
The Unexpected Fix

By BJ Spurs



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      "THE UNEXPECTED FIX"

    

    
      First edition. April 28, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 BJ Spurs.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8904174620

    

    
    
      Written by BJ Spurs.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Epilogue

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

Sign up for BJ Spurs's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my husband, Wes, who has pushed me to publish my work for years.  Thank you for believing in me!  
Love, BJ

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


EARLY MAY

Tuesday

ANNALISE

As I drove through the downpour, it became increasingly difficult to see.  My windshield wipers seemed sluggish and my headlights weren’t doing their job very well either.  Suddenly, the wipers froze in place, and I realized my headlights were dimming to nothing.  That’s when it happened, the car stopped.  Dead.  I guided my BMW at a coast to the edge of the dark highway, but couldn’t pull over much since the ground was soft from the rain.  Not to mention my low riding BMW might not make it out of the high grass and I could barely make out the shoulder.  I was frustrated and a bit scared now that I was clearly stranded.  I pulled out my cell phone and mercifully, I had a strong cell signal, so I dialed the number for AAA.  I  explained what highway I was on, but really couldn’t give them much in the way of exact directions, since I didn’t really know where I was.  

AAA asked if I was in a safe area and I explained, “I hope so, but it’s pitch black.  I’m apparently in a rural area and I’m not really off the road, at all.”  They said they would call a tow service and call me back with details.  I disconnected the line and wondered how long I would be stuck here.  Wherever ‘here’ is, I thought gloomily.

About 30 minutes passed without another word from AAA and no sign of a tow truck. I debated calling back to give more detailed directions, by then I had been stranded long enough to think through the situation and had used my phone's GPS.  I learned that I was between Kingsburry Road and Paraham Roads on Hwy 55.  There had been a few cars zipping by, but none had stopped to check on me.  I was looking down at my phone with AAA cued up to dial when I saw the headlights of a much larger vehicle.  When it turned on its yellow hazard lights and turned around to park in front of my car I finally exhaled, knowing the cavalry had arrived.  

I watched as an enormous figure climbed out of the driver’s door.  He jogged toward my side, quickly being drenched in the rain.  Out of habit I tried to roll my window down.  Realizing that wasn’t going to work at the exact same time as the dark figure outside grasped my door handle and yanked the door open.  I looked up toward my rescuer’s face, but having no light from the interior of the car and the dark rain-filled night sky, I couldn’t see any of his features.  He hadn’t bothered with an umbrella, so he leaned down to talk to me almost as if he was trying to shield me from some of the rain with his own body.  “Good evening, Ma’am. Are you alright?” He asked sincerely.  

“I'm fine.  Thanks.  My car just sort of... died.  Everything stopped.” I stammered, not really knowing what else to say.  He chuckled at my novice explanation of my current situation.  

“No problem.  Do you maybe want to wait in the cab of the roll back so you can stay dry while I get your car hooked up?” he offered.  

“Oh!  Yeah. Thanks.”  

“Listen, you might want to just get in on the driver’s side and slide across, the grass is pretty high on the other side and it’s a steep shoulder.”  

“Thanks.” I muttered.  

While I grabbed my umbrella, he held my door open for me.  It was a thoughtful and unexpected gesture from my rescuer that was now already drenched because of me.  He followed me to the rollback and opened that door for me there too.  He even gave me a hand getting into the cab of his truck.  All the while he stood in the rain without an umbrella or raincoat.  When I got in the truck I turned to see him, but he had already turned away from me, headed toward the task at hand.  

He moved quickly away from the truck to begin the work of getting my car out of the road and onto his wrecker, I suddenly became nervous.  Was I safe with this guy?  I didn’t even know his name.  Or the name of the wrecker service he worked for.  He finished getting my car loaded in what I had to think was record time.  As he hopped in the driver’s door and slammed it shut after him, I finally got my first good look at my rescuer.  

The mammoth guy looked like he had just taken a shower fully clothed.  His chest and arms were muscular and his tee shirt was stuck to him in such a way that left no doubt how great his body was.  I watched as he pushed his jet black hair back away from his face to reduce the rain rivulets from continuing down into his eyes and his full beard had water droplets clinging throughout the coarse hair.  When he looked toward me, I was met with chocolate eyes that were clearly amused that he had undoubtedly caught me gazing hungrily at his chest and biceps.  I blushed crimson at being caught so blatantly staring at him. My God what is wrong with me?!  I’m oogling a complete stranger.

The slight chuckle in his voice did nothing to help my embarrassment, “So, where to?” 

“Huh? Oh!  I guess the closest BMW dealership.” 

“Really?” He asked, sounding genuinely surprised by what I thought was a mundane request.  “It’s probably just your alternator.  But if you want to go all the way to the dealership, I’ll take you.”  

“What do you mean by 'all the way to the dealership?’ How far it is?” 

“From here, an hour, hour 15 give or take.”  

“To the closest dealership?!”  How far out in the sticks am I? I immediately wondered.

“Yes, Ma’am.  I’ll be glad to take the car there, but you know they’re closed right now.  Where am I taking you?”  He asked pointedly.  “Do you have someone you can call to come pick you up?  I can wait with you.” he offered.  

“No...I don’t.  I mean, not around here,  I’m traveling for work. Is there a rental car place nearby?” 

“No ma’am.  Closest one is in Gastonia, North Carolina.”  

“Gastonia!  That’s where I’m supposed to be going!  How far away is that?”  

“Only about 25 minutes from here, but there’s no BMW dealership there either.”  

“Oh.  Yeah, um.”  

Trying to be helpful he offered, “Listen, there are several local garages in town that I can take your car to if you’re not absolutely determined to go the dealership route.”  

“Any that won’t completely screw me?  I’m out of town and a female.”  I saw him press his lips together to stifle a laugh and drop his head hoping I wouldn’t notice the smile at the edge of his lips.  

“Well, one that I can guarantee won’t rip you off,” he replied.  

“Ok. So take me there, I guess.”  

“Yes, Ma’am.”
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PARKER

I had to get myself and my thoughts under control.  She was fucking hot.  This tiny, curvy, angelic looking chick in the cab of my rollback seriously had me thinking thoughts I should definitely not be thinking.  She’s a client, nothing more.  But fuck, when I looked over and saw her checking me out, my dick jerked violently.  I was happy as hell that she might be into me as much as I was into her.  She’s beautiful.  Then, her comment about getting screwed, which was exactly what I was thinking, just not in the way she meant it.  Fuck!  

I knew, to her, I must look angry, possibly even scary.  I wasn’t intending to scare her, but I realized that I had my brows drawn together while I was internally scolding myself for my reaction to this stranded woman.  I was gripping the steering wheel so tight my hands began to ache.  I heard her say something, oh shit!  What had she just said?  “I’m sorry, what?” I had to ask, embarrassed by being so wrapped up in my own shit I hadn’t been paying her any attention.  

“I asked where you’re taking me?  I thought I’d call Uber and arrange for them to meet me there.  I figured whatever garage we were headed for was closed now too.”  

“Oh.  Sorry.  Parker’s Garage.  Yeah, it’s closed too, but it’s no rush.  It’s my place, I mean, it’s my garage.  If you’ll give me a few minutes to take a quick shower and change clothes, I’ll drive you to Gastonia myself.” 

“Oh, you don’t have to do that!” She kind of squeaked, was I actually scaring her?  Shit.  

“It’s really not a problem.” I continued.  "I haven’t had dinner yet and... I was going to go out somewhere anyway.  Want to join me?” What the fuck was I doing?  I just offered to drive this chick to Gastonia and asked her out to dinner?  

“Um.  That’s really kind of you, but...I... I don’t... even know your name.”  I laughed out loud.  I'd never even introduced myself. I was definitely thinking with the wrong head. 

“Jesus, I’m sorry!  The rain had me distracted, I guess.  I’m Parker Macallan of Macallan’s Towing.”  I awkwardly thrust my hand out to my side to shake her’s, giving her a sideways glance as I drove through the downpour.  

She gently put her tiny hand in mine and said, “I’m Annalise Ravenel, umm, I mean...Thorne.  Annalise Thorne.”  

“You sure about that?”  I quipped, cocking my eyebrow with a smirk.

“Yeah, sorry.  I just got divorced and I’m still not used to being back to my maiden name.” she trailed off.  I noticed the pain flash across her face and while I didn’t know this guy from Adam, I found myself wanting to beat the shit out of him.  

“Listen, it’s really no problem.  There’s not a whole lot of Ubers around here, so it will probably cost you a fortune and I’d really like the company.  I hate eating alone.  Please join me?” I said in my softest voice.  I really wanted this chick to like me.  I mean join me.  Join me!  Damn it.
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ANNALISE

I sat quietly beside the hulking figure.  Although I don’t think he meant to terrify me, he was being quite successful at doing just that.  Menacing was the first word that came to mind.  He was enormous, muscular, and completely tattooed from his wrists up both of his arms and under his shirt sleeves.  I secretly wondered if the rest of him hidden by his soaked clothing was tattooed and what it would be like to trace my fingers (or tongue?) over every one of those lines.  He looked angry as he drove and I wondered silently if I had offended him somehow.  Maybe because I asked to go to the dealership?  Or because I was afraid I would be screwed over by a local garage?  But I did notice he seemed to be amused by that.  

When I finally found my voice and asked where he was taking me and his reply was to his place, I nearly swallowed my own tongue.  I found that I was actually disappointed to learn that it was his garage rather than his home.  Had I really wanted to go to his home?  If I’m being honest with myself, yes.  Yes, I had wanted to go to his house.  What the hell was I thinking?  Oh!  I know!  He’s sexy as hell and I haven’t been with anyone since I found out my sack-of-shit ex-husband fucked his 22 year-old secretary and then left me.  Yeah, that’s what I had been thinking.  

“Are you sure?” I asked timidly.  “I mean, I don’t want to put you out by having to take me to Gastonia.  I can pay you for the ride.”  

“No way!  If you’ll join me for dinner, that’s payment enough!” He was almost giddy.  Maybe he really was hungry?  And who was I kidding, I’d love to give this a little longer.  

“Ok.  If you’re sure?”  

“Sure!  It will be nice to have a beautiful lady with me for a change.”  

I smiled back at him.  “I am actually kind of hungry.”  

“Good!  It’s a date.”  
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PARKER

It’s a date?  What the fuck is wrong with me?  Other than the fact that it’s been several months since I got any, ok, 3 months. Wait!  Holy shit, has it been 4 months?  Damn!  I really have been on a dry spell.  It wasn’t really an intentional thing, I've been busy.  My businesses always keep me busy, but since Rhett retired, I hadn’t bothered to replace him.  I just started filling in on his nights myself and before I knew it, it’s been 4 months.  I knew I needed to hire someone, several people actually, but I hadn’t found the time to even place an ad for new help.  I was definitely moving that task to a place of priority. 

I pulled into the service station and opened the largest bay.  It was large enough for the full sized roll back and cargo to fit.  I rolled in and parked.  Shutting off the engine, I lowered the bay doors behind the roll back.  I explained to Annalise that I had an apartment above the garage.  “Come on up.  You can watch tv in the living room while I shower and change.”  

“Ok.” She said hesitantly. God, I didn’t want her to be scared of me.  I knew I was nearly three times her size, but I’d never hurt her.  I hustled around the front of the rig to open her door for her and help her down.  I led the way over to the door that led up to my apartment.  She followed, but I could tell she was still anxious.  As soon as I unlocked my apartment, I flipped on the lights and made a bee line toward the remote controls.  I flipped on the tv, like it would somehow relax her and make her feel better about being in some strange man’s apartment.  I handed her the remote and told her I’d just be a few minutes and to make herself at home.  

“Do you want a drink or something?” I offered.  

“No, thank you.”  

“OK, then.  If you change your mind, help yourself.  I won’t be long.”  And with that, I retreated to the bedroom to strip out of my wet clothes and shower.  

As soon as I closed the bedroom door behind me, my immediate thought was:  I’ve got to get my dick under control.  I stripped quickly, throwing my soaking wet clothes directly into the washing machine.  I closed the bathroom too. Hopeful that the roar of the shower and two closed doors between us would give me enough privacy to take care of the raging hard-on I’d had for the past half hour.  My fucking dick had completely reverted to my teenage years when it had a complete mind of it’s own.  

As soon as the water was semi tolerable, lukewarm at best, I stepped in.  Wincing at the chilly water, hoping in vain that it might help, I gripped my shaft  and pumped myself slowly.  As the water continued heating up, my mind did too.  My imagination flooded with images of her eyes, her blushing cheeks, her round, full breasts in her light pink top, the way her tight jeans hugged her perfect ass. Gah!  Thoughts of her plump lips taking my cock in her mouth, taking it deep, all the way until the head of my dick gets squeezed by the back of her throat. Annalise consumed my thoughts.  Yeah, it won’t take long thinking of her.  

The scalding hot water flowing over me only heightened my arousal.  The more x-rated my imagination became, the harder I stroked my cock.  Pumping, thrusting with my hips into my own hand, at the same time wishing she’d walk through the damn door and finish me.  Moments later, my balls tightened, my dick shuttered. I kept pumping to it’s finish, sending spurts of warm cum onto my stomach and down my hand.  Finally.  Maybe I can make this fucking thing behave for a few minutes now.

When I emerged from the bedroom, I was transformed.  My wet tee shirt, muddy work pants and steel toe work boots now replaced with a long sleeve plaid button down shirt, jeans and my favorite cowboy boots.  My wavy raven hair and beard were dry and I’d trimmed my beard up quickly.  I could see from her reaction that my transformation was enough to please her.  Her eyes scanned me from head to toe.  I noticed her cheeks flared crimson as her eyes lingered just a little too long on my crotch.  I watched as her pupils dilated and then dropped to the floor, apparently embarrassed again.  Damn, she is cute.  Her creamy cheeks already flushed with color, it was now spreading down her neck as she bit her lower lip in a way that made me jealous that it wasn’t me biting it.  My cock was apparently jealous too, already twitching back to life.  

“Ready to go?" I asked.  Forcing her to look back up at me as I walked right up to her on the couch and stretched my hand toward her to help her off the couch.  

“Sure.” She muttered.  

When I took her hand, I felt an electrical current rip through me.  I want this girl.  Bad.  I shook my head slightly to clear the haze that came along with being so near her.  Grasping for anything to take my mind off of how much I want to sink into her right here in the middle of my couch I asked, “So, what all do you need out of your car?”  

She looked startled, like she had completely forgotten all about her car being one floor below us.  “Ummm.  I need my bags and oh, God!  I’ve got a ton of boxes in the trunk and backseat that I need to take with me.”  

“No problem.  I’ll get them.” I said giving her a broad grin.  She gave me a shy smile that made me melt.  How anyone could let this woman get away was beyond my comprehension.  Her sweet, shy mannerisms made me want to wrap my arms around her protectively.

I arm pressed myself up onto the roll back and opened her driver’s side door and popped the seat forward.  I pulled three boxes out of the back seat, another box and one computer briefcase out of the passenger seat and handed them all down to her one item at a time.  I then moved on to the trunk where another box was crammed into the microscopic trunk along with her rolling suitcase and a hanging bag.  Again, I gently handed her each item and gave her time to place them on the garage floor before continuing.  Once she confirmed that all the items she needed had been gathered I hopped down and grabbed the largest of the boxes.  I carried it over to the next bay and unlocked my baby, my 1967 Shelby Mustang GT500.  I opened the trunk and together we placed all her boxes and bags in and carefully shut the trunk.  

I walked to the passenger side and opened the door for her.  Once she was seated, I closed it and made my way around to the driver’s side.  Firing up my Shelby always made my heart race.  My dream car, it was my childhood fantasy come to life.  The loud rumble of the motor vibrated the entire car.  My eyes closed involuntarily every time, forcing my ears to hear and my senses to heighten, feeling the car’s sheer power.  Annalise, rather than appreciating the muscle car, startled at the roar of the engine asked, “Oh my god!  Is this car ok?  It’s really loud.”  

I couldn’t help but laugh.  “Sweetheart, this car is perfect.  It is pure American Muscle.  Have you never been in a Mustang before?”  I asked, shocked by her naivety.  

“I don’t think so.”  

“Well, sweetheart, buckle up!  I’m gonna show you what this car can do.”  
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ANNALISE

Parker backed out of the garage bay in this super shiny, ancient, ridiculously loud car that sounded to me like the muffler needed to be repaired.  As soon as the bay doors behind him had closed he moved onto the highway.  When we got just outside the town limits he floored it.  I was slammed into the seat with what felt like 6Gs of force.  I couldn’t even hear what he was saying over the loud roar of the engine.  Parker’s face was one of sheer joy.  He was loving every minute of this ride.  

I had my left hand down beside me on the bench seat, gripping the edge & trying not to be conspicuous about my terror.  Without being a prude, I knew we were going well over the speed limit and in a rainstorm, no less, so yeah, I was scared.  Parker must have noticed my hand, or the terror on my face (which admittedly I was probably terribly hiding, poker faces weren’t my strong suit). Tenderly, he reached down with his right hand taking my left hand in his and gave it a reassuring squeeze.  He raised it up to his lips and planted a tender kiss on the back of my hand, before interlacing our fingers together.  He also let up on the throttle a bit, and I gave a quiet sigh of relief.  

I shyly looked over at him from the corner of my eye.  I couldn’t remember the last
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