Can a Broken Leg be a Good Thing?

By D. J. Moody

Chapter One

Julie awakened to sunshine beaming into her eyes to look upon her left leg suspended in a sling-type arrangement, bent at the knee and with her foot about two feet above her bed.

It all came back to her, she was walking toward her car in a parking garage.  As she passed an open slot, her left side was toward the guard rail, a car came turned into the open slot quite quickly and struck Julie’s left leg, pinning it between the front bumper and the guard rail.  It was a perfect fit to destroy Julie’s leg as the bumper fit into the groove in the guard rail, snapping her leg in three places.

An orthopedic specialist was called in to assess the damage to Julie’s leg, mostly to determine if it could be rebuilt or taken off above the fracture areas.  The last thing that Julie remembered before going under was the doctor telling her that they would first attempt to set the fractures without surgery and if not take whatever action was necessary.

As Julie regained consciousness, her thoughts were I still have the leg and there is nothing to suggest that surgery was necessary so things must be okay even though her leg was swollen and discolored.

A kind looking man appearing to be only in his late twenties and with a very empathetic expression entered the room.  “Good afternoon, Ms. Novak.  You don’t remember me but I am Dr. Farah.  I worked on your leg.  As you can see it is still there.  We were able to re-align the fractures without surgery, which is good but you will have a long road to full recovery.”

“I’m just happy to still have my leg, Dr. Farah.  But what can I expect?  When can I go home?  And by the way, please call me Julie.  I have a feeling that we will be seeing each other for some time to come.”
“Already looking forward to getting out of here?  That is a good sign,” Dr. Farah said as he pulled up a chair.  

“Here is my plan Julie, and jump in with any questions that you might have.  The fractures; three of them, and very serious, are now aligned.  We will have to wait for the trauma to subside, mainly the swelling to ebb and make sure that there is no infection and then we will put you into a cast from toes to mid-thigh.  Then, there will be a couple of days of occupational therapy to get you up to speed on crutches, then out you go.  At this point I can only estimate the amount of time that you will be in a cast and that is about six months.
“This may be premature, doctor but will my leg heal entirely?  Will I walk normally – if at all?  I hate to sound pessimistic, but I want to be realistic about this.”

Dr. Farah paused.  “To be realistic, Julie, yes, the probability of your walking normally in the end is eighty to ninety percent.  I honestly feel that it is one-hundred percent but I have to allow some room for an unforeseen situation that could call for surgery.    But if you are patient and work with me, not rushing your recovery you will do well.  Deal?”

“Deal!”  Julie held out her hand which Dr. Farah took and sealed the deal with a handshake.

Getting up, Dr. Farah glanced at Julie’s leg and looked back to Julie.  “Please try to relax.  The worst is over.  I will look in on you tomorrow.  If any problem should arise between now and then, the nursing staff has orders to contact me immediately.”

Julie looked at her leg and felt like she could not move it if she wanted.  Slowly, she managed to move her toes, although they were swollen along with her foot and entire leg.  I still have you and you will support me and walk normally no matter how long it takes, she thought to herself.  We will do this, don’t let me down… and with that Julie drifted off to sleep.

Several hours later Julie awoke to see an aide bringing her a dinner tray.  Dinner was good especially for hospital food.  Surprisingly, Julie slept well that night despite her not being able to change positions due to her leg hanging above.
Chapter Two
The following morning, Ardel, Julie’s boss came in to see her.  “I just heard about your accident this morning.” Ardel said.  “I was surprised that you were not at work last night.  Is there anything at all that you need or anything that I can do for you?  From the looks of that leg, this is serious.  What is the outlook?”

Julie briefed Ardel on the damage to her leg and was lie ahead.
“If you have any problem with money, please call me.” Ardel said.  We can help.  And if for some reason the owners don’t want to help you out, I will.”

Ardel was the manager of Cattlemen’s, a gentleman’s club in Austin.  Julie was a student at Longhorn Business College in Austin, and danced four evenings at Cattlemen’s.  Doing so, Julie was able to pay all of her school and living expense with what she earned at Cattlemen’s and did not need any student loans. 
“Thanks, Ardel.  I will keep that in mind.  As it looks now, I should be okay. This should take only four to six weeks.  Spring quarter is over in three weeks so when I come back, maybe I can double up, maybe dance some afternoons as well and get caught up financially.”

“Let’s see what pans out.” Ardel said.  “Remember, I personally will help you out if needed.”
After three days of lying in bed with her leg suspended, Julie’s leg had returned to normal – that is, the swelling had gone down, the ugly black and blue coloring disappeared and she did not require any pain medication at all.  Even my toes look pretty good but I might need to attend to them soon if I can reach them after I get my cast.  Otherwise, I will have to treat myself to a pedicure.  I think that there is a guy at “Ten Nice Nails” that does pedicures.  That might be fun.
Chapter Three
The following morning two nursing aides came in and carefully lowered Julie’s broken leg then transferred her to a wheel chair.  A few minutes later Julie was lying on a casting table while a cast tech read her orders.  “My name is Grace.  You will have a somewhat unorthodox cast according to the order, but Dr. Farah is one of the best.  What color would you like?” Grace asked pointing to a color chart on the wall.

“I hadn’t thought about it but that pink looks nice and gentle.”

“Okay.” Grace said.  “Pink it will be and we will have you out of here soon.  Relax and leave it all to Sue and me.”

As Sue gently lifted Julie’s leg, Grace pulled the stockinet tube over the entire leg and cut it off about three inches beyond Julie’s toes.  Padding was wrapped on next with extra layers at the ankle and above Julie’s toes.  Sue then lowered Julie’s leg to the table, and then raised the knee to bend it slightly until Grace told her to stop.  It appeared like grace was judging where Julie’s casted foot would be I relation to her good foot.  Sue held Julie’s foot in that position as Grace began winding the casting tape on Julie’s leg, beginning two thirds up her thigh, down to mid way between the knee and ankle.  Grace then bent Julie’s ankle as if Julie was pointing her toes and continued down to just above Julie’s toes, leaving about one-half inch of padding with no tape.  The stockinet at both ends was brought back over the casting tape, and starting at Julie’s toes the colored tape was applied leaving a one-half inch border of stockinet.  Two stands were placed below Julie’s lower leg for about twenty minutes to allow the cast to completely harden while Grace and Sue cleaned up.

Grace then helped Julie into a wheelchair.  “Rather than wait for an attendant, I’ll take you up to your room.”  As Grace whisked Julie out into the hallway, Julie noticed how her cast extended out in front, and with the way that her ankle was bent it appeared like her toes were on display.  In the elevator with no one else present, Grace came around to face Julie and pointed to the end of her cast. “I need to warn you – be careful with that cast where men are present.”

“I know that I have to be careful with it.  From what I am told, the breaks are very serious.  But what does it have to do with men?”

“Julie!” Grace began, “Those are some very nice toes, and emerging from that cast – they become very sexy to the guys.  I speak from experience.”

The elevator stopped at Julie’s floor and the opening door interrupted their conversation.  Grace assisted Julie into her bed and set some pillows below her casted leg.

Grace pulled up a chair and sat next to Julie’s bed.  “Now!  To continue.  Julie, many guys love a woman in a cast with or without crutches, but mostly with her toes showing.  As I said, I speak from experience.”

“So you had one of these monstrosities?” Julie asked.

“Similar.” Grace replied.  “Mine was just like yours but the foot was at ninety-degrees to my calf and the knee bent a little more.”

“When I was almost finished with my training, we had about one week of hands-on casting.  On Friday afternoon I was placed into the cast that I mentioned, as were several other students.  The instructor asked if anyone would like to wear his or her cast for the weekend, mainly to see first hand what it was like.  Well, I opted to do so.  Fortunately my left leg was casted so I could drive, and the instructor loaned my some crutches.” 
 That evening I went to a sports bar wearing a short skirt and a black pump with a stiletto heel on my good foot, and of course, my casted toes uncovered.”

“I took a seat at the bar to the right of the waitress rails so my casted leg extended into that area but not where the waitresses or servers would bump it.  I leaned my crutches in the corner where the rails met the bar in plain sight.  A male server came up and called out his order to the bartenders then looked down at what I had.  He took his towel from his belt and began wiping my toes.  ‘Gotta keep them nice,’ he said although they were not dirty.  Remember, I had a pump on my good foot so my casted toes were no where near the ground and I failed to mention that I had a pedicure only a couple of days before with bright red polish.  As the bartender brought his order the server took a couple of dollars from his pocket and laid them on the bar.  ‘On me – please give the pretty lady with the broken leg whatever she wants to drink – my treat.’  About halfway through my first Lone Star I got to thinking that I had something unusual, that no one else had.”

“I decided to use the ladies room which was at the rear of the bar.  Everyone that I passed by on the way to the ladies room took notice at my cast.  For the most part the females would look at it, smile and look away.  But the guys!  They would look and keep looking.  Not being used to crutches, I sat on the potty longer than needed to rest my good foot.  I love to wear heels but only wearing one and having to wait in line for a stall, my foot did get a little tired.  As I exited the ladies room, a woman maybe late twenties approached me.  ‘Thank you, and thanks to your cast.’  Confused, I asked what she meant.  ‘My husband and I are seated at a table just opposite of where you were seated at the bar.  He could not take his eyes off of your cast.  I noticed this and observed him watching you wiggle your toes and kept his eyes on them as you got down and onto your crutches and walk away.  Anyway, as soon as he calms down to where he can stand up we are going home – early and hop in the sack.  Thanks again.’

“Julie, I returned to my perch where I spent the next three hours and never paid for one beer.  The bartender or servers would indicate who paid for each.  Having a broken leg is probably not fun, but the attention from the men might offset the difficulties.  I really enjoyed it and went back the following night.”

Julie quickly thought about Cattlemen’s and how her broken leg in its cast would fit in there.  “Maybe this won’t be so bad after all.  Thank you Grace.”

“I am happy to help.  I know that we will see each other again as you go through this.  You probably will have several cast changes so please call me when one comes up and I will take care of you.”  Grace handed Julie her business card and left.
Chapter Four
That afternoon Dr. Farah came in and took a seat next to Julie’s bed.  “Grace did a nice job on that cast.  Did you have an opportunity to talk with her?”

You bet I talked with her, but I’m not going to tell you everything, Julie thought to herself.  “Yes, she is very nice and gentle.  I like her.”

“Good!  I like to use Grace for difficult or very serious conditions.  She really knows her stuff and relates very well with the patient.”  Dr. Farah said.

“Was mine difficult or serious?”

Dr. Farah thought for a moment.  “Yours, Julie, is really both.  The fractures are serious, but being multiple, they are very serious.  And the configuration of the cast that you have is not common, so it is difficult to apply, but still, Grace did an excellent job.”

“Now!”  Dr. Farah went on.  “Let’s talk about the immediate future.  Probably tomorrow, you will be taken to the rehab section for occupational therapy, which is a fancy name for learning all about crutches.  Once you have them mastered, probably three days, you can go home.”

“I will need to see you in my office in two weeks.  Please - and this is very important, do not put any weight on your broken leg, or do any twisting that could put a strain on the leg.”  Dr. Farah arose and taking the foot of Julie’s cast, twisted it until Julie winced.  “Sorry about the pain, but I wanted you to get the idea.  The pain is from stress placed in one of the fracture areas.  That is what we want to avoid.  Also, in rehab you will be taught how to handle stairs.  Be very careful going up the stairs to not bang your toes into the stair riser, the vertical portion of the step.  That could place stress on the fractures.  And…you don’t want to bang up your pretty toes.

That brought a smile to Julie’s face and a slight giggle.  He really is a nice guy, but also human.  He seems to understand the difficulties that I am going to encounter.  Maybe what lie ahead won’t be so hard.
Dr. Farah returned to his seat at Julie’s side.  “You see Julie – fractures this serious usually require the use of an external fixator, like this.  Dr. Farah opened a file folder that he was carrying and showed Julie a photo of a leg that was surrounded by three rings that were held in place by screws that penetrated the skin and clamped into the bone.  The rings were connected by rods that ran the length of the leg.  “This is what a fixator looks like.  They are used for serious fractures, or for correctional surgery, or to lengthen a leg.  They are very painful, so I like to avoid them if possible.”

Julie shivered at the sight of the fixator.  “Don’t worry, Dr., I see your point and will be a good girl so I don’t have to maybe go into a fixator later on.”

“That’s good Julie.  One other point.  I don’t want to pry into your personal life, but this is also important.  If you are sexually active, be careful in how you position your casted leg so as not to place any pressure against the fractures when positioning the cast, and during the act.  And, be careful to not place any pressure against the knee.  That could be disastrous.  Please!  Call me with any problems or questions.”
Chapter Five
The following morning, after breakfast, a therapist took Julie to the rehab area in a wheelchair.  “My name is Abbie,” the therapist said.  We are going to get you up to speed on crutch walking.”

First, Julie watched a video on every aspect and method of using crutches.  She was impressed that the models actually had a leg in a cast instead of simulating an injured leg, to lend a feeling of reality to the demonstration.  At one point, the subject was on the “good foot”, and covered shoes for that foot.  Yeah – like I would even think about wearing a heel.  Crutches are difficult enough.  Are they crazy?
Abbie then took some crutches and demonstrated how Julie would use them.  After wheeling Julie to some parallel bars, she demonstrated again how Julie would walk.  “We like to get you used to this on the bars because they don’t move.”  Abbie helped Julie to stand and adjusted the height of the bars.  “Your cast is somewhat different from what we usually see.  You will have to hold it out in front to keep your toes off of the floor – not a whole lot – just enough to clear the floor; otherwise your leg will tire.”

Julie slowly went the length of the bars and was a little winded at the end.  “Don’t worry about being a little out of breath,” Abbie said.  “This is new to you and you are probably a little apprehensive along with some anxiety, but you did very well for the first time.  Return and we will call it quits for this session.”

Abbie took Julie back to her room in the wheelchair.  “You did well.  This afternoon, we will do more on the bars, and seeing how you do, and I think that you will do well on the bars, we might get you onto crutches.”

Julie did get onto crutches in the afternoon session, and did well.  “All that you need is some practice.  I encourage you to walk the hall and get used to your crutches for the rest of today and tomorrow.  Then we will get to stairs and out you go.”

Julie walked the halls for the rest of the afternoon and into the evening.  She noticed how the men that she came across, visitors, not staff, would look at her casted toes and smile.
Chapter Six
Four days after going into her cast, Barb, Julie’s roommate picked her up and took her home.  Julie and Barb lived two blocks from the campus on the second story of an apartment building.  Fortunately, there was an elevator, and Julie used it to reach each floor and walk it on her crutches, getting better on them every day.  The time was very near the end of the spring quarter, and Barb had contacted all of Julie’s instructors.  “They all were very sorry about your leg, and said that you have done well in your classes and would pass each.”
One evening, Barb had an idea.  “You have been cooped up in this building for several days, why don’t we go out and lift your spirits so that you don’t get to feeling down what with all that you are facing with that leg?  I’ll bet that everyone at Cattlemen’s would love to see you, and the male patrons would like to see your cast.

“Well, Barb, that sounds like a good idea, but I spent a lot of time hall walking this afternoon, and my broken leg is a little tired from holding it out in front to keep my toes from nailing the floor.  Maybe in a few days the muscles will be accustomed to holding that position and I won’t feel it.”

“I have been watching you walk and I understand how you have to hold out that leg, but I have an idea.”  Barb left the room and returned with several of Julie’s heels, all for the right foot and varying heel heights.  Barb slid Julie’s bare good foot into a pump with a two-inch heel.  “Let me help you to stand and see if your toes clear the floor, or if we need to go higher.”  Remembering what she had seen in the crutch walking video, Julie was apprehensive to try to wear a heel.  But the thought of getting out and relaxing her casted leg sounded good.  After all, I am pretty good on these crutches and I do wear heels with no problem.  Julie then thought about the platforms that she wore and danced in at Cattlemen’s.  If I can navigate all evening in those plats, I should be able to wear a heel with my crutches.  Why not?  Julie stood and her toes still contacted the floor.  As Julie stood on her crutches, Barb slid her out of the pump and replaced it with another pump and a three-inch stiletto heel. Perfect!  Julie walked around on the heel and her crutches.  This is great!  The heel on my good foot feels fine, and I can relax my casted leg.  Walking on my crutches with a heel is easy.  

Barb helped Julie into a pair of jeans that fit a little snug around her cast, but her entire casted leg did fit.  As Julie stood, the right leg of the jeans draped over her pump while the left leg ended about four inches above her casted toes.  “You look absolutely stunning, my dear,” Barb said.  “And, I know that the guys will love those toes.”  They lengthened Julie’s crutches by three holes and they were off.  Julie had a hard time keeping her eyes off of her casted toes as they glided just above the ground.
The entered Cattlemen’s, and sat near the middle part of the bar where there were three vacant stools.  Some of the patrons recognized Julie, and all watched her pass by with her casted toes suspended about one inch above the floor.  Julie hopped up on the stool to the left and rested her right elbow on the bar.  Barb took the next stool and turned it so the back was toward the bar, leaving the seat in plain view.  “I am going to lift your broken leg very slowly and carefully – let me know if it causes any pain, and I will stop,” she instructed Julie.  The lifting procedure went without any pain and Barb rested the heel of Julie’s cast on the seat of the stool, clearly visible to all.  “You should wiggle those toes now and then to promote blood circulation,” Barb said with a wink.

“Oh yeah!  Gotta keep the blood flowing through my toes, and by the way, thank you for the nice pedicure that you did on them this morning.  I tried, but as I bent over to reach my toes, I felt some pain and had to stop.  I owe you.”
“Julie!” Barb replied.  “You do not owe me anything.  We have known each other since we were freshman and roomed together in the dorm.  And then, sharing our apartment for the past two years, I have gotten to know you very well.  And the times that you loaned me money, that I still owe -.”

“Barb!  That is forgotten and I do not expect repayment.  Just look at all of the help that you have given me since I came home with this broken leg, for example, doing my toes this morning.  What’s more, they look great.”

Barb thought for a few moments.  “Julie, its just that, seeing you in that huge cast, and on your crutches, knowing that this is how it will be for – what did the doctor say – six months.  I feel so badly for you.  You look so fragile -.”

“I appreciate your feelings, Barb, but I will be okay.  I’m getting pretty good on my crutches – just look – a heel on my good foot, which is against what the experts that make the “Crutching 101” manual say about shoes for the good foot.  I appreciate you feelings Barb, I will be okay.”

Several of the dancers came up to inspect Julie’s cast, a couple of them attempting to walk on her crutches.  Julie decided to seize the moment and with Barb supporting her casted leg to the floor, got up on her crutches and heel to visit the ladies room.  “Let me show you how it is done.”  Julie noticed as she went toward the ladies room and returned, all of the guy’s eyes were on her cast, specifically, on her toes emerging from the cast.  At this point Julie felt better than she had since the accident.  Grace was right; what I have is very attractive.  Who would have thought that an orthopedic device would be a source of possible arousal?  Is it possible to enjoy a broken leg?

As Julie hoped back up onto her barstool, a male patron approached.  “I will be happy to lift your cast up onto the stool for you.  That is a pretty big cast and you probably need help.”

Julie looked to Barb who was giving a wink.  “Thanks for your offer, but my friend is good at it.  I have to be very careful when doing things like that.  A wrong move or moving it beyond limits will further damage the broken bones.  I have to be very careful – I almost lost this leg, and it still a crucial time.”

The young man left, with a feeling of rejection.  “You just ruined his evening,” Barb said as she slowly and carefully lifted Julie’s leg onto the stool.

Julie lifted her good leg and crossed it over her casted knee.

“Is that what you call a double Whammy?” Barb asked.

Julie responded in a very prim and proper attitude, much like Scarlet O’Hara.  “Whatever do you mean?”

“First, you put that cast with those sexy toes on display, and then, cross your good leg over the cast and dangle a stiletto pumps off of the toes on your good foot.”

“Didn’t I hear someone who looks a lot like you say something about coming here to lift my spirits?  Maybe Ardel would pay me a little to sit here displaying my cast as an added feature.
“I was just kidding, Julie.  The psych courses that I took are becoming useful.  I know that you are enjoying this and that is great.  It is better than feeling ‘woe is me.’”
Chapter Seven

Very quickly, two weeks had passed and Julie went for her check-up with Dr. Farah, everything was good.
Julie went for her one month check-up.  First she had X-Rays, and then taken to an exam room where she waited for Dr. Farah, who entered a few minutes later.  Dr. Farah looked carefully at the X-Rays and examined Julie’s Cast.  “Any problems, Julie?”

“No, nothing.  I have been following your instructions closely.”

“That is what we like to hear.  Everything looks good; we are going to make an adjustment to your cast, which is clean at the toe end indicating that you are not trying to walk on it and are keeping it up off of the floor.  Good job!”  Someone will take you to the casting area in a wheelchair, and I will see you later.”  Dr. Farah left, and Julie was wondering what an adjustment to her cast meant.  It is hard, so I can’t see how it can be adjusted. Maybe the upper portion will be taken off – we’ll see.

Grace helped Julie onto a table with her cast, from the knee down extending over the end.  An assistant brought in a metal device that reminded Julie of a fork that had been mangled in a kitchen sink disposer.  “This, my dear,” Grace began, “will replace your crutches.”  With the assistant’s help, Grace positioned the device on Julie’s cast, below the knee.  “These are not common at all, but it is designed to be used with a cast in the configuration of yours.  If you were to try to walk with your cast, your toes would be on the floor, and that is exactly what we do not want.”  

There was a steel rod on either side of Julie’s cast, beginning just below the knee and bending at the ankle to follow the foot, and then bend down, away from the foot, forming a “U” at a rubber pad above the toes, and about one inch below the bottom of the cast.  “These used to be referred to as ‘stirrups,’ or ‘walking irons’, and were molded into the cast.  On most casts, even in those days, the foot was set at ninety-degrees to the lower leg, whereas your foot is bent down, so the side rods were not bent al all between the top and the bottom pad.”

As Grace reached the position in which the attachment would be set, an assistant marked the location with a pencil.  Several rolls of casting tape were applied to hold the attachment in place.  Grace cleaned up while the new casting tape set up, then had Julie stand with her good foot on a block about four inches high, and gently lower her braced cast to the floor.  Julie stood on her good foot while Grace checked the distance between the floor and the end of Julie’s casted toes.  “Perfect!” Grace said.  “We got the placement of the walking pad so that your casted leg is not a whole lot longer than your good leg, which could make walking on it extremely difficult, but it extends enough so that your toes will not touch the ground as you walk.  That is very important. Please use your crutches just as you have for the rest of today.  Dr. Farah will instruct you on walking on with your casted leg; and I will probably see you in a month – he will check your leg, and I will take a look at your cast.  Good luck.  One other thing!” Grace said.  “If you are walking on wet pavement, be very careful not you put your casted leg down so that the pad does not slip.  Be extremely careful when coming inside to smooth surface as the wet pad might slip very easily.”
Later, Dr. Farah examined Julie’s “adjusted” cast.  “Grace did a really good job on this.  These are very tricky to position.”  He had Julie stand with her crutches and while supporting herself on her crutches, raise her good foot so that her casted leg was perpendicular to the floor, and examined the gap between Julie’s toes and the floor.  “Perfect!” Dr. Farah said as he assisted Julie back onto the examining table.
“She told me about having enough height so my toes don’t touch the floor, but not so much that my leg with the cast and brace would be so long that walking might not be possible,” Julie told Dr. Farah.  “But what about the added length?  I stood on tip-toe, and the casted leg was still a little longer.”  I wore a heel with my crutches, so why not now.  A three-inch heel might be slightly short, but I can handle four-inches.  I think that it is best to not mention anything about heels now.

Dr. Farah took a seat.  “I am sure that you are wondering about walking without crutches on that cast with its extended length.  Some people will walk on the ball of the good foot, thereby extending the length of that leg and do well.  But in your case, Julie, that might not be enough, and it is hard on your good leg.  Also, it could put a strain on the fracture areas.  We will give you a list of Pedorthists, those are people that deal in built-up shoes, and the can convert one or two of your shoes to give you the height that you need, or they have shoes available.  The most important thing is to not walk without a modified shoe.  In a pinch, a couple of steps is okay, but not as a habit.”

“And – as you walk, do not twist your toes out to the side as you walk.  Simply keep your casted foot straight ahead and ‘rock over on the brace’, your toes will not contact the floor.”
Julie took it easy for the rest of the day and that evening, went on the internet shopping for some heels, or a heel to wear with her walking cast.  I could wear one of the higher heels that I now have, but doing so would give more wear to the right shoe and not the left.  Anyhow, I have always enjoyed shoe shopping, and with this cast, it might really be fun – especially if I go where there is a male clerk.
Chapter Eight
The following morning, Julie went to her closet, selected a pump with a four-inch stiletto heal, and tossed it onto her bed.  Sitting on the bed she slid her good foot into the pump and got up on her crutches.  The heel was a perfect height – standing on the pump and her cast, Julie’s hips were level.  Slowly, she transferred her weight to her casted broken leg with no problem.  Now – the real test, let’s see how it is to walk on this contraption.  Julie planted her crutches about one foot ahead and brought her casted foot alongside, then, stepped through with her good foot, rocking forward on her cast.  Not bad – it looked like my toes would touch the carpet, but they did not.  Just like Doc Farah said; Grace did a good job.  Using her crutches for balance, Julie walked out into the hall and took the elevator up to the fifth and top floor of the building.  Exiting the elevator, Julie turned right and walked to the end of the hall, turned and walked to the opposite end, back to the elevator, and rode down to the fourth floor to repeat her path.  On the third floor, Julie carried her crutches while walking on her cast and pump as if she had done so for years.

Julie returned to their apartment after checking their mailbox in the lobby on the ground floor, to find Barb at the kitchen counter with a cup of coffee.  “Wow!  Look at you, walking on that cast, and doing very well.  Doesn’t it feel strange with your ankle bent down as it is and your toes suspended in mid-air?”

“It feels a little strange, but I’m getting used to it.”

“Well; the look of joy on your face says that you are glad to get off of your crutches.”

Julie poured some coffee for herself and refilled Barb’s mug.  Carrying her mug around the counter, Julie took a seat.  “This is probably the only thing that I dislike about being on crutches – not being able to carry many items.  But really, Barb, I did not mind crutches, after a little practice.  If not for my crutches, I would have been in bed, or a wheelie, so since they were my mobility, they were my best buddies.”

“Atta girl!” Barb replied.  “Keep looking on the bright side.  But I know you, Julie Novak:  I watched how you walked on your crutches and held that cast out in front displaying those nice toes.  You should have gotten a lift out of that when we were at Cattlemen’s.”

“You are right!  I do like to show my toes as they emerge from my cast, and I got a tremendous lift at Cattlemen’s, and I am not referring to the lift from the pump on my good foot.”
Julie and Barb then went out to run errands, Julie insisted on driving her car.  Getting in was a little cumbersome; run the drivers seat all the way back, sit and slide as far back as possible, and then carefully lift her casted leg inside the car without banging her toes.  They picked up some groceries.  Julie was pushing the cart, but kept banging her casted toes into the cart, so Barb took over that duty.
Chapter Nine

Barb had left for several days to visit relatives.  It was raining the day Barb left, and now, three days later, a gentle rain was falling.  Julie stayed around the apartment, afraid that the walking pad on her cast might slip on the wet pavement.  She finally decided that she had to get out.  Julie and Barb had done grocery shopping just before Barb left, so there was no need to go to Albertson’s.  “Nuts!  I’ll just drive to the mall and walk around there – I just need to get out, Julie thought as she changed into a t-shirt and shorts.  She slid her pretty right foot into a pump with a three-inch heel to complete dressing.  This shoe is a little lower than what I really need, but if I walk on it for a long time, it will feel better later on.  Julie opened her closet door and stood in front of the full-length mirror.  The bottom of the leg on her shorts ended about two inches below the top of her cast which beautifully followed the contours of her broken leg.  Julie watched in the mirror as she gave her casted toes a wiggle.  Not bad, Novak.  Having the good leg bare kind of gives an idea of what the other one inside the cast looks like.  Just before going out the door, Julie took a piece of paper towel, folded it and stuck it in a pocket.
Using her handicapped sticker, Julie parked in a handicapped slot right at the entrance to the mall.  Carefully, she got out of her car and walked to the entrance, mindful that the pad on her cast could slip. Once inside, Julie dropped the folded paper towel on the floor and stepped down on it with the cast pad to pick up any moisture that the floor mat had not.

Julie walked the length of the wing where she had entered with no problems at all, and turned into the main mall section.  Even with the heel shorter that what I really need, this is going very well.  People passing would look down at what she had and smile.  
Julie approached Chasseurs Femmes.  If I remember correctly, that is Women’s Shoes.  Below the name of the store, a sub-caption read: “Ultra Feminine Shoes for the Ultra feminine Woman.”  A male clerk had just opened the security screen.  This could be interesting.

Confidentially, Julie strode into the store, walking toward the rear, looking about at the displays, and pretended to not notice the clerk as he approached.  “Good morning Miss; but being in that huge cast, I’m not sure if it is good.”

Julie turned to face the young man who was wearing a name tag: “Stuart, Manager.”  “And good morning to you, Stuart.”  Julie looked down at her casted leg and spoke again.  “It really is a good morning. Even though it is in this cast, I still have my leg, my doctor says that I will walk normally in the end, I am able to get out and walk on my cast, and I just got off of crutches which were not that bad at all.”  Julie noticed Stuart’s eyes focusing on her casted toes, which she gave a slow wiggle.

“Point well taken – good morning again,” Stuart quickly said as he began to blush.  “What may I show you or help you with – for your normal foot, of course.”

“I wanted to see what you have for an every-day shoe, with a three to four-inch heel.  Something that I can slip in and out of with ease – perhaps a clog with a slight platform.  You see, Stuart, I need a heel on my good foot in order to walk.”

“Well!” Stuart began with a smirk on his face, and his blush still visible.  “As the store description at the entrance plainly says, we deal only in feminine shoes, no plats, chunky-clunky heels, or combat boots.  Your toes sticking out of that cast do help to offset the ugly appearance of the cast itself.   And wearing a heel on the good foot helps in that effort.”

“Thanks for your time Stuart.  I guess I’ll take my ugly cast to Baker’s or somewhere that I will not be insulted.  It is not my choice to be in this cast, but it is necessary until my leg is healed – possibly six months to a year.  Have a good day.”  Julie began walking toward the entrance.  Standing behind, Stuart watched her walk as Julie used all of her might to walk gracefully.  Stuart ran toward Julie and stood in the entrance as she approached.

“I’m sorry, Miss.  That was very insensitive of me.  I am very sorry that you have a broken leg, and I admire how you can walk so gracefully on that cast and a heel on your good foot.  Stuart held his elbow out for Julie to take.  “If you will accompany me to the rear and take a seat, I will bring out some shoes for you to try on your good foot.  What size, and would you prefer a closed pump?  Please let me compliment you on those toes.  They are very beautiful – you might want to consider a sandal, or we just got some peep-toe pumps in.”

“Forget the peep-toes, Stuart, I hate them.  If I am going to show any toes, let’s show all of them.  And I also despise the rounded toes.”  Stuart assisted Julie into a chair, and as he left for the stockroom, she looked about for the ever present box of peds – the short stockings for trying shoes on.

   Stuart returned with six shoes for Julie’s right foot and positioned a stool in front of her.  “I don’t see any peds, Stuart; otherwise I would have been ready to try on.”

Stuart leaned back as a slight smile came onto his face, and spoke in a very respective and sincere manner.  “In addition to being a full-service shoe store, Miss, in line with our feminine styles, we treat you as a woman should be treated.”  Stuart pulled a trouser-length stocking from his pocket.  “We don’t mess with those peds; we use a trouser length instead.”  Stuart gently placed a hand behind Julie’s right ankle, lifted, removed her shoe, and began to pull the stocking onto Julie’s good foot.  “My, my!  You, Miss, have a beautiful foot.”

“Why, thank you Stuart.  And – my name is Julie.  That is what my friends call me.  Stuart picked up on Julie’s “friend” referral and smiled as he fussed over placing the stocking on Julie’s foot and ankle, causing her to notice a warm and fuzzy feeling inside.  Yup!  This broken leg might not be so bad after all.
Stuart rested Julie’s foot on his knee.  “One of the first things that I learned in ‘trying on shoes 101’ is to not let the woman’s shoeless foot touch or rest on the floor.  That is why it is on my leg. I brought out three and four inch heels.  Which would you prefer to start?”

“The three-inch works well, but the four is best so that my hips are even.  Let’s start with that.”

With Julie’s good foot still resting above his knee, Stuart reached over and picked up a plain, pointed-toe pump with a four-inch stiletto heel, and displayed it for Julie’s approval.  “This is a very elegant pump, and although your toes are too beautiful to hide inside, it will compliment your foot and leg.”  Stuart gently slipped the pump onto Julie’s foot, and stood.  “How does it feel?”  Stuart held his hands out to Julie to assist her in standing.  “Will this help, or is there something else that I may do to make it easier for you?”

“You are doing fine, Stuart.  Thank you.”  As she stood, Julie marveled at how good the pump felt on her foot. Again, Stuart offered her his arm.

“I am happy to assist you in walking,” Stuart said.  “You make it look so easy, but I am sure that walking on that cast is difficult.”

Julie smiled as she and Stuart began a walk around the store.  With Julie’s arm linked around Stuart’s, Stuart took Julie’s had in his free hand and escorted her back to where she had been sitting.  Very courteously, Stuart assisted Julie to be seated.  He then repeated the process of trying on another pump, but with toe cleavage.  “This is one of my favorites.”

“I like it too, Stuart.  But without a lot of shoe over my toes, won’t I walk out of it?  That could be dangerous with one leg already in a cast.”

“Believe me; it stays on!” Stuart said with affirmation.  Then, quickly looking around for anyone in hearing distance, Stuart held his hand along his mouth as if telling a secret, and went on.  “I know from experience.”

Julie was not sure if she was surprised to hear that or not.  “Experience?”

Stuart slipped Julie’s foot into the pump and paused.  “I have to know my products, Julie.  I have worn every type of shoe that we have in this store, and you can rest assured that if I say it stays on, it stays on.  And, if I noticed any problem, I would tell you, especially since you already have a broken leg.
Again Stuart helped Julie to stand, she accepting his assistance even though she could do it herself, and noticed a slight bulge in his trousers.   Again; Grace was right, but can it be fun with a broken leg?

After walking in the toe-cleavage pump, Julie was seated.  Stuart picked up the shoes that Julie had tried on.  “There is one more that I have got to see you in, Julie.  I’ll be right back.”  Stuart took several steps toward the stockroom, and paused.  “And by the way, I am not expecting you to feel obligate to make a purchase.”  

Stuart returned and displayed the nicest sandal that Julie had ever seen.  First, Julie’s eyes got as big as saucers when she spotted the four-inch stiletto heel.  Stuart gently slid the shoe, what there was of it onto Julie’s foot.  Two very narrow straps, about one-half inch apart crossed her foot just above her toes.  A strap, narrow as those at the toes came up from either side, just ahead of the heel, crossed behind the heel, and buckled on the outside.

Still seated, Julie held up her foot to observe it in the barest shoe that she had ever worn.  “It’s beautiful!”

“To be honest, Julie,” Stuart answered, “it is a very nice shoe, but your sexy foot is what makes it simply a thing of beauty.  Those narrow straps above your toes and the margin of the sole of the shoe around the ends of your toes act as a picture frame to bring out the beauty of your toes.  And, while I am at it; may I comment on your casted toes?”

Oh – oh; this has been going very well.  I know that he is getting a kick out of assisting a woman with a cast – in fact, so am I.  Now he wants to comment on my casted toes.  Play the game…..  Julie began to slowly, sensuously, move her casted toes up and down knowing that Stuart would look at them as he made his comment.
“I know that I made some cruel remarks about your cast when you came in, and I am sorry for that.  I could not have been more in error, Julie.  Your good leg is in the ‘killer’ class, and the way that your cast follows the curves on your poor, broken leg is also a thing of beauty.  The way that you walk on that cast is poetry in motion; especially the way that your pretty toes skim so close to the floor, but do not touch.”  Julie quickly glanced down as noticed that Stuart had to be close to full erection.  “I am sure that many women that see you would like to be like you.  I am sure that you had immeasurable pain, and some inconvenience when you were on crutches, but you make it all so alluring.”

“Why – thank you, Stuart,” Julie said as she stood.  He is eating out of my hand.  Now, for some more fun.  “I have never worn such a skimpy shoe, even with two good legs.  Will I walk out of this one?  Or just how sturdy is it?  I don’t want to turn my good ankle.”

“Just between you and I,” Stuart began, “I stayed after closing last week to take inventory in the stockroom.  It took about three hours and I wore a pair of those, without any problems.”
Hmm, just as I thought, Stu likes to wear women’s shoes.  But that is his business.  I really like this sandal, and what Stu says about it is correct.  It is not bad to walk in, and it seems to compliment my cast, and conversely, the cast compliments the shoe.  So far, this broken leg is not so bad.
They were at the front of the store when Julie made a turn and paused.  She glanced down and again noticed the bulge in Stuart’s trousers.  Julie’s eyes then met Stuart’s.  Somewhat flustered, Stuart began to speak.  “I’m sorry about that, Julie.  I can’t help it – I find you extremely attractive, and with that cast with your toes sticking out, and that sexy sandal on your attractive foot – well, you are very sexy.”

Julie stood still and addressed Stuart eye to eye.  “Stuart!  You have just paid me a compliment.  Just knowing that you find me attractive does wonders for me.  You see, when I left home this morning, I was feeling down.  I was cooped up inside for three days with the rain; you see, I have to be very careful walking on a wet surface with this cast.  One slip and it could be disastrous for this leg, and it would be the same if I still was on crutches.  

They began to stroll back to the rear of the store, Stuart wearing a broad smile.  “Thank you for your concern for my feelings.  If what we have done boosted your feelings, I am very happy.”

“Believe me, Stuart – you have boosted my feelings.  
Julie was again seated as Stuart removed the sandal from her good foot, and then the stocking.  He then gently, slid Julie’s foot into the pump that she had worn into the store.  “Oh!  I should have asked if there was anything else that I could show you before changing back into your original state.”
“There isn’t, Stuart.  And thank you for your time.  If I need a sandal, I know where to come.”

“Even if you do not need any shoes, please come in again.  I enjoyed your visit, and had a great time fitting you – even if only on one foot.”

Stuart accompanied Julie to the entrance, never taking his eyes off of her casted foot and toes.
Chapter Ten

Julie continued her walk around the mall, observing how most people would look down at her cast and do a double-take.  Grace said that these are rare, and I have never seen one.  Anyway, the attention is nice.  I should stop in at Cattlemen’s tonight for a beer.  This cast will draw a lot of attention there - .

Julie abruptly stopped.  Cattlemen’s!  Nah!  Dance with a leg in a cast?  No way!  Julie continued walking toward the entrance where her car was parked, her mind submerged in deep thought.  Once I got used to walking on this where my foot does not contact the ground, and the angle that my ankle is set at, and wearing a heel on my good foot, I can walk as good as on two good legs.  So why could I not dance in my cast?  The money would be nice.

Driving home, Julie thought about dancing in her cast.  That afternoon she went through some steps toward building a dance routine.  I should come out swinging on my crutches while holding my cast out in front showing my toes, than give them to one of the bouncers that are stationed by the stage and continue on two legs – one in a sandal showing all of my toes, and of course, the other in this cast.  Usually, the dancer bends down to allow the patrons to place bills in her garter.  I could do that so they could place the bills into the top of my cast.  Then, Julie had a brainstorm.  The bottom of my cast!  Yeah!  They could fold the bills and put them between my casted toes, or even shove them inside between my foot and the inside of my cast.  Novak, you are a genius.
The following morning, Julie went out to find a shoe for dancing.  She stopped at Goodwill and found a shoe that would work well for dancing and for everyday wear as well.  It had a wooden platform sole slightly less than one-inch thick, wide open toes, and a four-inch wooden heel.  The best part is that it was only four dollars.  Julie slid out of her pump and into the plat sandal, securely fastening the ankle strap.  Walking around in Goodwill she marveled at how comfortable it was, and how ninety percent of her toes were visible.
That afternoon, Julie headed for Cattlemen’s wearing her new sandal and her crutches, arriving right at opening time. She performed her routine for Sam while one of the other girls spotted for her when she got up on the pole.  There were only three patrons seated at the bar and not paying much attention to the stage.

Julie swung out from backstage on her crutches, holding her cast in front, pausing now and then while passing her casted toes where the patrons would be seated along the stage.  The idea here was that the patrons could stuff bills into her cast.  Julie also paused with her casted leg toward the patrons and crouched down on her good leg so that patrons could slip bills into the top of her cast.  She did this around the perimeter of the stage and handed her crutches to her spotter.  Then Julie went around the perimeter again, on two legs displaying her cast as she paused now and then.  Julie grabbed the pole and while holding her casted leg out in front and shinnied up using only her good leg for support.  Using her good ankle pressed against the pole to keep from sliding down, Julie slowly released her hand grip on the pole and bent backwards and down to where she could again grip the pole with her hands.  She then released her leg from the pole as her body swung down, holding her casted leg out to the left side and contacted the pole with her right thigh.  Julie then stepped back and while standing on her cast, could not resist an urge to spin around.  This might be a bad idea—we’ll find out.  Fortunately, there was no pain in her leg meaning that there was no damage from the twisting motion.  Sam was amazed, as was the spotter.  

Chapter Eleven

That evening, Julie did her routine twice, collecting about forty dollars each time.  She made it a point when she swung out on her crutches to pass her casted toes very close to the patrons seated along the stage.  To improve the appeal of her cast she applied some perfume that was noticed about one foot away. Then, swaying in time to the music, she made another walk around the stage, again displaying her cast as the guys placed bills inside the toe opening.  Her somersault on the pole brought the house down.  Julie looked toward the DJ and held up two fingers.  “I’ll bet that you guys would like to see that one again!”  the DJ shouted.  “One look at that big cast tells you that her leg is very seriously injured and here she is, dancing on it.  Pull out some bills and maybe she will ascend the pole again.
After her two performances Julie got into some sweats and had a seat at the bar and a cold beer.  She sat with her right elbow on the bar and her legs outstretched on the next stool--of course, the back of the stool was toward the bar giving an unobstructed view of her cast.  As she was conversing with the bar server, someone walked up and placed a folded bill between her toes.  Julie looked up to see Stuart, from the shoe store.

Tapping Julie’s shoe on the bottom, Stuart smiled.  “We don’t carry that type of shoe and I am sorry that I could not accommodate you with one.  But it looks very good on your foot.  I guess that you could call it rustic elegance, but maybe it looks so good because of your lovely foot.”

“Thank you Stuart.  What a nice thing to say.”  Julie reached out and slid the bill—a twenty from between her toes and placed it on the bar.  “Would you like to join me, Stuart?  Julie gestured to the stool where her legs were resting.  “That is—if you do not mind my resting at least my casted leg in your lap.”

“I would love to join you, but don’t you have to mingle with the other patrons?”
“I only came in to do two dances in my cast, and now I am a customer, so you will have my undivided attention.”

“I would love to join you, Miss Julie.  May I lift your casted leg and slide beneath it to be seated?  I don’t mind assisting you with that poor leg, but do not want to harm it.”

Julie lowered both legs from the stool and Stuart took his seat.  As she rested her good foot on a rung on her stool, Julie lifted her casted leg to where Stuart could grasp it and gently raise it up to his lap as Julie leaned toward her back to relieve stress on the leg until it was resting in Stuart’s lap.

Stuart ordered a beer and turned to face Julie.  “You can rest your other leg here if you wish.”  Julie complied, crossing her good leg over the cast.

Stuart’s hand was headed toward the toe end of Julie’s cast when he abruptly stopped.  “Am I allowed to touch your toes?  They look like they could use some attention after the way you danced so nicely.  And when you stood on your cast and spun around with your toes so close to the floor—that was a thing of beauty.”

After a swallow of beer, Julie was wearing a broad smile.  “You can play with my toes all that you want. “

Stuart massaged Julie’s casted toes for a few minutes, much to her pleasure.  Julie wanted in the worst way to check for an erection, but did not want to possibly embarrass him.  She was enjoying his attention and her toes were feeling great.  Then, Stuart took Julie’s good foot in both hands, unbuckled the ankle strap and removed the shoe.  Stuart took Julie’s good foot in both hands and firmly massaged it starting at her toes and working up toward her ankle.  Julie was in heaven.  Stuart was an expert at a foot massage and she suddenly felt a twinge of attraction toward him.

Julie questioned Stuart’s background while he worked on her good foot and her casted toes wiggling in reaction to her excitement and desire for Stuart that was slowly building.  
‘I graduated from Baylor with a degree in physical therapy.  I have always loved airplanes and my dad took my flying in his Cessna which led to my obtaining a commercial pilots license.  Shortly after graduation I got on with a freighter airline, but was laid off.  

I was in a mall in Houston and noticed a display in a Chasseur Femme store there.  The manager noticed me—probably had not seen a guy eying up ladies shoes and came out to chat, opening the conversation with ‘which shoe do you like best’ which surprised me.  We chatted for a minute when I offered to get us some coffee, which she readily agreed to.  We sat in the rear of the store as she explained the store’s policy of ultra feminine shoes.  I said that I agreed with that, and before we knew it, she offered me an application to work there.  I signed on and after eight months, I was offered the job of managing the Austin store when it opened.”

“Good for you!”  Julie said.  “Do you ever get comments about working in women’s shoes or something similar?
Stuart took a swig of beer and thought for a moment.  “I know that there are some negative thoughts from some people toward my work, but that is human nature.  I honestly feel that most women if asked would say that they like the male touch.  Don’t forget, as when you were in, we do everything for the customer.  We do not hand a shoe to the lady, but we display it and then place it on her foot.”

“I want to ask you something Stuart—but you do not have to answer if you don’t want to.  It is personal.”

“Ask away!”

“When you waited on me the other day—and very well by the way, I noticed your excitement.  Does this always—pardon the pun, come up?

Stuart raised Julie’s good foot and planted a kiss just above her toes.  “There has always been something about the female foot that fascinated me.  I think that there is nothing more attractive and alluring than a woman dressed as a woman even in pants, so long as she wears shoes that are feminine.  And they don’t need to be heels although heels add to the femininity.  I really enjoy my job.  Sure, handling a lady’s pretty foot is an added benefit, but in answer to your question, I do not experience the excitement that you noticed.  There is something extremely sensual—in my opinion about your toes extending from the end of your cast, and the way in which you walk on your cast so gracefully.  And then—the way that you danced on your cast excited every man in this place.”

“There may be another question that you are reluctant to ask so I will put you at ease.  I am one hundred percent heterosexual.  I had been dating a flight attendant until a month ago.  She was transferred to New York and we agreed that a long-distance relationship would not be in our best interests.  If she were to call me and want to start again I would agree to.”

“Thank you Stuart.”  Julie said in an almost passionate voice.  “I never thought that a broken leg could be enjoyable.  But dancing on my cast tonight was and now you are making it even better.”  If not for this broken leg I would not have been at the mall, or if I was I probably would not have stopped at his store.

“I have an idea,” Stuart said.  “The Corral is not far from here.  It is like a neighborhood bar, friendly and with a three piece band that likes to play danceable, sometimes slower songs.  Would you like to try dancing with a guy in your cast?  And by the way, I really do like your shoe.”

Stuart assisted Julie as took a seat at a table at the Corral.  He very gently—almost ritualistically lifted her casted leg onto the chair to her right and sat across the table.  They ordered beers and directed their attention to the band.

“By the way, Julie,” Stuart began, “I will like it better if you call me Stu or Buc, which is derived from my last name, Buchowski.”

“Which do you prefer?”

“Either.  I only use Stuart at the store.  Most of my friends call my Buc.”

“That sounds like a deal, Buc.  We have something in common, besides shoes.  My last name is Novak.  My family is Slavic and I am originally from Northern Ohio.”

They went out on the dance floor.  Buc was extremely chivalrous, assisting Julie up from her chair and onto the floor.  I wonder if his good manners are because of the condition of my leg or if this is his normal demeanor.  I have a feeling that it is normal.  There is something very appealing about this guy and I am falling—for him, not literally.

Buc held Julie closely as they began their dance to a slow song.  Julie was amazed at how she was able to dance on her cast and an amorous feeling was coming over her.
They enjoyed three beers each and danced what had to be eight songs.  At the beginning of each song Buc would make sure that Julie’s broken leg was not tiring or bothering her.  “That is good that your leg is okay.  And how is your good leg holding up in that shoe?”

“It is fine as well.”

“I thought so.  I know that plats like that really are comfortable, but wanted to make sure.”

“You know from experience?”

“Of course!”

Julie pressed more tightly against Buc and felt some arousal which pleased her.

They returned to the table and finished their beers.  “If you would like to call it a night, I am ready.” Buc said.  “You have has quite a night especially dancing at the club.”

Buc walked Julie to her car.  I am not ready to call it a night.  Here goes!  Buc—would you like a night cap or coffee at my place?”

Buc followed Julie to her apartment where she put on a pot of coffee.  They sat on the couch with Julie’s feet in Buc’s lap.  He removed Julie’s shoe and tossed it onto the coffee table.  “If you need it for walking I will gladly replace it.”  Buc took Julie’s bare good foot in both hands with thumbs on the bottom and began a firm massage, pausing now and then to kiss her toes.

Julie’s desire was building and she noticed that Buc was coming up.  Forget that he likes to wear women’s shoes now and then—it is part of his job.  Forget the condescending attitude when we first met at his store.  He got rid of that in a hurry and is a genuinely nice guy in addition to being sexy.  And the foot massage—I can’t stand it any longer!
“If you replace my shoe I will lead you into the bedroom, Buc.”

“I have a better idea.”  Buc slid out from under Julie’s feet, picked her up in his arms and carried her to the bedroom.  Julie stood next to her bed and stripped, standing before Buc wearing only her cast and abroad smile as Buc stripped as well.  

Julie sat on the bed.  Buc lifted her legs onto the bed and carefully moved the casted one out the side and Julie did the same with the good leg.  Buc made his entry deliberately slow and gentle.  Not only was this his style, but he had some concern about possibly hurting Julie’s already badly broken leg.

Julie was using all of her might to hold off and enjoy the preliminary actions leading up to a thunderous and satisfying rapture.  And to think that it all started with a broken leg.  Now I know that this broken leg will not be so bad after all.

The end.
