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I step outside the back of the hospital cafeteria for a break and light a cigarette. The door opens and out steps a cute nurse, doing the same. She glances my way and her face blushes.

Smiling, I swoop in. Pretty lady, smoking a cigarette, works at the hospital. It must be fate.

“Hello, I don’t think I’ve seen you around,” I say.

“You haven’t. I’m an LPN, freshly graduated and just started here. I’m Sindy,” she says.

“Alec,” I say and nod.

We smoke cigarettes for a few minutes. “You know, we’re not supposed to smoke on campus, but this is the dumpster outlet.”

“I know. Trish told me.” She nods and smiles. Her auburn hair springs loose from the clip holding the hair at the back of her head. She’s petite, thin, and yet well formed at the top. 

“So, Sindy, you like it here so far?” I ask.

She grins. “So far. I work on the general floor. Just doing rounds, notating charts for the RNs, taking vitals. What do you do?”

“I’m a cook. I have a degree in diet and nutrition.”

She nods, the smoke surrounding her head. I laugh.

“We work at the hospital and have such a despicable habit,” I say.

“I know, I’m going to quit. Soon,” she says nodding.

“Eh, I’ll quit when I’m ready. I enjoy it too much,” I say as I take a long draw.

We laugh, enjoying the few moments of break before heading back to the grind.

“Nice to meet you, Alec,” Sindy says.

I watch her head back inside. Hmm, she’s interesting. I may want to explore more opportunities.

From the kitchen, I can see those who break by the dumpsters. Mainly the smoking employees, otherwise they have to walk to the parking lot to their vehicles just for a smoke. I know some will sneak a smoke at the other entrances, but that’s risky. The big hoots don’t come around to the dumpster area, so we’re pretty safe out here.

Sindy walks with another CNA, Malory, to the dumpsters. I smile and throw my apron on the hook. “Be back in a few, going on break,” I say to my co-workers in the kitchen.

Sindy and Malory are talking when I step outside. Malory is a single mom with two kids. She’s about ten years older than me.

“Alec,” she says and laughs.

“Hi Alec,” Sindy says as she turns and greets me.

“Ladies,” I say as I saunter to the boxes and sit. 

Malory doesn’t come with Sindy on every break. I make sure to reserve my time to take my break with Sindy. We don’t always work on the same days though. I’m on a different schedule from the nurses. It’s a sad day when Sindy isn’t here.

I surmise we’re close to the same age. She’s 24 and I’m 27. Not too bad a difference. I take time to get to know her. These little breaks add up. I need to know more about her before asking her out.

She smiles as she steps out. “Hey, Alec,” she says and perches on the box beside me. 

Dark clouds roll in above us. Thunder rumbles in the distance. I sigh.

“Hey sweet babe,” I say.

Since Sindy started working, we haven’t had rain. Unfortunately, the dumpsters aren’t under a porch. Only a slight overhang covers the door.

She gazes at the sky. “I guess if it rains we’re screwed,” she says.

“Pretty much,” I say. “Unless you want to trek to your car. Too much trouble in my opinion.”

“Too bad they don’t make it easier for us to get lung cancer.”

We laugh at her jokes.

“Would you like to join me for dinner later?” Our dinner break is at the same time.

“Sure!”

Big fat rain drops fall. We scramble for the door, dropping our cigarettes and smashing into the concrete, we duck back inside. 

At dinner, Sindy sits across from me nibbling on a turkey sandwich. I’m chomping on a cheeseburger I made. I scoot my plate of fries.

“Help me eat this,” I say.

She giggles as she plucks a fry from the plate.

“I take it you’re unattached,” I say, finally getting around to the subject.

“As unattached as they come,” she says and nods. 

“Good,” I say and smile. “That means you’ll say yes.”

“Yes?”

“Going out with me.” I hope she’s not a prude who won’t date a coworker.

“I’d love to,” she says delightfully.

“Great.” I pull up my schedule and she pulls up hers so we can compare. 

“Looks like Tuesday?”

I laugh. “Tuesday it is. What would you like to do?”

“You mean you’re asking me out on a date and you have no idea what to do?”

“Are you willing to let me choose?” I wink at her.

“Choose away.”

“What sort of things do you enjoy doing?”

“I enjoy hiking and camping, fishing, dancing, sightseeing, riding on a boat, and skiing.”

“Skiing? Water or snow?’

“Both.” Her eyes twinkle.

“Okay, what don’t you like doing?” I ask and laugh.

“I don’t care for the opera or ice skating,” she says.

“Deal breaker. My top two things are opera and ice skating,” I say wickedly and laugh.

“Too bad. I think we’d make a great couple,” she says.

I can’t help but react with a brilliant smile.

“How about the first date we enjoy a meal and maybe a movie?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

As it turns out, Tuesday is free popcorn night at the theater. We catch the movie first, and then I take her to a Mexican restaurant. 

We sit among the booths that line the wall of the restaurant. Each one in it’s own little alcove. First, I ordered margaritas. We choose steak fajitas, my favorite. 

Sindy agrees with my politics. By the time we’re finished with dinner, she stepped into the role of the perfect woman for me.

First dates are always questionable. Second dates are too. I never know how far to take it, so I hold back, choosing the gentleman’s way. Sindy lives in a little quad plex at the edge of town. I drop her off, intent upon maybe a kiss good night.

“Would you like to come in for a while?” she asks when I walk her to the door.

Of course, I follow her inside. The place smells of an old gas stove, you know the kind, where the walls hold the scent of years of cooking from a gas range. It’s modestly decorated with mismatched furniture.

“It’s not much, but it’s home. I figure as I work and save, I’ll move up to a better place. I’m eyeing the condos by the river,” she says. “Working on my credit history.”

“Hey, I’m no judge,” I say.

“Where do you live?”

“Valley Park Way,” I say. It’s a giant complex of apartments ranging from 1 bed to 4 beds, and sprawling grounds with a pool and a golf course. “I have a two bed place.”

“All by yourself in a two bed apartment?” She smiles as she hands me a piece of chocolate cream pie. She didn’t even ask if I wanted it.

“Oh, pie. Thank you.”

“I’ve seen you eating those at work. Mine is semi-homemade from boxed pudding,” she says.

I gobble the pie. “Mmm. Yes, yours beats the hospitals.”

“Sorry, don't mean to offend,” she says.

I laugh. “No offense. I don’t make desserts. I make the real food,” I say and waggle my brow.

“Oh. I see. Diet and nutrition, I see,” she says.

“Yes, the baker makes the desserts. And really, a lot of our desserts are frozen, pre-packaged.”

Sindy sits beside me on the sofa. She looks at me and smiles. The TV plays some show we both like. Her eyes lock with mine. I lean in, closing the gap between us. Our lips meet in a sweet kiss at first. Soft and open, her lips move. My tongue explores her mouth, and she groans. Her hands explore my body, even before I make the first move. I take it, I’m no dummy.

My hands roam her petite yet curvy body. Both hands land on her breasts. She comes out of her shirt, proudly, the royal blue lace bra covering her mounds. Reaching behind, she unhooked the bra and her bountiful flesh springs forth. Nice!

I delight in the abundance before me, leaning in, I kiss a nipple that grows taut. My hands massage and tweak, and my lips kiss and suck. 

Sindy’s hands explore my body, her hand rubbing against my swollen package. I moan. She stops and pulls down her pants, and sits back down completely naked. An invitation to explore up close and personal brings a smile to my face.

I stand and come out of my pants, my cock long and hard and pointing straight up. She looks at it as if it’s a sweet baby and tenderly touches it, brushing her fingers over the shaft and swirling around the head. I want to come, but I hold back. 

First, I kneel at her feet, shouldering between her knees so I can reach her sweet spot easily. She opens her legs wide, her fingers lacing through my hair. My honey is horny, her pussy glistens with love juices. My tongue merrily laps through her slit, prodding forth into the soft, warm and wet hole. 

She moans, her bottom grinding into the sofa. My tongue swipes upward, finding her swollen member and pressing hard. The small groans escape her lips as her head rolls back to the sofa. Her eyes close as the pleasure floods her pelvis. I swirl over her clit, bearing down, sucking in the tiny head. I lick through her slit, focusing more on the hard knob. 

“Oh, fuck me, Alec,” she moans.

With pleasure. I stand, before she comes, her legs wrap around my waist. I gently lay her
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