Just My Size

By John T. Wurzer

Slinging out the drinks about one fifteen

Saw the prettiest woman that I've ever seen

She ordered cold vodka, said squeeze in a lime

She threw me some money, said come see me some time

She was five foot three, but I was on the rise

I said look at you, girl, you're just my size.

Went out on the town, shooting pool in a bar

Watched her moving around, she was going too far

A couple of shots, and eight or nine beers

I hadn't felt that way in nine or ten years

One more cigarette, and when it was lit

I said look at you, girl, you're the perfect fit.

Went back to her place, we lay on the floor

I looked into her eyes, and said give me some more

She struggled inside with her will to survive

Pit up against her will to still be alive

When she finally gave in, she said, “Oops, look, surprise!

We’re holding each other and you’re just my size!”

You're just my size

You got real skinny thighs

Got a real skinny waist

Come on and give me a taste

Don't ask me no questions, don't tell me no lies

Awe, you're just my size

Stop looking at the other guys

these are words to the wise

You won't find any other

tailor-made lover

You'll come to discover

This ain't no disguise

You're just my size

