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JAI’S HAND DIDN’T DO the trick anymore.  

It came as no surprise—he’d been using the damn thing for as long as he could remember.  At home, he had all kinds of substitutes: everything from studded sleeves to a fake ass.  It was a lot to hide when his parents came to visit. 

Good of his mother to dogsit while he was off on one of his business jaunts, but there was a reason he’d bought a toy box with a solid padlock. His mother had to be the nosiest person on the planet, and the thought of her presence in his home always sent a shiver down his spine.

Adjusting his laptop bag on his shoulder, Jai inched forward in line. It seemed like half the industry was checking into this hotel all at once. The guy in front of him was wearing ocean-cool cologne, and the scent filled Jai with a warmth he forced himself to resist. 

He always got antsy after the hurry-up-and-wait of air travel, the web of “random” security checks his brown body always seemed to get caught in.  If he wasn’t so sure his baggage would get rummaged through forty times along the way, he might even bring a toy or two along for the ride.  Damned if he didn’t need release at the end of the day.  

That’s why he’d stopped at a little fruit market en route.  

Jai never left home without a plan.

“Bienvenue chez l'Hôtel des Reines.”  

The pretty Asian girl behind the desk smiled expectantly, which made Jai more nervous than it should have.  Realistically, he could have responded in French, but he’d visited Montreal enough to realize most hospitality workers spoke English too.

“I booked a room online. The name’s Jaipala Balasubramanium.”

He fully expected this, girl whose gold nametag read Yuja, to stare blankly at him for about ten seconds, and then ask, “Spell that for me?”  

She didn’t.  

Pronouncing each syllable back to herself, she typed his name into her computer and nodded.  “We had to switch you from a double queen to a king room. Hope that’s okay.”

Switch rooms?  Was that okay?  Before Jai’s brain could fully mull over the question, his mouth was asking, “Does it have a microwave?”

“I’m sorry,” Yuja said. “It doesn’t.  Do you need one?”

“Definitely!” 

The urgency in his answer just slipped out.  Jai didn’t even know where it came from.  He was usually so patient with blips like this, and he knew from experience you caught more flies with honey.  Now he got the wide-eyed reaction he’d expected when he’d given his name, but he felt like crap for speaking to the girl so bluntly.

“I’m sorry... Yuja.  That’s a nice name, by the way.”  Jai’s face felt hot, though the girl’s demeanour hadn’t changed, except that the tip of her tongue now protruded from the corner of her mouth.  

She was probably biting her tongue to keep from answering back.  He’d have deserved it, whatever she had in mind to say.  

“Sorry,” Jai said.  “I just... I need a room with a microwave.  Is there another one available?”

Her attention shifted to the computer, and she gazed intently at the screen while she tapped at the keyboard.  She shook her head without looking up at him.  “I’m sorry.”

“Nothing?”  Jai held the paper bag from the market tight in his hand, resting the fruit against his side.  

Yuja shook her head.

What could he say now?  Why was it so important? What kind of a reprobate was he?  

He leaned across the desk, although its marble expanse kept him far from the girl on the other side.  “Listen, I really need a microwave in my room.  I know it doesn’t seem like a big deal, but it is.  It’s...”  In the moment, it seemed like a brilliant manoeuvre: “It’s a medical thing! I need to heat up my... medication!”

He didn’t intend to meet the girl’s gaze straight on, but when he did he saw concern in her eyes.  That broke his heart a little bit.  

“Well,” she said.  “I’m sure there’s some way we can accommodate you. Maybe the kitchen staff could heat it up, and I could get a porter to bring it to your room.  Would that work?”

“I... don’t... think so...”  

Would it?  Jai tried to envision the look on this girl’s face when he rolled a cantaloupe across her desk.  No, that was crazy.  She’d know exactly what he planned to do with it.  Wouldn’t she?  Did girls know about stuff like that?  Did they realize guys could take any ordinary household object and make it fuckable? 

“It’s the least I can offer you, Mr. Balasubramanium.”  His name tumbled from her lips easy as Smith or Wong or Gagnon, and that put him uncommonly at ease.  “If it’s a medical issue, we’ll make whatever accommodations are necessary.”

Her business jargon only increased the distance between them.  He pulled her closer by saying, “Please, call me Jai.”  

Was that too forward?  He didn’t want to give the impression he was coming on to her or anything.  He just wanted to get his melon microwaved.

A hint of a smile broke across Yuja’s pink lips.  “If you leave your medication with me, I’ll make sure...”

“It’s handled discretely?” Jai interrupted.  

Maybe if he asked her to keep it in the bag...maybe that wouldn’t be so bad?  She’d never know for sure what was in there.

Yuja raised a brow, and then seemed to catch herself.  Lowering it quickly, she bit her lip and gazed at her computer screen.  “Of course, discretion... of course...”

Jai’s heart thumped against his ribs. His cock threw itself at his fly like it was begging for escape.  

How could he deny himself the pleasure he’d looked forward to throughout the “routine” searches and airport screenings?  The woman beside him on the plane spent the whole trip shooting him suspicious looks, those glances that asked, “Why are you really here?” and “What have you got hiding under that suit? Is your shoe really a bomb?”  

All he could do to soothe his building irritation was close his eyes and imagine how good it would feel when he checked into his hotel and stuck a melon in the microwave.

“Please...”  Jai’s voice retreated to a whisper as he passed the paper bag, folded over and over and over at the top, across the marble expanse of Yuja’s desk.  “...don’t open the bag, okay?  It’s just... really personal... medication.”

“Of course.”  

When Yuja’s tiny fingers grasped the paper bag, every muscle in Jai’s body tensed.  He clung to the sack, feeling suddenly sheepish and perverted.  He was being ridiculous, wasn’t he, insisting like this?  

Swallowing hard, Jai pulled back on the bag.  “On second thought, don’t worry about it.”

“It’s no trouble at all,” Yuja insisted.  “Really. It’s not a problem.”  

She tugged on the paper bag so hard Jai got scared it might tear.  He let go without warning.  Poor Yuja stumbled back, clinging to the bag that looked like it contained a bowling ball.  

Jai could see the headlines now: Hotel worker falls on her keister, drops sack, cantaloupe goes rolling, everybody points and laughs. 

After that most public of disgraces, he’d lose his job, his parents would disown him, his own dog would shun him, and ultimately he would end up living over a heating grate and begging for quarters. 

Luckily, that’s not what happened.  Yuja recovered her footing like a gymnast and offered a beseeching smile.  “Wow—heavy.”

Jai traced his finger across the veins of the marble desk. “Yeah... heavy...”

She didn’t ask, and he didn’t say anything more about the bag, except how long to heat it and to please, please not look inside.  

For some reason, he trusted this girl.  If he didn’t, he’d never have handed over the cantaloupe. She just seemed so... professional.

Forty-seven minutes later, Jai was pacing the industrial carpet in his hotel room.  

It shouldn’t take this long.  Why was it taking so long?  

Maybe they’d microwaved it for too many minutes.  

Maybe his melon had exploded!

A knock at the door sent Jai hurdling across the expanse, his heart thudding like crazy as he grabbed the door handle.  He kept telling his hand to open it, open up, especially when the knocking continued, but the muscles in his arm froze up.  

“Mr. Balasubramanium?  Jai?  Its Yuja from the front desk.”

Now his arm sprang to life, tearing the door wide open like it had a mind of its own.  

Jai nearly jumped out of his socks when he caught sight of the cantaloupe huddled inside a white hotel towel in Yuja’s arms.  He nearly passed out when he realized she wasn’t alone. There was another girl with her, a white girl with hair so red it looked like she’d dyed it with beet juice.  

They both wore hotel uniforms: navy skirts that rested just below their knees, matching jackets, white blouses and silky red neck scarves.

“You... you... you opened the bag!” Jai stumbled backward, catching himself on the fake  mahogany writing desk.

The redhead caught the door before it could slam shut, and Yuja waltzed right in.  “I know I said I wouldn’t...”  She held the melon flush to her belly. “...but the kitchen staff wouldn’t microwave something without knowing what it was.  I assured you discretion, and I kept my word, Mr. Balasubramanium.”

“Jai...” he said off-handedly.

“So I told the kitchen I’d do it myself on my dinner break.  They said that was okay as long as I made sure it wasn’t, like...”  Yuja looked down at the towel ball, like she was ashamed by what she was saying.  “...like, a bomb or whatever.”

Real original. Just like the airports!

The straight-faced redhead stepped inside the room, letting the door close softly behind her. 

In his hazy bafflement, Jai asked, “Who are you?”  He shook his head, ashamed to have asked such a forward question.  “I’m sorry, that was rude.  But seriously, who are you?”  

“Nikola,” the girl said, shrugging one shoulder and tilting her head.

“Okay...”  

Jai looked to Yuja, who’d perched herself against the bathroom door, but it seemed to take a moment before she realized his focus had shifted to her.

“Oh, sorry,” Yuja said.  “Nikola and I take our breaks together. She didn’t want me coming up to a man’s room all by myself... carrying a melon...”

The redhead cracked a smile, which quickly bled into hysterical laugher.  When she’d calmed down she said, “Sorry—Dirty Dancing...”

This was a nightmare: Jai ready and waiting in a hotel room, his cantaloupe ready and waiting in the arms of a hotel worker, and these two girls staring at him like he was... like he was what?  He glanced back and forth between the pair, trying to decipher those matching gazes.  

Judgemental?  

No.  

Apprehensive?  

No.  

Curious?  

Maybe... 

Whatever the look, Jai wanted to get rid of them and get down to business while his melon was still warm.  

“Thank you both.”  He pulled out his wallet and handed them tips, which they glowered at.  “I appreciate everything.  Really.”

Yuja didn’t hand over the melon, and Nikola seemed to be inching toward the bed.  

“Do you mind if we sit?” Nikola asked.  Her accent was powerfully Quebecois, twangy and obtuse.  “My feet are killing me.”

“Yeah, same here.”  Yuja climbed clumsily onto the king-size bed, clutching the swaddled melon to her breast. “Oh, that’s better.”

The girls looked up at him expectantly.  What did they want, a live sex show?  Who did they think he was?

“So... thanks,” he repeated, inching toward the door.  “You can just leave the... towel... on the bed.”

Still, they didn’t budge.  

“Oh,” Yuja finally said, perking up noticeably.  “We thought this might help.”  

Unravelling the towel, she revealed their work.  Obviously, they knew exactly what a microwaved cantaloupe was used for, because they’d gone ahead and cut a hole in it for him—perfect size, by the looks of it.  

But that was the least of his embarrassment.  

All around the hole, they’d spread lipstick—the same dark red shade Nikola was wearing—and they’d drawn a button nose with two little dots for nostrils, plus eyes with huge curly lashes.

Nikola’s grin seemed almost canine.  “Looks good, hein?”

Jai collapsed into the bulky chair by the window and let his head fall helplessly back.  Luckily, he’d closed the curtains first thing.  

“I’ve never been so embarrassed in my life!”  

His heart seemed to have fallen out of his chest and rolled under that big bed.  He couldn’t feel anything anymore.  This was unreal, like a hellish dream.

Yuja crawled across the bed on two knees and one hand—the other was clutching the cantaloupe to her chest.

Suddenly, Yuja squealed, “Oh!”  Jumping off the king, she said, “This melon is hot!  Don’t burn yourself.”

Nikola’s dark eyes gleamed as Yuja extended the melon to him, face-first.  He looked down at its titillating expression and felt his erection pummel his pants. When he didn’t take the thing from Yuja, she set it between his knees and smiled proudly.

“She’s ready for you,” Nikola said.  “Just look at those lips.  She’d be licking them if she had a tongue.”

Jai just wanted to crawl under a rock and die, but his cock was insistent.

“She needs a name,” Yuja suggested, resting against the corner of the bed.  “How about...” She paused, cocking her head and lifting an eyebrow.  “Melonhead?”

Jai laughed despite himself.  The warmth emanating from the cantaloupe was crawling up his legs now, relaxing his muscles.  He looked back and forth between the girls.  “Is there any way I’m going to get a little privacy for this?”

They shook their heads in unison.

“You... what, you want to watch me?”

Both heads nodded in the affirmative.

It seemed... bizarre.  Why would any woman want to see something so lewd?  So unusual?  So perverse?  

But, hell, who was he to judge?  He was about to fuck a cantaloupe.

Abandoning every ounce of pride, Jai scooped the melon up with one hand.  With the other hand, he unzipped, unbuttoned, unbuckled.  Before letting his bottoms tumble to the floor, he looked to the girls on the bed.  “You’re not going to get me arrested after this, I hope.”

Nikola tilted her beet-red head.  “Arrested?”

“Saying I subjected you to this strange, lascivious torment?”

They both chuckled like Jai was the crazy one.

Yuja said, “Go on, before your melon gets cold.” 

Jai sighed, knowing what a stupid idea this was, but dropping his pants anyway. His cock sprang up, solid and aching, aiming itself at the melon’s lipsticked mouth. “This is nuts.”

“Those are nuts.”  Yuja pointed while Nikola crawled toward her to get a better look.

Jai tried to ignore their gleaming eyes.  “Oh!  Baby oil. It’s in the bathroom.”  

He tried to waddle in that direction, but, with his pants around his ankles, he didn’t get anywhere fast.

“I’ll find it,” Yuja offered, running to grab it and handing it off to him with that same eager smile plastered across her face.  

Jai thanked her and squirted the clear lube around that warm melon hole.  

This had to be a dream.  None of it could really be happening, so what difference did it make what he did?  

“You ready?” he asked the girls.

They squealed, clapping their hands like children at a magic show.  This wasn’t at all how Jai had envisioned his evening playing out, but it was still better than getting interrogated at the airport.

Wrapped in its hotel towel, the melon looked like a woman fresh from the shower, her wet hair bundled in a heap on her head.  This was the first time Jai had ever looked down at a cantaloupe and seen a woman’s face.  The image was jarring, but no more so than being stared at by two female observers.  

Strange, how differently this whole scene would have played out had they been hot young guys.  Jai could only dream...

Squinting until the face became a blur, Jai guided his erection to the cantaloupe mouth.  The moment his sensitive cockhead met that warm, wet flesh, his hard-on was there in full-force.  A moan escaped his lips, tortured, longing... 

God, he’d been waiting so long for this moment.  

Shutting his eyes completely, Jai gripped Melonhead with both hands and eased his cock slowly inside.  Fuck, that hole was tight, tight, tight.  Tight like a virgin ass, yet far more yielding.  The orange flesh made way for his dick as he gave a few slow thrusts inside that beautiful warmth.  

It was perfect—not too hot, not too cold. Like Goldilocks’ breakfast, this melon was just right.

Jai issued a couple more shallow shoves before plunging his dick in deep.  

“Oh, fuck...”  

Nothing in the world could compare to the sensation of warm, squishy seeds and gooey innards in sticky fruit flesh.  His cock strained damn hard, and his thighs along with it.  He couldn’t do this standing.  

Turning toward the chair, Jai rested his knees against the edge of the seat cushion.  He gripped Melonhead with both hands.  This position relieved the tension in his legs.  If he thought he was hard before, well, this cantaloupe was in for the surprise of its life.  

He rammed its mouth hole, driving his dick straight in, burying it to the root in warm, gushy wetness.  Damn, he’d looked forward to this.  So much so that he didn’t even care if two strange girls were watching him every step of the way.  

Tossing his tie over his shoulder—he hadn’t taken the time to remove his shirt, undershirt, or suit jacket—he glimpsed the girls on the bed.  Jai’s breath caught in his throat when he realized Nikola was hovering close behind Yuja.  

Very close.  

So close her clothed breasts must have been pressing against Yuja’s clothed back.

Jai gulped, turning his attention back to his melon.  Its eyes seemed to grow wider as his erection surged inside of it.  

If that poor cantaloupe had been a real person, it would be gagging by now. A human could only deepthroat a dick for so long before choking.  Maybe a melon was better all around.  Certainly Jai had never been the type to pick up some stranger in each new city.  How awkward would it be to watch a stranger suck his cock?  No, melons were better.  Melons didn’t judge.

Slurp, shlerp, squelch. 

The cantaloupe was getting vocal now, making all kinds of wet, slobbering noises.  Jai loved this part. The fact that Melonhead could generate these rude, crude, sucking sounds around his fat dick made it almost seem real.  

And then there were other sounds, too: 
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