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Prologue

The jet from Rome was barely taxiing when Kylie’s phone buzzed once… then again… then a third time, vibrating through her palm with a strangely urgent rhythm.

Drake glanced over. “More Ninth Flame messages?”

Kylie shook her head slowly.

“No… something else.”

The first notification unfolded with a gold seal she didn’t recognize—until she did.

Dear Kylie Bennett,

You have been selected as the Queen of Carnival for this year’s New Orleans Mardi gras celebration.

We formally request your presence.

Kylie blinked. Carnival royalty?

Roman sunlight poured through the cabin windows, but a sweep of cold slid over her bare arms.

Before she could speak, the second message arrived. And this one was stranger.

Ancestral House of Erzulie Freda

You are called.

Upon arrival in the Big Easy, present yourself.

The chills ran down her body.

Drake leaned closer. “Called by who?”

Kylie swallowed. “Erzulie Freda.”

Not a fake tourist version.

Not a ghost story told to college kids.

This was the real invocation — the kind only passed to women who carried the fire for it.

A third message appeared next, this one unmistakably Ninth Flame encrypted black-and-gold:

Your induction is complete. The fire spreads.

Begin where you were summoned. The city will open itself.

Kylie exhaled, heart pounding.

Three messages.

Three worlds calling her at once—Rome’s secret society, New Orleans’ Carnival crown, and the house of a goddess who governs desire itself.

She turned toward Drake, voice tight.

“I think we know where we’re going next.”

He studied her expression — the glow, the tension, the hunger still lingering from her initiation.

“Oh, I know exactly where we’re going,” he said. “But you’re not the same woman leaving Rome as the one who arrived.

Kylie stared at the screen again.

The Ninth Flame.

Queen of Carnival.

Erzulie Freda.

And she understood the truth:

This wasn’t three invitations.

It was one destiny calling her from three directions.


Chapter 1

Two months later, after leaving Rome and having spent the holidays at home, New Orleans greeted Kylie like a hot breath against her throat.

The moment their SUV pulled up to the hotel sitting right on the corner of Bourbon Street and Canal, the city swallowed them whole—music, heat, perfume, frying shrimp, neon, and the kind of wild energy that made a woman’s blood thrum.

Kylie stepped onto the sidewalk first, long dark hair whipping in the warm wind.

Behind her, Mary, Renee, and Aiko climbed out with practiced ease—each reacting to the scene in their own way:

Mary’s eyes were wide as she whispered, “Oh my god… it’s like Vegas had a baby with a jazz band.”

Renee grinned like she’d already picked out three bars she wanted to drag them into.

Aiko stood still for a moment, breathing it in, serene and unbothered by the chaos swirling around her.

Drake handed off the luggage to the bellman and slid an arm around Kylie’s waist.

“Welcome to home for the week, ladies,” he said.

Their penthouse was perched above the crossroads where the Quarter began—Bourbon roaring one direction, Canal flowing the other. Doors opening up to a balcony, offered a view that felt alive, pulsing like a heartbeat.

Kylie stepped onto the balcony, her entourage filing out behind her.

Renee leaned forward over the rail. “Lord… you weren’t kidding, Kylie. This city is on something.”

“It’s on us,” Mary corrected with a wink. “Just wait.”

Aiko gave Kylie a subtle, knowing nod. “You chose well.”

Kylie crossed her arms on the balcony rail, eyes locked on the mob of tourists and locals below.

“It chose me,” she said.

Drake joined her at her side. “Two invites before we even landed. That’s a hell of a welcome.”

Mary chimed in with mock offense. “I’d like the universe to send me a fancy personalized invitation once in a while. I mean—Queen of Carnival? Really?”

Kylie smirked. “You can borrow the crown when I’m done.”

Renee laughed. “She’s lying. She’s never letting that thing out of her sight.”

A street band burst into a brass-heavy rendition of When the Saints Go Marching In, and the entire block erupted.

Kylie let the noise wash over her. The heat. The lights. The pull of the city.

“We meet the krewe tomorrow morning,” she said.

“And tonight?” Renee asked, already grabbing a drink from the minibar.

Kylie turned around, neon light painting fire across her skin.

“Tonight,” she said, “we see what Bourbon Street does when it realizes the Queen has arrived.”

Mary lifted her glass.

Renee cheered.

Aiko simply smiled her quiet, dangerous little smile.

And Kylie?

She looked down at the crowded street one more time.

New Orleans didn’t just welcome her.

It wanted her.

It wanted all of them.

And they were ready to give the city exactly what it asked for.


Chapter 2

They hit Bourbon Street before the sun was even gone.

The city flipped a switch at dusk. One minute warm and busy, the next minute it felt like Mardi Gras rolled in early and forgot to warn anyone. Music came from every direction. People danced in the street. The neon signs were bright enough to see from space.

Kylie stepped into the flow like she belonged there—because right now, she kind of did.

Drake stayed close behind her.

Mary, Renee, and Aiko flanked her like a little entourage without meaning to.

They didn’t make it ten steps before someone pointed.

“That’s her! That’s the Queen!”

Kylie turned her head, surprised but not shocked. The krewe had clearly leaked the news early, and New Orleans loved being “in the know.” A group of women wearing bead necklaces rushed up first.

“Girl, you look even better in person!” one said.

Another one handed Kylie a drink. “Welcome home, baby. You’re our Queen this year. Make us proud.”

Kylie laughed and thanked them, taking a sip.

Strong. Rum forward. Definitely Bourbon Street quality.

They pushed deeper into the crowd, and the attention grew. People calling her name, pulling out phones, asking for pictures. Nobody weird—just excited locals who loved Carnival culture.

They ducked into the first bar they passed, a dark place with a big open-air front and a brass band tearing up the stage. The moment Kylie stepped in, the singer stopped, pointed at her, and said into the mic:

“Well damn, the Queen showed up early!”

The room cheered.

Mary leaned over to Renee. “This is insane.”

Renee nudged her. “You mad you didn’t get elected?”

“Yeah,” Mary joked. “My campaign was strong.”

They grabbed a high-top near the front. A waitress dropped off drinks without asking—Hurricanes, bright red, heavy-handed, and exactly the kind of thing Bourbon Street was known for.

Kylie didn’t even finish half of hers before a guy came up with his girlfriend.

He kept a respectful distance, but the girl had zero hesitation.

“Can we get a picture? You’re gorgeous!”

Kylie smiled. “Sure.”

The girl looped an arm around her waist and pulled in close. A little too close, but friendly. Her boyfriend looked like he was trying to figure out how to breathe.

The girl laughed. “She smells like trouble.”

Drake, behind Kylie, said, “You don’t know the half of it.”

They moved on after that, bouncing from bar to bar. Bourbon Street didn’t slow down. More people recognized Kylie. Some grabbed her hand. A few guys slid an arm around her waist for a photo. One bold woman smacked her on the ass and shouted, “For luck, Queen!”

Mary nearly spit her drink out laughing.

Renee leaned in. “You gonna let her get away with that?”

Kylie shrugged. “She had good form.”

They hit another packed bar—loud music, low lighting. Kylie got separated from them for a second when a crowd shift pulled her toward the bar. A tall guy with a beard braced a hand on the wall beside her to keep from getting shoved into her.

“Sorry,” he said, leaning in close so she could hear. His hand brushed her hip—light but intentional. “Didn’t mean to pin you.”

Kylie didn’t move away. “Your good.”

He looked her up and down. “You’re the Queen, right?”

“That’s what they’re calling me.”

He leaned in, breath warm against her ear. “Well... you're living up to the title.” His eyes dropped to her lips as he moved closer, fingers trailing down her side.

Just as his mouth closed on hers, Kylie caught his hand. Instead of pushing him away, she guided it lower, beneath her dress hem, until his palm cupped smooth, bare heat.

A sharp inhale from him, eyes widening. “That's...” he started, but Kylie just smiled. “The perks of being royalty,” she whispered, thumb stroking his wrist.

Drake reappeared behind her a second later.

The guy raised his hands like “respect” and backed off with a grin.

Kylie laughed under her breath. “Busy street.”

“Yeah,” Drake said. “You’re drawing a crowd.”

The girls regrouped, and they kept going, letting the street carry them until the sky turned deep purple and the city hit full volume.

By the time they made it back to the corner of Bourbon and Canal, they were buzzed, sweaty, and riding a high only New Orleans could deliver.

Kylie stood on the balcony a minute later, looking down at the chaos.

“You good?” Drake asked.

“Better than good,” she said.

“This place fits.”

And it did.

New Orleans wasn’t just excited about her.

It had claimed her as their own.


Chapter 3 

Kylie woke up feeling the Bourbon Street buzz still in her bones. The city didn’t really let you rest, but she didn’t mind. Drake was already up, sitting on the balcony with coffee.

Mary stumbled out next with a only blanket wrapped around her shoulders like she’d been attacked by the cold AC all night.

Renee and Aiko joined them a few minutes later.

Nobody said it out loud, but they were all dragging a little.

Their meeting with the krewe leadership was set for mid-morning. Not early, thankfully.

A knock came at the door right.

Drake opened it.

Three people walked in:

Marcus — tall, late 40s, steady voice, clearly the leader

Selene — sharp-eyed, stylish, the designer

Tobin — younger, organized, quiet but confident

Marcus shook everyone’s hand, looked at Mary in her blanket, but got right to the point.

“We picked Kylie as Queen because she represents what Carnival’s supposed to be about—confidence, presence, freedom. The city already loves her. Last night just confirmed that.”

Kylie leaned back in her chair. “We ran into a few people.”

Marcus smirked. “Yeah, the whole neighborhood knew by sundown.”

Selene pulled out a binder and opened it to the first page. “We’ll keep this simple. You’ll ride the lead float. You’ll make two public stops. And we’d like a short interview the day before the parade.”

Tobin handed Drake an itinerary. “We’ve also arranged security and a driver for the parade night and the blessing ceremony.”

Kylie nodded. She appreciated how prepared they were. It wasn’t chaotic, despite the city’s vibe. These people knew their job.

Marcus glanced at her. “You brought a team with you. That’ll help things run smoother.”

Renee grinned. “We’re basically her unpaid staff.”

Mary corrected her. “Excuse you. I’m her unpaid public relations department.”

Aiko stayed silent, but her faint smile said enough.

Selene flipped to the next page—nothing flashy, just clean sketches. Kylie’s outfit. The real deal.

Feathers, beadwork, strong lines. It fit the theme without looking like a gaudy costume.

Kylie liked the balance: elegant but commanding.

Selene tapped the sketch. “We’ll do your fitting this afternoon. Two hours max.”

“That works,” Kylie said.

Marcus stood. “We’ll send a car for you. And Kylie—just so you’re aware—Erzulie Freda confirmed your appointment for tomorrow at three.”

The room shifted at that.

Marcus finished, “Take today to get used to the city, the outfit, the schedule. Tomorrow the real stuff begins.”

They left the penthouse, leaving behind the binder, the itinerary, and the weight of the role.

Kylie exhaled. “Alright. Fitting next.”

Renee stretched. “Let’s hope they serve drinks.”


Chapter 4 

The krewe’s design studio was only a few blocks off Canal Street, tucked in an old building with wrought-iron balconies. Inside, it smelled like fabric and steam—busy but organized.

Selene greeted them at the door. “Right on time.”

Kylie stepped onto a riser while Mary, Renee, and Aiko grabbed seats nearby. Drake leaned against a wall, taking everything in.

Assistants brought out the pieces one by one.

Feathered collar.

Beaded bra.

Layered hip piece.

Embroidered sash.

Custom-built mask—deep purple and gold with clean lines.

Nothing tacky. Everything precise.

Kylie slipped behind the curtain to change. When she came out, the room went quiet.

Not dramatic quiet.

Just everyone seeing exactly why the krewe picked her.

The outfit fit like it was built straight onto her body.

Strong lines.

Perfect colors.

Made her look like she belonged on top of a float leading a thousand people.

Selene circled her slowly. “I knew it would work, but… yeah. This is it.”

Mary mouthed, Holy sht.*

Renee pulled out her phone. “I’m taking pictures and if anyone complains, I’ll fight them.”

Drake stepped forward, looking her up and down in a steady, slow way that made Kylie’s stomach tighten.

“You’re gonna own that parade,” he said.

Selene adjusted a strap, checked the beadwork, then stepped back. “You’re basically done. We’ll make micro tweaks overnight, but it’s ready.”

Kylie looked at herself in the mirror again.

This wasn’t just a costume.

It was a position.

A spotlight.

A crown made of fabric and feathers instead of gold.

She felt it.

“Alright,” she said. “Let’s do this.”

Selene smiled. “That’s what I was hoping to hear.”

They scheduled the final check, packed everything up, and sent Kylie out with a garment bag as long as her arm.

As they walked back toward the penthouse, the crowd energy of New Orleans swept over them again—music, shouting, drinks in every hand, people already gearing up for Carnival.

Renee bumped Kylie’s arm. “Queen of Carnival looks good on you.”

Kylie didn’t disagree.

Tomorrow was the blessing with Erzulie Freda.

Tonight they’d rest.

And after that…

The real fun began.


Chapter 5 

Kylie didn’t even pretend she wanted a quiet night.

The sun hadn’t fully set when she came out of the bedroom wearing a tight black mini skirt and a crop top that did absolutely nothing to hide how braless she was.

The fabric clung to her like it knew exactly what kind of trouble she planned on finding.

Mary let out a low whistle.

Renee’s eyebrows went up.

Aiko just nodded like she approved of the mission.

Drake didn’t say a word at first.

He just looked her up and down, slow and steady.

“You sure you want to hit Bourbon dressed like that?” he asked.

Kylie grabbed her small purse.

“That’s the whole point.”

"And I'm not leaving until they're dressed in the same—or less," Kylie declared with a wicked grin, eyes already scanning Mary's closet.

Mary laughed but moved to comply, pulling out a sheer black mesh crop top that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.

She shrugged off her day clothes, the movement making her bare breasts sway freely before slipping into the revealing top with its high neckline but completely transparent fabric.

For bottoms, she chose black latex hotpants that barely covered her ass, the material so tight it looked painted on.

Renee wasted no time, stripping down to just her thigh-high fishnet stockings. She slipped on a red vinyl bustier that cinched her waist dramatically while leaving her nipples exposed through peekaboo cutouts.

Her skirt was essentially a wide black leather belt with a few strips of chainmail hanging from it that might cover her pussy if she stood perfectly still—unlikely on Bourbon Street.

Aiko moved with deliberate grace, choosing something that managed to be both elegant and indecent.

She selected a deep purple corset top made of velvet and lace that pushed her breasts up and out, topped with tiny pasties shaped like cherry blossoms.

Her skirt consisted of several layers of sheer chiffon so thin you could see the matching purple thong and garter belt beneath, ending just below the curve of her ass.

The transformation complete, Kylie surveyed her entourage—four women dressed in what barely qualified as clothing, ready to own New Orleans one scandalous outfit at a time.

They stepped out into the warm New Orleans night, and Bourbon Street was already in full swing. Music, shouting, beads flying, bartenders dancing on counters — the usual.

But tonight, the attention hit Kylie and the girls harder and faster than the night before.

They hadn’t made it twenty feet before a group of college-age women shouted, “QUEEN KYLIE!” and rushed over for photos. One of them hugged her like they were old friends and didn’t let go for a good five seconds.

“Those outfits are illegal,” the girl said. “Straight-up illegal.”

Kylie laughed. “Tell the police. I’m off-duty tonight.”

As they kept walking, more people noticed.

Men, women, couples — it didn’t matter. Heads turned everywhere they went.

And Kylie wanted it.

She practically fed on it.

At the first bar they ducked into — a packed hole-in-the-wall with a live band — a guy slid behind her in the doorway, hands lightly at her hips.

“Sorry,” he said, “tight in here.”

She didn’t move his hands.

Didn’t need to.

Mary leaned over to Drake. “She’s in a mood.”

“Yeah,” Drake said, watching her carefully. “I see it.”

Inside, the band was loud and the lights were low. Kylie ordered a drink and barely had time to take a sip before another stranger came up — a woman this time — and asked for a picture.

The woman draped an arm over Kylie’s shoulder, her hand sliding over a bare breast, definitely more than a normal friendly pose.

Kylie didn’t push her off.

If anything, she leaned in a little.

“You running the whole street tonight?” the woman asked.

Kylie smirked. “Something like that.”

Renee stared at her. “Girl, you are dangerous right now.”

They moved on to another bar — this one even more crowded. Drinks sloshing. Neon everywhere. The kind of place where the floor vibrated under your shoes.

Fingers deliberately grazed the curve of Kylie's ass as a woman squeezed past, a whispered "pardon, Queen" ghosting against her ear.

A man pressed behind her in the crush, his hand sliding around her waist to cup her bare stomach, thumb tracing circles on her navel before disappearing.

Another hand snaked between her and the bar, palm pressing flat against her inner thigh just below the hem of her skirt, using the intimate contact to steady themselves in the crowd.

Every touch rolled right through her.

She welcomed all of it.

At one point she turned around and found herself pinned between Drake and the crowd. Someone’s hand was still on her hip, not pulling away, and Kylie didn’t push it off.

She looked over her shoulder at Drake like she was daring him to stop her.

He didn’t.

“You’re enjoying this,” he said quietly, leaning down to her ear.

Kylie didn’t hide it. “Yeah. I am.”

Renee and Mary exchanged looks but kept their distance, giving her space.

Aiko stood nearby, calm and watchful.

The final bar of the night was the rowdiest. Open windows, bodies everywhere, strong drinks, loud music. Kylie moved through the crowd like someone walking into heat on purpose.

She caught the eye of a group of men near the bar—college-aged, confident, already drinking heavily.

With a flick of her chin toward her entourage, Kylie tilted her head back and smirked at Mary, Renee, and Aiko.

Her words were lost in the bass thumping through the floor, but her gesture said everything: Have fun.

Mary laughed and slipped between two of the guys first, letting one hand drift beneath his shirt while another's palm pressed against her lower back.

Within seconds, she was grinding against him, head thrown back as he cupped her breast through the sheer mesh top.

Renee didn't hesitate. She chose the tallest of the group, turning to face away from him as his hands slid around her waist, fingers dipping beneath the chainmail strips that barely covered her.

One hand worked its way up to palm her exposed nipple while the other pressed between her legs from behind, vinyl creaking with each movement. Her back arched as he found his rhythm.

Aiko moved with liquid grace, selecting two men at once. One's hand traced the curve of her ass through the sheer chiffon while the other lifted her chin to kiss her neck.

His fingers disappeared beneath her layers of skirt, and her legs trembled as he touched the heat beneath. Her eyes fluttered closed as both men found their places.

Kylie watched them all for a moment before making her own selection—a dark-haired guy with tattoos crawling up his arms.

She faced him directly, wrapping one leg around his waist as his hands roamed from her ass to the small of her back, then beneath her crop top. His thumbs brushed her bare nipples as she rolled her hips against him.

He worked his cock out discreetly and buried it to the hilt inside her.

The bar continued around them—music blaring, people shouting, drinks spilling. But in their small circle, the women were lost in sensation, bodies moving in sync with their partners.

Mary gasped first, knees nearly buckling as the guy behind her brought her over the edge.

Renee followed moments later, face pressed against her partner's chest as she shuddered.

Aiko came quietly, a soft cry swallowed by the noise.

Kylie lasted longest, holding eye contact with her partner as he worked her with his cock through her skirt.

When she finally climaxed, it was with a sharp intake of breath, fingers digging into his shoulders. He held her until she stopped trembling.

They separated slowly, fixing their clothing as if nothing had happened. The man grinned, exchanging looks before melting back into the crowd.

Kylie caught Drake's eye across the bar—leaning against the wall, watching everything. He didn't look angry. Or surprised. Just... aware.

She licked her lips and gave him a small, satisfied smile. He raised his glass in acknowledgment before turning to order another drink.

The night wasn't over yet.

More photos.

More hands.

More people pulling her close to be part of her moment.

By the time they headed back toward Canal Street, Kylie was flushed, buzzing, and grinning in a way she hadn’t since Rome. The attention hadn’t overwhelmed her.

It fueled her.

When they reached the penthouse elevator, Drake stepped in behind her, hands at her waist, pulling her back against him.

“You ready for tomorrow?” he asked.

Kylie didn’t turn around.

She didn’t need to.

“Oh, I’m ready,” she said. “This city wants me. I can feel it.”

"They can have you tomorrow," Drake murmured against her ear, his grip tightening possessively. "Tonight... you're mine."

The elevator doors hadn't fully closed before Kylie's back was pressed against the cold mirrored wall, Drake's hands gripping her hips like he owned them.

His mouth crashed against hers—hungry, claiming, tasting of rum and Bourbon Street heat. Stolen glances and restrained touches, ignited in that moment.

Kylie's fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, her body arching into his. His hands slid down her back, grabbing her ass hard enough to make her gasp against his mouth.

When he ripped her crop top—fabric tearing with a sound that echoed through the small space—she didn't protest. She wanted it. Needed it.

Drake lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist as he spun to pin her against the opposite wall.

His mouth moved to her neck, teeth grazing her skin as his fingers worked on her miniskirt. It wasn't unfastened; it was torn, denim giving way with a sharp sound that made Mary's breath catch.

Mary stood closest, her hand covering her mouth but not moving to leave.

Renee was frozen mid-step toward her room, Aiko perfectly still but with eyes dark with something like satisfaction.

They didn't retreat. They moved closer—drawn in like moths to flame.

Drake's mouth closed around her nipple as his other hand slid beneath, fingers finding her already slick with need. She bucked against his hand, head thrown back, exposing the pale curve of her throat.

He growled against her breast, his free hand fumbling with his belt buckle. "God, I've missed you like this," he muttered against her skin.

"Then stop missing," Kylie breathed, pushing his jacket off his shoulders.

The elevator dinged at their floor but didn't open. Someone—Mary, maybe—had hit the emergency stop button.

Drake carried Kylie out, kicking the door open wider as he crossed the threshold into the penthouse. He dropped her onto the massive leather sofa with enough force to make it groan under their weight.

Drake stood over her for a heartbeat, his chest rising and falling with ragged breaths as his eyes raked over her exposed body.

He was still fully clothed, while she was bare except for scraps of ruined fabric. The power dynamic shifted.

"Take it off," Kylie commanded, her voice husky with desire.

His shirt was next—buttons flying as he ripped it open. Mary made a soft sound as Drake's torso came into view—lean muscle dusted with dark hair, the Ninth Flame mark stark against his skin.

Drake knelt between Kylie's spread legs, his hands sliding up her thighs as his mouth followed the same path.

His tongue traced patterns on her inner thigh, so close to where she wanted him but not quite there. Her hips lifted off the sofa, silently begging.

"Look at me," he said, voice thick with command.

Her eyes locked with his as his mouth finally found her clit. Kylie's back arched off the leather, a moan tearing from her throat.

His fingers entered her simultaneously, curling inside her as his tongue worked its magic. She came within minutes, body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Before she'd fully recovered, Drake was positioning himself between her legs, freeing his erection from his jeans.

He entered her in one swift movement that stole her breath. They found their rhythm immediately—familiar and yet somehow new, more intense than before.

Mary and Renee had moved to either side of the sofa, close enough that Kylie could feel their body heat, close enough to smell their perfume mingling with the scent of sex.

Aiko stood behind them, arms crossed but with an intensity in her gaze that was almost tactile.

Drake shifted, pulling Kylie's legs over his shoulders as he drove deeper. His thumb circled her clit as he moved inside her, bringing her to the edge again and again.

When she came a second time, it was with a cry that was half his name, half pure ecstasy.

He followed her moments later with a guttural moan, collapsing onto her chest as they both fought to catch their breath.

Sweat slicked their bodies, the scent of sex filling the air alongside the distant sounds of Bourbon Street still pulsing outside their windows.

Kylie ran her fingers through Drake's hair as his breathing slowly evened out. She glanced sideways at her friends—at the desire in their eyes, the slight flush to their cheeks, the way Renee unconsciously wet her lips.

She met Aiko's gaze across the room—a silent understanding passing between them. Tonight hadn't just been about sex between two people.

It had been a performance, an offering, an acknowledgment of the power that now pulsed through all of them.

New Orleans had claimed its Queen, and tonight, she'd made sure they all got to taste the crown.

And tomorrow, after the blessing…

It was only going to get stronger.


Chapter 6 

Kylie didn’t sleep much.

Not from noise, not from drinks — just energy. New Orleans had plugged something straight into her, and the current didn’t fade overnight.

By noon, she was up, showered, and dressed simply: fitted jeans, a black tank, hair pulled back. Drake liked her dressed up and dressed down, but today wasn’t about looks.

Mary, Renee, and Aiko were quiet but alert, like they all knew this wasn’t just another tourist stop. The appointment with Erzulie Freda had a weight to it.

The car picked them up right on time and took them away from the Quarter, deeper into an older neighborhood where the houses had character and the trees were heavy with Spanish moss.

No crowds. No music. Just New Orleans breathing in a slower rhythm.

The driver stopped in front of a pale-pink Creole-style house with a wraparound porch.

No sign. No fanfare.

But it felt… important. The kind of place people respected without being told.

A woman opened the front door before they even knocked.

“Come in,” she said, her accent soft. “She’s expecting you.”

Inside, the house smelled like flowers and something sweet, maybe incense or old perfume. The walls were covered in family photos, artwork, soft colors, nothing spooky or theatrical. Just lived-in and warm.

Erzulie Freda was sitting in a large armchair near the window when Kylie walked in.

Older woman, early seventies maybe, but sharp-eyed. Elegant. Dressed in pale pink with gold accents — effortless, not costume-like.

She looked at Kylie the way someone looks at a painting they’ve already read the story behind.

“So,” Erzulie said, “you finally made it.”

Kylie stepped forward. “Thank you for having me.”

Erzulie smiled. “You were called, not invited. There’s a difference.”

Drake stood behind Kylie, solid and quiet.

Mary, Renee, and Aiko stayed near the wall, giving space.

Erzulie studied Kylie for a long moment.

“You’ve been carrying a lot,” she said. “Rome. The Ninth Flame. The crown they’re putting on your head this week. That’s a lot for one woman.”

Kylie didn’t deny it. “I’m managing.”

Erzulie’s smile widened the tiniest bit. “That’s why you were chosen. Not because you’re perfect. Because you don’t run.”

She motioned for Kylie to sit across from her.

When Kylie did, Erzulie reached over and held her hands — gently but firmly.

“This city reacts to people like you,” she said. “You bring fire with you. You don’t dim yourself to make others comfortable. Women who carry that kind of heat either get crushed by it… or they grow into it.”

Kylie swallowed. “Which one do you think I am?”

Erzulie lifted a brow. “You already know the answer.”

She let go of Kylie’s hands and reached into a drawer, pulling out a small necklace — thin gold chain, simple charm shaped like a teardrop. "This is not magic" she said.

Kylie took the necklace and fastened it around her neck.

"But This, this is the magic," as she stood, gesturing for the others to gather close.

When her palms settled on Kylie's shoulders, then Drake's, then each of the women in turn, a soft chant fell from her lips—words like honey and smoke curling through the sunlit room.

The feeling that washed over them wasn't divine intervention but something older, more primal, like Cupid's arrow tipped with New Orleans heat.

Drake felt his body hum with an indiscriminate lust—for every woman in the room, for strangers on the street, for the city itself—yet the poison of jealousy remained strangely absent.

Where possessiveness should have bloomed, there was only an open door where his desire for Kylie lived alongside his sudden hunger for Mary's laughter, for the curve of Renee's spine, for the mystery in Aiko's eyes.

For the women, it became something sharper, more focused.

Mary's fingers twitched where they hung at her sides, aching to trace the line of Drake's jaw.

Renee shifted on her feet, suddenly aware of how close she stood to him, how easily she could press against his back.

Aiko remained outwardly composed, but her gaze kept dropping to Drake's hands, imagining them on her skin, wondering how they'd compare to his touch on Kylie.

Kylie herself transformed under the current—weightless, unburdened. Where she'd carried the weight of Drake's expectations, even unconsciously, now there was only fire.

No questions of approval or consequence. Just pure, unapologetic lust that made her pulse beat against her skin like a drum.

She could feel the room wanting her—all of them wanting her—and she wanted them right back, wanted the city to feel this through her, wanted hands everywhere at once until she was nothing but sensation.

Erzulie stepped back as if nothing had happened. "Now you're centered," she said simply.

Erzulie leaned back. “You’re going to feel the city watching you. Wanting you. Testing you. New Orleans tests people who walk in with too much light.

If you stay grounded, you’ll be fine. If you lose yourself… well, the city will take whatever you give it.”

Drake’s jaw tightened a little at that, but he didn’t interrupt.

Kylie nodded slowly. “I understand.”

“I think you do,” Erzulie said. “And that’s why I’m not worried.”

She stood, signaling the meeting was ending, and placed her hands lightly on Kylie’s shoulders — steady, warm, confident.

“Go be their Queen,” she said. “And don’t apologize for the fire you carry. The city chose you because you don’t hide from who you are.”

Kylie stood. “Thank you. Really.”

Erzulie smiled again — soft, but with something powerful behind it.

“Carnival starts tomorrow. So enjoy your last calm evening,” she said.

Then paused.

“Because it won’t be calm again.”

They walked out into the afternoon heat, the necklace lay against Kylie’s skin.

Mary broke the silence first. “Okay… that was a lot.”

Renee nodded. “But like, good a lot.”

Aiko simply said, “She saw us clearly.”

Drake slid his arm around Kylie’s waist.

“You good?”

Kylie nodded.

“Yeah. I’m ready.”

And she meant it.


Chapter 7 

The drive back to the penthouse was quiet at first.

Not uncomfortable — just charged.

Erzulie’s blessing still clung to them like heat that hadn’t burned off yet. Nobody talked about it, but it sat between all of them, humming under the surface.

Kylie kept touching the charm at her throat without realizing it.

It felt warm — not magical, just present — like a reminder of the shift that happened in that room.

Mary kept glancing at Drake.

Renee couldn’t stop fidgeting.

Aiko was the calmest, but even she seemed locked inside her own thoughts.

Drake stayed close to Kylie without hovering. His hand brushed her lower back when they stepped into the suite, a small gesture that carried more weight than usual.

“Alright,” Kylie said finally, breaking the tension. “Let’s get our heads straight. Tomorrow’s a long day.”

Mary flopped onto the couch. “No kidding. I feel like I just ran a marathon I don’t remember signing up for.”

Renee dropped her purse. “Same. My heart’s still doing something.”

Aiko said quietly, “Her blessing wasn’t about chaos. It was alignment. But alignment can feel intense when you’re not expecting it.”

They gave themselves a couple hours to reset — showers, water, pacing around, quiet time. The kind of decompression they rarely needed, but today demanded.

By late afternoon, their driver pulled up again to take Kylie to her final fitting and rehearsal.

The krewe’s warehouse was buzzing when they arrived — workers building float pieces, artists painting props, staff sorting beads and banners. The air smelled like sawdust, fabric, and the faint sweetness of king cake.

Selene met them at the door, tablet in hand. “Kylie, you’re up. We’ve adjusted the outfit. Should fit like a glove now.”

Inside the fitting room, Kylie changed into the full ensemble again.

This time, something was different.

She didn’t just look like the Queen of Carnival.

She felt like her.

Stronger.

More centered.

More aware of the eyes she would draw.

Selene circled her. “Perfect. Everything sits right where it should.”

Mary nodded. “Yeah. That’ll stop traffic.”

Renee added, “It already is.”

Aiko said simply, “This suits the woman you will become.”

Drake stepped forward without speaking. He didn’t need to.

Kylie held his gaze for a long second before looking back at her reflection.

“Alright,” she said. “What’s next?”

Tobin waved her over to the float area. “Walk-through. You’ll practice your position, the turns, the wave, the handoffs. Nothing complicated, but the crowd is bigger than most people expect.”

The float was huge — gold, purple, green, layered with feathers and lights. Kylie climbed up the steps and found her spot at the front, elevated just enough to see above the crowd.

Tobin watched her stance. “Good posture. Strong lines. You’re natural.”

Renee yelled from below, “She was born to stand on a moving platform and look important!”

Kylie rolled her eyes but didn’t deny it.

As she rehearsed the route, she could already imagine the noise, the bodies, the energy pressing in from all sides.

Erzulie’s words returned to her clearly:

“The city will want you. It will watch you. It will test you.”

She believed it now.

When rehearsal wrapped, the krewe team gathered around.

Marcus said, “Tomorrow night is yours. The city follows your lead. Don’t overthink it.”

Kylie nodded. “I won’t.”

Selene touched her arm. “And remember — Carnival loves confidence. The people want to feel it from you.”

On the ride back to the penthouse, the sun was dipping low, casting everything in warm gold. Kylie traced the charm at her neck again.

Mary finally asked, “So… how you feeling about tomorrow?”

Kylie looked out the window at the city that had already claimed her.

“Ready,” she said.

“More than ready.”

Drake took her hand.

Renee leaned forward from the back seat. “What about tonight?”

Kylie considered it.

Tonight was their last quiet moment before the city swallowed them again.

“We rest,” she said.

Though deep down, she already felt the city pulling at her.

And she knew tomorrow… there wouldn’t be rest at all.


Chapter 8 

Parade day moved fast.

Too fast.

The city woke up differently — louder, brighter, tuned higher like someone turned the dial on all of New Orleans at once.

From the penthouse balcony, Kylie could see crews setting up barricades, vendors rolling out carts, police redirecting traffic, and locals already lining the street with chairs and coolers like they were settling in for a long storm.

Mary brought her a coffee. “It’s gonna be insane out there.”

Kylie nodded. “Good. It’s supposed to be.”

Renee came out wearing sunglasses she definitely didn’t need indoors. “Just want everyone to know I’m emotionally hungover.”

Aiko was quiet but steady. “The city’s energy is rising. It will peak tonight.”

Drake stepped beside Kylie, studying the street below. “Once we leave for the venue, you’re basically ‘on’ until it’s over.”

“I know.”

“And after last night, and yesterday with Erzulie… just check in with yourself.”

Kylie tapped the necklace against her chest. “I’m good.”

They spent the early afternoon laying low.

No distractions.

Just food, water, quiet, and small conversations that never touched what happened in Erzulie’s house but couldn’t quite avoid the shift it caused.

Everyone felt it.

Nobody said it.

Around five-thirty, the krewe’s car pulled up downstairs.

“Showtime,” Mary said, grabbing her bag.

Renee clapped her hands once. “Let’s go crown our girl.”

Aiko tightened her ponytail. “The float won’t wait.”

Kylie grabbed her garment bag and took one last look at the balcony, the chaos brewing in the streets below. The air vibrated — not metaphorically. She felt it against her skin.

The krewe building was already buzzing when they arrived.

Costumes.

Makeup teams.

Photographers.

Float drivers.

Volunteers sorting beads and throws.

Selene rushed Kylie toward the dressing area. “You’re right on time. Let’s get you ready.”

The outfit was laid out like a ceremony: feathers, beads, satin, gold. Kylie stepped into it piece by piece, the team adjusting every strap, smoothing every line, making sure everything stayed exactly where it needed to during the parade.

Mary, watching, shook her head. “This is wild. You look unreal.”

Renee let out a slow whistle. “If the city wasn’t already obsessed with you, tonight will do it.”

Aiko studied Kylie with calm focus. “You carry it well.”

Drake stepped closer, his voice low.

“You’re going to stop this city in its tracks.”

Kylie didn’t blush.

Didn’t shy away.

“I plan to.”

The makeup team descended on Kylie next — bold strokes, sharp lines, and shimmer that caught the light like scattered jewels.

They sculpted her features with deft precision, creating a look that would translate perfectly to photographs while maintaining the raw intensity of her gaze.

The artists worked around her in practiced choreography, their hands never hesitating as they transformed her face into the perfect Carnival mask of makeup and shadow.

While Kylie underwent her transformation, Selene's team was already working their magic on her entourage.

For Drake, they'd designed a sleek black velvet jacket trimmed with gold embroidery that mirrored the Ninth Flame patterns on his skin, worn open over a fitted deep purple shirt that made his eyes seem darker, more intense.

Black leather trousers hugged his frame, custom-tailored to suggest both elegance and danger.

Mary had been transformed into a vision in emerald and gold.

A strapless bodice of sequined emerald green hugged her curves, cinching her waist dramatically before flaring into layers of tulle that stopped midthigh, revealing legs sheathed in sheer stockings with garters that peeked deliberately with every movement.

Golden bracelets circled her wrists, drawing attention to the intricate henna designs Selene's team had painted on her hands.

Renee had been poured into something liquid and crimson — a vinyl corset dress that left her shoulders bare and featured strategic cutouts along her sides, revealing flashes of skin as she moved.

Fishnet stockings disappeared beneath crimson thigh-high boots with dangerous heels, completing a look that was both fierce and undeniably sensual.

Aiko stood apart from them all, dressed in deep amethyst silk that moved like water with every shift of her body.

The dress featured an asymmetrical design — one shoulder bare, the other adorned with delicate purple orchids.

The skirt fell to just above her knee but featured a daring slit that revealed glimpses of her legs with each step, and the back plunged almost to her waist.

Around her neck, Selene had placed an elaborate collar of gold chains and amethyst stones that framed her face perfectly.

When Kylie finally stood, they formed a tableau of Carnival royalty — the Queen and her court, each embodying the festival's spirit of abandon and celebration, each carrying a spark of the fire New Orleans had ignited within them.

Then came the mask.

Selene set it gently in Kylie’s hands.

“Ready for the crown?”

Kylie held it, feeling the weight. “Yeah.”

She slid it on.

And that was it — the switch.

Not the whole Ninth Flame blaze.

Not the Bourbon Street chaos.

Just a quiet click inside her.

Queen mode.

Selene stepped back. “Perfect. Kylie… this is your night.”

They led her toward the float staging area.

The sun was lowering.

The crowds were swelling.

The music from the streets was already echoing through the warehouse walls.

Just beyond the float staging area, they'd set up a media zone—a chaotic arrangement of cameras, microphones, and reporters from local TV stations, national magazines, and streaming platforms.

Kylie spotted a CNN crew alongside a reporter from New Orleans' Times-Picayune, and several influencers with ring lights already positioned.

"Five minutes!" someone shouted. "Kylie Bennett to the main platform!"

Selene adjusted Kylie's collar. "They want the sound bites before you're unreachable. Be yourself—confident but approachable."

Kylie nodded as Drake stepped closer, his presence a silent anchor amid the flashing lights. Mary, Renee, and Aiko arranged themselves just behind her—forming a protective semicircle that somehow made her look both approachable and untouchable.

The first reporter, a woman with perfect teeth and a microphone covered in gold tape, launched right in. "Kylie! How does it feel to be not just Queen of Carnival but also the face of New Orleans celebration on a national stage this year?"

Kylie leaned into the microphone, her voice steady despite the cacophony. "New Orleans chose me. This city has its own spirit, and I'm just here to channel it tonight."

The next question came from a magazine reporter with purple hair. "We've heard whispers about your connection to some of the city's... more esoteric traditions. Any comment on your meeting with Erzulie Freda?"

Kylie's fingers brushed the charm at her throat. "Erzulie Freda embodies passion and authenticity—values that New Orleans represents to me. That's all I'll say about private meetings."

An internet influencer stepped forward, phone held vertically. "Our followers want to know—how do you handle all the attention? You were quite the sensation on Bourbon Street these past few nights."

Kylie glanced at her entourage, a genuine smile touching her lips. "I don't handle it alone. These women—Mary, Renee, Aiko—and Drake—they're my foundation. When people recognize me, they're recognizing all of us."

Then came the more personal questions, starting with a bold entertainment reporter.

"You've turned heads with your confidence, your style, your... presence. How do you balance being a public figure with such a... liberated personal life?"

Kylie didn't flinch. "I've never believed in separating the public from the private self. Authenticity matters to me—in how I dress, how I move, how I connect with people. New Orleans appreciates that honesty."

A final question came from a younger journalist with a nervous energy. "There are rumors about your... unique connections with people you meet during Carnival. How do you respond to those whispers?"

Kylie laughed—a real, throaty sound that made several reporters straighten their posture.

"New Orleans has always been a place where connections happen—where strangers become friends, and sometimes more. I'm just participating in that tradition like so many others have before me."

As the questions wound down, Drake stepped forward, placing a hand on Kylie's lower back in a gesture both possessive and supportive.

"Time to move to the float," he murmured against her ear.

Kylie turned back to the reporters one last time, her eyes bright beneath the mask.

"Tonight belongs to all of us," she said, gesturing to her entourage. "And tomorrow, the city will still be talking."

As they walked away, Kylie could hear snippets of the reporters talking among themselves:

"Did you see how she never got flustered?"

"The way she handled those personal questions...."

"Her entourage seems completely in sync with her."

Kylie straightened her shoulders as they approached the float.

Marcus met them near the loading ramp.

“Alright, Queen. Once we take you out there, you’re visible. Cameras, crowds, the whole thing. Keep your posture strong, wave naturally, and let the city feel you. Don’t overthink.”

Kylie nodded once. “Got it.”

“Your entourage rides in the support float right behind yours. You won’t be alone.”

Mary squeezed her arm.

Renee gave a thumbs-up.

Aiko bowed her head slightly, more formal than usual.

Drake stepped in front of her, hands on her waist, grounding her for a moment. “You ready?”

Kylie looked him dead in the eyes.

“I’ve never been more ready for anything.”

The float engines rumbled to life.

The huge warehouse doors began to roll upward, letting in a flood of sound — cheering, whistling, music, the roar of a city that had been waiting all day.

Kylie stepped into position.

Lights hit the feathers on her back.

Beads glimmered.

Her mask caught the last of the sun.

And when the float rolled forward, out into the open…

The crowd’s reaction hit like a wave.

A real one.

Loud.

Immediate.

Hungry for her.

Exactly like Erzulie warned.

And exactly what Kylie was ready for.

As the float rolled into the neon-drenched streets, Erzulie's incantation bloomed through their veins like moon-kissed magnolia petals unfurling in humid darkness.

The spell coiled around Renee's fingers, Mary's palms, and Aiko's breath until their bodies became vessels for its ancient hunger.

Renee's hands traced the velvet lapels of Drake's jacket, thumbs brushing against his collarbone like ritual offerings.

Mary's fingers found their way to the embroidered patterns across his chest, nails grazing the fabric as if seeking to peel back the layers between skin and spell.

Aiko stood closest, her knuckles grazing the sensitive skin just below his navel, each touch sending tremors through him that had nothing to do with the rumbling float beneath them.

The enchantment transformed Drake into a walking lodestone for every wild, drunken woman along the parade route.

Their eyes tracked him like wolves tracking moonlight, their hands reaching as if by instinct, their lips parting to whisper invitations carried on Bourbon Street steam.

Yet Kylie, She stood as the epicenter of the spell's power, a living conduit channeling every gaze, every carnal thought, every unspoken desire from the teeming crowd

Their collective lust wrapped around her like second skin, each hungry glance a thread in the tapestry she wore, each dirty thought a bead on the necklace of power she claimed.

The street became an altar of desire, with Kylie as its high priestess, her body absorbing the city's sin and transforming it into something sacred.


Chapter 9   

Gold and purple rolled thru the streets catching the dying light, Kylie perched at its prow like a goddess born of Bourbon Street smoke and river delta heat.

The crowd's roar wasn't just sound; it was a physical force pressing against her skin, warm and hungry as hands that wanted to touch but couldn't reach.

Erzulie's spell ignited through Kylie's veins as the float rolled deeper into the Quarter.

She felt every gaze as a caress, every whispered desire as nails scraping deliciously along her spine.

Her mask—deep purple and gold—hid the transformation of her eyes, now burning with a light that wasn't hers alone but belonged to the city itself.

Behind her, on the support float, the magic worked with different purpose.

Renee had straddled Drake's lap on a velvet bench, her crimson vinyl dress hitched to her waist as she rode him slowly, deliberately.

Each bounce sent his cock deeper, her wetness soaking through his leather trousers.

Mary knelt beside them, tongue tracing patterns along Drake's jaw while her hands disappeared beneath his jacket, fingers tweaking his nipples through the thin purple shirt.

Aiko pressed against Drake's back, her amethyst silk dress bunched to her hips as she ground against him, one hand snaking around to stroke Mary's throat while the other found Renee's clit, circling it in time with the parade's brass band beat.

Drake's hands roamed wherever they wanted—cupping Renee's breasts, sliding down Aiko's spine, burying themselves in Mary's hair.

The Ninth Flame mark on his skin seemed to pulse with each touch, each gasp, each muffled cry swallowed by parade noise.

He was their king, their altar, their willing sacrifice as the women claimed their pleasure.

On her throne float, Kylie became something else entirely. The spell had rewritten her boundaries, dissolving fabric between skin and desire.

Her beaded bra fell away unnoticed, then the hip piece, until she stood in only feathered shoulder pieces and a thong that was more suggestion than coverage.

The crowd didn't gasp—didn't recoil. They leaned in closer, hands reaching, mouths open as if they could taste the power radiating from her bare skin.

Kylie's fingers drifted to her nipples, rolling them between thumb and forefinger as she locked eyes with a woman in the crowd whose mouth fell open in silent worship.

She traced the curve of her own hip, slid her hand down between her legs where the crowd could see her fingers disappear beneath silk, reemerging slick with her own essence.

A man in the front row fell to his knees as if struck, his hands reaching toward her float while his wife beside him licked her lips and mouthed "yes, goddess, yes."

She felt their collective arousal as her own—the heat of a thousand bodies pressing close, the scent of their sweat and perfume mingling with the river's humidity.

Each bead thrown from her float carried her scent, each caught hand received a jolt of her energy.

When she turned to face her entourage's float, she saw what they'd become—a tableau of tangled limbs and gasping mouths—and her power doubled at the sight.

Drake met her gaze across the space between floats, his face contorted in pleasure as three women claimed his body.

Kylie's fingers returned to her clit, working herself in time to his thrusts into Renee, to Mary's teeth scraping his neck, to Aiko's hand stroking his balls.

She came with a cry that no one heard over the brass bands but that everyone felt—a ripple of desire spreading through the crowd like heat lightning.

The parade route became a river of carnal worship. Women pulled up their shirts at Kylie's approach, men adjusting their swollen desire as she passed.

A few children were shielded by parents who couldn't look away from their queen.

Kylie stood taller, arching her back as if presenting herself to the entire city as an offering, an altar, a vessel for whatever New Orleans wanted to pour into her.

Behind her, the tempo increased. Renee came with a shudder against Drake's chest, Mary's fingers finding their way between Drake and Renee to stroke his shaft as he pulled out, coating her hand before guiding him into Aiko from behind.

The women's moans harmonized, their movements choreographed by the spell that Erzulie had woven, now amplified by Kylie's power.

As the float turned toward Canal Street, Kylie made her final offering. She stood, feet planted wide on her throne platform, and removed the last scrap of silk between her legs.

The crowd surged forward as one, their roar changing from adoration to desperate need.

Kylie's hands found her breasts again, pinching her nipples hard as her gaze swept over them—not seeing individuals but feeling the city's lust as a single entity wanting to be consumed by her, needing to worship at her altar.

Her eyes found Drake again. He'd claimed a new partner, his cock buried inside Aiko, his hands buried between Renee and Mary's legs.

The spell had spread beyond the four of them, and women in the crowd were pairing off, stroking each other's bodies and grinding against one another as if compelled by Kylie's own desire.

It was too much—too intense. It was a city drowning in her power, a sea of faces and hands and mouths crying out for their goddess.

She couldn't hold it. Couldn't contain it. As the float turned the corner onto Canal, Kylie climaxed for the second time, her cry echoing above the parade.

The city felt it like an earthquake, the streets themselves trembling under their feet.

Canal Street was pandemonium.

People packed the sidewalks and spilled into the street, barely contained by barricades, some even climbing on parked cars to get a better view.

The noise was overwhelming, the energy surging through the air like an electric current.

Kylie had expected it, but seeing the sheer size of the crowd still sent a jolt through her. The city wasn't just watching — it was a living, breathing, screaming thing waiting to be fed.

She wasn't afraid.

This was what she'd been called here to do.

Marcus appeared next to the float.

"Ready, Queen?"

Kylie looked out over the chaos and grinned.

"I'm so ready."

The first block went perfectly.

The float rolled deeper into Canal Street like a conquering ship sailing into hostile waters, though tonight there was no hostility—only pure, unadulterated worship.

Kylie's float glided to a stop, the crowd a living sea of heat and hunger beneath her. Where the first stop had bordered on violent, this one felt different—focused, purposeful.

No children here; just adults flushed with alcohol and desire, pressed together in the pulsating rhythm of New Orleans after dark.

She descended without hesitation, stepping directly into the waiting mass.

The moment her feet touched pavement, hands found her—dozens of them, belonging to strangers whose faces blurred into a tapestry of need.

Fingers traced the curve of her hips, palms flattened against her stomach, someone's grip tightened possessively on her thigh as if claiming a piece of their goddess.

A woman's nails scraped deliciously along her spine while another's mouth closed over her nipple through the feathered adornments.

Behind her, a man pressed close enough for her to feel his erection against her ass, his hands sliding down to cup her bare cheeks.

Then fingers found their way between her legs—not one pair, but multiple—disappearing into her slick heat as she stood immobilized by sensation.

Her mask slipped, revealing eyes burning with city magic as the crowd's collective desire flooded her senses.

A woman kneeling before her pressed fingers deep inside Kylie while a man behind her worked two more fingers into her matching the rhythm.

Someone's thumb circled her clit as mouths kissed her thighs, her stomach, her shoulders.

Kylie's back arched, head falling against someone's shoulder as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. The parade continued moving around them—a river of music and light—but in this circle, time had stopped.

As the float began to pull away, she climaxed against twenty hands at once, a guttural cry swallowed by the crowd's roar while strangers' fingers pumped inside her, drawing out her orgasm until her legs trembled and collapsed into waiting arms.

The krewe members pulled her back onto the moving platform, but the connection didn't break.

Even from her throne, she could feel their touch—phantom sensations that kept her hovering on the edge of another release as the float rolled on toward Canal Street's climax.

As the parade continued its route eventually looping back toward the warehouse, the intensity reached its crescendo.

Drake's climax came from two directions, his shout of pleasure swallowed by Mary's wetness, her cries muffled against Renee's shoulder.


Chapter  10

The warehouse hummed with afterglow energy when Kylie stepped off her float—feathers trailing, beads still clinging to her skin like dew. Marcus met her first, his expression somewhere between exhausted and ecstatic.

"That was... something else," he said, shaking his head slowly. "We've had queens before. We've had spectacles.

But tonight—" He paused, searching for words. "Tonight the city felt alive in a way I haven't seen since Hurricane Katrina.

People were talking about it from Canal Street to St. Claude before we even turned the corner."

Selene appeared beside them, clipboard in hand but eyes locked on Kylie's exposed skin where the costume had shifted during the parade.

"The crowd's reaction metrics are off the charts," she said, not bothering to look at her notes.

"Social media exploded fifteen minutes in. Local news stations are calling it 'the most electrifying Carnival procession in a decade.'"

Kylie ran fingers through her hair, dislodging a few stray glitter particles. "I did what you asked. I rode the float, waved, made two stops."

Tobin approached with tablet in hand, swiping through photos. "You didn't just wave. You conducted an entire symphony of desire through this city.

Look." He turned the screen toward her. A photo captured her mid-cry on Canal Street, body arched, crowd beneath her like a worshipful sea.

"This isn't Carnival photography. This is Renaissance goddess portraiture."

Mary stepped forward, adjusting her emerald bodice. "She's always been like this. Just took the right city to unleash it."

Renee leaned against Drake, who was still buttoning his velvet jacket. "Unleashed is one word for it."

Aiko's voice cut through softly. "The spell magnified what was already there."

Kylie met each of their eyes, feeling Erzulie's necklace warm against her throat. "So I did okay?"

Marcus laughed—a real, booming laugh that made some of the crew stop working to listen. "Okay? Kid, you just rewrote what it means to be Queen. You didn't just lead the parade—you became it."

Selene tapped her pen against clipboard thoughtfully. "The krewe wants to know if you'd like to keep the costumes. All of them."

Renee perked up immediately. "Keep them? Like... permanently?"

"We've never done that before," Tobin admitted. "But after tonight..." He gestured toward Kylie's exposed hip where purple body paint had mixed with sweat. "Some things shouldn't be contained to one night."

Drake's hand found Kylie's lower back possessively. "What do you think?"

Kylie looked from her own discarded costume pieces to her friends' transformed appearances—Mary still radiating emerald power, Renee glowing crimson defiance, Aiko wrapped in amethyst mystery.

"These outfits feel like they were always ours," she said slowly. "Like we just had to travel to New Orleans to remember them."

Selene nodded as if this confirmed something she'd suspected all along. "The krewe had a feeling you'd say that. They've already boxed up everything including backup pieces and accessories."

Mary clapped her hands together. "So does this mean..."

Kylie grinned slowly, the same dangerous smile that had driven Canal Street wild half an hour earlier.

"It means Bourbon Street hasn't seen the last of its Queen tonight."

The warehouse energy shifted—crew members pausing their cleanup to watch, the air thickening with possibility.

"You're going out like that?" Marcus asked, but his voice held no judgment—only fascination.

Renee answered for them all, slipping her thigh-high boots back on with practiced ease. "Bourbon Street hasn't earned the right to see us dressed down yet."

As they moved to retrieve their boxed treasures, Kylie caught Drake's eye.

New Orleans had claimed them as royalty tonight.

But the city didn't understand that its new rulers were just getting warmed up.


Chapter  11

Back out on Bourbon Street, dressed not for modesty but for worship, Kylie moved through the crowd with the swagger of a queen returning to her kingdom.

The Carnival costume clung to her like a second skin—feathered collar still intact, but the beaded bra and hip pieces were gone, replaced by sweat and streetlights.

Only the feathered shoulder pieces and a silk thong remained, leaving most of her body bare to the city's hungry eyes.

The crowd parted like the Red Sea, creating a human channel through which Kylie and her entourage passed. The air thickened with the scent of spilled liquor, desire, and the electric charge of recognition.

"That's her! The Queen!"

"Girl, did you see Canal Street? You owned it!"

Men approached with cameras raised but froze midway, intimidated by the sheer power radiating from her. They stood at respectful distances, phones trembling in hands that dared not reach out.

Women weren't so restrained. "Goddess, can I touch you?" one asked, fingers already extending toward Kylie's stomach.

Kylie caught her hand before it made contact, bringing it to her lips instead. "Not tonight, baby. The city's had its taste. This night belongs to me now."

News crews swarmed like insects, microphone booms descending from above. A reporter with perfect hair and too-bright teeth shoved a camera in Kylie's face.

"Kylie! You've been dubbed the Queen who stopped Carnival—how does that feel?"

Kylie's smile was slow, dangerous. "I didn't stop anything. I just reminded the city what it means to be alive."

"But the reports—the nudity, the public displays—are you concerned about the message you're sending?"

"The only message," Kylie said, pausing to let a drunk stumble between them, "is that New Orleans still knows how to properly own its desire."

"What about your Ninth Flame connections in Rome? Is this their doing?"

Kylie laughed, a throaty sound that made the crowd surge closer. "Honey, Rome gave me the spark. New Orleans is teaching me how to burn."

Behind her, Mary and Renee formed a living barrier around Drake.

Each time a woman's hand reached for him—nails extending, lips parting—they intercepted like royal guards, stepping between him and would-be interlopers with fierce glares and sharp movements.

"He's spoken for," Renee snarled at one particularly persistent blonde who tried sliding her hand under Drake's velvet jacket.

"Find your own king," Mary added, positioning herself between Drake and a group of college women who were circling like sharks.

Drake watched Kylie's interview with a smirk, enjoying the protection while his eyes never left her exposed back as she moved through the crowd.

A reporter from a national network shoved past locals to get close. "Your entourage seems particularly protective—are they concerned about the attention you're receiving?"

"They're not protective," Kylie said without turning around. "They're claiming their territory. New Orleans respects ownership."

"Ownership? You speak like you rule this city."

Kylie stopped walking and turned to face the reporter fully, her bare breasts gleaming under streetlights. The crowd fell silent around them.

"Listen," she said softly, voice carrying through the sudden quiet, "I don't speak like I rule this city. I speak like I know what it feels like when a thousand strangers worship at your feet. There's a difference."

The reporter blinked, microphone wavering.

"Any final words for our viewers across America?"

Kylie leaned closer to the camera, lips brushing the microphone as if sharing a secret.

"New Orleans is real. Desire is real. And Carnival," she said, "has always been about finding out what happens when you stop pretending those two things don't control you."

As she pulled away, her fingers grazed Erzulie's necklace at her throat—a silent acknowledgment that tonight's power came from somewhere deeper than just a pretty face on a float.

The reporter swallowed hard. "Thank you, Kylie."

"Call me Queen," she corrected, turning away without another glance as the crowd swallowed them whole again.

Mary and Renee's attention wavered for only a heartbeat—a momentary lapse as news crews jostled for position—but that was all the city needed.

When they turned back, Drake was gone.

He hadn't moved far—pressed against the brick wall of a bar whose neon sign painted his face in shifting reds and blues—but he was trapped nonetheless. Not by force, but by the hungry certainty of youth.

Two college girls, barely legal and drunk on Carnival magic, had claimed him.

One knelt before him, crimson lipstick smeared at the corners of her mouth as she worked his length down her throat.

Her movements were sloppy but enthusiastic, each gag reflex failure drawing a grunt from Drake that the crowd couldn't hear but Kylie felt vibrate through the soles of her bare feet.

The second girl lip locked with him, had his fingers buried inside her—pumping as she arched against his hand, her own fist wrapped around his shaft where it emerged from the other girl's mouth.

Mary's eyes narrowed as she took in the scene—the girls' flushed faces, the way Drake's knuckles strained against the kneeling girl's scalp, the slick sounds of pleasure swallowed by street noise.

Renee's voice cut through like shattered glass.

"He's not a parade prize to be passed around."

The girl stroking him didn't stop. Didn't even flinch.

She just smirked up at Drake, thumb pressing harder against his tip.

"He tastes like Carnival," she said, voice raspy from alcohol and desire. "We're just collecting our beads."

Drake's head fell back against the brick, eyes locked on Kylie across the space—a silent challenge in his gaze as the two girls continued their worship.

Aiko materialized beside Drake with the eerie efficiency of a surgical nurse, her fingers wrapping around his bicep with the precision of someone used to wrangling wayward deities.

"Alright, Carnival," she announced to the universe at large, voice smooth as aged whiskey and twice as intoxicating, "exhibit's closed for now."

The two college girls blinked up at her as if she'd just descended from the heavens to confiscate their party favors.

"But—" protested the kneeling one, lipstick now adorning Drake's abdomen like abstract art.

Aiko didn't break her stride, hauling Drake away with the unhurried determination of a mother cat dragging a particularly stubborn kitten by its scruff.

"The buffet's still open later," she tossed over her shoulder, amethyst silk fluttering like battle banners. "But the Queen gets the first taste, and you two just got yourselves bumped to the kids' table."

Drake stumbled along behind her, his trousers still unfastened and evidence of the recent festivities on full display, grinning like a man who'd just been saved by divine intervention—while simultaneously plotting his next rebellion.

The night spiraled into a living gallery of public sin—Bourbon Street becoming their playground, each block another exhibition of what happened when gods walked among mortals.

Drake found himself cornered again, against the brick of a jazz club, three women surrounding him with the hunger of wolves who'd finally caught their prey.

One worked his cock with skilled hands while another straddled his thigh, grinding against his leather trousers until her wetness soaked through the fabric.

The third pressed her breasts against his mouth, nipples hard as bullets against his tongue as his hands disappeared under her skirt, fingers curling inside her slick heat.

Meanwhile, Kylie had become a moving altar on which the city offered its worship.

A man with tattoo sleeves and whiskey breath pressed her against a wrought-iron balcony, his cock finding home between her thighs as his hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave fingerprint bruises.

Behind her, another man positioned himself at her other entrance and slid into her ass—both moving in perfect rhythm that made her cry out against the iron bars.

Below them, a woman knelt with tongue extended to catch the juices dripping down her thighs.

Mary and Renee had become a matched set of dangerous delights, drawing crowds wherever they paused.

In one doorway, Mary had a stranger's head buried between her legs, his beard rough against her clit as Renee fingered her from behind, whispering dirty promises about what would happen when they returned to their room.

Across the street, they'd switched roles—Mary riding a man on a bench while Renee straddled his face, their hands exploring each other's breasts as strangers filmed the spectacle with glowing phone screens.

Aiko remained the enigmatic conductor of this symphony of sin.

She moved through the chaos untouched until she chose her moment. Slipping between two muscular men, dropping to her knees to worship both alternately with a skill that left them shaking.

Before standing and guiding one inside her while bare wet pussy while the other entered from behind.

The three moved together like a single entity, Aiko's head thrown back in ecstasy as the crowd chanted her name like a prayer.

By two a.m., their bodies glistened with sweat and the remnants of strangers' kisses.

They'd become vessels for the city's collective lust, each orgasm absorbed and redistributed until the magic pulsed between them like electricity.

Kylie's thighs bore handprints from dozens of admirers, Drake's neck and shoulders showed multiple dark hickeys that marked him as territory claimed, and the girls' lipstick was smeared across not just their own mouths but those of countless strangers.

As they stumbled back toward the penthouse—legs shaky, bodies still humming with residual pleasure—they left behind a Bourbon Street transformed.

Bare skin was slapping against polished floors as they stumbled from the elevator, Carnival costumes already shed like second skins they no longer needed.

The penthouse door slammed open with Kylie's boot heel, the scent of Bourbon Street—rum, sweat, and sex—following them inside like a ghost lover.

No words passed between them as bodies converged on each other, bodies tangled in passion.

The city roared up to meet them—thousands still celebrating below, their drunken cheers becoming the bass line to what was about to unfold.

They get up, hands fumbling with locks that finally gave way under their collective need.

The iron railing bit into Kylie's back as Drake slammed her against it, his mouth claiming hers before her breath could catch.

His cock found her entrance already slick with desire from countless strangers' touches, burying to the hilt in one punishing thrust that made her scream against his lips.

Beside them, Mary had Renee pinned to the glass partition, fingers curling inside her while Renee's teeth marked her shoulders like claiming territory.

Their bodies slid together with the desperation of animals caught in wildfire, sweat-slicked breasts mashing as hips rolled in primal rhythm.

Aiko became the eye of their storm—standing naked before the city, legs planted wide as she worked her clit with practiced fingers while watching them all through heavy-lidded eyes.

The neon signs below painted her skin in shifting colors as if New Orleans itself were trying to touch her.

The city watched from every window, from every balcony, from street corners where strangers still called their names.

Their lust became tangible—a heat radiating outward so powerful that even from four stories up, they could feel the crowd's energy responding, growing hungrier with each thrust, each gasp, each muffled cry swallowed by the night.

Kylie came first with a raw scream that shattered glass, her legs wrapping around Drake's waist as he emptied himself inside her with guttural satisfaction.

Mary followed moments later against the glass, her juices slicking Renee's fingers as both women shuddered together in climax.

Aiko held back until the last possible moment—standing proudly before the city as her orgasm built like a tidal wave, only letting it break when Drake's mouth closed over her clit, his fingers buried deep inside her.

Her cry carried over Bourbon Street, causing momentary silence below before the cheering redoubled.

As their bodies untangled—limbs trembling, skin glowing under the moon—they faced the city as one unit: exhausted, satisfied, and completely owned by the very city they'd just claimed in return.

The crowd below had witnessed their final offering to New Orleans—a sacrifice of flesh and ecstasy that would be whispered about until next Carnival called them home again.

The usual chaos had been elevated to something mythic, something divine.

They hadn't just participated in Carnival tonight; they had become its living, breathing heart—gods and goddesses who had walked among mortals and left them permanently changed by the experience.


Chapter 12

Morning came to the penthouse like a reluctant intruder, filtering through the heavy curtains as they packed what remained of their New Orleans transformation.

The carnival costumes, once symbols of their reign, now folded into garment bags—silk memories of nights when they'd become something more than themselves.

Each zip of a suitcase sealed away a chapter, but not its echo.

Two black SUVs waited at the curb when they descended just after noon, their dark exteriors reflecting a city still humming from the night before.

Hotel staff loaded trunks with reverence, as if handling royal artifacts.

Kylie paused on the sidewalk, fingers tracing the feathered collar that still felt like a crown against her skin, before Drake guided her into the back seat where Mary, Renee, and Aiko already waited.

The private jet hummed at Louis Armstrong Airport, its engines purring promises of escape and return. Barely had they reached cruising altitude when Renee's phone chimed—her mother's face filling the screen before the call connected.

"Well," Renee's mother said, her irish accent thick as swamp mud on a summer day, "we saw our little Bourbon Street royalty on the national news this morning."

Her eyes twinkled knowingly as they shifted past Renee to Drake's profile visible in the background. "And that handsome security detail of yours—good heavens, baby. Does he come with a warning label?"

Renee rolled her eyes but grinned. "He's got one already, Mom. Property of the Queen."

"Shame," her mother sighed dramatically. "I was hoping to get some authentic Southern hospitality if y'all ever brought this carnival tour back home."

She winked at Drake directly through the screen. "I never forget a face that looks that good while protecting people from... well, themselves."

Before Drake could respond, Kylie's phone vibrated—her parents' familiar faces appearing as her mother accepted the call without preamble.

"We saw everything on the morning shows," Kylie's mother said, not bothering with hello.

They sat together on their sunlit porch back home—her father scrolling through what looked like screenshots on his tablet while sipping coffee.

"The mayor even gave a statement about 'unprecedented cultural impact.'"

"They're calling you the Ninth Flame of New Orleans now," her father added, looking up from his device with something like pride in his eyes. "Not bad for a girl who used to be afraid of public speaking."

Aiko's phone buzzed then, her mother's elegant script lighting up the screen with a message she read aloud for the group:

"What you began in New Orleans isn't just a parade—it's a movement reshaping how society views sacred desire. The world will remember this as the moment authentic longing was no longer treated as something to hide but as something to honor."

When they landed at sunset, and made their way to the penthouse, their home awaited them like a sanctuary after exile.

The air here smelled different—clean, familiar—but carried an undertow of possibility they'd left with New Orleans.

No one spoke as they moved through the house, shedding clothes with the practiced ease of returning soldiers laying down armor.

The infinity pool stretched toward the horizon like liquid silver, its surface broken only by the soft ripples of their entry.

Five lawn chairs waited on the deck like thrones of peace, and they sank into them one by one—bodies exhausted but souls electric, wrapped in towels against the evening breeze.

Mary sipped champagne from a flute someone had brought out, condensation tracing paths down the glass. "I never want to wear real clothes again."

Renee laughed softly. "My mom's probably already planning a welcome home party where she tries to seduce Drake while my dad pretends not to notice."

Aiko's smile was barely visible in the twilight. "She's right, you know. About what this was changing."

Drake's arm wrapped around Kylie's shoulders where they sat together, his thumb tracing lazy circles on her damp skin.

The lights of distant towers twinkled across the valley below as stars began appearing one by one above them.

"I keep waiting for the comedown," Kylie said quietly, her voice barely disturbing the peace. "For the spell to break and things to go back to how they were."

Mary shook her head. "That ship sailed the first night in New York, honey. Then it sank off the coast of Louisiana."

No one added anything more.

They sat there as darkness deepened around them—the five of them against the edge of everything, watching stars multiply like they'd carried some home from New Orleans,.

They were finally at rest with not knowing what came next and, for once in their wild lives, they were perfectly okay with that uncertainty.
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% Author’s Note

Thank you for diving into another chapter of Kylie's wild, globe-spanning journey.
This series is fueled by the same things that drive Kylie herself—passion, adventure,
and the thrill of pushing boundaries.

And truly, hearing from readers is one of the best parts of writing these books.

If you enjoyed this story, have a favorite moment, or just want to say hi, I'd love to
hear from you.
Your messages help shape future destinations, future twists, and the next round of

chaos Kylie is destined to unleash.

8 Email me anytime: acekncd@gmail.com

Every month | pick random readers who email me to receive fun freebies—
« bonus Kylie scenes

« early teasers for upcoming books

+ behind-the-scenes info

« and occasionally... a surprise no one sees coming.

(Consider it Kylie’s version of a thank-you wink)

M Follow my author page for new releases:

https://www.amazon.com/author/ace-kincaid »

Thank you for reading, for supporting indie authors, and for being part of Kylie's ever-
growing world.

The journey only gets wilder from here.

— Ace Kincaid
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