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Chapter 1

"It's just for a little while," Cooper said as we pulled into the parking lot of the Taj Mahal Motel.

It was late, with hardly a cloud in the moon-bright sky, and the red neon light in the office window flashed "VACANCY" in time with the turn signal on the brand new blue Fury that Cooper bought with his promotion bonus. Under the vacancy sign was another twist of neon, a blue even more brilliant than the car's finish, that declared "POOL" in a spidery script. The "L" flickered a little bit, the other letters shone strong and bright, which at the time I took as a good sign.

"Just until I'm settled into the new route," said Cooper, turning off the engine. The rumble of the Belvedere's engine was replaced by the steady hum of the highway just beyond a stand of scraggly poplar trees. "Then we get a new place, someplace nice ..."

He smiled at me with that wicked sparkle that I love and leaned across the squeeze my thigh, pushing my skirt up a little as he did so. His mouth was close to my ear, his breath hot on my skin, when he whispered, "And then we start making babies ..."

I couldn't help myself; I giggled like a smitten schoolgirl. Making babies with Cooper was at the top of my to-do list. I was certain that our little babies would be the most beautiful things in the world, what with Cooper's strong jaw and shiny black hair, and my upturned nose and cupid's-bow lips and hair in golden waves falling down my shoulders; we were surely the fittest specimens of the human form on the planet. I heard the story on the radio while we were driving out to his new job about the golden discs that some NASA scientist was putting together to launch into space engraved with a sketch of a man and a woman, so the aliens would know what we humans look like before they got here, and I was sure that Cooper and I should have been the models — the aliens would spare no effort to get to Earth so they ogle a planet full of gorgeous creatures like us.

Even more than getting beautiful babies, though, I craved the work of making the little darlings. It took us four nights to travel west to the Taj Mahal, stopping in cheap little motels as we went, and we put those rickety beds through their paces. One night, the headboard was banging on the wall so hard that the people in the next room were pounding as loudly as they could to get us to quiet down, and that just made Cooper ride me that much harder. I'm sure they got an earful when I let out a hollering whoop and wrapped my legs around my man and rode the biggest wave of climax that's ever swept me away, and I don't even care.

The problem was, though, that Cooper didn't want to actually make the babies yet: the work was all just practice. He kept his baby maker wrapped up in a rubber every time, and he was filling the end of the condom and not my aching, empty womb with his spunk whenever he let out a roaring rush of pleasure. I always gave him a little pouty frown and bit my lip, batted my eyelashes and tilted my head sadly, when he reached for the box of rubbers after he'd gotten me all warmed up and ready to receive; my little looks drove him wild, and I was hoping they would weaken his resolve.

But no: "Not yet, darlin'," he'd say as he rolled the rubber down his shaft and gave the tip a tug to make sure it had space to hold his load, "when we've got our own place, I'll plant the biggest, fattest baby in your belly, but not yet ..."

I watched Cooper walk across the parking lot — those broad shoulders, that muscular ass, his strong arms swinging at his side — and felt a flutter that ran from my heart and straight down between my legs. My belly ached to be filled with an empty, gnawing hunger. I was certainly up for more practice, of course — Cooper was more than welcome to plow my fields and make me moan — but I was ready for planting.



While Cooper lugged our bags up to 4B — our room was on the top floor of the diamond-shaped building, with a big window looking at the highway on the outside wall and a little balcony over a courtyard on the inside — I bounced on the bed and tested the chairs and peeked in all the cupboards of the little kitchenette. It was a tiny place, much smaller than our apartment back east, with a sitting room with a couch, a TV, and a couple of chairs that flowed into the kitchenette with the tiniest stove and refrigerator I'd ever seen. There was a little hall to the bedroom and bathroom, which had a green-curtained shower, chipped black-and-white tiles on the floor, and a commode that made a loud hissing sound long after you pushed down its rattly flush handle. It was clean enough, and smelled of Pine-Sol, but it was threadbare and tawdry.

"It's just for a little while," Cooper said as he dropped the last bag in the sitting room and ran a hand across his sweaty brow. A heat wave had been following us west, making the highway's blacktop shimmer in the sun, and the still night breezes did little cool things down. "I'll do the route over the next week, establish myself with the new customers, and then we'll find our own place."

"And make babies," I purred, walking across the worn yellow carpet and putting my arms around his neck. I pulled him down so he could kiss me, and pushed my body against his.

"As soon as we're settled in," he said, letting his hands creep from my waist to my ass, "we'll start making a whole houseful of babies."

"I want to make babies now," I whispered. I tugged at the buttons down the front of his shirt and let my fingers slide under the sweat-damp fabric to feel the fine hair on his chest. "I want you to fill me up with everything you've got and put all the babies in my belly now."

"I want that too, darlin'," Cooper said, shuffling me toward the bedroom. His fingers bunched the fabric of my skirt, and when they touched bare skin — I had tossed my panties on the floor beside the bed while I was testing the mattress — he made a low, growling sound in his throat. "I want to fill you up until there's no place left for my spunk to go, I want it dribbling down your legs in thick white sheets."

"Not a chance," I said. My fingers were tugging at his belt now, and his fingers were tickling the sensitive skin between my legs, tantalizingly close to the pouting lips that were dripping with slippery honey now in anticipation. "I'm not going to let a single drop get away, I'm taking it all inside."

He nibbled at my neck, bending me back above the bed, and suddenly tossed me onto the mattress. I scrambled up to the headboard, shaky fingers tugging at my blouse, while he shucked off his shirt and finished unbuckling his belt. He slid his slacks past his hips, slow and steady, revealing the bulge in his briefs, and I licked my lips at the sight.

"I love your tits, darlin'," Cooper growled when I pulled my blouse over my head and reached behind to unsnap my bra. I flicked my thumbs across my nipples, already standing hard and dark from my fist-sized breasts, and squeezed. A tingle of delight coursed through me.

"But they're so tiny," I said with a pout. "I don't know if they'll be enough to feed my babies ..."

"They'll plump right up when I fill your belly," Cooper said. He pushed his briefs down past his knees, making his cock spring up toward his bare belly, the tip weeping and shiny.

While Cooper climbed onto the bed, I fumbled for the zipper on the side of my skirt. I found it when he knelt between my feet, and he took a firm hold of my tits while I undid my skirt and tossed it away. His eyes roamed all over my body, lingering between my legs, and I squirmed under his gaze. The week on the road hadn't been good for my grooming routine, and things were getting a little shaggier than I liked.

"So soft," Cooper whispered, dragging his fingers over the thatch of hair between my legs, "so warm ..."

When his fingers parted my lips, slipping slowly up toward the hard little button that was pulsing shamelessly, desperate for his touch, he whispered, "So wet ..."

I groaned and lifted my ass off the bed, pushing myself toward his hands, but Cooper didn't take the bait. His fingers ran a tickling circle around my mound, and his hands slid down over my thighs, gently pushing my legs apart. He looked into my eyes with a hungry, playful smile and leaned in for a kiss. I put one hand on the back of his head to pull him closer, and the other around the throbbing length of his shaft.

"Fuck me, Cooper," I gasped when his lips left mine. "Fill me up, fill me full!"

Cooper eased me back on the pillows and ran his lips down my body. His tongue ran circles around my nipples, his teeth nibbled at the ticklish skin around my belly button. I arched my back beneath him, hands running over his shoulders, pushing him lower, lower ...

"I love your pussy, too, darlin'," Cooper whispered just before his mouth dove between my legs and his tongue swam through the nectar trickling down my thighs. I tangled my fingers in his thick black hair and groaned as he kissed the deepest parts of me with his entire mouth.

I was seeing stars when I closed my eyes, teetering on the cliff and ready to dive into the ocean of orgasm. Cooper nibbled and licked and sucked, making a feast of me, and I squirmed helplessly on the bed. Just when I thought I couldn't take another second of his beautiful mouth's attention, he sat up, his cheeks shiny with my juices, and knelt between my thighs, cock bare and rigid between his muscular thighs.

"Fuck me, Cooper," I gasped, throwing my legs wide, the fire in my belly almost too intense to bear. "Fuck me!"

"I intend to do just that," Cooper said, wrapping his fingers around his length and giving it a stroke. I saw a sparkling drop of liquid shimmer on the purple crown, and he smeared it across the velvety head. My heart pounded at the sight of his naked cock, at his balls heavy with seed, and I groaned with need. I could picture that naked shaft pushing into my depths, pulsing with desire, and the flooding me with his seed, planting himself deep in my womb; I almost came at the mere thought of him filling me with jet after burning jet.

But then, like a magician pulling a hidden card, a little blue foil wrapper appeared in his nimble fingers, and my heart took a fluttering fall. He tore the packet open, tossing it beside him, and then rolled the pink latex sheath down his straining shaft. I bit my lip, trying to hide my disappointment, but tears stung the corners of my eyes. His beautiful cock, veined and dark with desire, the velvet head wet with his arousal, was transformed into a plain pink pillar, no more exciting to me than the little pink toy I kept hidden in my underwear drawer to amuse myself with when Cooper is away.

"You're so beautiful, Della," Cooper cooed in my ear as he stretched his body over mine and guided his shaft between my legs. Despite my disappointment, I was still ready to receive him, and I let out a groan when his rubber-wrapped cock pushed inside me. "So fucking beautiful."

I pushed against him, clenching my channel around his shaft, and closed my eyes. I imagined my pussy squeezing him so tightly, so fiercely, that I could unroll that cursed condom, unsheath his cock with my desire, and feel naked skin on skin in my deepest core. Cooper pushed into me, his hips slapping mine, and my heels bouncing against his ass with every thrust. I squeezed my eyes shut and willed his condom to burst under the firehose pressure of his climax, for those hardy little swimmers to tear the delicate membrane and pour out into my womb, racing madly toward my waiting womb.

"So fucking beautiful," Cooper chanted, over and over again, as he drove me into the mattress. I clung to him like he was a life raft and the bed was a churning sea, and I gasped as the waves swept over my head and pulled me down then tossed me up so I rode the crest of desire, howling with delight.

When he finally rolled off me, panting, I glanced down to see if I had managed to free his gorgeous cock from its rubber prison. Alas, the condom was still wrapped around his length, the tip ballooning with his captured seed. My body tingled with pleasure, my nerves still singing, but a cold, empty void still pulsed deep in my belly.


Chapter 2

I tried to tempt Cooper to fill that void in the morning by luring him into the shower with me. It was a tiny shower, with barely enough space for one of us, but he didn't seem to mind that he had to press up against my naked back, his erection pulsing in the small of my back while he soaped my breasts and belly.

"You're revved up this morning," he whispered in my ear as he directed the spray of the showerhead against my breasts, plucking my nipples between his fingers as the hot water ran down my body.

"I've been running hot all week," I answered. I reached a hand behind my back and found his rock hard erection, his heavy balls, and I made him gasp when squeezed and stroked.

He slid his hand down my belly, teased his fingers through the wet tangle of hair above my slit, then suddenly ran his thumb over my pulsing clit. I let out a gasp, pushing my ass back against his erection, and he licked my throat while his fingers circled my needy bulb. I tried to lift a shaking foot onto the side of the tub, opening myself to him, dragging his cock down so he could lift me up and impale his naked flesh inside me, but the combination of the slippery soap and the urgent buzz of his fingers made me nearly tumble to my knees.

Cooper caught me with an arm around my waist, pulling me close to him, and attacked my clit with all of his fingers, tweaking and circling and tugging like it was a stiff little cock. I melted into his embrace, lost to the pleasure of his touch, my breath coming out in fast little gasps. Cooper's cock slid between my ass cheeks, the naked head grazing my back with each thrust of his hips, and he lifted me nearly off my feet with his dancing, dextrous fingers between my legs.

I tried to hold back, tried to drag out the pleasure, but it was no use. Cooper's attack on my clit was as total as it was directed, a merciless assault on the most sensitive part of my body, and I surrendered to a sharp, almost painful climax that burned through my body with the heat of the summer sun. Cooper was laughing in my ear as I bucked and shook, cursing him under my breath that he had such complete and delicious control over my body.

When I could take no more, I pushed away from him and staggered against the shower wall, gasping for air as the water streamed down my face. I looked over my shoulder to see Cooper grinning triumphantly at me, his soapy hand swiftly stroking his erection until it erupted with a thick white fountain.

I could have wept at the sight of that beautiful, precious seed spiraling down the drain as he gave my ass a playful slap and slid the green plastic curtain open.



"You should come back to bed, Cooper," I cooed, stroking the space on the sheets beside me.

I lay on a towel on the bed, naked and, I hoped, splayed obscenely open. The water from our shower had mostly evaporated, leaving my nipples puckered and stiff from the chill, but I could already feel the oppressive heat of the noonday sun coming through the window.

"I wish I could, darlin'," Cooper said from across the room, where he was adjusting his necktie in the mirror. He threw a smile over his shoulder and raised his eyebrows in appreciation when I let my fingers trail between my legs and gently tug at my tangled muff. "But I've got a long drive ahead of me today, and one sales stop before I can call it a day. You didn't let me get much sleep last night."

"You didn't need much sleep last night," I say, tucking my knees and rolling onto my belly. I pressed my breasts against the bed and raised my ass in the air, giving it a saucy wiggle in Cooper's direction. "Come on, baby, give me a little goodbye gift ..."

Cooper laughed and stepped to the bed, stopping to admire my offering. I closed my eyes and imagined him mounting me, pushing his cock into me with no preamble, and flooding me with his cum. When his fingers slid gently over my curves, then prodded at the puffy lips tucked between my thighs, I sighed and arched my back, sure that he was taking the bait.

But then he gave my ass a ringing slap, saying, "I'd like nothing more to give you the fucking you deserve, darlin', but we're going to have to save it for when I get back."

I rolled over again and sat up, shooting him a full-on pout, complete with hooded eyes and bitten lip. I crossed my arms under my breasts, raising them a little so he couldn't help but look at them; he licked his lips, so I knew I had got his attention.

"And when will you be back?" I asked in a sulky voice.

"A week," Cooper said, "ten days top. It's a big territory, and I want to hit all the big accounts, let them meet me, show them some of the new things we're working on. And you'd better believe I'm going to be in the mood for some good lovin' when it's all over."

"And maybe some baby making?" I asked, giving him a playful wink. "In a week, it will be just about perfect for planting a pumpkin in my little belly."

"We'll see, darlin'," he said, bending down to give me a kiss on the forehead. "We'll see."


Chapter 3

I watched through the window in the bedroom as Cooper threw his bags in the Fury's trunk, hiding my naked body behind the dingy brown curtains. He slammed the trunk closed, then turned to give a wave toward the window before he climbed into the car and backed out of its space. I waved back, not sure if he could see me, then wiped at my eyes as the tears began to fall.

Cooper and I had been married for two years before this latest move, and I was used to spending time alone. He was on his third sales region for Glexco, each a little bigger than the last. Every month he went out on the road for a week, sometimes two, visiting hospitals and doctors' offices to check up on past sales and make a pitch for the next generation of equipment rolling out of the research facilities in the coming year. I had my routines and distractions for my time without Cooper — the book clubs and macrame classes with other wives in the neighborhood, the daily delights of my favorite soap operas, new recipes to test so I could treat Cooper with a special home-cooked meal when he got back from the road.

And, if I should be feeling a little ... aroused ... while Cooper was away, I had my little pink plastic friend.

I found it in a mail order advertisement in one of Cooper's magazines that he claimed he read for the articles, which were always illustrated with bare-breasted women in various states of distress. "Maximum pleasure guaranteed!" the advertisement promised. "Discreet and delightful, this dandy little device will have you humming a brand new tune!"

I don't know about making me hum, but my little pink plastic friend certainly hummed itself! When I first plugged it into the wall socket beside the nightstand, it sprang to life in my hands, and I nearly dropped it. The whole nine inch long shaft buzzed when switched on, the hard plastic body under its soft covering pulsing in my hands. The first time I tried it, sitting on the edge of the bed with my nightie hiked up past my hips and my legs thrown wide, it was almost painful: the sensation against my sensitive lips was so different from what I was used to from Cooper's gentle fingers and tongue. The vibrator was an insistent, uncompromising lover, with no subtlety, no finesse, single-mindedly buzzing against me with the goal of pushing me to climax as fast as possible.

In time, though, I learned to tame it. The dial on the base clicked through four different settings, from an almost imperceptible tremor to a wild, bucking pulse, and I kept my thumb on it so I could vary the intensity as I circled my clit with the pink shaft. When I pushed it inside, I liked to gradually increase the vibration, starting with it completely off for the first several strokes and slowly moving it toward its highest setting, clicking between two and three to tease myself before pushing it to four and letting the waves rush over me.

The wall outlet in my Taj Mahal bedroom was a little further from the bed than I would have liked. I shifted the nightstand and unplugged the radio alarm clock, then pushed the bed a foot or so across the room. The headboard made a rattling noise, and I recalled the way Cooper and I had made it slam against the wall last night; the memory filled me with a mixture of sadness and desire.

We hadn't bothered to put away any of clothes when we arrived, so I went out into the sitting room where our suitcases lay open on the floor. The drapes over the window looking out over the central courtyard were open, so I crouched as low as I could, crawling naked on hands and knees toward the suitcases so as not to be seen. Not that there was probably anyone who could see up into the fourth-floor, inside window, but I didn't want to take any chances of giving our new neighbors an eyeful as their introduction to me.

I found my pink plastic friend in the toiletries pouch of my suitcase, nestled between a bottle of shampoo and a box of tampons. The white cord was wrapped around the lower half, exposing the rounded pink tip and the first four inches of the shaft. I ran my finger across the tip, recalling the soft, warm, spongy head of Cooper's cock, and then slid my thumb along the length. A cold, hard vibrator was no substitute for my husband's warm, firm penis, but it would have to do.

Something about crawling into the sitting room and huddling beside the open suitcase made me especially aroused. Maybe it was the fear of being seen — or maybe a perverse desire to be seen? Or maybe something about this abject surrender to need in my private space, making no excuses or pretense for seeking to sate my hunger, my raging need that was now pulsing from my belly to my pussy and making my thighs quiver.

I unwrapped the cord from the vibrator's base and sat cross-legged on the floor beside my suitcase. The length was covered in a sort of soft skin, almost like vinyl, but smoother. When I squeezed it, I could feel a thin layer of foam yielding to my fingers, and the hard plastic under that. I imagined squeezing Cooper's cock — the feeling was very different, the real thing being somehow softer and firmer at the same time, and, of course, attached to the man I loved. The vibrator's shaft was longer than Cooper's cock by a good inch and a half, but not as big around; I could reach ticklish little spots deep inside my with my pink plastic friend, but it never filled me completely the way Cooper could.

But the vibrator was here and Cooper wasn't, and like the song says, "if you can't be with the one you love, love the one you're with." I circled the shaft with my fingers and thumb and stroked it the way I liked to stroke Cooper, with a firm, steady pressure. With my eyes closed, it was just close enough to the real thing to get my engine revving. I rolled it between my breasts and teased a circle around my nipples with the tip; the cool cover material quickly warmed from contact with my skin, making it a little more realistic by the time I dragged it over my belly and across my thigh.

My pussy was already buzzing when I brought my fingers between my legs and gently parted my sensitive lips. With the tip of the vibrator pressing the button of my clit, I slid a finger inside, finding my channel still slick and warm from Cooper's attentions to it in the shower. I ran a circle around my clit with the vibrator while I slowly fucked myself with one finger, then two, closing my eyes and imagining Cooper making love to me as I surrendered to his insistent, loving touch.

Just on the precipice of climax, I pulled my hands away, dropping the vibrator to the floor, and rolled onto my side, knees tucked up to my chin. I had never felt so overwhelmingly horny, every nerve aching for release. I was a quivering bundle of desperate need, and I didn't know why. Was it just that I was alone in a strange place, Cooper gone so suddenly after giving me such a wonderful night and morning? Was it my body's craving to be filled with Cooper's seed, longing to be a fertile vessel of our love? I trembled on the floor with visions of Cooper's beautiful cock pulsing in my mind, spurting its hot white gift deep inside my body. The empty ache in my womb throbbed.

With a glance again at the window, I grabbed the vibrator and crawled back toward the bedroom, my breath coming out in panting moans. I launched myself at the wall outlet, knocking the nightstand over with a clatter in my haste, and lunged for the wall outlet with a shaking hand grasping the vibrator's plug. It sprang immediately to life in my hand, sending shocking tremors through my body.

I lay on the floor with my feet on the bed, legs spread wide, and brought the buzzing pink shaft to the root of my ache. It hummed and lurched in my hands like a wild, bucking pony as I guided it to my channel. I was so wet with desire that I didn't even think about looking for the little jar of slippery jelly that I usually used with my toy; it didn't need any help at all pushing past my pouting lips and deep into my womb, the buzzing tip finding the bundle of nerves on the wall of my pussy that always tipped me over the edge.

"Yes," I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut as I stroked the pink shaft in and out of my pussy, gripping the base with both hands. I could practically see Cooper's face above me, contorted in pleasure, could smell his clean sweat and sharp arousal. "Yes," I groaned again, imagining the feeling of his cock swelling inside me, every muscle tensing as he struggled to hold back and then finally released a searing flood into my womb.

Staring wide-eyed at the white ceiling, I let the waves wash over me, shaking me as if I was holding a live wire. As if I were the live wire, sparking and writhing on the floor. I must have moaned — maybe even screamed — but I didn't care if anyone could hear me in my agony and joy. I came apart into a million pieces, shattered by the climax and never wanting to be put back together.

When the strongest waves had run through me, followed by shuddering ripples that made my scalp tingle, I rolled onto my side again, clutching the pulsing shaft in my fists. The cord came away from the wall, and the vibrator abruptly stopped shimmying against me, though I didn't stop shimmying against it for several long, delicious minutes.


Chapter 4

I lay on the floor for a long time in the warm afterglow of my orgasm. My legs, which had been tensed like steel bands against the bed, felt like wet noodles now, and my ragged breath grew regular and deep. I drifted back to sleep for a while — less than an hour, certainly — and was awakened by a loud knock on the door beside the television set.

"Shit," I gasped, struggling to my feet. "Shit, shit, shit."

I looked down at the pink plastic toy, its shaft still glistening with my juices, and gave it a kick under the bed. My dirty clothes from yesterday were piled on the floor, and there was a still-damp towel spread across the bed where I had tried to tempt Cooper into my embrace. I spied the sleeve of my pink cotton robe in my open suitcase and scurried to it while the knocking sounded again.

"Coming!" I yelled, surprised at how shaky my voice was.

I slipped my arms into the robe and tied the belt around my waist. It was short — far too short for company — falling a couple of inches above my knees, and had a bit of falling open at the top if I wasn't constantly clutching it closed. It was my favorite robe — soft and cozy, a little fuzzy with age and wear — but I usually only wore it around our apartment. I could feel my cheeks burning at the thought of meeting a stranger in it.

I fumbled with the lock on the knob and deadbolt, and made sure the brass chain from door to jamb was set firmly before I pulled the door open just wide enough for me to put my eye against the inch-wide crack.

"Yes?" I said, trying to steady my voice and express a confidence I certainly didn't feel. "What do you want?"

"Mrs. Thompson?" asked a man's voice on the other side of the door. All I could see was a blue denim shirt, a glimpse of curly brown hair, and what might have been a chin, quite a bit higher than my own.

"Yes," I said again, "what do you want?"

"I'm Mickey Edwards, ma'am," he said. He had a slight Southern accent, and an almost musical lilt to his voice. "With Taj Mahal maintenance? I need to check your air conditioning unit, ma'am."

"My ... " I looked around the room. I hadn't noticed an air conditioning unit, though to be honest, I hadn't been paying attention to a lot of the tiny apartment's details since we arrived last night. Then I spot it, squatting on the floor below the outside window on a low wooden shelf: the black and silver back end of a small air conditioning unit, apparently turned off.

"What do you need to check?" I asked. "Can it ... can you wait until my husband comes back?"

"It'll just take a minute, ma'am," Mickey Edwards said, "and then I'll be out of your way."

"I'd just be more comfortable ..."

"When does he come back, ma'am? Your husband, Mr. Thompson?"

I chewed my lip nervously. I wasn't sure I wanted this Mickey Edwards to know I was alone in this little apartment for a week or more.

"Later tonight," I said, "after dinner."

"It's gonna be a scorcher today, Mrs. Thompson, ma'am," he said, "and we're gonna be working the other side of the property tomorrow. I don't know that we'd be able to get to your A/C before the weekend."

I sighed and tugged at my robe's belt. Now that the sun had risen above the highway outside, pouring through the open curtains, I could feel the still air of the apartment heating up.

"How long will you be?" I asked.

"Just a few minutes, ma'am, I'm gonna be real quick about it."

"Okay, fine," I said, pushing the door closed so I could pull the chain loose. "I'll give you ... ten minutes."



While Mickey Edwards knelt beside the air conditioner, I sat by the door in a chair I dragged from the little kitchen table, my knees crossed and my hands clutching my robe closed at my throat. He was a young man, probably not much more than twenty-one, definitely a few years younger than me and Cooper, and tall. His brown hair hung in thick ringlets down to his neck, and a scant mustache clung to his upper lip. He had broad, muscular shoulders that stretched his denim work shirt tight, and big, rough looking hands with thick, blunt fingers. When he knelt beside the air conditioner, the hem of his shirt came loose from his jeans, exposing a stretch of smooth, bronzed skin that made my belly do a reflexive little spin. There was no denying that Mickey Edwards was a handsome man, in a brutish sort of way, and in my heightened state of arousal it was hard not to admire his muscular back and strong thighs as he bent to his work.

"All done with that one, Mrs. Thompson," he said, standing and wiping his hands on his legs. "Now I just need to check the one in the bedroom."

I pulled my robe tighter at my throat.

"Bedroom?" I said, my voice wobbly.

"Yes, ma'am, it will only take a minute."

I stood up so fast the chair nearly fell over, and I held one hand at my robe's belt to make sure it was still tied tight.

"Um ... it's not ... I haven't straightened up this morning and ..."

"Just be a minute, ma'am," Mickey Edwards said.

"Let me tidy up just a little, please," I said, my mind flashing on the toppled nightstand, the little pink friend under the bed, the bedsheets still tangled, the scent of my and Cooper's lovemaking clinging to them. I hurried past him, almost tripping on the open suitcase on the floor — I glimpsed white satin panties on the top of the stack of clothes and felt my cheeks burn — and scurried into the bedroom, Mickey close behind me.



"How long are y'all staying at the Taj Mahal, ma'am, if you don't mind me asking?"

Mickey was bent over an air conditioner in the wall under the bedroom window, on the opposite side of the bed from my toppled nightstand. While he worked, I quickly put the nightstand right and kicked the pink vibrator a little deeper under the bed. I sat on the foot of the bed, feet dangling above the floor, hunching over to keep my robe closed.

"A month, probably," I said, "just until we find a place in town."

"That's a while to stay in this place," he said, "but we're sure glad to have y'all."

"Is there much to do around here?" I asked. It had been dark when we got in, so all I had seen was the exit off the highway and the Taj Mahal's neon signs.

"Way out this way?" said Mickey, looking over my shoulder with a grin. "Sad to say, ma'am, not a whole lot out this way — car dealership next door, another motel ... the Queen of Hearts Club is a little ways down, but I don't think it would appeal to you much." He gave me a playful wink that made my belly tingle again.

"Queen of Hearts Club?"

Color rose from Mickey's throat to his cheeks, and he let out a nervous laugh.

"Gentlemen's club," Mickey said, "but not really for ... gentlemanly gentlemen, if you catch my drift, ma'am. I expect you and Mr. Thompson will want to give it a miss."

I nodded and chewed my lip as I watched Mickey return to work. His hands were big, with the rough callouses of someone who works with them all day, but they were surprisingly nimble. They danced quickly around the insides of the air conditioner, pushing a tangle of wires aside and disappearing into the depths of the machine. I suddenly wondered what those hands would feel like on my body, broad palms around my hips, rough fingers grazing my nipples, adjusting my depths the way he was finessing the air conditioner, and I had to squeeze my knees together to contain the sudden heat between my legs.

"And that's done," Mickey said, more to himself than to me. The air conditioner let out a chattering clang, and then a long, low hum, as if his touch had satisfied some itch deep inside the machine. I imagined my own long, low hum of relief as my last climax had shuddered through me, and had to shake my head to clear the image of Mickey adjusting my delicate mechanisms.

He stood and wiped his hands on his legs again, then extended a hand toward me, saying, "Thank you for letting me fix that, Mrs. Thompson, you should be all set now. It was a pleasure to meet you."

"Likewise," I said, sliding unsteadily off the bed and meeting his hand with him. My whole arm tingled at his touch, and those images being held in his grip flashed through my mind again; now that I had the texture of his skin to work with, and the firm but gentle grip of his fingers, the imagined sensation of his hands exploring my body became all the more real.

Mickey made a little sound in his throat, and then quickly turned his head back toward the air conditioning unit. I glanced down and saw, with horror, that my robe had slipped open when I stood, and one perky little breast was sneaking out to say hello, the dark nipple stiff from the naughty thoughts I'd been entertaining. I made a little sound, too, and pulled my robe closed.

"So, um, anyway, Mrs. Thomspon, ma'am," Mickey said, walking sideways past me and out of the bedroom, keeping his eyes on the floor. "If there's anything else you need from us, ma'am, just hit '0' on the phone to get the office."

He nearly tripped over my suitcase, and I imagined him falling face first into a pile of my satin panties. He righted himself, though, and moved quickly toward the door. I followed with quick little steps, hunching my shoulders to keep my robe closed.

"Thank you, Mickey," I said, a quaver in my voice, "I'll do that."

As soon as he was through the door, I slammed it behind him, threw the locks, and attached the chain with quivering fingers. I leaned my back against the door and let out a long breath, feeling the heat rising to my face despite the chill that the air conditioner was already putting into the air. My robe had fallen open again, both breasts poking free now, and my nipples stiffened, from the cool air or my sudden arousal, I couldn't tell. I untied the belt, letting my robe hang loose against my hips, and slid my hands over my belly, imagining Mickey Edwards and his rough, gentle fingers were tickling their way down my body.


Chapter 5

As much as I wanted to just spend the day naked in the apartment, masturbating until I went blind, the rumble in my stomach told me I should probably tend to practical matters instead. The only food in the kitchenette was a half-full bag of potato chips and a can of instant coffee, so the first order of business was figuring out how to get myself to a grocery store.

The sun was high by the time I'd taken my second shower of the day — this one with the water turned a little on the cold side to ease my sudden, flaming desires — and even though the apartment was cool enough, I could see the waves of heat rising off the parking lot blacktop. I dressed for the weather in pink short shorts, a yellow tank top, and a pair of white sandals, and grabbed my shoulder bag on my way out the door.

On the other side of the apartment door was a stairwell that led down to the main floor, with another apartment — 4A — across the landing. There was no elevator in this part of the Taj Mahal, so I took hold of the metal railing and made my way down the concrete stairs. The air in the stairwell was still and oppressively hot, and I could feel my tank top clinging to my sweaty back and belly by the time I reached the ground floor.

A glass door opened out onto the parking lot on one side of the bottom floor, and another onto the courtyard in the center of the diamond shaped building. Cooper and I had come in from the parking lot after he checked us in last night, so I decided to explore the courtyard a little. I had seen the kidney-shaped pool through the bedroom window, with a blue canvas cover stretched across it, and I wanted to get a closer look at the feature the neon lights outside the office had promised.

The courtyard was surprisingly nice, considering how threadbare and cheap the apartment itself was. There were footpaths winding around and across the space, with flowering trees and shrubs scattered throughout the park-like space. Stone fountains squatted at the corners, capped with water-spouting cherubs, and simple wooden benches beckoned in shady spots along the paths. Though the courtyard was open to the bright, cloudless sky, it was much cooler beneath the trees' green leaves than it was in the concrete stairwell.

The swimming pool, surrounded by a colorful walkway of green and blue tiles, was still covered. I knelt beside it and tugged at the blue canvas sheet; when I lifted a corner and peered beneath it, I was surprised to see that the pool was empty, a stale stench of mold rising up from the shadows. I dropped the canvas and covered my mouth and nose with my hand, afraid I might retch at the smell.

"Pool's closed," I heard a man say behind me. I spun, bracing myself on my fingertips, and looked up at a squat, balding man with a drooping black mustache dressed in a blue denim shirt that matched Mickey's. A white patch on his chest declared he was "Lou" in a looping red script.

"There's a sign on the office window that says there's a pool," I said, rising to my feet. I was a little taller than Lou when I stretched to my full height, and I glowered down at him with a wrinkled brow.

Lou shrugged and said, "There's a pool, alright, but the pool is closed."

I sighed. "When will it be open?" I asked.

Lou shrugged and said, "Hard to say. It's not management's top priority right now."

"Well, it ought to be," I said, setting my chin defiantly. "You're advertising a pool, and you owe it customers to be honest about what you're offering."

Lou spread his hands and cocked his head to the side. "I don't make the priorities, ma'am, I just make sure the work gets done that management says needs doing."

I crossed my arms beneath my breasts and pursed my lips, glowering at Lou, but he was unmoved by my pique. Then a completely different tactic crossed my mind, and before I could stop myself, I said, "I have a brand new bikini that I was really hoping to try out while my husband is away this week. It's really a shame that there's no pool for me to try it in."

That seemed to catch Lou's attention, since a look other than bland apathy crossed his face, and his dark little eyes lit up for just a moment. I decided to continue down this path a little further, if only for my own amusement.

"It's a very small bikini," I said, lowering my voice. "Very, very small. Not the kind of bikini I'd wear to a public beach, but it would be perfect for a private pool like this one."

Lou didn't say anything, but his eyes sparkled a little brighter and his mustache seemed to droop a little bit less.

"It's white," I whispered, leaning closer to him. He smelled of sweat and toasted garlic — maybe not as unpleasant as the stench from under the pool cover, but not particularly attractive, either. But I leaned a little closer anyway and whispered, "Practically transparent when it's wet."

That got a little gasp out of Lou, which dialed up the garlic smell a notch, but let me know my ploy was working.

"So it's a shame, really," I said, taking a step back from him and motioning toward the pool, "that the pool is closed and I won't get a chance to try out my bikini. Before my husband comes back. Next week."

"It is," Lou said, letting his eyes run up and down my body, lingering on the firm little mounds under my tank top. I'm sure he was imagining my tits covered in a white bikini top, my red nipples poking through the wet fabric. "It sure as fuck is a shame, ma'am. And I think we can move the repairs up in the schedule this week, it's high time we got the pool working again for our residents."

"That makes me very happy, Lou," I said. I reached out and brushed a finger across his name badge, eliciting another garlicky gasp. "Is there a bus that runs by here that will get me to a grocery store?"

Lou shook his head and blinked, as if dragged out of a delicious dream into the bright light of day.

"The number nine," he said, waving toward a door behind him. "Goes by every hour or so. But it's not super dependable. I could give you a ride ..."

"I'll take my chances," I said, giving his shoulder a little squeeze as I walked past him. "Thanks so much for looking into the pool for me, Lou, you're a lifesaver."



Lou was right about the bus's dependability. I sat on a dusty rock on the corner of the Taj Mahal's parking lot for the better part of an hour, counting the cars going past on the highway, before I saw the number nine trundling slowly down the access road. I stood and waved it down, and dug in my pocket for a pair of quarters.

The bus was nearly empty — there were a couple of teenagers sitting in the back, and an old lady with a kerchief over her hair hunched near the front. I took my place on a hard, hot plastic bench and leaned my head against the window, trying to catch as much breeze as I could.

The Taj Mahal's neighborhood was, as Mickey had warned me, depressingly bland. We went past the promised car dealership — a motley collection of used Fords and Chevies baking in the sun under a giant tattered American flag — and the Sunset Beach Motel, which boasted an orange and gold sign but no beach. Not surprisingly, as we were at least fifty miles from the water.

I perked up a little when I spotted the big red sign for the Queen of Hearts Club, the gentleman's club "not for gentlemanly gentlemen." It was a long, low, black building with a mansard roof that might have been a fast-food restaurant in some past incarnation, squatting in the sea of a wide and nearly empty parking lot. There were neon hearts on either side of the sign above the parking lot, unlit in the daytime, and I imagined them flashing brightly in the dark, beckoning visitors with their harsh, lurid colors.

I had never been in a strip club before, but I'd seen enough movies to know what must be lurking inside that squat black building. I could picture the stage thrust out into a dark, gritty room filled with tables, a white spotlight playing across the boards. A woman stepped out onto the stage, sheathed in a tight black dress with long black gloves stretched up to her elbows and her long black hair tied back with red ribbons that glowed in the dim light. She circled the stage with slow, steady strides, throwing glances out at the audience, her painted lips drawn up in a tight smile. When the music started to play — a slinky saxophone line stretched over a brushed snare drum, a deep, dark bass slithering underneath — she slowly peeled off a glove, letting it cling to her fingers before tossing it into the audience. I imagined the way her dress's neckline plunged nearly to her navel, revealing the creamy skin between her breasts, the delicate flesh of her belly. She lifted a foot to a stool set at the end of the stage, letting her dress fall loose from her bare thigh as she bent to unstrap a shoe. I could imagine the tension in the room, the anticipation crackling like heat lightning through the audience, as she slid her foot free and kicked the shoe off the stage; surely a lucky patron snatched it up and held it to his nose, inhaling the delicate scent of her toes.

The bus lurched to a stop, snapping me from my reverie. I blinked and looked out the window. The Queen of Hearts was far behind us now, invisible around the bend in the service road, and the bus was coming to a shuddering halt in front of the supermarket. I gripped my purse and peeled myself from the seat, reaching up for the overhead railing to steady myself as I made my way to the door.


Chapter 6

I was rinsing the pot where I'd made myself a sad little serving of spaghetti when the phone on the kitchen wall rang.

"I miss you, darlin'," Cooper's voice said over a crackly connection. I tucked the receiver under my chin and stretched the cord toward the sitting room.

"I miss you, too," I said, "I miss you so much. How's the new territory?"

I heard a sigh, then Cooper said, "It's good, I think, but it's big. There's a lot of miles between here and my next two visits."

The phone cord barely stretched into the sitting room. I hooked my foot behind the leg of the chair I had left by the door when Mickey was working on the air conditioner and pulled it close enough that I could perch on the edge of the cushion.

"Good commissions, though, right?" I asked. I needed this move to bring in enough money for us to settle into a good place, and for Cooper to feel comfortable enough to start making babies. My belly did a little flip, and not just from the too-sweet spaghetti sauce I had for supper.

"Deep pockets and big budgets," Cooper said, his voice brightening. "They like buying the shiny new toys."

"Good," I said, "because I need a shiny new baby."

Cooper laughed. "You've got a bad case of baby fever, Della."

"The worst," I admitted. "I'm just burning up with it. The only way to cure it is for you to plant one in my belly as soon as you get back."

"Well, I'll see what I can do ..."

"I'm serious, Cooper," I said, closing my eyes and leaning back into the chair. "I'm on fire and you've got the only thing that will cure me."

"And what's that, darlin'?"

"Your cock," I whispered, putting my mouth so close the phone my lips brushed the yellow plastic. "I need your cock, and I need you to pump me full of your seed."

"Keep talking like that," Cooper said, "and you'll get a double dose of my medicine."

"Talking like what?" I asked. "Talking about how empty my pussy feels when you're not fucking me? About how I want to wrap my lips around your beautiful cock and get you all wet and hard so you can fill me up? About how I love the way you taste on my tongue?"

"Yeah," Cooper said, his voice rough and breathy. "Yeah, talking like that, darlin', that's a sure way to get me hot and bothered."

"You can't possibly be as hot and bothered as I am," I said. I propped a foot against the cushion and let my thighs fall open. I could feel the heat rising from between my legs. "My panties are soaked."

"I love how wet you get ..."

My fingers tugged at the button of my shorts, and I shifted my ass on the chair so I could pull down the zipper and slip a finger over my panties. They were soaked, my juices already flowing just at the thought of Cooper filling me with his cock. I teased my stiff little clit through the thin cotton fabric and moaned into the phone.

"I'm going to have to take them off," I whispered, "and get some cool air on my pussy before I burn up."

"I wish I was there to pull them off for you ..."

"I do too," I said, wriggling my hand deeper into my shorts and playing along my wet slit. "You could pull them off with your teeth and put your mouth all over my sopping pussy."

"I love the way you taste, darlin'," Cooper whispered. "I love how you feel on my tongue when your pussy opens up for me and your body starts to quiver."

I groaned into the phone, pushing a finger into my channel as I imagined Cooper between my thighs, his mouth working wetly across my folds. I heard Cooper gasping on the other end of the line, and I closed my eyes, imagining the arousal on his face as he reached for his stiffening cock. My shorts caught for a moment on my knees as I wiggled them down and then finally kicked them free.

"Are you hard, baby?" I sighed into the phone. "Is your cock nice and stiff?"

"You know it is ... it's about to bust out of my pants."

"Why don't you pull it out, then," I whispered, "and give it a nice stroke for me. I've got my shorts down and my hand between my legs. I'm so fucking wet ..."

I heard fumbling on Cooper's end of the line, and then he let out a little chuckle. I twirled my thumb around the tip of my clit and had to bite back a loud gasp when a shudder of delight ran through my body.

"I'm so hard for you, darlin'," Cooper gasped. His breath was coming out in a quick, steady rhythm; I could picture his fist around his shaft, dragging his fingers up and down the length. "Just thinking about your warm, soft pussy has me right on the edge ..."

I bit my lip and pushed my crotch against my hand, grinding into my palm. My stiff clit pulsed and I could feel my juices dribbling down my thighs, slick and hot.

"Stroke your cock," I whispered, "but pretend it's my pussy wrapped around your shaft."

Cooper moaned, his breath quickening.

"Your pussy is so tight," he whispered, "I can feel every inch of my cock pushing into you. You're so wet, so warm ..."

I clenched my teeth, fighting back the urge to push myself too fast to a climax. I wanted to savor the sensations.

"You fill me up," I said, my voice catching on the trembling pleasure rattling in my chest. I put both feet up on the chair and bore down hard with my hand, pushing two fingers as deep into my pussy as they would go. "You fill me wall to wall, you stretch me with your big, hard cock ..."

"Oh god, darlin', I'm going so deep ..."

"Fuck me," I gasped, barely able to keep the phone cradled against my shoulder. I brought my other hand between my legs and stroked my clit while I fucked myself with two trembling fingers. "Fuck me hard ..."

"So hard, darlin', so fucking hard ..."

I let my head fall back and stared up at the ceiling, my thighs shaking around my hands. I could hear Cooper's ragged breath and I could picture the swollen, purple head of his cock weeping with arousal as his fist flew rapidly up and down his shaft.

"Give it to me," I gasped, feeling my struggle to hold back the flood beginning to flag, "give me your cum, baby, give me all of it ..."

"Every fucking drop," Cooper groaned, and when I heard the rumble of orgasm deep in his chest, I surrendered to the crashing wave.



I should have been absolutely exhausted — I don't think I had ever masturbated so many times in a single day. But by the time night came, I was buzzing with arousal again. I tossed and turned in my lonely bed, tangled in the sheets, unable to ignore to seething heat between my legs.

The clock on the bedside table said it was after one in the morning when I finally gave up and dragged myself out of bed. I went to the kitchen to pour a glass of water, then knelt in front of the television in my nightgown, letting the cool glow and buzzing static dull my senses. I was hoping to find an old movie — the more boring, the better — that could lull me into unconsciousness.

The heavy plastic dial clicked loudly through the channels, but all I got were ghostly images and noisy static. I fiddled with the antenna mounted on the top of the cabinet, but succeeded only in making the reception worse.

I finally landed on a channel high on the UHF dial where the ghostly gray images occasionally turned bright colors and assumed discernable shapes. The sound — voices talking in low, soothing tones, over tinny classical music — wasn't too disturbingly terrible, and it seemed to be some sort of science show, almost guaranteed to put me to sleep.

Until an image flashed on the screen that caught my eye: a simple line drawing of a man and woman standing side by side, naked, the man's right hand raised as if in a greeting. I leaned forward, my nose almost touching the curved screen — it was the disk from the story I heard on the radio, the message sent out to the universe as a sort of calling card from Earth. The NASA scientist flashed on the screen next — a sharp-featured man with gray and black hair wearing a turtleneck that shimmered from red to blue and back again — and then a spiraling, spindly, silver spacecraft tumbling past a giant red and orange planet.

" ... spinning even now through the asteroid belt," the man's voice said in a lilting tone, "on its way toward its rendezvous with destiny on the edge of our solar system and beyond, some three decades from now ..."

My brain reeled at the scale of space and time in which that little golden disk was tumbling, millions and millions of miles away. Two tiny figures in the impossibly dark and cold space between the stars ... I shivered and looked over my shoulder toward the bedroom, and the tiny patch of night sky visible through the window.



I eased the glass door to the patio open, wincing at the squeak it made in its metal track. Below me, I could see the courtyard garden, the swimming pool — still covered with its blue tarp — illuminated by a dim yellow light. Above me, the moon cast a silvery glow in the cloudless sky, and the blinking red light of an airplane made its way through the darkness.

What will the aliens make of us when they find that disk? I wondered, though the scientist admitted that the chances of any alien discovering it were slim to none. Will they be intrigued by our images? Disgusted? Aroused? Would they be drawn to our little blue and green dot to get a closer look at such fanciful creatures, or would they turn up their noses in disdain?

I watched the blinking red light disappear beyond the Taj Mahal's roof, and imagined for a moment that it was an alien come to spy on us. I grinned at the thought of an intergalactic Peeping Tom trying to get a look through my curtains and comparing me to the lady on the golden disk. I thought I compared pretty well, actually: my tits were a little bigger than hers, and my legs a little more shapely, though we were both blessed with curvy hips.

"Come take a look, Mr. Spaceman," I whispered, pushing the door a little further open.

I poked me head out and looked across the courtyard at the rooms across from me. All the lights were off, except for one that glowed above the door to the office; I had only seen a few cars in the parking lot when I went out to meet the bus, so I didn't think the Taj Mahal was especially full. I had a sudden urge to slip my nightgown off my shoulders and let it pool around my feet; before I was even really conscious that I was doing it, I let my gown fall and stepped out of it, naked, onto the concrete balcony.

It was much warmer outside on the balcony than it was in the apartment. The night hadn't cooled the air very much at all, and there was no breeze to speak of. I felt a prickle of heat on the back of my neck as I slid the door closed behind me and then stepped to the railing.

I held the metal railing in my hands and looked up at the sky, arching my back and raising my chin. Another blinking red light traced a line across the sky — Airplane or UFO? I wondered. I imagined the aliens with their noses — what would an alien nose look like? I imagined something like a pig's snout, with a tusked mouth beneath it and beady little eyes above — pressed against their telescreens, ogling my naked breasts as their flying saucer sailed by me.

"Take a look, Mr. Spaceman," I whispered again, and brought my fingers up to tweak my nipples, which were turning stiff again. I remembered the way Mickey had turned his eyes away from my inadvertently bared breasts that morning, and I suddenly wished he had stared instead, feasting his eyes on my nakedness. What if I had let my robe slip off my shoulders and drop to the floor, walked toward Mickey in my naked glory, held his gaze with my eyes? My heart raced at the thought, and I had to fight the urge to slide a hand down my belly and over my trembling mound.

"Take a look," I whispered again, whether to my imagined pig-faced spacemen or the memory of the shy repairman, I couldn't say.

What would Cooper think of my sudden desire to reveal myself to strangers? Would he be shocked, ashamed, irate? Would he join me in my nakedness like the man on the golden disk, freed of all inhibitions and on display to the universe? I imagined us standing hand in hand, unashamed, proud to hold the galaxy's gaze. Heat rose from between my legs and an electric tingle of delight coursed through my limbs.

I turned back to the door, planning to climb into bed and let my fingers roam one more time. Maybe it would be enough finally to draw the shades of sleep. I gave the handle a sharp tug, but the door refused to slide. I bit my lip and pulled harder, then felt along the handle for any sort of latch or switch; there was none. The electric tingle was replaced by panic, and suddenly I felt every eye in the universe — or at least every potential eye at the Taj Mahal — playing across my naked back and ass.

Sweat began to tickle my armpits and the small of my back. I wrapped my arms around my belly and pressed my face against the smooth glass as I slid slowly to my knees, letting out strangled gasps of frustration and fear.


Chapter 7

I must have fallen asleep — I had no idea what time — because I woke with a start, stiff and sore, curled up against the glass door. Pale gray light filtered through high clouds that had drifted over the sky, and a slight breeze prickled my skin. I struggled to a seat and pressed the heels of my hands into my eyes.

The thrill of being spied on by imaginary aliens was suddenly replaced by the terror of every guest of the Taj Mahal seeing me naked on the balcony. My heart raced and my throat tightened. When I reached up for the handle of the door and pulled with all my might, I only heard the glass rattle in the metal frame; the door refused to budge.

I lay on my belly and peered through the bars of the railing. The courtyard looked so far away, and the stone walkway shone dull and hard in the filtered light. There was no way I could survive a leap from here, though the thought crossed my mind that smashing myself to pieces might be preferred to being the object of every roving eye as the Taj Mahal woke for the day.

The outside wall was rough concrete, and when I reached my hand out to touch it, I found nothing to grab on to. There was a drain pipe that ran from the roof to the ground, but it was a full body length or more from the edge of the balcony — I was no cat burglar with acrobatic agility and strength, there was no way I could make that leap and shimmy my way down.

And even if I could get my feet on the ground, what then? I would still be naked and locked out of my apartment, and probably exposed to even more people than I was when huddled on my balcony. I imagined myself streaking through the courtyard, rushing naked up the stairs, only to be stopped by the locked apartment door.

I pressed my face against the glass and looked inside. My nightgown lay in a heap on the floor, just inches away, and I could see through the door to the television set, the screen showing a field of white and black static now with occasional ghostly images flashing across it.

How had I let myself be tempted out into the night? Why had I let my impulses seize control of me? I had made an absolute mess of my first day alone at the Taj Mahal, and capped it with a shameful predicament I would never be able to live down. When Cooper heard about this — and there was no way he wouldn't! — he'd see me for the stupid, flighty, unfit wife I truly was, and my dreams of a belly full of his beautiful babies would be ruined forever. Hot tears stung my eyes and dribbled down my cheeks, and I choked back a sob.

I was considering trying to smash the glass with my fist — or maybe with my useless, rock-filled head — when I heard the sound of footsteps below, and a tuneless whistle. I spun toward the railing, kneeling on the rough concrete, and looked down to see Mickey walking from the office, a green pail in his hand.

"Mickey!" I hissed. "Help me!"

He clearly didn't hear me, continuing along the walkway and stopping at one of the green shrubs. He reached into his back pocket, producing a pair of garden clippers, and began searching through the branches for dead clusters of leaves.

"Mickey!" I called, a little louder, pressing my face between the railing's metal bars. He paused, looked around, and then returned to his work.

I took a deep breath, raising myself to a crouch so my face was above the railing, and shouted as loudly as I could, "Mickey! Up here! Help, I'm locked out!"

Mickey straightened and looked around, hands on his hips. Then he looked up, shielding his eyes with his hand at his brow; I could see his mouth turn down in puzzlement. I dropped back to my knees, cowering behind the railing and curling in on myself.

"Mrs. Thompson?" he yelled. "Is that you?"

"Help me, Mickey!" I called. "I'm ... the door closed behind me, I think it's locked!"

"Well, shit, Mrs. Thompson," Mickey said, slipping his clippers back into his pocket and stepping away from the shrub. "How'd you do that?"

I sighed and shook my head. How indeed?

"Can you let me back in?" I pleaded, lowering myself to a seat and throwing my arms across my chest.

"Sure thing, Mrs. Thompson," said Mickey, stepping quickly toward the office. "I'll be up in a flash."



I cowered against the railing, my arms wrapped around my legs and my chin between my knees, watching the glass door. I could hear Mickey's keys rattling outside the apartment, and then the door swinging open and his footsteps as he crossed toward the bedroom. He came into view a few seconds later, blurry at first in the dim light, and I saw him look down at the nightgown by his feet with a quizzical look on his face.

"Don't look!" I yelled when I saw him reach for the handle of the balcony door. "Don't look!"

"Mrs. Thompson?" he called, giving the door a firm tug. The glass rattled in the frame.

I pressed my back against the metal railing, heart pounding and shoulders shaking. Mickey gave another rattling tug, then another, and finally the door slid open with a shrill screech. I launched myself forward, scrambling on hands and knees into the bedroom, nearly knocking against Mickey's legs in my haste.

"Don't look!" I yelled again, stumbling in a crouch toward the closed bathroom door.

I glanced over my shoulder as I pushed the door open, and saw that he had his face turned down toward his feet, his shoulder to me, with a hand across his eyes. With a grunt, I rolled onto the bathroom floor and kicked the door closed; it slammed loudly, the knob rattling.

"Are you okay, Mrs. Thompson?" Mickey called. I could hear his footsteps coming toward the bathroom. "I'm going to need to replace that door, I think, there's something gummed up in the track."

"I'm good! I'm good!" I yelled, bracing my feet against the shower and my back against the door, chest heaving. "Don't come in!"

"No problem, Mrs. Thomspon," Mickey said. I could hear bemusement in his voice. "I'm heading out now to get some tools, but I'll be back in a while to fix the door."

"Thank you," I gasped, throwing an arm across my eyes. My head was pounding, and I could barely speak. "Thank you."

"No problem, Mrs. Thomspon."

I heard his footsteps moving away, and then the apartment door closing. I lay on the cool tile floor for a long time, listening to the blood pulse in my ears, and stared up at the white ceiling.


Chapter 8

I was sitting on the couch in my robe, staring at the static on the television, when I heard a knock on the door.

"Mrs. Thompson?" Mickey called from the hallway. "I'm here to fix the door."

I jumped up, pulling the robe tight around me, and hurried to the door. Mickey's smile greeted me when I opened the door a crack and peeked out.

"Shouldn't take too long," Mickey said as he stepped in the apartment, carrying a big black metal toolbox. His biceps bulged beneath his denim shirt, and I felt that tingle in my belly again.

No more urges, I snapped at my naughty, unruly brain. We're all done with urges.

"Thanks, Mickey," I said, stepping toward the kitchen and watching him take big steps across the floor.

His broad back seemed to ripple under his shirt, and I bit my lip at the image of bare skin under my fingertips that flashed across my mind. He disappeared into the bedroom, and I let out a sigh, staggering to the countertop to pour myself another cup of coffee.

Even after a hot shower and two cups of coffee, my bones ached from my night huddled naked on the balcony. There was a red mark on my hip where I'd lain against the hard concrete, and my legs were stiff from being tucked up against my body. The morning had been quiet — I heard the hum of the highway beyond the parking lot, some rustling in the courtyard, a door slamming in the distance — but I couldn't shake the fear that I had been seen by some resident or other, curled naked on my balcony in the night.

"You're not going to tell my husband, are you?" I called toward the bedroom, clutching my coffee cup until my fingers shook.

"What's that, Mrs. Thompson?" Mickey's voice was muffled, and I heard a loud clanging sound like a hammer striking metal.

"My husband," I said, taking a step toward the bedroom door, "you're not going to tell him about ... this morning, are you?"

Mickey was hunched over the doorjamb, a hammer in his hand, the tail of his shirt untucked to reveal his muscular lower back. He looked over his shoulder and shook his curly head.

"I don't see as I would need to tell anyone, ma'am," Mickey said, a smile flashing across his lips. "Once this door is fixed, it'll be like nothing happened at all."

"Good," I said, leaning against the bedroom door frame and sipping my coffee. "Nothing at all ... nothing at all ..."



I was sitting on the couch, empty coffee cup on my knee and a paperback novel in my hands — I'd given up on getting any sort of reception on the television — when Mickey emerged from the bedroom. He had the glass balcony door in his large hands, and he leaned it against the wall as he turned to me.

"I've got good news and bad news, Mrs. Thompson," Mickey said.

I sighed and closed my book. "I suppose I'll take the good first, then."

"Well," he said, tapping the glass door, "this door is definitely not going to cause you anymore problems, seeing as I've taken it out. Surely you can't get it stuck behind you again."

I nodded and pursed my lips. "And the bad news?"

"I need to put in a new one," Mickey said, "and I don't think we've got anymore in storage. I'll have to steal one from an empty room or get management to order a new one, could be a day or two."

"Oh."

"And that means ... um ... I need to shut off the air conditioner. Would be a waste of energy to pump cold air outside."

"Oh. I see. What's the forecast?"

Mickey grinned and wiped a hand across his brow. "Steamy, ma'am; hotter than yesterday. It's supposed to break in a few days, though."

I sighed.

"But," Mickey said, suddenly brightening, "Lou says the pool's going to be working again pretty soon, and that'll be a nice way to cool off. If you brought a suit."

I thought of my white bikini — the bikini I had promised Lou a glimpse of he would get the pool repaired — and felt my cheeks redden. Another of my silly urges was coming back to bite me.

"I did," I said. "I guess I'll take a dip when the pool is ready."


Chapter 9

Mickey left a fan on the landing outside the apartment after he took the old glass door away, and I lugged it into the bedroom. It did little to cool me off, though: it moved the hot air around, and stirred the curtains hanging over the empty balcony door, but the sun rose hot in sky, there was no beating back the waves of heat.

I lay naked on the bed, arms and legs thrown wide, and tried to sleep. I dozed fitfully, drifting in and out of troubling dreams. The pig-faced aliens of my imagination plucked me naked and screaming from the balcony and had their way with me in their flying saucer; I floated naked in the courtyard swimming pool while crowds gathered on the balconies all around me, cheering my nudity; I climbed on top of Cooper, stretching my sweaty body across his, only to see his face suddenly transform into Mickey's, then Lou's, then Cooper's again. By afternoon, the sheets were sweaty, my brain was wasp's nest of unsettled thoughts, and I was no better rested than when Mickey had rescued me from my predicament.

A clanging clatter from the courtyard ruined any chance that I would sleep, so I dragged myself from the bed, pulled my nightgown over my head, and pushed the curtain aside so I could go out on the balcony. I blinked in the startlingly bright light, and realized that even though it didn't seem much cooler in the dim bedroom, the fan was actually helping a little bit: the air outside was stifling, and the concrete was hot against my bare feet.

Down below, I saw that the blue tarp had been dragged off the pool and left in a pile on the ground, and a shirtless man — maybe Mickey? — was standing on the bottom, scrubbing the tile walls with a long-handled brush. Other men were dragging hoses across the pavers, swabbing the tiles around the pool's perimeter with scrub brushes, and arranging plastic lounge chairs. I stood and stared as if I were watching ants busily tending to their hill's business.

The man at the bottom of the pool tossed his brush up onto the patio, and then grabbed the railings of the ladder mounted to the side of the pool and pulled himself up. Even from the fourth floor balcony I could see his biceps bulge and his back coil as he climbed, and I felt that twinge in my belly again. When he reached the top and turned toward me, I saw him shake his curly brown hair, and recognized that it was, in fact, Mickey.

I hurried to the kitchen and stood beside the phone for a long time before I lifted the receiver with quivering fingers.



When I heard the knock on the front door, I was in the bathroom fixing my hair. My sweaty nap had done it no favors, but I didn't have much time to fix it, so I just tied it back as best I could, tucking loose blonde curls behind my ears.

The knock came again, and I heard Mickey call, "Mrs. Thompson?"

"Coming!" I called, checking that my robe hung a little more open than it had this morning, and that the belt was tied loosely at my waist. With my heart racing, I ran to the door and pulled it open without my usual glance through the crack.

Mickey was standing on the other side, his blue shirt back on but open wide at the collar. He held the black tool box in front of his stomach, and a concerned look on his face.

"Hi, Mrs. Thompson," he said, "Lou said you wanted to ask me something?"

"Yes, yes, please come in, Mickey," I said, grabbing him by the elbow and giving him a gentle tug. I don't know if he felt the way my hands shook when I touched him; I could feel the power beneath the fabric of his shirt, and the heat rising from his skin.

"Um, yes, ma'am," he said, following me inside. I pushed the door closed behind him and turned the lock on the knob.

"Please, call me Della," I said, guiding him into the sitting room. My palms felt slick and hot, and I thought my heart was going to explode inside my chest.

"Yes, Della, ma'am," Mickey said as I motioned toward the couch across from the television. He lowered himself slowly to sit, his knees wide, setting the toolbox between his booted feet. "I'm real sorry about the door, Mrs. ... Della, it looks like we won't have a replacement for another day or two and there isn't one in any other unit that we can move. But I talked to Lou about maybe moving you to another room until we ..."

I waved my hand dismissively, then crossed the room to stand in front of the television.

"I'm making do without the air conditioning," I said. I felt heat prickling at my throat, and my mouth was dry. "I kind of like it, actually; I just don't wear as much, and I'm plenty comfortable."

I saw color rise in Mickey's cheeks, and I watched his eyes roam over me — from my bare legs and up to the short robe that clung to my hips, the bare skin visible from my belly to my throat, up to my lips. I let my tongue flick across my lips, and he glanced away, blinking. His discomfort emboldened me, and I let my hands rest on the loose knot of my belt.

"So, um, Della," Mickey said, still looking down at his feet. "Um, what can I help you with?"

"We ... have an agreement, right, Mickey?"

"Agreement?"

"Last night ... I mean, this morning ... when you helped me back inside ... that's our little secret, right?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He raised a hand to rest against the back of his neck. His ears burned red. "I don't see why it shouldn't be."

"So you haven't told anyone what you saw?"

"I didn't see ... I didn't see anything, ma'am," he said, a crack in his voice. "I mean, Della. Nothing."

I raised an eyebrow and said, "I doubt that very much, Mickey. Please don't lie just to make me feel better."

"But ... it's true, ma'am," Mickey insisted, turning to face me again. His eyes were wide. "You said not to look, and I didn't."

"You must have seen something, though, Mickey," I said. My fingers played along the ends of my belt, slowly working the loose knot undone. "At least a glimpse."

"Not much, ma'am," he said. "It was pretty dark ..."

"But you saw what I was wearing ..."

"Um ... well ... yes, ma'am ..."

"And that was?"

He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple rising and falling in his throat. He blinked and glanced away, then looked at me again, his eyes lingering on the skin visible between the folds of my robe.

"Nothing, ma'am ... Della ... not a stitch ..."

"And did you like what you saw?" I asked. I finished unknotting the belt and let it fall open, keeping my robe closed just below my belly button with my fingers and thumb.

"But I didn't see ..."

"Did you?" I asked again, loosening my grip a little. My robe fell open around my breasts, revealing just a hint of my stiffening red nipples in the shadows. "Did you like it?"

"Ma'am, Della, I ..."

Mickey was stammering, but he wasn't looking away. He leaned forward a little bit, his hands gripping his knees, knuckles white.

"I thought, as a way to thank you ... for keeping our little secret," I said, releasing my hold on the robe and letting it swing open enough to reveal the bare skin below my belly, "that maybe you'd like a better look."

"Oh, god, ma'am, Della," Mickey gasped, his jaw slack. "I ... you're very ... ma'am ..."

I gave my shoulders a shrug, letting my robe fall down my back and flutter to my feet. Mickey's eyes grew even wider, and I stifled a laugh at his brazen stare.

"Do you like what you see?" I asked, putting my hands on my cocked hip.

Mickey answered my question with a sigh that verged on a moan, and I couldn't hold back my laugh any longer.

"You can look," I said, taking a seat on a chair beside the television and throwing my feet wide, "but not touch. Does that sound fair?"



"You look uncomfortable, Mickey," I said. I had one foot propped on the seat and the other draped over the arm so I was open to his gaze, wide and wet. My fingers danced slowly across the top of the tuft of hair above my slit, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning and letting my hand roam lower.

"Um ... Della ... I ..."

Mickey was sitting on the couch with his knees wide, leaning toward me, slack jawed. When he spoke, he didn't lift his eyes to my face — it was as if he was directly addressing my pussy with his words.

"You like it, though, don't you?" I asked. I tugged at a tangle of hair with my fingers and Mickey let out a gasp.

"Yes, ma'am ... Della ... but your husband ..."

"Is gone for a few more days," I said. "And we agreed that this is our little secret, right?"

"Yes," he whispered. His lips were wet, and I wondered if he was going to start drooling at the sight of my quivering cunt.

"Good," I said, letting my fingers dip lower. When my thumb grazed the sensitive tip of my clit, I let myself groan, and Mickey groaned, too, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. "I just want to thank you for all your help."

"My pleasure, ma'am," Mickey gasped, leaning closer.

"Speaking of your pleasure, Mickey," I said. "I think it's only fair if I get a look, too."

"Ma'am?"

I wiggled the fingers not currently sliding along my sensitive lips toward Mickey's lap and grinned.

"You've had a couple good looks at me now," I said, "but I still haven't seen you. What have you got in your jeans, Mickey?"

"Della, I ..."

"Show me," I whispered, and gave my clit a pinch that made my body jolt.

Mickey's hands flew to his belt, and he lifted his ass off the couch as he unbuttoned his jeans and slid the past his knees. He pulled down his white cotton briefs, releasing a thick, hard, weeping cock that sprung up against his belly when he sat back down. He grinned as he unbuttoned his shirt and then settled back into the cushions, his hands held in loose fists at his side.

"Beautiful," I said, and it was. It was thicker than Cooper's cock, but not as long, and the heaviest balls I had ever seen nestled between his thighs. The hair around the base was as brown and as curly as the hair on his head, and seemed to glisten in the light streaming in through the window. The shaft pulsed in time with his heartbeat, and the dark purple head reached for his navel with its glistening, slippery tip.

"You're pretty yourself, Mrs. ... Della," Mickey whispered. His cock strained away from his belly for a moment, then fell heavily against his skin; I could have sworn I heard the slap of flesh on flesh when it landed.

"Are you going to touch yourself tonight, thinking about my pussy?" I asked, bringing both hands between my thighs and pushing myself against my palms. I closed my eyes and moaned.

"Probably," Mickey said. "I'm probably going to stroke myself raw thinking about your beautiful pink wetness ..."

"Why don't you do it now, then?" I asked, licking my lips. "Show me how you do it."

Mickey's cheeks reddened again, but then he raised a hand to his mouth and ran his tongue along his palm; my belly clenched as I imagined that tongue parting my tender folds. Then he brought his hand to the base of his shaft, wrapped his fingers around his girth, and dragged it up until his palm capped the velvety head. He lowered his hand again, slowly exposing the glistening tip, and grinned at me.

"Faster," I said, giving my clit a quick stroke. "Faster and harder; fuck your fist like you want to fuck my pussy."

Mickey groaned and collapsed back into the couch, his body quivering. Then he cupped his heavy balls with his other hand and began to pump his cock with firm, steady strokes — not too fast, but rhythmically. I matched his pace with my own hands, imagining how that thick shaft would feel stretching my channel wide. We locked eyes, glancing occasionally to admire each other's handiwork, as if daring each other to push their own pleasure to the greatest limit. I felt fully seen, stripped down past my skin, past my flesh, disassembled by Mickey's gaze.

"Oh, fuck, Della," Mickey gasped. "I'm so close."

"Me too, Mickey, me too ... I'm right on the edge. Do you want to race?"

"Oh fuck yes," Mickey said, raising his hips in time with his fist. "Fuck yes, I'll race you to the top ..."

His hand was a blur around his shaft, and I'm sure mine were, too, stroking desperately, almost angrily, driving my body higher and higher. His breathing was fast and shallow, and he chewed his lip as his chin quivered. I bore down hard against my hands, making the chair shake beneath me, determined to beat Mickey to the finish line.

In the end, he beat me there, letting out a roaring cry as a jet of hot seed splashed against his bare belly, rising almost to his chest. But the sight of his ejaculation pushed me past the point of no return, and I shuddered and shook as a powerful wave of pleasure seized me.

We sat in the afterglow of our separate climaxes for a long time, facing each other across the living room. I watched his seed drip slowly down his body, pooling above his softening cock, while he absentmindedly cradled his balls. His eyes moved up and down my body, taking in my still trembling belly, my stiff nipples, my pussy soaked with the juices of my climax.

"Our little secret, Mickey," I finally said, stretching my arms high and rolling my head from side to side. "You should go clean yourself up."


Chapter 10

I slept like the dead that night, despite the sticky heat in the bedroom. Cooper called after Mickey had left, while I was nearly nodding off on the couch. I explained the situation with the balcony door (leaving out most of the interesting details, of course), and told him I was exhausted after such an eventful day — too tired to repeat our dirty little conversation from the night before.

Exposing myself to Mickey had scratched an itch I didn't know I had. Feeling his eyes on my most intimate parts, showing him my most secret caresses, bringing him such pleasure that he became an inarticulate beast: it was like opening my eyes from a long sleep and seeing colors my mind had never imagined. I was sated in that moment, a great thirst finally quenched, but I knew that I would need to drink from that potent stream again or go mad.

I woke late, and spent the morning sitting on the balcony in my cutoff shorts and a tiny tank top, sipping a glass of water that sweated in my fist. The crew that was working on the swimming pool had dwindled to just two men — Lou, who seemed to be directing, and a man I didn't recognize, who knelt above a panel hidden under one of the paving stones, a wrench in his hand. I could hear them yelling back and forth, but I couldn't make out their words; the man with the wrench waved his tool in the air occasionally, then went back to work on a large blue valve that appeared to be stuck.

Lou suddenly shrieked, and a jet of water shot up from the valve into the air, splashing down on both men. The man with the wrench leaned into the stream, cursing, and in a few moments the spout stopped. Then there was a loud rumbling sound, and a jet of water shot out from the side of the pool, splashing against the tiled walls. I thought of Mickey's cock exploding yesterday in his fist and smiled, an electric tingle running through me.

The water made puddles on the floor of the pool that grew wider and deeper, merging slowly until it was ankle deep, then knee deep, the level rising gradually. Lou and the man with the wrench stood side by side, water dripping from their clothes, watching the steady progress. I shifted in my seat, fighting the urge to strip out of my clothes and run downstairs to lie in the slowly filling pool.



When evening fell, bringing a slight relief from the oppressive heat, I dressed in a short black skirt and the cream silk blouse that Cooper liked me to wear on our nights out on the town. Going out on the town wasn't an option from the Taj Mahal, it seemed — I was stuck too far on the outskirts of the city, hemmed in by the highway and frontage roads — but I was intrigued by the Queen of Hearts. I thought I could pay it a quick visit to quench my curiosity, and be back to the apartment before Cooper's nightly phone call.

I called the bus company, and learned that they stopped running the line past the Taj Mahal shortly after supper, so I called the first cab company in the Yellow Pages — AAA Cabs, of course — and scheduled a ride at about seven o'clock. With a little time to kill, I went down to the courtyard to check on the progress on the pool.

The tarp had been pulled aside, and lay folded neatly near the office door. There was water in the pool now, shimmering under the courtyard lights, and I knelt on the tiles so I could dangle my fingers over the edge.

"It'll be ready for swimming tomorrow," I heard a voice behind my say, and looked over my shoulder to see Lou standing in his blue denim shirt with the white name patch. "I hope you'll come test it out for us."

"I suppose I will," I said, "if I'm not too busy."

Lou gave a smirk that made his droopy mustache quiver.

"Wear the white bikini," he said, letting his little pink tongue slip out across his lips. "It'll look nice with the blue tiles."

I watched him walk back toward the office, a little shiver running down my back.



The cab dropped me off near the door to the Queen of Hearts. I fished around in my purse for the fair, feeling the cabbie's eyes on me the whole time, and hurried toward the entrance. The parking lot that had been nearly empty the day before was crowded now.

A bald, broad-shouldered man in a black T-shirt stopped me at the door with a hand on my upper arm. I froze, heart racing, until he produced a penlight from his pocket and said, "I.D."

I fished in my purse again, my shaking fingers finding my driver's license, and held it out to him. He flashed the light at it, then at me, blinding me with its bright glare, and then he motioned me inside with a nod of his head. I snatched my license back from him, shoving it into my purse, and stumbled into the dark club, blotches of colored light distorting my vision.

When I took the bus past the Queen of Clubs the day before, I had imagined it as a sort of class jazz club offering up burlesque shows, with patrons seated at tables to watch slow and sensuous stripteases on a spotlit stage. My imagination had done a poor job of conjuring the reality of the club.

There was a stage, set in a pit several steps down from the entrance level, but it was garishly lit with floodlights at four corners. A few tables sat in the shadows on the entrance level and a couple of steps down, mostly empty. A metal railing circled the stage, and the audience — all men, most in T-shirts and jeans, crowded against it, yelling and waving cans of beer in their fists.

There were a pair of women on the stage engaged in some sort of slithering, sinuous movement that wasn't exactly a dance, though it was in time to the bass-heavy funk beat that crackled out of the speakers hanging from the ceiling above the stage. One was naked except for a black thong wedged between her ass cheeks, her large, pendulous breasts swaying with the music. The other, a short, wide-hipped blonde, wore gold panties and tasseled pasties over her nipples; she squatted low, hands on her thighs, and shimmied so the tassels on her breasts spun like helicopter blades.

I stumbled toward an empty table at the far side of the stage and sat on a wobbly chair, keeping one hand on my purse and one eye on the door. The noise in the club — the pulsing music, the shouting patrons, the clinking glasses — made me dizzy, and I thought about running out in the night and staggering back along the frontage road to the Taj Mahal.

"What'll it be?" said a woman's voice beside me, and I snapped my head around to see a young woman with bleached hair and sparkly make-up standing beside me, her hip cocked. She wore a cut-off red T-shirt that exposed the underside of her large breasts, and a pair of shiny silver shorts so tight they might have been painted on her skin. "Two drink minimum."

"Tonic water," I said, "with a splash of bitters."

"No booze?"

I didn't want my senses dulled by alcohol in that place; I felt like I needed to keep my wits as sharp as possible.

"No booze," I said. "But I'll tip really good."

The waitress pushed her cheek out with her tongue and tilted her head.

"You waitin' for anyone?" she asked.

"No. It's just me."

"We don't get a lot of single ladies here," she said. "This isn't exactly ... um ... the most enlightened joint, if you know what I mean."

I laughed. "Yeah, I think I figured that out. But I was ... curious."

"Well, you know what they say about curiosity and cats," she said, winking at me. "A couple of tonics coming up, and I'll keep any eye on you."

"Thanks," I said, clutching my purse in my lap. "I appreciate that."

I watched the waitress disappear into the shadows with a shake of her ass, and then turned my attention to the stage. The women were still writhing against each other, laughing and shaking their bodies, while the men cheered. The bare-breasted woman snapped her thong with her thumb, giving a brief glimpse of the bare skin between her legs, and the audience's cheers grew louder and more feral. The shorter woman shimmied her way around her partner, slowly rising up her back, hands floating up her haunches and then grasping her heavy tits, squeezing them hard. I squirmed in my seat, unsure if I was repulsed or aroused by the show.

The lights on the stage suddenly went dark and the music abruptly stopped, and I let out a gasp. After a few seconds, they came on again, and the stage was empty save for a couple of discarded costume pieces. The crowd's cheers dwindled to a rough murmur, and I could hear blood pulsing in my ears. The waitress returned, carrying two glasses of fizzy water and ice on her tray, and when I reached in my purse for my cash, she put her hand on mine and shook her head.

"Enjoy the show," she said, setting the glasses on the table. "I hope it satisfies your curiosity."


Chapter 11

The stage lights came up again, and I lifted my glass to my lips, sipping at the chilly, fizzy water. Two different women were stepping onto the stage, wearing fringed white vests and chaps over blue bikini bottoms, small white cowboy hats perched on the teased piles of hair on their heads. They walked in tandem to the front corners of the stage and began to gyrate their hips in time to a tinny honky tonk song emitting from the speakers. The men pressed up against the railings around the stage began cheering and shouting again, and I saw a few dollar bills flutter toward the stage.

"My gal's coming on next," I heard a voice say beside me.

I startled and glanced over at a man who was pulling out the stool beside me. He was tall and rangy, his black hair slicked back from a high forehead and hanging to the collar of his white shirt. He wasn't especially handsome, but he was striking, with a long, sharp nose and close set blue eyes that sparkled when he showed a crooked grin.

"Mind if I sit here?" he asked. "I like to sit up a little so I can see her better."

I clutched my bag a little tighter and angled myself away from him, and watched him warily over my glass. Still grinning, he settled on his seat and leaned back, waving his hand in the air to catch the waitress's attention.

"I don't mean no harm," he said. "I can go down on the floor to watch her if you'd prefer."

"No, that's fine," I said. "You might as well stay."

"I'm Danny," he said, extending a hand toward me. He had long, almost delicate fingers, with several chunky rings on them that caught the stray light on garish stones.

"Della," I said, taking his fingers in mine for just an instant.

"You by yourself? I don't see a lot of ladies on their own here, is why I'm asking ..."

"So I've been told," I said. "I was just ... curious."

"Well, you're in for a good show," Danny said, grinning with pride. "My gal's the best you'll ever see, mark my word."

A flash of light drew my attention back to the stage, and then a loud bang and a puff of smoke at the back of the stage heralded the arrival of the show's star. A woman in bright red cowboy boots, a red, white, and blue spangled vest, fringed leather chaps, and a white cowboy hat with a silver star on the front strode onto the stage with her hands held high, hips swaying as she stepped. She spun a pair of silver cap pistols on her fingers, pausing every few steps to fire them into the air with little bangs and puffs of white smoke. The tempo of the music picked up, and the crowd was cheering loudly as the woman marched in a circle around the stage, weaving between the still-gyrating dancers.

"That's Martina," Danny whispered to me. "And goddamn is she something else ..."

Danny's assessment was certainly accurate: Martina was a sight to behold. She took command of the stage with every movement, exuding strength and confidence.

When the cap guns stopped setting off little explosions, their hammers making soft clicking sounds, she hurled them into the audience, causing a mad dash and raucous scuffle. Martina stopped in the middle of the stage, arms outstretched, while the dancers who preceded her ran to her sides and unlaced her vest. When they peeled it off her shoulders, revealing a skimpy silver bikini top that barely restrained Martina's large breasts, she jiggled herself in triumph and resumed her march.

"She's going places for sure," Danny whispered, a tone of awe in his voice. "There's no place but up for a gal like her to go — the best clubs in the state, in the country, goddamn Las Vegas coming up for her. Martina has ambition ..."

I was suddenly jealous of Martina's ambitions and confidence, and of the attention she was pulling down on herself. Every eye in the club was locked on her movements, and she knew it — she was wielding a dangerous power, an electric current that she could direct with the shake of a hip or the tilt of her head, and she was wielding it with deadly skill.

I tried to picture myself on that stage, bold and unashamed, and I felt a mingle of fear and delight in my belly. I'm sure that if Martina had found herself locked out on the balcony, naked and alone, she wouldn't have cowered in the corner, hoping to stay out of view. She would have gripped the railing with both hands, thrown her head back, and let out a yodeling cry to wake every resident of the Taj Mahal.

"Take a look!" she would have yelled. "Take a look at this!"

"She's so fuckin' sexy," Danny said, leaning on the table. "If you'll pardon my French, ma'am."

I felt my cheeks turn red. "I'm not easily offended," I said. "And you're right ... she's so fucking sexy ..."

Martina was down to a silver thong that glittered in the spotlight, a pair of red pasties that clung to her nipples high on the curve of her breasts, and those beautiful boots. When she bent double, her long blonde hair hanging nearly to the stage and her ass thrust toward the audience, a great roar rumbled from the crowd, and I found myself cheering along with them. Danny smacked his fist against the table, making my glasses of tonic water jump, and let out a whoop.

When Martina stood upright again, she hooked her thumbs in the thin waistband of her thong and raised her hands in triumph, pulling the flimsy garment away. Another cheer rang through the club when she spun on her heels and thrust her hips forward, revealing a smooth-shaved pubis painted with a spray of golden stars from hip to hip. The lights flicked out again, plunging the club into darkness, but the bright glow of those stars burned behind my eyelids.



After Martina's show finished, Danny hopped off his stool and moved with a long, loping stride toward a black door near the wings of the stage. Before I could think better of it, I took one last swallow of my tonic water, grabbed my purse, and followed him.

Behind the door was a narrow corridor with dim, buzzing lights on the ceiling. At the end of it was another door, painted red with a yellow star hanging from it; Danny pushed this door open, and I slipped through it after him before it could close.

Martina stood on the other side, her breasts and belly shiny with sweat, a threadbare towel wrapped around her middle. When she saw Danny, she threw her arms in the air, causing the towel to fall, and threw them around his neck. I ducked down and scurried to a dusty, shadowed corner and watched as Danny wrapped his arms around Martina's waist and spun her in a circle.

"You were amazing as always, baby!" Danny shouted, covering Martina's neck and chest with loud, smacking kisses. Martina giggled and ran her fingers through his long, slick hair.

"Of course I was," Martina said when Danny let her down again, her boot heels clicking on the tiled floor. "I'm the best there is."

Danny might have said something else, but his voice was muffled by Martina's breasts pressing against his ears. She held his face against her chest and shimmied herself, laughing as Danny kissed his way across her curves and tugged with his teeth at the red pasties that covered her nipples. He lowered himself to his knees, kissing his way down her belly, then pushed her against the wall when his mouth reached the star-painted cleft between her legs.

Martina pulled his face closer and lifted a foot from the floor, hooking a knee behind his neck. Danny's head moved back and forth, and I could hear the wet, sucking sounds his mouth was making. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back, making soft, low noises in the back of her throat. Holding my breath, I crept a little closer, on my hands and knees, trying to stay in the shadows.

Her eyes suddenly sprang open, and she looked down at me. The surprised gasp on her lips turned to a smile, and she asked, "Danny, who's your friend?"

Danny pulled his face away from Martina and looked over his shoulder at me; I could see the wetness on his cheeks and lips.

"Della?" he croaked.

I froze, ready to bolt, my fingers clutching my purse tightly, but I couldn't tear my eyes away from the stars splayed across Martina's mound, the yellow paint starting to drip.

"A pleasure to meet you, Della," Martina said, then let out a hearty laugh as she pulled Danny's face back between her legs. "I guess you wanted to see more of a show?"

I nodded, unable to speak.

"Fine by me," said Martina. She pressed her thigh against Danny's cheek, then guided his mouth with her hands on his ears. A groan escaped her lips when she had Danny positioned exactly where she wanted, and I could see a ripple of pleasure shake her belly.

I crept a little closer, looking up at Danny's chin and jaw moving rhythmically as he licked and sucked, and at Martina's breasts jiggling as she savored the sensations.

"Did you want to join us?" Martina asked, her voice deep and husky.

I did want to join them; I wanted to take my place beside Danny, suckling at the fragrant juices; I wanted to grasp Martina's pillow breasts in my hands and feel her hard nipples between my teeth. I burned with a sudden desire for Martina's body, and for the pleasure Danny was making Martina feel.

"No," I said in a dry, crackling voice. "No, I just want to watch ..."

"Suit yourself, Della," Martina said, then let out another low moan. I reached under my skirt and pushed my panties to the side, my fingers drawn by the heat burning between my legs.


Chapter 12

I woke up to the sound of the telephone ringing in the kitchen. I stumbled out of bed and staggered across the apartment, head fuzzy and disoriented.

"Darlin', thank god," I heard Cooper say. "I was so worried when you didn't answer last night! Where were you?"

I looked up at the clock on the wall — it wasn't yet five o'clock, and the sky outside was still dark. I had probably slept about three hours after Martina and Danny brought me back to the Taj Mahal, fitfully at best, images of the two of them locked in passion on the dusty floor, and then in the back of Danny's Buick, racing through my dreams.

"I ... went to bed early," I lied. "I must not have heard your call ..."

"I had the man at the desk knock on the door," Cooper said. "He said the lights were off and there was no answer."

"I was really tired," I said, "I think ... I might be getting sick ..."

"I'm so happy you're okay," Cooper said. I could hear a little sob of relief in his voice. "I was so worried ..."

"Don't worry about me, baby," I said. "Just get home as soon as you can ..."



The balcony door still wasn't fixed, and the air in the apartment was dank and hot. I stumbled back to bed and lay on the sweaty sheets, trying desperately to get back to sleep, but my mind was racing too fast. Watching Danny make love to Martina had scratched another of my unexpected itches — scratched it hard — and I couldn't get the memories out of my mind: Martina's face contorted with pleasure as Danny's tongue brought her to climax, Danny's cock slipping shiny and hard between Martina's lips, Martina's hands running up and down Danny's back as he rode her in the Buick's backseat in a shadowed corner of the Queen of Hearts parking lot while I knelt on the passenger seat, transfixed.

Cooper, I was sure, would never want an audience in our bedroom. As passionate a lover as he was, he never struck me as someone with deviant desires; certainly not as deviant as the desires I had been discovering. But the thought of returning the favor for Danny and Martina, letting them into the intimate space of our bedroom and showing them our secrets, made it impossible for me to still myself. I thrashed and twisted in the hot bedroom, my short nightgown tangled around my thighs and sweat pooling at the small of my back, tormented by my own cravings.

I finally gave in to the temptation of my little pink friend and let its buzzing shaft lull me into a dark and dreamless sleep.



Which was interrupted by a loud clattering outside in the courtyard. I dragged myself to the balcony, groggy and stiff, and leaned over the railing with blurry, unfocused eyes.

The sun was high in the sliver of sky above the courtyard, throwing its heat down on the pavers. The swimming pool shimmered in the noonday light. The clattering sound was caused by Lou and Mickey dragging the furniture around the pool deck, fiddling with umbrellas and adjusting the lounges. Lou straightened, hands on his hips, and admired the handiwork, and then glanced over his shoulder and up at my balcony. I felt a tingle run through me and resisted the urge to throw off my nightgown. Instead, I pulled the collar away from my neck and fanned myself with the damp fabric while I smiled down at him.

"It's a scorcher today!" Lou hollered. "You should come take a dip!"

"Maybe I should!" I hollered back. "Is the water cool?"

Mickey had turned to look up at me, a grin on his face. He knelt beside the pool and dipped his hand into the water.

"Feels nice and cool to me," he yelled up to me. "Perfect for a dip."



When I reached the pool deck, a towel wrapped around me, Lou and Mickey stepped back to give me space. Mickey was looking down at his feet, almost shyly, but Lou let his eyes wander shamelessly over my body. I could see he was imagining my curves beneath the towel, pealing back the layers to take in the shape and texture of my flesh. I stepped up to the edge of the pool, my toes hanging over the tiled lip, and looked down into the glimmering water.

I undid the loose knot between my breasts and stretched the towel wide between my hands. My white bikini clung tightly to my body, the smooth fabric stretched across my breasts and clinging just below my belly. Lou let out an appreciative sigh; Mickey's eyes flashed up from my toes to my head and then back down, his cheeks reddening. I wondered if he had told Lou about our little secret, our wicked revelations in the apartment's living room; I suspected that he hadn't, that Mickey was holding that memory close for personal use on lonely nights.

I let the towel drop to the deck, then dipped a toe into the water. It was cool, almost cold, but delightfully so. I shivered involuntarily, but when I saw the way Lou's eyes widened at my little shake, I let my body tremble, throwing my arms across my body below my breasts in a quivering hug.

"It's a little chilly," I said, "but refreshing."

"The sun will warm it up," Mickey said, turning his eyes up to the patch of sky above us. "It might be too hot to swim in it by afternoon."

"Then I suppose now is the time for a dip, isn't it?" I said, winking at Mickey. His eyes darted over me again, then turned toward his feet once more. Lou was shuffling slowly around the deck, head tilted, trying to get a better look at my ass.

Their eyes on me made my skin tingle, and I wondered if this was at all like the thrill that Martina must have felt baring her body at the Queen of Hearts. To have all of those eyes on your body, all of those hungry gazes roving over every inch of skin, taking in all the curves and shapes and textures, must be a sensation of incredible power. Last night, Martina held a hundred men in her grip and tormented them with wicked delight; I only had two, but I felt like a queen about to pass judgment on a pair of lowly peasants.

I lifted a foot above the water, balancing on one leg, and slowly raised my arms above my head. I could feel the hot sun falling on my shoulders and back, and the cool of the water just beneath my foot as I held myself as still as I could. Mickey lowered himself to a squat, hands on his knees, and looked up at me, jaw slack; Lou completed his circuit around me, his eyes raking across my back and haunches, then stood to my side with his gaze fixed to my trembling thigh. I closed my eyes, let my weight shift on the edge of the pool, and toppled slowly over the side, dropping feet first into the chilly water.

I dropped to the bottom of the pool, my feet touching the tile floor, and looked up as the water closed above me. The sun shimmered high above me, stretching and throbbing, and I pushed the air out of my lungs, sending a stream of bubbles to the surface. I launched myself up with a kick, breaking into the air with a gasp, and turned on my back, letting the water cradle me in its chilly grasp.

Lou had dropped to his knees, and was holding onto the edge of the pool with his short, thick fingers, leaning precariously over the water. Mickey gazed longingly at my legs as I kicked myself slowly toward the far side of the pool, holding my hits high. The contrast of the hot sun on my belly and the cold water on my back sent tingles through me, and I felt my nipples harden beneath the taut, wet fabric of my bikini.

"How's the water?" Lou asked, a leering grin stretching his drooping mustache.

"Perfect," I said, stretching my arms to the side and letting my legs go still. The tiny currents caused by my splashing entry into the pool made me turn slowly on the pool's surface. "You should join me."

"Didn't bring a suit," said Lou.

"Who needs a suit?"

I heard Mickey chuckle and saw Lou's cheeks turn red. I turned in the water and slid beneath the surface, kicking my way across the pool and coming up near Lou. I shook my head, letting a spray of water splash Lou's face. He fell back to a seat on the deck, looking over his knees at me.

"Are you shy?" I asked, kicking away from the side of the pool and sliding on my back across the water. I looked down my body at Lou, past my hard nipples that showed as dark dots beneath my bikini and over my belly to where the fabric clung to my hips.

Lou chuckled and looked away. "I'm not shy. I just ... someone might see ..."

"Who's going to see?" I called from the far side of the pool. I leaned back against the edge, stretching my arms along the lip and arching my back, raising my breasts out of the water. My nipples pulled the fabric into tight little peaks, and I shivered a little as the water dripped down my skin. "Besides me, that is. I don't see anyone here but you and me and Mickey."

"Up there," Lou said, raising his eyes toward the balconies around us. "Someone up there could see."

"Then let them," I said. "Let them see."

I brought my thumbs to the top of my bikini and ran them between the fabric and my skin. My nipples stiffened more, aching in their arousal. Lou's eyes were wide and he ran his tongue nervously between his lips.

I heard a rustling sound behind me, and raised my head to see Mickey pulling his shirt over his head, exposing his broad, bare chest. He stood clumsily on one foot, and then the other, pushing his shoes off, then brought his hands to his belt. I grinned up at him, tugging the fabric lower to expose the tops of my breasts, as he pushed his jeans over his hips and hopped from foot to foot until they lay in a pile beside him. His briefs were at a rakish angle, a tuft of curly brown hair visible above the elastic band, and he pulled them off with an almost graceful movement. Mickey's half hard cock glowed in the bright sun for just a moment before he jumped into the pool, letting out a gasp at the sudden cold.

"What the fuck," I heard Lou mumble, and looked across the pool to see him struggling with his own clothes, eyes darting nervously. He hunched double on the deck, hairy legs and chest visible, hands cupped between his thighs, and then followed Mickey into the water.


Chapter 13

"The cold water's not doing you any favors, Lou," Mickey said as he floated past me on his back. His skin glowed gold under the bright sun, and his cock rested against his thigh, basking in the warmth like a serpent resting on a warm rock.

"Shut up," Lou spat, hunched over in a bobbing float at the side of the pool, his teeth chattering. He had his knees tucked to his hairy belly, feet kicking to keep himself afloat, with his arms tucked under his stiff brown nipples.

Mickey took a graceful turn at the side of the pool, launching himself under water and shooting like a torpedo just below the surface, coming up close to me on the edge. He braced his back to the lip of the pool and kicked his feet out straight; the water played through the tangle of hair between his legs, and my eyes were drawn to the distorted shape of his cock swaying from side to side.

"You should let it warm up a little in the sun," said Mickey, raising his hips so his belly and groin broke the surface like a submarine rising from the depths. "The sun feels nice."

Lou paddled awkwardly to the edge of the pool, gripping the tiles with one hand, and glared at Mickey. He kicked his feet under the water, and I caught a glimpse of his shrunken cock hiding in its tangled black nest, huddled against his body for warmth. It was hard not to grin mischievously at his discomfort.

"It's okay, Lou," I said, pushing off from the side of the pool and taking a slow, lazy side stroke across the water, turning my breasts toward him as I passed. "Maybe you just need a little visual stimulation, right?"

When I reached the other side, I ran a finger along the top of my breasts and pulled one cup of my bikini top down, bit by bit, until the red circle of my areola peeked out above the white fabric. Lou glanced away, a look of chagrin on his lips, and then turned his gaze to my breasts as I slipped the fabric lower. He made a gurgling sound when my stiff nipple made its appearance, and then a gasping sigh when I pulled the covering back in place.

"It looks like that helped a little," I said, directing my eyes under the water. Lou's cock budged a little with my teasing display, briefly poking its purple head out before retreating again to the shelter between his thighs.

"It's cold," Lou grumbled, "that's all, just cold."

"Then hop out of the water a little," said Mickey. He boosted himself up with his arms against the lip of the pool, shoulder muscles bulging, and came to a seat on the tiles. Water ran down his thighs as he parted his legs and leaned back, letting the sun warm his dimpled skin. His cock pulsed gently, just as it had in the apartment, stretching in the sunlight.

"A little sunlight sure does wonders for you, Mickey," I said, biting my lip. I could feel the heat building in my belly, and let a hand slide down over my mound beneath the water, tickling across the smooth fabric of my bikini.

"It feels nice," Mickey said, his face turned toward the sliver of sky above us. "I don't think I've ever felt anything quite so nice, to be honest. Naked and free, that's how we're meant to be, right, Della?"

My fingers tugged at the leg of my bikini bottom, slipping between smooth skin and wet fabric. I let out a sigh as the tingles spread through my body.

"I think it's how I like to be," I said softly.



Mickey and I sat on opposite sides of the pool, smiling at each other across the water as we reprised our previous encounter. His hand slid slowly up and down his length, the purple head shimmering against his belly. I set one breast free of its confinement, hanging over the white fabric of my bikini top, while I pushed my bikini bottom aside, letting Mickey and Lou watch my fingers dance across my delicate pink lips.

Lou clung to the side of the pool with one elbow, his other hand beneath the water. His legs and hand churned underwater, sending bubbles up to the surface, and his face was slack with pleasure. He made grunting noises as his fist tugged at his short, thick cock, his eyes locked on my pussy.

I dangled a toe in the cool water and propped my other foot on the tiles, opening myself to the warm sun, and to Mickey and Lou's gaze. The heat felt good against my bare skin, and I fell into a trance-like state, my fingers dancing playfully across my clit and tickling their way toward my channel. I could hear Mickey's breath quickening, and looked across to see that he was lying back on the deck, erection pointing skyward as he stroked.

"You probably don't want to come in the pool, Lou," I said, glancing toward his swirling form, "after you got it all cleaned up."

"Fuck," Lou gasped, his eyes locked on my pussy. "Fuck, I don't care ..."

"You don't want to clog up the filter with your jizz," I said, winking at him as I spread my legs a little wider, making sure he got a good look. "That would be hard to explain to management."

"Fuuuck," Lou groaned. He turned toward the side of the pool and scrambled up with his arms, his hairy ass hanging precariously above the water before he managed to roll onto the deck. He lay on his side, panting, stroking his cock.

"Naked and free," I said, stifling a giggle. Lou looked like a beached sea lion lying on a sunny beach, droplets of water clinging to his coarse black hair.

Mickey let out a groan, and I looked across the pool just in time to see the white jet of his climax arc into the air and splash down against his chest and belly. He groaned again, all of his muscles tensing, and sent another pulse toward the sky. He shivered and then fell still, breathing deeply, in repose in the warm sunlight, a trickle of cum dribbling down the length of his shaft.


Chapter 14

I heard the Fury's engine in the parking lot while I was straightening the apartment. The balcony door was still off, and I had all the windows open and a fan running to try to get a breeze to stir the hot, stale air. I ran to the window and looked out to see Cooper pulling his bags from the trunk and then making his way toward the Taj Mahal's doors.

I gave the living room a quick glance, deciding it was good enough for now, and hurried to the bedroom. The sheets were fresh, changed that morning when the weekly maid service came through. My little pink friend lay on the carpet by the bed, still plugged into the nightstand outlet; I gave it a quick kick under the bed and rushed to the balcony, drawing the gray curtains aside for a quick glance toward the pool.

My heart raced when I recalled my dip with Mickey and Lou the day before, our daring exposure in the courtyard's heat. Lou had hidden his eyes from me ever since, staring down at his feet and mumbling a greeting if I passed him in the courtyard; Mickey, though, held his head high with a proud smile on his lips and a sparkle in his eyes. And I made shameless use of the pool, sunning myself in my white bikini and floating in lazy circles beneath the cloudless sky.

But now Cooper was back, and the empty void in my belly was crying out again to be filled.



Cooper was barely able to get the door closed behind him before I threw myself at him, wrapping my arms around his neck and dragging his face to mine for a hot, hungry kiss. He dropped his bags with a clatter and took me into his arms, his hands walking up and down my back as I pressed myself against.

"I missed you so much, baby," I gasped when I broke off our kiss.

"I missed you, too, darlin'," said Cooper, squeezing my shoulders. His hands slid down my back and tickled the bare skin where my shirt had come untucked from my skirt. "It's lonely on the road."

I answered him with a kiss, tugging him into the apartment by his belt loops. Cooper scooped me up in his arms and carried me the rest of the way to the bedroom.



"Don't you dare!" I cried, swatting the foil wrapper out of Cooper's hands when he reached for the box on the nightstand.

"But darlin'," Cooper said, falling back on his heels. He knelt naked on the bed between my outstretched legs, his cock in his fist. A shimmering droplet clung to the velvety tip.

"You need to fill me with your seed," I said, reaching up to smear the pre-cum across his tip until it shimmered in the filtered light in the bedroom.

"But I don't know if ..."

"FILL. ME."

I pushed his hand away from his shaft, taking it in both of my fists, and pulled him toward the burning need between my thighs. He stopped resisting the instant he pressed against my wet and seething hole, and arched into me with a groan. I met his thrust with my own, pushing my hips off the bed and then pulling him down into a powerful hug, my arms and legs thrown around his body.

"All of it," I gasped, feeling his cock stretch me wide and push far into my depths. "I need all of it in me, every last drop."

The bed shuddered and squeaked under us, the headboard pounding against the wall. I imagined us fucking beside the pool, shameless in our desire, sweating beneath the cloudless sky, our passion on view to any who cared to see. I wanted to be naked with Cooper before the entire world, pulling every eye to witness our union. The curtain shook behind us, blown by the fan's whirring blades.

When I let out a cry, my climax roaring through me, Cooper pressed his hand against my mouth.

"Quiet, darlin'," he panted, hips still pressing against me, "someone will hear ..."

I bit down on the side of his hand, and he let out a yelp. As soon as his hand came away, I screamed, letting my voice echo in the bedroom and, I hoped, out into the courtyard. If we couldn't be seen, I wanted us to be heard; I wanted our passion to shake the air and draw the world's attention.

Cooper pressed his mouth to mine, swallowing the last of my cry, and let out a roar of his own, surrendering to his own pleasure. I felt the white hot sensation of his seed flooding my womb, and the slick quivering tremble of his cock pulsing in my channel. I held him close, legs clinging to his hips and arms pulling him down to me, until he began to soften inside me, completely drained.



The water in the pool was still a little warm from the heat of the day when I snuck down to the courtyard that night. Cooper lay in bed, snoring softly, having filled me twice more before I let him rest; I intended to rouse him once more, at least, before dawn, but he clearly need to recover.

I let my towel fall to the tiles and slid naked into the water. The Taj Mahal was still and silent, with only the dim light above the office door breaking through the shadows. I floated on my back, looking up at the gap of night sky above me, watching a single red light trace an arc beneath the stars.

Somewhere, perhaps, the universe was watching me, marveling at my bold nakedness, drawn to my passion. I threw my arms wide, welcoming its gaze, my skin trembling under the unblinking attention.

Come take a look, I thought, closing my eyes and letting myself drift carelessly on top of the water, come take a look ...
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