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The party was in full swing at 2 a.m.

The cops had been by twice in uniform, once at 10 to ask the partiers to turn the music down. 

Roger agreed. He owned the place. In his sneakers, jeans and a Cincinnati Reds jersey, he crossed the room. He turned the volume lower as he watched the older officer’s face. When the man’s eyes went soft, he stopped. “That’s good?”

The officer nodded. “Yep, that ought’a do it.” Then he touched his fingers to the brim of his duty cap. “You folks have an enjoyable evening now.” He turned to the younger officer’s back. “You ready? Dave?” 

But Dave was busy. He and Julie were talking quietly. 

She shifted her leather sandals just enough to turn her tight pink shorts slightly to face Dave. 

The muscles in her legs tensed, moved gently beneath her smooth, tanned skin. 

Beneath her cut-off white peasant blouse, the lower few inches of her abdomen were already taut. But it still tensed a bit as she smiled and reached up to her forehead. She pinched a strand of hair between her thumb and index finger, moved it behind her ear. It fell back in place.

She canted her head slightly, assumed the age-old pose that indicated interest, feigned or otherwise.

The older officer had seen it all before. He shook his head and laughed, then tapped his partner on the shoulder.

Dave looked around, his eyebrows arched. “Hmm?”

“You ready to go, hotshot? There’s still an hour left on the shift.” He laughed again. “About enough time for the paperwork. Well, if we had any to do.”

Roger grinned, his brown mop of hair bopping to the music. Over the sound, he said, “Be careful what you wish for, man.” He’d known the older officer for awhile.

The second time it was only Dave. He tapped on the door more timidly than before, hoping he’d be welcome without the job.

Julie rushed to open it. She smiled. “Why Officer Dave, what brings you ‘round again?”

And Dave just laughed. By way of explanation, he hefted the bag he was carrying. “Hey Roger—Roger, right? You got a room where I can change?”

But Julie stepped in front of him. She ran one timid finger down his chest. She looked him in the eyes and whispered, “Babe, it don’t matter how you’re dressed.” She took a step back, then gestured with that finger toward his hip. Maybe. “Besides, I’m interested in seeing your big ol’ gun.” As she had practiced many times, she called color to her face and grinned. “I mean— well, you know what I mean.”

Roger said, “Jules, everybody knows what you mean.” He glanced at Dave. “But time for all that later. C’mon, Dave. I’ll show you.”

As Dave crossed the room, Roger grinned. “You might even escape with your morals intact. You cops got morals, right?” He gestured toward Julie with his chin. Quietly, he said, “But not if that one has her way.” He laughed.

He and Officer Dave went up the stairs. 

Julie watched.

“Hey Jules.” It was Herman. In baggy grey trousers, black oxfords, a black belt and white shirt, he was doing some approximation of a dance with Ray and Melanie. Odd man out, as usual. He grinned with crooked teeth. “C’mon in, the music’s fine.”

Julie grinned and shrugged. “I guess,” she said, and wiggled her way across the floor to stop in front of Ray. Bermuda shorts, sneakers and a t-shirt weren’t as dorky as trousers and heavy shoes. “Hey Mel, let’s switch,” she said, just as if she knew Mel wouldn’t mind. She started dancing, syncing to Ray’s rhythm.

Melanie adjusted to the space, began moving with Herman the Dork. 

She didn’t care. She just liked to dance. Her new jeans caressed every move of her hips. 

Crystal stayed to one side, near the stairs. She’d catch Roger again on his way down.

* * *
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Upstairs, Roger tapped on the first door with his fingernail and glanced at Dave. “This is the bathroom,” he said.

“Yes?” somebody said. A female voice. 

Roger and Dave went on down the hall. 

Roger stopped and grabbed the next door knob. 

Behind them in the hall, the bathroom door opened. Jill came out. “All clear,” she said. “Oh, it’s only you.”

Roger grinned. “Thanks. Ray’s still downstairs.”

As Jill turned away, Roger looked at Dave. “You can change in here.” He turned the door knob, pushed the door open. “This is the guest bedr—” 

At the bottom of the bed, sneakered feet protruded from the legs of a pair of jeans. The owner lay face down but he was balanced on his elbows. His upper arms disappeared into a red and yellow striped t-shirt. That was George.

A pair of sandals lay just inside the room as if kicked off in a hurry. 

To either side of George was a bare knee, a shin, a foot, all moving rhythmically. Higher were a pair of arms outstretched to either side, the fingers curled into fists and knotted in the comforter.

Then both feet raised a bit, held and slammed down as she pushed hard against the comforter. 

“Ohhh!” she said, and meant it.

And beneath George, protruding on either side just above the bottom of his shirt, was the pushed-up, gathered hem of a blue skirt. 

Ah, that was Temperance, as if Roger hadn’t recognized the drawn-out, “Oh!” The blue skirt rocked with the same rhythm.

George kept going, focused on the task, even after she had gripped the comforter. Even after she had slammed her feet against the bed. Even after he was momentarily elevated.

Whew! You go, George! Then Roger remembered he was standing in the doorway. “Oh, sorry.” 

But the couple didn’t seem to notice.

Still gripping the door knob, though more tightly than before, he backed away. He bumped into someone and looked around. Oh yes, Dave. “Sorry.”

“That’s okay.” Dave grinned. “Hey, this is quite a party. I don’t think they even knew we were there.” 

Roger arched his eyebrows. “Well, would you?”

Dave laughed. “I hope not. So you got another room?”

Roger gestured toward the next door. “Just mine.” He grinned. “I think everyone’s accounted for. You can change in here, and there’s a lock.” He glanced down at the 9mm Glock on Dave’s hip. “Not that you need it.”

Dave laughed. “You have no idea.” He went into the room, set the bag on the bed and closed the door. He didn’t bother with the lock. Maybe he’d get lucky.

Roger turned and went back to the stairs. 

He just caught sight of Jill where she’d stopped on the fourth step from the bottom. He shook his head and watched. 

She double-checked her waistband, tugged her tank top a little this way and a little that.

He let his gaze caress her narrow shoulders. 

She raised her left hand, allowing it to slip gently along the bannister as she continued her descent. 

Beneath that blue tank top her breasts were perfect. He’d been glancing at her chest all evening. Below her tight, trim waist, her Daisy Dukes swayed from side to side. And her feet were bare, trim ankles flexing with each descending step. 

He grinned. Barefoot, pregnant and in
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