Then she looked up in my eyes and said “nobody and I mean nobody has ever made love to me like that. You’re a machine. I’m going to be sore at the wedding.” I smiled at her knowing she was about to be mine. I said to Kathy “it’s time for you to break up with Matt so I can have you to myself. I can make love to you in so many ways. We’ve just scratched the surface this time. I promise you it will even get better from here.” She smiled so brightly but didn’t say anything. I layed down next to her kissing her deeply until she finally said “I have to go wipe this cum off of me. It’s starting to slide down on my comforter and I don’t want it to stain.” I got up and watched with great pleasure as she walked into the bathroom and shut the door. She came back and layed down next to me. We were facing each other so I could easily run my fingers through her hair. It was so long and beautiful. I pushed her towards me and kissed her again. We lingered in that all-out kiss that consumed both of us. The more she kissed me, the harder I got. I pointed down and she grabbed my cock. She was surprised I was ready for round two. She said “as much as I’d like to keep going, I’m afraid we could get caught. My sister would freak out if she knew what I was doing.” As she was finishing her thought, I flipped her over on her stomach and started a deep tissue massage on her back. She was relaxing, letting out long deep breaths and small moans. I had the most beautiful view of her ass. I knew if I could get her to relax, we could do it again. I worked my way down from her neck to her shoulders pushing my thumbs into all the muscle groups. Kathy was one of the therapists who had let me observe her as she did a deep tissue massage on a patient with back problems so I knew how to do it correctly. She was moaning as I hit each muscle group with a medium bit of pressure. As I got to her low back she was groaning with pleasure. I now had my chance to get my hands on that beautiful ass of hers. I grabbed the right cheek and pushed the heel of my hand into it. I rubbed all over the right cheek and then went to the left one. With my right hand, I spread her legs apart. As I worked my way down, I slid my fingers across her pussy. After sliding my fingers over her clit, she really started to moan loudly. She arched her ass up to give me better access. I entered her pussy with two fingers and she fisted the comforter again. She arched even higher. By this time, I was as hard as a rock. After rubbing her for a short time she began to orgasm. Her body vibrated with each orgasm. I lifted her ass up so she was on her knees. I entered her from behind. She was gasping for breath as I did this. This seemed to be the position for her, because of her immediate reaction. This was also my favorite position because it seemed to garner such a high amount of penetration. As I pushed into her, she was pushing back on me. She said “Let me do the work. I love this position.” I held still as she rocked back and forth taking my cock all the way in. Eventually, I started to take over slamming into her as quickly as I could. She was groaning by now and having almost constant orgasms. Soon, it was too much for me. I pulled out and came all over her back and ass. She and I both were breathing heavily. I collapsed next to her. She laid down on her stomach and kissed me. I deepened the kiss and let our tongues ravage each other. I said “I’ll get a rag for you. Where are they?” She told me they were under the sink in the bathroom. I got up and quickly ran it under warm water. I brought it back and cleaned the cum off of her back and ass. She turned over on her back when I was done and said “what am I going to do now? This feels so right. Will you always make love to me that way with that much tenderness?” I said “I can guarantee that if you stay with me, it will always be that way. I love the way you make love to me too. I could stay here all night. The hell with the reception.” She said “as fun as that sounds, I still want to go to the reception. It will be so much fun. But I will do this to you as soon as I possibly can.” I gently put my hand on her cheek and kissed her. I deepened the kiss and felt our tongues battle. I started rubbing her everywhere she would let me. I just couldn’t keep my hands off of her. The passion was so high between us that we couldn’t step away from each other. I was starting to get hard again and she felt it against her thighs. She pushed me back a little and said “we can’t do this again. It’s too much for me. Let me get my head on straight before we do anything else.” I said ok and we got dressed and went out and sat down on the couch. She sat close to me and set her head down on mine. She seemed a little tired. I saw her eyes close and before too long her breathing slowed and she was asleep. This was pure heaven for me. I had already fallen for her so this was very exciting. I slowly rested my head down on top of hers and I fell asleep too.
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