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Plumbing the Housewife’s Fifth Base 

––––––––

Julia sighed heavily as she watched yet another television show about a single woman with a healthy sex life.  She grumbled as she raced through the home, cleaning it for her ladies gathering later that evening. She was hosting yet another home party this time selling jewelry. These home parties were keeping her afloat, but it was always a hen party. Most of her friends were still married and new moms. She didn’t mind that but her failing non-existent sex life was getting to her. 

She and Dale had divorced over a year ago, the whole fiasco a dull memory in Julia’s mind. He’d swept a floozy off her feet and instead of staying married and having a mistress on the side, he wanted out of the marriage fully. Julia hadn’t expected the divorce so quickly after they’d married just three years prior. She’d been trying to get pregnant to no avail, and thankfully, now that she thought about it. Dale met Meredith while in Europe on a business trip. She came from old money compared to his new money and together they made sparks, apparently. Not that Julia really loved Dale, he was more of a convenience. After the first year of marriage, she realized he wanted a puppet out of her, demanding she be a housewife and keep the home fires going for him. His software company had him traveling abroad often, mostly to places like Hong Kong and Japan.

It wasn’t a total shock when he came home a year ago, two weeks later than he was supposed to and announced he wanted out of the marriage. He didn’t fight with Julia as he gave her a good lump sum and left her with the house. Now she wandered the home, cleaning, and having home parties to add to the bank account. Her sex life suffered, and she grew exhausted of the dildo hidden in her nightstand drawer.

Cindy, her married friend, kept telling Julia she couldn’t understand why she didn’t have someone. “Look at you, you’re gorgeous. You could have anyone you wanted. You haven’t ruined your figure by having children like I have,” Cindy said. Ouch, Julia flinched at that because she and Dale tried the entire time they were married to get pregnant.

“Oh, it’s probably him. He’s shooting blanks. You’re young yet, not even thirty. You have a while to worry about your biological clock. Go out and have fun,” Cindy said as she helped set up the jewelry party.

“Go where? I don’t know how to do the club scene. I’m a wall flower. I don’t want to go out alone. I’d rather meet someone and it happen naturally,” Julia said.

Cindy chuckled. “It will happen when you make it happen, silly. You must put yourself out there, make it known that you are available. Be a sexy presence for an irresistible man to grasp. Honey, having parties for a bunch of married women won’t get you a date.” Cindy was right.

Julia made a nice sum from the jewelry home party. She didn’t mind the mess because it gave her something to do the next day in cleaning the house. Julia pulled out a bottle of wine and gathered her best cheese and crackers, the kind with sea salt and shaped in an oval and sat in front of the television. She’d left the kitchen in a mess but wanted something to do the following morning. 

The movie made Julia cry. Why she had to watch the romantic comedies she didn’t know. Maybe she should put an ad on a dating website. Cindy was right, no one knew she sat at home alone, drinking wine and crying over the fact that her body ached for sexual action. She drank half the bottle and set it in the fridge, aiming to finish the second half tomorrow night as she sat in her posh living room alone watching another movie that gave her sexy ideas.

The next morning Julia slipped into a cotton dress, one that was comfortable to wear while cleaning the house. She enjoyed being feminine even though she was that way with only herself. Dale often told her she looked super sexy in a dress, her long slender legs leading to the fun places. He probably lied about it, Julia chuckled. She didn’t think she was ugly, but after three years, a playboy would grow bored and want to move on without her. 

As Julia cleaned the house Saturday, she laughed at the fact that many of the ladies thought her garbage disposal was in the wrong sink because several dumped their crab bisque remains dislodging large chunks of crab. Julia tried to pluck it out but soon realized it was more than a simple clog. Something wasn’t working right on the garbage disposal side either and perplexed, she reached for her phone and called her regular plumber. After receiving the message he was away for the weekend, she had no choice but to call a plumber she’d never used before and one willing to make Saturday calls. 

Roger Ferro came with glowing reviews and upon calling the man, he answered her distressed call. “I’ll be over in an hour, Mrs. Chambery,” Roger said.

“Thank you,” Julia said as she set her phone back on the counter top. The man didn’t sound like a plumber. He had a deep voice, more like a radio announcer, very sexy. Julia giggled as she imagined what he looked like before he arrived. All the images of men who gave definition to plumber’s crack sprang to mind. A little portly, pants too big, no belt, and messy. Not her type at all. She chuckled as she picked up the rest of the home, because she wanted it presentable to the plumber, even if the man had a bad case of plumber’s crack. It didn’t matter really, she was lonely for company, even the company of a plumber who made Saturday calls.

The knock at the door less than an hour later startled Julia, she was bent over the oven trying to clean out the crumbs from the flatbread bake of yesterday. She pulled herself upright and shut the oven door before dusting her crumby hands into the trash. Plumber calls, and she hastened to the door. Slinging it open she swallowed hard at the man who calls himself a plumber.

“Roger Ferro, Star Plumbing,” Roger said, his chocolate brown eyes melting into Julia’s soul. His boyish face donned a goatee and mustache, his golden-brown hair hung neatly below his ears. He had the kind of hair women would kill for, the natural wave that gave it body, flowing back and framing his face. Julia wanted to reach up and run her fingers through it. She had to snap out of her stupor over the fact that the plumber was a good-looking sexy man and not a portly slob with butt crack showing.

“Yes, I’m Julia, right this way. And thank you for coming on a Saturday. I didn’t think I could wait with my sink filling with dirty water,” Julia said as she led the man to the kitchen. He gave her a slight smile as he set about looking at the drain and the plumbing underneath. Julia was thankful
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