Opposites?

Sweat dripped from his face and Jake wiped at it with the back of his hand. A pretty useless towel but the best he could find in his perch two storeys up. The sun beat down as he and Sam hauled the heavy scaffolding into place. It was hot, backbreaking work but he reveled in every minute. 
Sam whistled and instantly Jake’s eyes scanned the car park. Yep, there she was. He stared, make that ogled, as a pair of sleek black stilettoes eased out of a grey Aston Martin. Automatically his eyes tracked upwards over neat ankles and slender calves, across a patterned purple skirt and figure molding black jacket. Finally they rested on the face he’d dreamt about for the last two weeks. 
‘Bloody hell,’ he uttered under his breath. ‘She gets better looking every day.’
‘And more and more out of your league, buddy. When you thought she was the PA she was too good for you. But the flaming owner…’ Sam shook his head. ‘Let’s face it. You and her ‘aint gonna happen.’
‘You’re forgetting one thing.’
‘What? The millions you’ve stashed in that secret account in Switzerland? I hate to break it to you, but they only exist in your head.’
‘Funny man. Anyway, she’s already loaded, so she’s not likely to need a man for his money.’
‘Yeah but like attracts like, doesn’t it?’
‘Haven’t you heard of the phrase opposites attract?’
‘Only when it comes to magnets, buddy.’
Jake gave a dismissive shake of his head. ‘You just watch. She’ll be used to pasty guys who disguise their weedy frames in designer suits. I bet she’s itching to meet a real man for a change.’
Sam snorted. ‘That’s the plan? Flash your muscles at her?’
‘Nope.’ He slotted his scuffed, heavy-duty boots onto the ladder. ‘I’m going to approach her the old fashioned way. With charm.’
His so-called friend burst into loud laughter. ‘You don’t know the first thing about how to woo a classy bird. She’ll expect a date at the opera, not a burger at the greasy spoon.’
Ignoring the taunts, Jake headed resolutely down the ladder. It had taken two weeks to screw up the courage to talk to her. He couldn’t back down now.
After jumping off the last rung he gave himself a quick rubdown with his abandoned hoodie then straightened his shoulders and ambled round to the front of the building. If he’d got his timings right, she should be nearing the entrance about…
‘Damn, I’m sorry.’ Jake flung out his hand and caught at the woman he’d fantasised about holding. But not like this. Not when he’d just barged into her and stomped his clumping great boots onto her dainty feet. 
‘It’s okay.’ She took a step back and clutched at her foot.
‘It’s not flaming okay, is it? Your foot must be throbbing like crazy.’ Mortified, he raked a hand through his hair. ‘Why don’t you take off your shoe and let me take a look?’
‘No, no, I’m fine, really.’ As if to prove it she put her foot back on the tarmac and gave him a small, strained smile.
He exhaled in frustration. ‘You’re not fine, though I can’t say I blame you for not trusting me.’
‘No, no. It’s not that.’ She let out a soft laugh. ‘My feet are horrid. Too many years wearing high pointy shoes.’ 
Unconsciously he shuffled his giant size twelves. ‘Look, I really am very sorry. I wanted to bump into you, but not like that.’
‘Oh? What sort of bumping did you have in mind?’
The image his mind conjured went straight to his groin. ‘I…umm.’ Where the devil were those phrases he’d practiced? ‘I’m working on your extension.’ He nodded over to the scaffolding. ‘And every morning I’ve noticed you getting out of your car.’
‘Ah.’ The bottom of his stomach fell out as she gave him a wide smile; sparkling blue eyes, dimples in her cheeks. He was so lost. ‘The car always grabs a lot of male attention. I know it’s a bit flash but when the business took off, well, I thought I deserved a treat.’
‘Actually it’s not the car I was watching. Don’t get me wrong, it’s a cool looking machine, but, well…’
Her phone rang, interrupting his flow. Okay, more stodge than flow, but heck he’d nearly got there, hadn’t he?
‘I’m on my way up.’ Raising her stunning eyes heavenwards, she ended the call. ‘My PA, wanting to know where I am. I’d better reassure him that just because I’m,’ she glanced down at her watch. ‘Five minutes later than normal, it doesn’t mean I’m at death’s door. It was nice bumping into you.’
Her delectable body was almost through the door before he found his voice. ‘Next time I’ll miss out the foot stomping.’
As her chuckle filled the air she gave him a little wave and disappeared inside. 
Not quite as he’d planned, then. She’d talked to him, even smiled, so there were positives. But did she fancy him? After that pitiful display, it was highly doubtful. With a resigned sigh Jake headed away from the plush office block and back to where he belonged. The building site next door. 

The day had been long and hard. As he wearily heaved his tool bag into the back of the truck he heard a polite cough behind him. Snapping his head round he found…hell’s bells. 
‘Hey.’ She looked as fresh and elegant as she had this morning. He, on the other hand…self-consciously he wiped his hands on his grubby T-shirt. Sam was right. There were opposites and, well, opposites. Beauty and the beast, brains versus brawn, a town house in Mayfair compared to a semi in Staines. What the heck had he been thinking?
She nodded over to the building work. ‘When do you think you’ll be finished?’
Clean versus dirty. The comparisons wouldn’t stop coming. Hastily he shrugged on his hoodie. ‘The building should be up in another week. The insides finished a few more weeks after that.’
For a moment she seemed hesitant, biting on her bottom lip, an action that didn’t help his equilibrium. ‘Not long then.’
‘I reckon we’ll be out of your hair within the month.’
‘Well, I’d better say this now. Would you…’ She cleared her throat and appeared to take in a deep breath. ‘Do you fancy meeting for a drink after work sometime?’
His jaw gaped. ‘What, just you and me?’ He kicked himself sharply in the shin. Just say yes, you twit. 
‘I was hoping just the two of us, yes, but if you want to bring…’
‘Yes.’ Flipping heck. ‘I mean yes, I’d love to have a drink with you. Just you.’ What had he told Sam? He was going to charm her? Wasps had more charm than he had. He tried again. ‘You know I’ve been wanting to ask you out on a date ever since I first saw you. The collision this morning was my pathetic first attempt. I considered trying again this evening but then I got cold feet.’
‘Why?’
‘Heck, look at us.’ He pointed to her pristine suit then his grimy jeans. ‘I know opposites are meant to attract, but we’re not even chalk and cheese. We’re oil and water. Black and white. Day and night.’
‘No way. We’re far more similar than you think.’ Grinning, she pointed to the  bumper sticker on his truck. The one proudly proclaiming Keep calm and support Portsmouth FC. ‘I’m a Pompey nut. I was born in the town so supporting them is written into my DNA.’
Gob smacked, he clutched at his heart. ‘I think I’m in love.’
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘In that case, it’s time you met my father. He was a builder, too…’

[The End]
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