INDECENT REQUEST

By George Liebermann/19 Golden Star, Irvine, CA92604
This story is in accordance with your guidelines. 

Bio: born in 1925 in Transylvania, Romania, where I became a physician, then took off to USA, and turned into a shrink.

 I wrote many short stories, published on the web, two novels, the second is just coming out: non fiction: Evolution derailed, self-published after frustrating attempts to get published.

I slept on a bunk bed from Vancouver to Calgary and then I rented a BMW to reach Banff. 
Left behind by a bunch of hikers, the coincidental encounter with a huge pine tree, flashed me back to when I was six years old, and I collected sap. Engulfed in my endeavor, I got so busy that I failed to acknowledge the presence of a woman, about a hundred feet higher on a hill, until a pebble rolled to my feet from the little mound ingrown with blackberry bushes. 

She said,

"Sorry."

I glanced at her thick wire-rimmed glasses and limp straw hair. She did not appeal to me. 

I said,

"No problem."

The hikers disappeared from sight. 

The thick sap on my hands did not bother me until the two bottles of Coors light gave me a terrible urge to urinate. 

To remove the sap from my hands and unzip my almost new wool slacks seemed unthinkable. Even if with my expensive pants sacrificed, smeared with thick sap, how do I get a hold of my most beloved body part, without skinning it off?  
The crazy idea to ask that ugly old virgin maid to help me made me laugh like a mad man.
She needed no hearing aid. 

"Is anything wrong?" she said.

She tried to descend, held with her left hand to the blueberry bush, but lost her balance, skidded, and then smiled dimples into her eggshell face as she landed on her bottom.

She said,

"Sorry."

Gave her a hand and said,

"Are you hurt?"

But the only question in my mind was, "would she do it?"
While I fought my urge, nicely curved legs peeped at me through her torn khaki slacks. Her lovely décolleté emerged through her downhill adventure with the charming partial exposure of her tits.
"You don't look bad yourself, I am no mind reader, but learned what men think when they look at me like that," she said. 

The hikers disappeared from sight a long time ago what made her lag behind?

"I hiked a little all on my own. I collect fossils and arrowheads. Indians always fascinated me."

She was the only one around that I could ask to unzip me. 
I moaned in pain. She needed no hearing aid, I concluded again.

"Is anything wrong?" she said. 

"It is the ultimate disaster!"

"You have a heart attack?"

"Worse."

"Should I call a doctor?"

"You are the only one who could help me."

"Now mister, it is clear that you are a rich man; expensive outfit; gold Rolex watch. I am only a poor woman."

"I regressed into childhood."

"Oh yes, I saw you mess with that sap."

"I could not get it off; tried water from the creek, rubbed it with sand, grass, nettle leaves, bark from the pine tree, nothing helped. But a pair of clean hands could unzip my slacks and help me empty my bladder."
"You mean me?"

"That is exactly what I meant,"

I looked at the dragonfly's pirouette above the creek while I have been throwing my indecent words at her. Was I embarrassed? In the back of my head a little devil looked forward to the embarrassment of the old virgin maid.

"You really mean it?" she said. 

I could not believe my eyes. The wire spectacles were gone. The limp hay on her head turned into coiffeuse combed red-blonde hair in amazing undulations on the flanks of her perfectly oval face. She smiled dimples into her cheeks, to make it even more appealing. Her cobalt blue eyes hypnotized me. The slightly bent left knee split her skirt, to allow the inviting curves to show. She was a lovely woman. 
"Will you do it?" 

Her little feet tiptoed down the hill. 

"You don't look?"

"I would not."

Before I could blink, my fly got unzipped. She reached inside my slacks, searched, and then with a glorious smile pulled it out with her warm little hands, while it outgrew them. 
She said,

"I am afraid that we must wait until it goes limp."

I expected her to blush and drop it off with a disgusted grudge; she smiled instead and was as calm as a hypnotized swan. She waited. It took a while, and then she said,

"I think that we are ready."

She pointed against a blueberry bush and sounded thrilled,

"It is coming! Oh my, you did it on my leg."

I giggled,

"You could wash it in the creek."

She said,

"We are through. I put it back before it grows big again,"

          She meant to do a complete job. 

"I don't know how to thank you and apologize for the embarrassment."
She hesitated, smiled, grimaced and then said,

"Never mind, I am a call girl, an expensive one too. Here is my business card."

 I pictured her walk on Sunset Boulevard; a car stops and picks her up…No way! She was not the type. 
After she left I read her card, she was a Social Worker.
