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Author’s
note: All characters involved in this story
are at least 18 years old. No character is intended to be underage
during the following. Enjoy!


It was a day, just like any
other. Just a quick trip to the pet store to get some food for my
pup, and then a full day of work. My eyes may have lingered on a
young, petite woman a tad too long, but she didn't seem to notice.
She looked to be right around five feet tall, silky black hair
gliding down to the middle of her back, with shorts and a tank top
somehow too tight for her small frame. Her
caramel skin seemed to glow in the fluorescent light as she
examined a dog toy.

 


I shook my head of impure
thoughts and readjusted my pants against the growing rod
beneath. 'I got no business with a girl
like that,' I thought, 'unless she's needin' some sort of repair.' More naughty ideas involving the total stranger invaded my
head despite my best efforts, but I managed to keep my desires to
myself as I found what I was after. 

 


"Hey, Jimmy!" the friendly
cashier, Tanya greeted me when I got to the register.

 


"Mornin'!" I chimed back, placing the little
bag of food on the counter. 

 


Someone cleared their throat behind me while
Tanya scanned my only item. Tanya told me my total, and I paid, but
then felt a tap on my back beneath my shoulder. I turned as Tanya
handed me my receipt, and who should be standing there but the
woman who would undoubtedly be haunting my dreams from now on?

 


"Excuse me," she squeaked.
Her cheeks had a redness to them, she clearly didn't have much
experience dealing with people without much time to
prepare. 

 


Her hair draped over one
shoulder, flowing like a waterfall down half of her chest. I could
see the faintest trace of freckles in her cheeks and on her small,
pointed nose, and her big, violet eyes had flecks of blue around
the pupils. Her lips were thin, but the crimson lipstick made it
difficult to look away. A combination of lavender and spearmint
surrounded the girl, scents I found incredibly enticing. 

 


I cleared my throat in an
effort to calm my frayed nerves, "Yes, what I am do?" I felt my
cheeks burn red, 'The fuck I just
say?'

 


The small girl laughed, her body language
relaxing before she continued a bit more confident. "I couldn't
help but notice your outfit?" I looked myself over, worried that
there was some embarrassing stain or a tear in my pants. She
stepped beside me and placed the blue, rubbery toy on the counter
for Tanya to scan. "Are you a repair guy?"

 


"Y- ye-huh," I
stammered. 'And the dumbest one so far as
this girl knows, get it
together!'

 


She smiled at me, the warmth from her
beautiful expression washing through me in an instant. "Could you
come over to my apartment? My dishwasher is leaking from
somewhere."

 


"I, uh," more stammering as basic English
evaded me. My hand fumbled for the bag of dog food, which I
clutched to my chest as this woman paid for her own pooch's chew
toy. I rubbed a hand on my head, and finally found coherent words.
"Yeah, I repair stuff."

 


Another, sweeter giggle
slipped from her lips, and she smiled at Tanya as she took the bag
with the long, bumpy toy. "Great, what's your number? I'll send you
my address and we can hopefully get it fixed."

 


I rattled off my personal
number, which she expertly typed into her phone, and realized
she probably wanted
my company number, which would have been the more appropriate
option. She smiled at me again and spun to walk away, her hair
fluttering in the air as she twirled. Tanya waved me down when the
girl had walked from sight, my mesmerized state finally
breaking. 

 


"Don't you have work today, Jimmy?"

 


"Uh, yes! Absolutely, sorry," I offered,
hurrying out into the parking lot.

 


A white Volkswagen beetle
drove by with the occupant waving at me. I waved back absently, my
mind still reeling from the surreal experience. My truck's springs
groaned as I climbed in, tossing the small bag of food onto the
passenger side. The familiar smells of dust, sweat, and grease
washed the girl's smell from my nose, and I was finally able to
focus. I pulled my seatbelt across my chest and over my lap,
clicked it into place, and started the engine. My truck roared to
life, reliable as always despite its age. A proud smile crossed my
face as I patted the dash, pleased with how well I was able to care
for the old engine.

 


It was about midway
through the day, and I’d almost completely forgotten about the cute
girl from the pet store. Well, not really. I’d mostly just put it
out of my mind, for now. The near exhausting list of clients was
already nearing its end, with ever more being added with each
successful visit. Dishwashers, radiators, refrigerators, ovens, air
conditioners. If it was an appliance that could break, it was an
appliance I could fix. The memory of my earlier stammering haunted
me.

 


‘If
only I could speak to pretty women as well as I could tweak this
dryer,’ I thought.

 


I was leaned over the
appliance, precariously tipped against the tips of my boots, when
my phone chimed with yet another text. My eyes rolled. I generally
enjoyed getting requests for work, it was job security and great
pay. Plus, I truly enjoyed the work I did. But something about
today was grinding every rolling request against my last nerve. The
message went ignored until I’d finished the current job, but made
me clam up all over again when I finally read what it
said.

 


“Hey! It’s Cassie from earlier,” the message
read. “I realize I didn’t give you my name, so maybe this is a
better intro?”

 


The girl from earlier had
sent a solid wall of text to me, and my eyes just couldn’t focus. I
had to read it over at least a dozen times before I got the address
and her issue. Excitement surged in my veins as I pressed on the
brake and shifted, only to remember I had yet to actually start my
truck. After a couple of calming breaths, I devised a plan. Step
one, go home and shower. Put on my nicest, cleanest uniform, and
not too much cologne. Step two, don’t swallow my foot when I see
her again. For a plan with only two parts, it sure seemed hard to
follow…

 


I did go home and shower,
and made sure not to overdo it with the fragrance. The “cleanest”
uniform had some stubborn stains, but I figured it just made me
look more authentic. I took my bulky French Bulldog, Cloud, on a
quick walk and poured him a big bowl of food, and made sure he had
plenty of clean water to drink. My truck flew through the streets,
carrying me to the girl’s apartment complex in what had to have
been record time. I was halfway to her floor in the elevator when
it occurred that I hadn’t actually
responded to her text! Panic overtook me as
I scrambled for my phone and hurriedly tapped in a
response.

 


“Jimmy, one my wy”

 


My clumsy thumb hit ‘send’
before I’d had time to proofread, and a deafening internal scream
nearly ruptured my eyeballs. ‘I’ve
embarrassed all tradesmen everywhere,’ I
chided. What the hell made it so difficult to communicate with this woman, even in
the most simplistic manner? My phone chimed again shortly after,
the reception in this slow-ass elevator much better than
anticipated.

 


“Lol, k. Getting into shower now, I’ll leave
the door open.”

 


I stared at the message she
sent so long, I nearly missed my opportunity to get off on her
floor. ‘Had she really just told me she was
getting into the shower? With her door open? Which door, surely not
the bathroom? What is even going on?’
Thoughts swarmed in my head as I staggered to her apartment door. I
stood there for a handful of seconds before trying the knob, which
turned easily and allowed me to simply push the wooden obstacle
open. 

 


Her apartment was
immaculate. The scent of
vanilla washed over me the instant I stepped inside. LEDs embedded
in the ceiling provided the perfect amount of light, not too bright
while also not being too dim. She had a big, flat screen TV
contained within an entertainment center, various entertainment
gadgets enclosed below and around it in glass. A glass coffee table
was neatly half confined by a large sectional couch, the “L” shape
bend arranged against the corner of the wall. A fuzzy rug spread
beneath the living room furniture, providing any occupant with
comfort over the hardwood floor, which spread down a hallway and
likely into the dining room and kitchen.

 


My feet carried me deeper
into the apartment, where I could hear the shower’s water running
from one room. A bright line of light could be seen beneath what
was doubtless the bathroom door, but I managed to focus long enough
to get a look at the kitchen/dining room. ‘Just get to the task at hand, idiot,’
I thought. My mind lingered on the bathroom door, steam leaking
from the seam between the cherry wood object and the woman who
would be haunting my dreams from now on. Naked. Soapy and
glistening with an endless cascade of warm water running down her
body…

 


Her dining room was fairly modest, just a
four person table with four chairs. The table was quite ornate,
almost hand crafted. Neat swirls were carved and attached to the
legs and around the table’s edge, and all four chairs matched.
Another rug was tastefully placed beneath the table, not a stain in
sight.

 


My eyes traveled to the
kitchen, where the tell tale signs of a leak had stained into the
poor hardwood flooring around the dishwasher. It looked to be a
more modern unit, probably something installed not quite right. Her
refrigerator matched the stainless steel look of the dishwasher,
but the oven stood out. It was a brilliant crimson, with a sleek,
black stove top. The microwave was attached to the wall above the
stove, with shelves on either side. The oak shelves spanned the
full wall of her kitchen, and it appeared as though her countertops
were made of the same material. There was some kind of coating to
the wooded counter, making it smooth to the touch, and protecting
the wood from staining. A deep sink was set into the counter, just
a simple porcelain bowl with a garbage disposal beneath the high
curve of the faucet.

 


I admired the room for a
moment, then carefully set my toolbox down beside the dishwasher.
The unit’s door opened easily, swinging down without much effort.
There wasn’t any water standing in the unit, suggesting it wasn’t
being flooded by any sink backwash, so on to the next obvious
answer. I opened the cabinet beneath the sink and got onto my knees
to get a better look at the setup. It was dark in there, so I
fished my trusty flashlight from my pocket and clicked it on. A
steady, slow stream of water was dribbling down the hose connecting
the garbage disposal to the dishwasher, generally an easy fix. I
reached in and turned the valve to cut water to the sink, and
turned to my toolbox.

 


Motion in the hallway made
me look back over my shoulder, but there was no one there. I
noticed the sound of rushing water from the shower had stopped, and
that I hadn’t really announced myself.

 


“Hel-,” my voice squeaked. I cleared my
throat and tried again, “Hello?” No response. I continued despite
the silence, trying to let the lady know who I was and what I was
doing. “It’s Jimmy, from before? Just here to fix your dishwasher.
I think I found the problem already, should be out of your hair
soon.”

 


My hands searched through
the tool box for a wrench and an o-ring gasket, hoping I had one
that would be the right size. The wrench was easy enough to find,
but I seemed to be out of gaskets, but decided to give it a shot.
Sometimes these things just need a bit of tightening, other times
the hardware in place just needs to be jostled a bit. The angle of
her setup was a bit awkward, so I decided to lay on my back and
actually get into the cabinet. My shoulders managed to squeeze
through, and the flashlight was able to balance just right to
illuminate the workspace.

 


I had started tightening the
connection when I felt someone walk into the kitchen with me. My
eyes drifted down my chest to try to see who it was,
’who else?’ The
girl - Cassie - was standing there, as far as I could tell. Her
bare feet stood on opposite sides of my legs, with rivulets of
water sliding down her calves. I couldn’t see higher than her
knees, but my wild imagination filled in a picture of the tight
brunette standing over me, naked and dripping from the shower.
Nature frustratingly took its course, and I could feel an erection
building in my pants. I
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