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*This is a work of fiction.
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nature.
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Turn Up the Heat!

Man, it’s
cold in here! Christy shivered as she walked to check the
thermostat of her house. I bet Leslie turned down the damn heat
again. she grumbled, intent on turning it back up to the
comfortable seventy-two degrees she kept it set at, as opposed to
the sixty-eight her roommate insisted on.

Jeez! No wonder it’s cold! Is Leslie
trying to freeze me out? Christy gasped as she noticed the
thermostat read sixty-five degrees. She promptly turned the dial up
to seventy-two and waited for the heat to kick on. A few seconds
later, when the heat didn’t kick on, Christy got a bad feeling in
her gut.

Hey, do you know anything about the
furnace? she texted her roommate, trying to stay optimistic.
The reply came a couple minutes later.

No. Why?

It’s freezing in here!

Turn up the heat.

Christy rolled her eyes. Did Leslie think she
was that stupid? I did, you moron. It didn’t come
on. She walked down the hall to check what the thermostat said
now. It’s sixty-four degrees!

Well I don’t know. I didn’t turn it down
that far.

Should we call a repairman?

Probably a good idea. It’s only going to get
colder.

Christy sighed. She knew she didn’t
have the money for an expensive furnace repair, and she was sure
her roommate didn’t either. They lived in a nice house in a nice
neighborhood. Christy bought the house right after graduating
college, and soon realized it was too hard to make ends meet each
month, so she decided to take in a roommate. Luckily she found
Leslie, a friend of a friend. The two got along great, with the
exception of having different temperature preferences.

Christy googled “furnace repair” and found a
company in her area with excellent reviews and made the call.
Fortunately, the company had an opening that evening. Given the
fact that it was winter in the Midwest, and temps were supposed to
drop into the twenties overnight, Christy readily accepted the
appointment slot.

She wrapped herself up in a blanket, poured
herself a tall glass of red wine, and settled in on the couch to
watch a movie while she waited. An hour and a half later, there was
a knock on the door. None too soon, Christy thought,
shivering as she walked to open the door.

Opening it she stared at very possibly the
cutest furnace repairman in the world.

“Hi. I’m Matt. You called to report your heat
wasn’t working?”

“Uh, yeah,” Christy stammered, stepping
aside. “Come in.” She didn’t know why she expected an overweight
man in his fifties, but Matt was definitely not that.

“Whew! It is cold in here!” Matt
said.

“Yeah. I just noticed it when I came home
from work today. I thought my roommate had just turned down the
heat… she usually does that… but she said she didn’t this time, and
it was sixty-five degrees when I got home.” Christy stopped
talking. She realized she was rambling.

Matt smiled. God, he’s gorgeous,
Christy marveled, staring at his gleaming white smile. He even had
dimples! Christy had a weakness for dimples.

“I’ll take a look.” He looked around. “Can
you show me where your furnace is?”

“Oh! Yeah!” Christy mentally kicked herself.
She led him to the laundry room off the garage, which also housed
the furnace. “Here it is,” she said as she extended her arm. Again
she kicked herself for being such a goofball.

“Thanks,” Matt smiled. Those dimples,
Christy ogled. She stood by as Matt stepped in and assessed the
furnace. Not wanting to be weird, Christy decided to wait in the
living room. She didn’t like people watching over her shoulder
while she worked, she assumed Matt didn’t either.

She pressed “play” on the remote to resume
her movie.

A few minutes later Matt walked into the
living room and told her he identified the reason her furnace was
out. Sure enough it needed a part replaced, which he did have in
his truck. Without even asking the cost, Christy told him to do it.
What was the alternative anyway? She was already freezing. The
thought of letting the temperature drop even further overnight made
her shudder. She’d have to get this furnace fixed at some point
anyway.

With a nod, Matt walked out to his truck to
get the part and tools he needed, then returned to complete the
repair. Christy watched her movie as he worked in the utility room.
She tried not to think about how much this was going to cost or how
she would pay for it. She already dreaded the conversation with
Leslie when she got home from work that evening. Leslie already
complained about not having enough money.

About thirty minutes later, just as Christy’s
movie was coming to an end, Matt appeared in the entryway of the
living room.

“All fixed,” he said with a smile.

Now that Christy realized it, she did
feel heat coming through the vent next to the couch.

“Oh, thank you!” she rose to her feet. “How
much do I owe you?”

Matt looked down at the clipboard in his
hands and the pink invoice on it. “Four hundred and fifty six
dollars,” he read, then looked up at Christy.

Christy’s eyebrows shot up, her heart
pounded, and her mouth went dry. Four hundred and fifty
dollars?!! she screamed internally. Her mind raced.

“Ok, uh,” Christy stammered. How was she
going to pay this? She could write a check and hope he didn’t cash
it for two weeks until she got paid again.

Matt stared at her and waited.

“Let me get my checkbook,” Christy said, then
walked into her bedroom to get her checkbook. As she picked it up
off the dresser, she heard her roommate arrive home.

“Oh, hi!” came Leslie’s voice. “Are you here
to fix the furnace?”

“Yep. I just got finished actually.” Christy
heard Matt reply.

Christy walked back out to the living room,
checkbook in hand, pen poised to write the check.

“Would you mind not cashing this until the
twelfth?” Christy asked as sweetly as she could. She smiled. “I
don’t quite have this much in my checking account right now, but I
will by then when I get my next direct deposit.”

“Sure, not a problem,” Matt assured her.
Christy’s heart rate slowed only slightly. Her stomach still felt
like a huge rock was sitting in it, just knowing that she’d still
have to pay this huge bill in two weeks.

“Oh, thank you!” Christy gushed. “That would
be a huge help.” She smiled in gratitude at Matt.

Matt looked then from Christy to Leslie, and
back to Christy.

“Or…” he started, then paused.

“What?” Christy pressed, looking in confusion
at him. Was there a discount he could give them? That would be
amazing! Christy would do anything to not have to pay over
four hundred dollars.

Matt looked back and forth between the
roommates. He seemed to want to say something, but be
unsure.

Not ever being the shy one, Leslie jumped
into the conversation. “Do you have a discount or something you
could give us? Like a family and friends discount?” she smiled and
then winked at Christy.

“Something like that,” Matt replied vaguely.
“I’ve never done this before, but I’d be willing to work out
another form of payment if you’re interested.”

“Another form of payment?” Christy repeated,
eyebrows furrowed in confusion. She looked at Leslie, then saw the
light of understanding dawn in Leslie’s eyes. Her roommate gave her
a look. “What?” she asked Leslie.

Leslie, now understanding what Matt was
proposing, looked back and forth between him and Christy. Christy
seemed to be the only one not in the know.

“What?” she asked, starting to feel like an
idiot.

“Are you suggesting what I think you’re
suggesting?” Leslie asked Matt.

Matt flashed a cautious smile. “Yes.”

“What?!” Christy exclaimed.

“Let me talk to Christy in the other room, if
you don’t mind,” Leslie told Matt. He nodded, so Leslie led Christy
down the hall into one of the bedrooms.

“What is going on?” Christy asked.

“You don’t get it?”

“Apparently not. What are you guys talking
about?”

Leslie couldn’t help but smile. “Matt is
offering to let us pay in in another way.”

“Another way?”

“Not with actual money,” Leslie tried to
clarify. Still, Christy was confused. Then the pieces starting
falling in place.

“Ohhhhh,” Christy said, feeling dumb
now that she didn’t get the innuendos.

Leslie nodded and smiled. “Yeah. So what do
you think?”

“What do I think?”

Leslie laughed. “You sure are dense today. Do
you want to do it?”

“Both of us? With Matt?”

Leslie shrugged. “Whatever. The details
haven’t exactly been worked out.”

Christy’s mind raced. Was this actually
happening?!

“I know this is crazy,” Leslie said, as if
reading Christy’s thoughts. “But he is hot. And frankly, I
don’t want to pay a couple hundred bucks if I don’t have to.”

“Good point,” Christy said, still processing
what was on the table.

“And, as you know, it’s been quite a
while since I’ve had any ‘action’ so to speak. So to be honest,
this sounds pretty fun to me.”

Christy laughed. She couldn’t disagree. She’d
certainly been ogling over Matt since he knocked on her door. And
the thought of getting out of actually paying for this furnace
repair was very appealing. Leslie stared at her, waiting for her
response, eyebrows raised in question.

She couldn’t believe she was doing this, but
Christy nodded.

“Really? You want to do this?” Leslie
verified.

Christy couldn’t help but smile nervously,
but nodded. “Yes. Let’s do it. Why not?”

Christy and Leslie rejoined Matt in the
living room and told him they were interested in taking him up on
his offer of alternate payment. Matt smiled.

“Great! Where shall we begin?”

Christy and Leslie shared a look. Taking the
lead, Leslie grabbed hold of the hem of her shirt and lifted it
over her head. She tossed the sweater to the side. She then gave
Christy a nod, to signal her to follow suit.

Likewise, Christy removed her own sweatshirt
and tossed it over with Leslie’s.

Matt’s smile grew as he stared at both women,
now topless, bras exposed.

Christy wished she was wearing a more sexy
bra, but of course this was not something she would have ever
thought she’d be doing when she got dressed that morning. She
looked over at Leslie, who had on a very sexy purple push-up bra.
She already had rather large, firm breasts, and they were nearly
spilling over the top of her bra.

Seeing Matt’s eyes stuck on Leslie’s bra and
voluptuous breasts, Christy’s competitiveness kicked in. She pushed
down, and then stepped out of her sweatpants, kicking them over to
the pile with the shirts. This drew Matt’s eyes back to her, and
her body, instantly. Leslie may have more voluptuous breasts, but
Christy had a rounder, firmer ass and firmer thighs. She had never
been more grateful for all the squats and lunges she did in the gym
week after week.

Feeling the need to match, Leslie unbuttoned
her work pants and removed them too.

“Well,” Leslie said, looking back at Matt.
“We’re here in our bras and panties and you’re still fully dressed.
Seems to me like it’s your turn.” She smiled seductively.

Matt chuckled. “You got me there.” He started
unbuttoning his work shirt, then dropped it to the floor. He
reached down at the hem of his white undershirt and lifted it over
his head.

Both girls stared at his chest and abs. This
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