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Les Trois Frères

Jenny was already a little tipsy when she walked into Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s House of Voodoo, well into her second hurricane in a plastic cup. She had been wandering aimlessly through the French Quarter, pushing through crowds and trying not to step in anything too disgusting, and the dimly lit windows and half open door of the little alley shop had looked like a haven from the chaos of New Orleans the weekend before Mardi Gras.

Incense and spice aromas battled for dominance in the tiny space, which was packed with hangers of bright fabrics, shelves of jars and bottles, all manner of carved and molded statues tucked into dark corners. It seemed to be part shop, part museum, and all disorder; she almost regretted coming inside, the way it made her head spin.

A black statue of a goat-headed, fat-bellied demon squatted by a low glass counter, the horns on its head stacked with bright plastic bracelets, its arms draped in garish Mardi Gras beads. It held a bowl below its round stomach that was filled with pennies, nickels, and dimes; a piece of white cardstock was propped against the bowl, with the words “Leave me a gift and rub my tummy” scrawled on it in felt tip pen. Jenny rummaged around in her purse for a coin when she heard a voice say, “Be careful who you pay, mad’moiselle - they may just render their services!”

Jenny looked up and saw that an old woman was coming through the beaded curtain behind the counter. She was short and thin, gray hair coiled into braids at her neck and her head wrapped in a blue and green paisley scarf. She wore a loose purple robe with long sleeves that covered her hands. A smile crossed her wrinkled, russet face which was somehow both welcoming and intimidating.

“But the sign says – “

The old woman shook her head and laughed. “I cannot be held accountable for what any of the signs in here say or don’t say,” she said. “All manner of spirits make contracts for my space, I don’t meddle with how they use it.”

Jenny took her hand out of her purse and looked warily at the statue. She would not have been at all surprised if it had winked at her, or bent one of its crooked fingers to beckon her closer. With a shudder she walked over to a wall draped in fabric items - colorful scarves, flowing skirts, woven shawls.

“What brings a pretty girl like you to my dusty old shop?” the woman asked. “It’s Mardi Gras, you should be out on the streets dancing and catching beads, not pawing around my sad little magic store.”

What indeed? This was supposed to be part of an extravagant honeymoon trip - a few days in New Orleans, then a cruise ship to Belize and Mexico for two weeks, before flying back to the wintery New York weather - but when Jenny had caught Tom in flagrante delicto with her maid of honor just a few weeks before the wedding, the only part of the excursion that couldn’t be canceled on such short notice had been the stay in New Orleans. After spending the last month canceling caterers, returning dresses, and plotting all manner of horrific tortures to inflict upon Tom and Becka, Jenny had decided that she would take the New Orleans trip herself as a reward for her forbearance and a chance to get rip-roaring drunk. What she hadn’t predicted how much the teeming streets of the French Quarter would make her want to hide.

“Just trying to catch my breath from the crowds,” said Jenny. She pulled a little black dress down from the wall and held it against herself; there was an antique mirror in the corner, its glass hazed and wavy with age, and she started toward it.

“Oh no no no, mad’moiselle, not that mirror!” Madame Diseur-de-Vérité shouted. “I told Ti Jean to cover that thing up. Please, come here to me, I’ll get you a mirror that’s nice and safe.”

Jenny stepped toward the counter, giving a nervous backward glance at the apparently cursed mirror in its gilded frame.The House of Voodoo was either a deadly collection of supernatural traps, or the old woman had a good act going for the tourists. Either way, Jenny liked the dress, and found Madame Diseur-de-Vérité charming. She set the dress on the counter and peered through the dusty glass at the tangle of rings, necklaces, stones, and charms inside the cabinet.

“Let me see your hand, mad’moiselle,” Madame Diseur-de-Vérité said when she returned from behind the beaded curtain with an oval mirror almost as tall as she was. “No, no, the right one,” she said when Jenny extended her left hand. The old woman leaned the mirror against the cabinet and took Jenny’s hand in her own; though bent and wrinkled, her fingers were surprisingly soft and dexterous, tickling a little as they danced across Jenny’s palm.

“Oh, mad’moiselle, I’m so sorry,” she said, folding Jenny’s fingers into a loose fist. “I’ve seen enough.” She caressed Jenny’s knuckles and looked up at her with pitying eyes.

Jenny pulled her hand back and clutched it to her chest. For the last month she had felt nothing but anger, sometimes blinding rage, at Tom and Becka and the shambles they had created, but suddenly she felt a great wave of grief and sorrow. It was all she could do to keep from bursting into tears and fleeing into the night.

“But I have a thing for you,” the woman said, bending down to rifle through the trinkets under the glass counter. “Three things, in fact.”

She produced an ornately carved wooden box about eight inches long and four wide -- green vines and tendrils snaked around the lid, with brightly painted flowers of yellow and red circling the box in a complex, interlocking pattern. The woman turned the box so it opened toward Jenny and lifted the lid to reveal three little dolls, not much bigger than Jenny’s thumbs, nestled in crimson velvet crepe. The dolls were nearly identical – broad-shouldered, narrow-hipped men with piercing eyes and stern jaws – except for their colors: alabaster white, sky blue, and obsidian black.

“Les Trois Frères,” the woman said. “Matin, Midi, Minuit,” she named each with a tap of her finger to its temple. “They are for luck and love, of course.”

Jenny reached toward the blue one in the middle, then pulled back – so many things in the store seemed somehow hazardous. But the woman nodded and she picked up the little effigy, feeling its rounded edges and smooth surface; it might be incredibly old, she realized, worn by hundreds of fingers over decades, even centuries. She set it carefully back in its bed between its brothers.

“They’re lovely,” said Jenny. “What do you do, poke them with needles?”

Madame Diseur-de-Vérité gasped and snatched the box away protectively. “Oh goodness no! These are not that kind of doll; these dolls must be cared for quite gently.” She held out one hand toward Jenny, palm up. “Give me your hand; no, the left one this time.”

Jenny placed her left hand on the woman’s upturned palm, expecting to feel the soft, gentle fingers again, then let out a shriek when she felt a jabbing pain in the tip of her ring finger. She tried to pull her hand back but Madame Diseur-de-Vérité held her tightly, surprisingly strongly, and positioned the finger that she had poked with a needle that must have been tucked up one of those voluminous sleeves over the dolls. A single drop of blood fell onto the forehead of each doll.

The woman released Jenny’s hand and she immediately stuck her injured finger in her mouth, tasting the coppery blood. She watched as the woman gently rubbed the drops of blood into the dolls – the stoney material seemed to absorb it like cotton – muttered some words that Jenny didn’t understand, and snapped the lid shut.

“Terminé,” the woman said with a sparkle in her eye.

“What did you do?” Jenny asked around the finger in her mouth.

“They need to be activated,” she said as she placed the box on a piece of purple crepe paper on the counter and gathered it into a bundle with a length of golden ribbon. “Like when you buy a cell phone, non? It will not work without being announced on the network – and neither will the three brothers until introduced to the magic in your own veins.”

“How do they work? What do they do?”

“They work as they work, they do what they do. You’ll discover it all soon enough.” The old woman winked and reached for the black dress, searching for its price tag.

“And how much do they cost?” Jenny asked, suddenly wary of being tricked into an extravagant purchase. She was using the refund from the cruise for most of her expenses this week – it had been mostly Tom and his parents’ money, and she felt that was the least they owed her – but the little figures looked so old and valuable.

Madame Diseur-de-Vérité shook her head and punched the price of the dress into a surprisingly modern-looking cash register in the corner behind the counter. “For the dress,” she said, “I will take your money, but you have already earned Les Trois Frères.”


Matin

Jenny woke with much less of a hangover than she had expected. After leaving Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s shop last night she had made her way back via side streets and alleys to avoid the crowds, her package of dress and dolls clutched protectively to her chest. The hurricanes felt heavy in her stomach, so she bought a glass of white wine at the hotel bar and sat for a moment, watching all of the couples wandering in and out of the lobby, laughing and touching lovingly in the warm New Orleans night. The wave of grief that she had felt when Madame Diseur-de-Vérité took her hand threatened to return, and she fled to her room as soon as the single glass was empty.

She opened the heavy curtains and looked out the window. The hotel was on Decatur Street, and she could look over the low roofs of the French Quarter toward Bourbon Street and see the garbage trucks making their way through the narrow streets, hosing the detritus of last night’s debauchery off the cobblestones. Her stomach turned a little – she wasn’t sure if it was the effect of the hurricanes and wine, the thought of what the sanitation crews were cleaning up down below, or just hunger.

Deciding that hunger was more easily solved than the other two problems, Jenny prepared to leave for breakfast. She took a quick shower, put her hair up in a loose ponytail, and selected a white summer dress from the rack by the door. The locals were wearing hoodies and jackets – she even spied a puffy coat or two out the window – but there was still ice and snow back home in New York, so the temperatures in the sixties felt close enough to summer for her. She decided that for her first New Orleans breakfast she would skip the hotel buffet and make her way to Jackson Square and the Cafe du Monde for beignets and chicory coffee.

Before leaving her room she picked up the box with the three little dolls and looked inside. They were still there, nestled snugly together. “Matin, midi, minuit,” Madame Diseur-de-Vérité called them. It had been a long time since high school French with Mademoiselle Miller, but Jenny was able to translate their names to “morning, noon, midnight.” On a whim she pulled the white doll out of the box - “Bonjour, Monsieur Matin,” she said to him as she gave him a peck on the top of his smooth white head - and tucked him into her purse. Then she headed out the door, her heart feeling lighter than it had been for weeks.

Her heart sank heavily, though, when she saw the crowd at the cafe. All of the tables under the green and white awning were filled, and even all of the overflow tables stretching out toward Jackson Square seemed taken. A long line snaked toward Chartres Street, doubling back on itself; it would surely take hours to get anywhere near a beignet.

Then she spied a small table set off from the others, draped with a white cloth that reached the pavement, with a single high-backed bistro chair beside it. Everyone in the line must be coupled up, she imagined, leaving this poor solo table as alone as she felt. Jenny looked around to be sure no one else was eying the little table, and then swooped in, setting her purse on the table cloth to claim her spot.

Soon she had a steaming cup of chicory-flavored cafe au lait before her, and a plate of beignets on the way, and her heart felt buoyant again. She sipped her coffee, listening to the hum of conversations around her and the singing of birds in Jackson Square.

Suddenly she felt a light pressure on her leg under the table, as if a hand were gently resting on her thigh. She tried to pull her chair back but it seemed frozen in place. She tried to move her legs, but the pressure became a firm grip that held her fast. Her breathing quickened and she tried to feel under the table, but all she touched was the cloth. She tried to kick and felt hands catch her leg and gently remove her shoe, then begin to massage the sole of her foot.

Jenny prepared to scream for help, when suddenly an image of little Monsieur Matin popped into her head, smiling and reaching his arms toward her. The vision was so intense that she reached into her purse to be sure the little doll was still there, and she found him resting where she had tucked him away. Somehow the vision calmed her; that there could be a foot pest hidden under a table at the busiest sidewalk cafe on the busiest weekend in New Orleans suddenly seemed much more fantastic than that there was something magical going on related to Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s strange gift. Help would surely be promptly at hand if there did turn out to be danger; meanwhile, entertaining the possibility of a magical foot massage from a mysterious voodoo spirit was at least pleasant. Jenny relaxed into her seat and took up her coffee again, enjoying the earthy flavor of the chicory and the tingling buzz around her foot. She felt the hair on her neck stiffen as though the air had taken on an electric charge.

Jenny had a friend in college who claimed she could reach orgasm when her boyfriend rubbed her feet just the right way; Jenny had doubted that claim then, and still doubted it now – her friend was a shameless fabulist – but whatever was happening to her feet under the table was having some surprisingly sensual effects. She felt her chest flush and warmth spread up to her thighs, and a pleasant tingle rose up her back. When the waiter brought her beignets she smiled vacantly and made a breathy sound in his direction as thanks, her head fuzzy with pleasure.

She bit into one of the soft, warm beignets, and the powdery sugar exploded with flavor in her mouth; she leaned back in her chair and felt both of her feet caught up by the invisible hands under the table, the dexterous fingers working their magic now on her stiff and tired ankles. All of her senses were heightened - colors brighter, sounds sharper, smells and tastes richer. She picked up another beignet and put her tongue against its sugary coating, marveling that anything could taste so sweet or glow so white in the dazzling morning sun.

The hands under the table were already above her knees and gently pushing her thighs apart before Jenny felt any sort of trepidation. But then she felt something that definitely wasn’t a hand on her inner thigh - light, dry kisses at first, then playful nibbles, and then a long, sensuous tongue tracing a line from her knee to the crease of her leg. When the fingers joined the tongue to stretch the leg of her panties open to daintily explore the edge of her vulva, Jenny tried to pull away and found herself held fast again. The fingers and tongue continued their gentle, playful inquiry, advancing and retreating, working the crotch of her panties to the side and tentatively toying with her inner lips. Jenny breathed deeply, almost panting, torn between fear and pleasure.

Then she felt the mouth that had been lightly nibbling her thighs suddenly attach itself to her clit and suck the hard little nub between its teeth. Jenny almost doubled over, and then stretched back so fast that she was sure she would tip the chair over, but the hands - how many hands were there? How many mouths? - held her in place as the unseen lips and tongue began to frantically lick and suck, driving her to an orgasm that shook her from toes to head.

She bit the side of her hand to keep from screaming and looked frantically around to see if any of her neighbors were aware of what was happening to her, but it was as if she were as unseen to them as the entity under the table was to her. The world continued to hum and buzz as it always had while Jenny hit peak after peak of climax, feeling as if she would surely pass out.

And then, just as suddenly as it had started, it stopped - the mouth and hands evaporated, she could move her legs freely again, and she slowly began to descend from her orgasm. She reached between her legs and found that her panties were completely soaked, the elastic leg holes stretched beyond salvation; her pussy was almost painfully sensitive, and she carefully slid the ruined panties down and off before smoothing her dress over her lap. She retrieved her shoes with her toes, and peeked quickly under the table cloth, finding nothing but pavement under the table.

The coffee in her cup was cold, and the plate of beignet crumbs had been replaced by a little tray with the check. Had the waiter visited her table while she was in the throes of orgasm? Jenny’s face flushed with embarrassment; she looked around again, but it still seemed that everyone around her was oblivious to her presence, absorbed in their own conversations.

She fished some money out of her purse to set on the tray, and then took out little “Monsieur Matin” and rolled him around between her fingers. He appeared unchanged, his smile still enigmatic, though she thought that he felt a little warm to the touch; of course, that could simply be because she herself was still more than a little warm to the touch.

Jenny staggered to her feet and stumbled away from the cafe. She glanced back once at the little table, but it was gone, with only the wet white panties remaining to show where it had been.


Midi

After another shower, Jenny sat by the window in her room in the hotel’s fluffy white robe with a cup of coffee to puzzle over her strange morning. The vanished table, she was sure, proved that it was something magical, and almost certainly connected in some way to Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s little dolls. But was the magic something that the old woman had conjured with her words and the pricked finger alone, or had Jenny drawn that particular manifestation herself?

The old woman had not given any sort of hint about what the dolls would do - “They work as they work, they do what they do,” had been her only instructions. That they worked by licking her to orgasm while eating breakfast in public was certainly a surprise to Jenny - was that something Madame Diseur-de-Vérité had suspected when she cast her spell, or even intended?

Jenny opened the box and looked at the little figures more closely. She had thought they were identical except for their colors, but now she saw that they had a few subtler differences as well. Matin’s eyes were closed and his lips were shaped in a Mona Lisa smirk; Midi’s eyes were open and he wore a friendly smile; Minuit had one eye closed as if winking, and his lips were turned up in a more impish grin. Did these differences imply something about how to make them work?

She had gone to the Cafe du Monde oblivious to any requirements for conjuring one of the three brothers, but the manifestation she had drawn could surely only have been drawn by some invocation. Matin was dressed in white, and Jenny had worn a white dress; did like call to like? She recalled from her introduction to anthropology course in college that sympathetic magic was a common trope: white figure, white dress, white table cloth?

The dolls’ smiles suggested differences in character, perhaps – Matin secretive, Midi welcoming, Minuit sly? The encounter at Cafe du Monde had certainly been secretive. Were the other brothers less devious?

Color, at least, seemed like a good clue to start with, so Jenny rifled through the dresser for something blue. She found a blue skirt, which paired well enough with a taupe blouse she had hung in the wardrobe. As she dressed she decided to skip the panties – she hoped that the deuxième frère was as frisky as the first, and she didn’t want to leave another pair behind.

But where to? Madame Diseur-de-Vérité hadn’t said anything about the Cafe du Monde, so Jenny was at a loss as to where she could find Midi. She supposed that a beignet and chicory coffee cafe implied “morning,” so now she should look for something that felt especially of the afternoon. All she had to go by was the tourist map of the French Quarter from the hotel, which didn’t even show the street where she had found Madame Diseur-de-Vérité the night before. She tucked the glossy map in her pocket – at least, she thought, this skirt had pockets – and plucked little blue Monsieur Midi from his velvet bed.

The refreshing cool of morning had quickly burned away and been replaced by a damp humidity that made Jenny feel a little sluggish. Crowds were already filling the streets, and she protectively clutched Midi and her wallet in her skirt pockets, fearful of pickpockets. She thought that perhaps a sandwich shop would conjure the spirit of noontime love, but while the po’boy and muffuletta shops she passed smelled delicious, none seemed quite right.

She had walked almost as far as she recalled Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s shop lying, and was beginning to despair finding the second brother, when she spied a tall, narrow building with a balcony boasting ornate iron railings and a painted sign reading “La Fée Bleue” in slanted art deco letters. She wasn’t sure what a “Fée” was – would Madame Miller be disappointed? – but “bleue,” at least, matched the smiling fellow in her pocket. She pushed the wooden door open and stepped inside.

It appeared to be an old saloon of some sort, with a massive wooden bar at one end carved with winding vines and prancing fairies. A mirror hung behind it, surrounded by glass shelves filled with colorful liquor bottles. At one end sat a silver cistern that was even more ornate than the bar, with several spigots arrayed in a circle around it. The air inside was cool and the windows were shaded, a welcome respite from the muggy air outside. Jenny made her way past a scattering of cafe tables – all lacking floor-length cloths, she noted with disappointment – and took a stool near the silver cistern. She appeared to be the saloon’s only customer.

A red-headed man in black trousers and a white shirt wearing a blue apron around his waist came into the room from the side door, looking a little flustered. He seemed about to tell her that the bar wasn’t open yet, then stopped and checked his watch and flashed her a smile. “We don’t normally open until two o’clock,” he said, “but I suppose for Mardi Gras weekend and a pretty lady we can make an exception. The kitchen is still closed, but maybe I can interest you in a beverage?”

Jenny smiled back and looked at the array of liqueurs on the shelves. She was normally a wine spritzer gal – “never mix, never worry” – and last night’s hurricane was still a sour memory, but the colorful bottles were a temptation. “What do you recommend?” she asked.

“Well, this establishment was traditionally an absinthe house,” he said, taking his place behind the bar and lifting down a squat glass bottle filled with a radiantly green liquid. “It was the drink, and death, of many a poet in its day – rots your brain, they say, but gives you fabulous visions on the way.”

He took out the glass stopper and held the open bottle under Jenny’s nose. It had a delicate liquorice scent, and perhaps a hint of lemon and mint – not as harsh as ouzo, the only other anise-flavored liqueur she had tasted.

“Sure,” Jenny said, “I could do with some visions.”

“Perfect,” he said, and brought a blue-gray glass up from beneath the bar. He poured the green absinthe into the glass, just filling the bubble at its base. From beneath the bar he produced a slotted silver spoon, which he balanced carefully on the lip of the glass, and a sugar cube, which he placed on the spoon. Then he set the glass below one of the silver cistern’s spigots and turned the tap just enough to send a steady drip falling onto the sugar cube.

“It takes a minute,” the bartender said, “but it’s worth the wait.”

Jenny watched as the water dissolved the sugar and fell into the green liquor, turning it cloudy. She held her nose close to the glass, taking in the anise scent that the water was releasing as it fell, and she watched clouds swirl as the water rose in the glass. After a couple of minutes the sugar cube had dissolved, and the bartender gave the drink a swirl with the spoon and slid the glass across the bar to Jenny.

“And there you have it,” the bartender said, “a traditional N’Awlins Absinthe.”

“Delicious,” Jenny said after taking a sip. Her tongue could barely separate the complex mix of flavors - lemon and mint, anise and fennel, maybe some nutmeg?

“If you’ll excuse me,” the man said, “I’ve got a little tidying up to do, but you’re welcome to sit here and relax.” He went over to the door Jenny had come through and picked up a “Closed” sign that had fallen on the floor, propping it in the window. “Just don’t let any strangers in,” he said with a wink. “The rest of the staff won’t be here for at least an hour, and I’m not prepared to hold back the Mardi Gras hordes on my own.”

Jenny smiled and sipped her absinthe. This was very much not the sort of place Tom would have picked had their New Orleans visit gone as planned. It was a little threadbare and dusty, a place that might once have been grand in a more genteel age but which was now turning into a romantic ruin. Tom liked the bright lights and crowds, the five-star service and the top-of-the-line accommodations. He would have walked past La Fée Bleue without seeing it, had he even walked this far away from the busier streets of the Quarter.

She supposed that was what had attracted him to Becka, who had a steady rotation of new handbags and shoes and a standing weekly appointment at a top-flight hair salon. Jenny had liked going out on the town with Becka, because she always insisted on, and usually got, the best of everything. When Tom had proposed, Jenny immediately knew that Becka would be the perfect maid-of-honor, unwilling to let Jenny settle for second-best on anything from dress to caterer to honeymoon, and enthusiastic in spending as much of Tom’s parents’ money as she could. Jenny had always been a bargain hunter, frugal in her luxuries; had her frugality cost her the engagement? And had that cost been, perhaps, a bargain?

Jenny took little Monsieur Midi out of her pocket and set him on the bar so he could look at the absinthe glass, now almost half empty. He smiled at the green liqueur, but then she supposed he didn’t really have much of a choice – how nice it must be to go through life with a permanently pleasant disposition! Was Monsieur Midi ever disappointed or unsure of himself? Jenny doubted as much.

“Oh, can I see him?” said the bartender when he returned to the saloon with a box of plastic hurricane cups under his arm. He bent down behind the bar so his eyes were level with Monsieur Midi, and smiled at the little figurine. “He looks like the little brother of a fellow we have upstairs,” he said. “I need to do some polishing down here, maybe you’d like to come up and see him?”

Jenny took her glass and followed the bartender up a flight of wooden stairs that led to a corridor with several closed wooden doors. The bartender pulled a ring of keys from a pocket in his apron and opened one of the doors, leading Jenny into a blue-walled room with a pair of tables set for dinner in the center. He threw open heavy gold drapes, uncovering the French windows that opened onto the balcony she had seen from outside and letting dazzling daylight dispel the room’s shadows.

“This is the blue fairy,” the bartender said, pulling down a white sheet to reveal a plaster statue standing near the window. It did indeed look just like Monsieur Midi, down the welcoming grin and blue trousers, a slightly darker shade than the sky-blue paint on the walls. “At least that’s what he’s called, though I’m not really sure why – he doesn’t look terribly fairy-like to me.”

Jenny walked around the statue. She had to stand on tiptoe to get a good look at the statue’s face: cheerful grin, broad nose, bright eyes painted a walnut brown, though the paint had started to chip. Unlike her little doll, who held his arms stiffly at his sides like his brothers, the statue had one hand held out in front of its chest as though reaching to greet a visitor, and the other behind its back as though it were hiding something, though it appeared that both its hands were empty.

“He was here when the current owners bought the building,” the bartender explained. “The place had been shut up for fifty years, maybe longer; about a hundred years ago or so, before Prohibition, it was a saloon downstairs and probably a brothel upstairs. At least that’s the story they like to tell the tourists; it might just as easily have been a flop house.” He ran a finger across the statue’s lips. “This fellow has surely seen some things in his years here, but so far he hasn’t told any stories – a great keeper of secrets.”

The bartender produced another bottle of absinthe from a cupboard hidden in a knee wall near the French doors. “Let me top you off – this isn’t as fancy as the brand we serve downstairs, but it’s on the house. I need to go back and finish getting ready, but you’re welcome to sit for a bit if you like.”

Jenny thanked him and sat at one of the tables, looking out the window as she sipped from her glass. The table cloth was much shorter than the one near the Cafe du Monde had been, and she wasn’t sure if a mysterious lover could easily hide there. She replayed the morning’s encounter – the gentle massage, the surprising tongue, the abrupt climax – and though she knew she had experienced it only a few hours earlier it was hard to believe that it wasn’t some strange dream. She closed her eyes, listening to the rattle of the bartender cleaning downstairs, and tried to will another rendezvous into being.

When no magical paramour materialized, Jenny walked to the French doors and looked out. The panes were a little dusty, and cobwebs on the latch suggested that they hadn’t been opened in some time. She tentatively turned the latch holding the doors closed, expecting it to be fused shut with rust and age, and was surprised that it yielded easily with a slight twist of her wrist. The doors opened with barely a creak from the hinges and she stepped out onto the balcony with her glass in hand. She leaned against the iron railing and took a deep breath, smelling jasmine and mint on the sun-warmed breeze. Jenny sipped from her glass and closed her eyes.

And then opened them abruptly when she felt a finger trace a line from her ear down the back of her neck, pausing just above the collar of her blouse. She started to turn but felt another hand on her shoulder, gently but firmly holding her in place. The finger on her neck tickled the hair at her nape and then worked its way to her collarbone while the hand on her shoulder gave a gentle squeeze. She glanced down to catch a glimpse of nut brown fingers kneading her shoulder – not the bartender, then – and breathed in a scent like the anise and fennel of the uncorked absinthe bottle.

Jenny pressed back and felt a solid body against her. The hand on her shoulder moved under her breasts and circled her ribs while the hand on her collarbone moved down her front, brushing her breast as it joined the other strong brown arm in a firm embrace. She leaned her head back but couldn’t see up or behind; all she could see were the two arms, muscular and bare, and the hands with long, nimble fingers that were now sliding across her belly and ribs. She felt not only safe in this embrace but somehow unassailable, as though no harm could possibly come to her as long as these arms held her, and she let out a sigh. Her skin tingled as though brushing near something humming with electricity.

The hands were moving more deliberately now, one traveling up to cup her breast through her shirt and the other sliding down to stroke her thigh. Jenny’s nipples hardened and she pressed her ass back; she felt a torso behind her. She gently ground her ass against the invisible body, and the hand on her breast responded with a firm squeeze; the long dexterous fingers undid two of the buttons on her blouse and slipped inside to tickle her nipple through her bra.

Jenny tried to turn again, but the hand on her thigh seemed to anticipate her movement and came up to grab hold of her hip, pulling her firmly against the torso behind her. Did she feel an erect penis against the top of her ass? She pushed back and slid her ass up and down against the shape that held her in place; warm breath blew against her neck, and she closed her eyes and arched her neck.

The hand in her blouse had found the clasp of her bra between the cups and popped it open, freeing her breasts inside her shirt. Fingers flicked her nipples, gently pinching them. The hand on her hip, meanwhile, had moved to her leg, and was now lifting the hem of her skirt and squeezing her bare thigh. Jenny felt a warm breeze blow against her legs.

Her skirt lifted higher, the hand now caressing inside her thigh and working higher until she felt a thumb brush her pussy lips. It hesitated there, apparently surprised to have encountered wisps of pubic hair instead of another layer of fabric, and she heard a faint chuckle behind her. Perhaps emboldened, the hand rose to cup her pussy, the fingers twirling in her pubic hair as the thumb pressed against her abdomen. Jenny leaned back and moaned, one hand holding her absinthe glass while the other arm reached up and tried to find the stranger’s neck. She felt warm breath against her throat, and then a series of light kisses.

The hand under her skirt was now reaching lower, fingers sliding over and then between her pussy lips, gently parting them. Jenny was wet, and one slim finger slipped easily inside, making her gasp. The hand on her tits squeezed again before emerging to finish unbuttoning her blouse. For a moment Jenny stiffened, suddenly remembering that she was standing on a balcony, but there was no one on the street below; she leaned forward as her shirt fell open, grasping the iron railing with one hand for support. A hand carefully unwrapped her fingers from the absinthe glass and she took the railing now with both hands, pushing her ass backward as two hands took the hem of her skirt and lifted it up over her hips.

Her lover’s movements were no longer slow and teasing. Both hands were now between her legs, one flicking her clit while the other probed between her lips. A finger slid inside her and bent to probe the front wall of her vagina, and Jenny bit her lip to keep from shouting. A second finger joined it, and she moaned as it stretched and stroked, pressing her ass back against the shape. She was certain now that she felt a hard cock behind her, but there was smooth cloth between her bare buttocks and its thick shaft. She braced her feet far apart, willing the cock to escape its prison and plunge into her wet cunt.

The fingers on her clit were moving in a quickening circle, and the fingers inside her were fucking her now, sliding hard and fast, in and out. Jenny felt vertigo spin her head when she looked down over the railing, so she closed her eyes and gripped the iron bar so hard that her knuckles turned white. A wave of orgasm suddenly rose up her thighs to her cunt, and she bore down hard, squeezing the fingers inside her. Another ripple made her gasp, and her knees buckled; the only thing keeping her on her feet were the hands between her legs.

And suddenly, as a third orgasm shook her body, the hands were gone, and she collapsed onto her knees, letting the railing slip from her fingers. She crumpled into a quaking pile on the balcony floor, gazing unfocused down at the cobblestones.

A rattling sound behind her forced her to focus, and she turned to look back into the blue room. The door had swung shut, and someone was shaking the knob. Jenny stood unsteadily, pulling her skirt over her legs and trying to button her blouse. When she felt at least marginally presentable she rushed to the door and pulled at the knob. With some effort it came unstuck and swung open; the red-headed bartender stood on the other side, a look of concern on his face.

“I’m so sorry about that,” he said as he stepped into the room. “I thought I heard something banging around up here. These old doors stick sometimes, I think it’s the humidity.”

“Oh, it’s okay,” said Jenny, hoping he didn’t notice her ragged breathing. She remembered her glass and went back to find it lying on the balcony, a pale green trickle of absinthe spilling out. “I was just looking out the balcony, maybe the breeze swung the door shut?”

“A breeze or a ghost,” the bartender said with a chuckle, taking Jenny’s glass. “Every restaurant here is proud to tell you about its ghosts.”

Jenny smiled and ran a finger along the statue’s outstretched arm as she followed the bartender to the door. “Maybe the blue fairy did it?”

“I imagine he’s capable of a good many tricks when we’re not watching him,” the bartender said as he closed the door behind them and turned the key in the lock.


Minuit

Jenny napped when she got back to her room, dreaming of beignets, balconies, and fairies. She was famished when she woke in the late afternoon, and went down to the hotel bar to see if they had food. The po’boy sandwich she ordered was over-priced and a little dry, served with soggy fries, but her rumbling stomach was grateful, at least.

“How are you enjoying N’Awlins?” asked the bartender, a middle-aged Black woman who was wiping down the bar next to Jenny. “You picked an awfully busy weekend to visit.”

Jenny swallowed the last bite of her sandwich and chased it down with a sip from her glass of tonic water and lime. “There’s a whole lot going on,” she agreed, “but so far I’ve had a good time.”

“You come for the parades? The big one goes right by the hotel the day after tomorrow, it’s quite the show.”

“Ugh … I mean, the parades are great, I love the costumes, but the noise … “

“‘Show us your tits! Show us your tits!’” The bartender chuckled as she tossed the bar rag over her shoulder. “Yeah, that’s some drunk-ass tourist shit, pardon my French. My uncle was in the Krewe des Karibes, one of the smaller groups, and he was all about the costumes and had no interest in the beads and tits.”

“Are all the parades like that?” Jenny asked. “Beads and tits?”

“Most of them,” the bartender said, “but there are some neighborhood parades that are different. Kind of a hike from here, though.”

“I’m up for walking,” Jenny said, thinking about her recent journeys to Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s and La Fée Bleue.

“And by different,” the bartender said with a sly wink, “well, some of them are more different than others …”

Jenny wasn’t sure that she caught the message that the wink conveyed, but she did certainly understand “different.” The last twenty-four hours had certainly been a detour into some unexpected places. “Different is good,” she said.

“Well then …” The bartender reached into her apron and produced a pen and a hotel business card. She flipped the card face down and wrote an address on it. “There’s a parade that goes past this place -- ‘La Lune Curieuse,’ ‘The Curious Moon,’ it’s a jazz club – I don’t know where it starts or where it ends, but I’ve seen it a couple times and it is definitely a thing to behold. A little creepy, maybe, but definitely not a ‘beads and tits’ show.”

“Hmmm … “ Jenny took the card and read the address, though her sense of New Orleans geography didn’t really tell her much. “Creepy” wasn’t exactly what she was interested in. “When does it start? Is it a Mardi Gras thing?”

The bartender shrugged. “That’s the thing – no set schedule, even the route is up in the air, but every time I’ve seen it, it’s been going by this club. Might be tonight, might be tomorrow; but I can tell you the club is pretty good, I’ve got a cousin who plays sax in a band there, so even if you don’t meet the parade you’ll hear good music.”

Jenny took the card and slipped it into her pocket. “Thanks for the tip,” she said, “I’m definitely intrigued …”

When Jenny returned to her room, she found that housekeeping had come by. There were fresh towels in the bathroom, and the sheets on her bed looked crisp and bright. On the foot of the bed was a map of the French Quarter, a printed schedule of the hotel’s Mardi Gras activities, and a feathered half mask.

Jenny picked up the map and mask and sat in the chair by the window. The map was a typical tourists’ map, highly stylized and not drawn to scale; she looked for La Lune Curiese but couldn’t find it. The mask was covered in black and green feathers – she imagined that they were supposed to evoke ravens or parrots, but she suspected that they were dyed chicken feathers – and had a spray of peacock feathers above one eye. It was silly and garish, but she sort of liked it for its bold insistence on being nothing but itself. She held it up to her face and gazed through the eye holes.

There was still about an hour before dusk, but she could hear the crowds already gathering on the streets below. Jenny considered her strategy for the evening, lifting the box of Les Trois Frères and pulling little Monsieur Minuit out. Dress color, she decided, had been consistent, if not decisive; luckily she had the little black dress she had bought from Madame Diseur-de-Vérité, which seemed like a perfect match for Minuit. Forgoing underwear had worked well with Midi, though she wished she had thought to dispense with her bra at La Fée Bleue; she thought there was enough support in the little black dress to make going braless an option.

Jenny searched her luggage for more pieces for the Minuit ensemble. She dug through her suitcase and found, tucked into one of the interior pockets, a garter belt and black stockings; she had packed those months ago for a trip she and Tom had taken upstate, thinking that some sexy lingerie might spark some fun at the bed and breakfast, but they had never come into play. The wave of grief threatened to rise up again, but she forced it back down; that missed opportunity then was setting her up to grasp a new opportunity now.

When she typed the address on the back of the hotel business card into her phone, Jenny found that the jazz club the bartender recommended wasn’t far from La Fée Bleue, which had been in the general vicinity of Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s shop. That and its French name certainly seemed to bode well. Jenny put little Monsieur Minuit into a little black clutch with a silver wrist strap and headed out into the dusk.

The streetlights were starting to go on around the Quarter, and the streets were filling with revelers. Tourists draped in beads and toting hurricane cups stumbled through the avenues while barkers stood outside various bars and strip clubs hawking the wonders to be found inside. Jenny looked with some curiosity at the posters of a few of the burlesque shows that offered sequins, pasties, and sinful dancers, and wondered what her visit to New Orleans would have been like with Tom. Surely they’d have stopped at a couple of cabarets, bought the overpriced minimum number of drinks, and gone back to the room with some inspiration.

Not that Tom was especially inspired, or inspiring; as a lover. He had a standard and relatively limited repertoire that rarely involved his tongue, seldom involved his fingers, and was usually over in about ten minutes or so. Jenny had learned that if she wanted to get off, it was largely up to her to get her own fingers in play and to use her legs around his waist to slow things down. He could be romantic in other ways, especially early in their relationship, with little gifts and frequent compliments, but once in bed he was largely focused on his own pleasure.

She thought wickedly about sending Becka a vibrator with a warning note that she would need to put it to use if she planned to continue fucking Tom, but decided that she didn’t owe either of them the thought or effort.

When she reached the address of La Lune Curieuse, she was worried at first that she had got it wrong. The street was strangely dark, and there appeared to be no lights on in the building. She heard a faint murmur of music, though, and as she went around the corner to the yellow stucco building she saw a set of steps leading down to a door with a single pale blue light above it and a yellow moon-shaped sign with “La Lune Curieuse” written across it in flowing black script. Jenny tugged the door open and found another set of stairs with an iron railing leading down into the darkness, but the music was much louder now so she made sure her mask was fastened tightly and made her way down.

Around a corner at the bottom of the stairs the space opened up into a dimly lit lounge with plush booths around the edge and a sprinkling of tables on the floor. A sleek, modern bar – so different from the ornate deco saloon at La Fée Bleue – sat near the entry, and a low raised stage sat at the opposite end. On the stage, awash in purplish-blue light, was the six-piece band – trumpet, saxophone, trombone, drums, and piano. It was still too early for much of a crowd, so Jenny found an empty table and sat.

Jenny was surprised to see that about half of the dozen or so patrons were also wearing masks – a few feathered masks like hers, one a Phantom-of-the-Opera-style mask that obscured one side of his face, and one a full face covering made of the comedy and tragedy masks split down the center so one half was laughing and the other weeping. All were smartly turned out in dark suits and dresses, and seemed absorbed more with their companions than with the musicians. There were no other singles, and Jenny felt a pang of loneliness upon realizing that she was once again a solo performer in a space full of duets.

A waitress came to her table with a menu on a single vellum sheet, and Jenny realized that the hotel po’boy had failed to satiate her. There wasn’t much to choose from on the La Lune Curieuse menu, but she suspected that anything would be a far sight better than her late lunch had been, so she ordered a shrimp etouffee and a glass of wine.

As she ate the delicious etouffee – zesty but not fiery, with a rich melange of spice flavors – Jenny looked around the lounge for some sign of the presence of Monsieur Minuit. Matin she associated with the white table cloth at the Cafe du Monde, and Midi with the blue statue at La Fée Bleue; would Minuit be a shadowy figure in the corner? Perhaps one of the dark-suited men in the lounge, like the man in the half mask who was clasping the hand of a woman in a blue dress across their table? Was he even now lurking at the bar, whiskey in hand, waiting for his moment to creep unseen behind her?

The waitress cleared her empty plate and refilled her wine glass, and Jenny was starting to feel a little anxious and maybe even annoyed. The other lovers, she thought, had appeared much sooner. Of course, they had also appeared in somewhat more secluded, or at least hidden, places – one from under a long table cloth, one on a quiet balcony – so perhaps a jazz lounge was too exposed? The wine was making Jenny feel bolder, but she supposed that she still wasn’t so bold that she wanted to meet her lover in the middle of La Lune Curieuse; even if no one seemed to be paying much attention to her now, she thought that she could become a bit of a spectacle under certain conditions.

When she had finished her second glass of wine, Jenny paid for her dinner and moved to the bar, finding a shadowed stool near the hall that led to the kitchen and restrooms. Perhaps by sitting out of the way she might invite the third brother to approach? She smoothed the feathers on her mask while looking at the bottles behind the bar, and when she failed to spot any absinthe she asked the bartender for a recommendation.

“Sazerac, of course, mad’moiselle, if you haven’t sampled one yet,” he said. “A little rye, a little bitters, some herbsaint and lemon.”

Jenny agreed and watched as the bartender went to work with a pair of glasses and an array of ingredients. He produced a red-hued cocktail topped with a lemon peel that had the faintest anise odor – “That’s the herbsaint,” he explained – and a pleasant bite.

As she sipped her sazerac, Jenny noticed that the music had stopped, replaced with the faint murmur of conversation from the lounge. She turned to look at the stage and saw that it was empty of players, holding just the drum kit and piano. When she swiveled back to the bar she saw that a man had sat down beside her, and her heart leapt with surprise and anticipation. The man looked at her, smiled, and then turned to the bartender with a two-fingered wave.

Jenny recognized him then as one of the band members – the trumpet player, she thought – apparently on break. She felt her anticipation slacken with a bit of disappointment – a member of the club’s band seemed too prosaic a secret identity for Monsieur Minuit, the third of Les Trois Frères. He was, however, strikingly handsome, with rich brown eyes, ebony skin, and close cropped hair, and his smile was warm if only briefly offered.

After fidgeting with her glass for a moment, Jenny leaned toward the trumpet player and said, “You sounded really great up there; are you the house band here?”

The man looked back at her and smiled again. “Thanks very much; I guess we are, we’re here most Sunday nights, but we all have regular gigs at different places.”

Jenny stared into her half-empty sazerac, unsure what to say next; after being with Tom for so long she had lost the knack of talking to strangers, especially handsome ones, at bars, and she wasn’t finding the wine and cocktail helpful in loosening her tongue.

“You should hit the Palomino Club, in the Garden District,” the trumpet player said, and Jenny breathed a sigh of relief that the conversation was continuing. “Our piano player, Walt, plays there on Mondays, puts on a good show.”

“I assume you’re all doing special stuff for Mardi Gras though, right?”

The trumpet player rolled his eyes. “A blessing and a curse,” he said. “Places like this are a little out of the way for all the Mardi Gras action, and this week everyone in New Orleans is a musician so the market is a little flooded. I mostly play my usual gigs, though there are a few special events worth some attention.”

“Any events you can recommend to someone who’s trying to avoid looking like too much of a tourist?” Jenny suddenly felt weirdly self-conscious in her mask, but it felt too late to take it off, so she just smiled and let a finger slide along one of the peacock feathers.

“Well, there’s a parade in this neighborhood tonight,” the trumpet player said. “The route is different every year, but if you’re lucky you’ll find it, or it’ll find you.”

“Oh, I heard about that parade, I think, from someone at my hotel.”

“It’s called ‘La Grande Fête’ – the big party. Everyone wears a mask, so you’re all set.”

Jenny blushed behind her mask and ran her fingers along the feathers. “This looks really silly, doesn’t it? I’m a total tourist …”

When she started to lift the bottom of the mask to pull it off, the trumpet player caught her fingers in his to stop her and leaned in close. “Don’t throw away your ticket to the big party, ma chère,” he whispered. “No mask, no admission.”

Jenny froze, and the trumpet player let his finger slip from the mask and across her lips. Something had changed in the air, as though an electric charge had been released and everything around her buzzed slightly in the dark lounge. The trumpet player’s fingers slid down her chin, her throat, across her arm and waist and stopped at her knee, where they gently stroked the silk of her stockings. She felt the hair rise on the back of her neck and her nipples tighten under her little black dress. It was the same tingle she had felt when Matin and Midi had arrived; she was as certain as she had ever been of anything that Minuit was now present.

“You’ve been to see Madame Diseur-de-Vérité,” he whispered as his fingers walked slowly up from her knee to her thigh and paused at the hem of her dress. “I’ve seen this dress in her shop, I always thought it would look nice on the right lady.”

Jenny leaned a little closer to him, one hand on the bar to steady herself. Her heart fluttered as his fingers danced along the fabric of the dress, sliding it up her thigh a fraction of an inch and then lazily smoothing it. She reached her other hand toward him, resting it tentatively on his thigh, feeling the smooth texture of his black slacks. He smiled and leaned in closer so that Jenny could feel his breath on her lips.

“I suppose you imagine that you’ve figured out the way things work,” he whispered. His forehead was against hers now, and his hand was creeping ever so slowly beneath her dress and onto the bare skin above her stockings. His fingers felt warm and strong, and Jenny shifted her legs apart just a little, trying to coax him higher. “You’re a clever girl, you see the patterns, you try to draw the power to yourself and use it for your own pleasure.”

Jenny moaned when his fingers, long and dexterous, slipped between the strap of her garter and her bare leg and continued their upward climb. She was leaning into him now, her forehead on his chest and the hand on his thigh kneading him through slacks. Though she knew the bartender was only a few feet away, that anyone in the lounge or at the bar could see her every move if they turned their attention her way, Jenny didn’t care; she imagined that her desire was a black curtain she could draw around herself, as though around a decadent bed.

When the hand beneath her dress tickled the first wisps of her pubic hair, Jenny leaned her head toward his face, but he pulled back, smiling, and let his fingers retreat. She squirmed on her stool, trying to shift her hips closer to him, and he retreated again until she relaxed, and then he moved closer and let his lips brush hers in the driest whisper of a kiss.

“Clever girl,” he whispered, one hand on the back of her head and one making its way once again along the inside of her thigh, “do you want to know a secret?”

Jenny nodded and sighed in response, trying desperately to hold herself still. She feared that any movement might cause him to pull away again, and his fingers were so close now, so close …

“Le cortège approche,” he murmured as he leaned in close, and suddenly his mouth was on her lips and his fingers were dancing between her legs and she opened wide for his tongue and his touch. He responded with strong lips seizing hers, with a tongue taking hers prisoner against the roof of her mouth, and with a finger that slipped effortlessly into her moistened channel, a thumb strumming lightly against her engorged clitoris.

And then, just as abruptly, he pulled away, shifting on his stool so her hand slipped from his thigh. The hand that had been on the back of her head slid across her shoulder and onto the bar, and the one that had taken hold of her pussy retreated in a flash onto his lap. Jenny’s head spun, and the lounge came in and out of focus; the masked people at the tables had disappeared, replaced by perfectly normal patrons out for a night of jazz and cocktails, none of whom were looking her way.

“Nous nous reverrons,” Minuit said, “we’re not through with you yet, mad’moiselle.”

“I’ve got to get back for our last set,” he called to the bartender, who had been facing away while washing some glasses and now looked over his shoulder with a smile, “put the lady’s drinks on my check.”


La Grande Fête

Jenny stumbled up the stairs and out of La Lune Curieuse, putting a hand against the yellow stucco wall for support, unsteady on her heels. The music picked up again inside the club - “All or Nothing at All,” she thought, with a plaintive trombone playing the melody - but she didn’t feel she could stay; somehow she felt both banished from the club but also welcomed into the night for initiation into some greater secret.

Between La Lune Curieuse and her hotel she could hear the crowds - shouts for beads and tits, raucous laughter, a hundred songs clashing loudly into a mind-numbing cacophony. She didn’t think she could make her way through that and maintain what little sanity she had left. So she decided to plunge deeper into the Quarter, away from the noise and toward the dark alley where she had first found Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s House of Voodoo, one hand against her cheek to be sure that the feathered mask was still securely fastened to her face.

Only yards away from the noisy throng she found darkness and quiet, the night’s silence broken by the sharp tattoo of her heels on cobblestones. She had to walk slowly to keep her balance - her knees were weak, her thighs ached, and her heels felt unsteady on the round stones. When she had stumbled one time too many she stopped and leaned against a lamp post to remove her shoes and stockings - whatever her bare feet might find on this deserted street was better than falling and cracking her head open.

When started walking again, she heard music up ahead, and laughter. At first she thought that she had walked in a circle and was heading back into the Bourbon Street crowds, and was about to turn around, when she caught a glimpse of the figures ahead of her just before they turned down a dark alley. This was not the Mardi Gras crowd of Bourbon Street, these stately figures walking in a loose line along the cobblestones. She hurried to catch up to them, bare feet padding silently.

There were about twenty people in the group that she could see, though the line snaked ahead of her through the maze-like alleys so there may have been more she couldn’t see. They wore all manner of clothing – stately ball gowns and tuxedos, flamboyant feathered costumes, bare-chested in brightly-colored harem pants, diaphanous flowing silks of rose and sky blue – and had skin representing the whole vibrant rainbow of New Orleans, from palest pink to darkest jet and every shade in between. But all of them wore feathered half-masks, scintillating shades of green and red and purple, some with peacock and ostrich plumes in splendid sprays, some with ebony raven feathers forming brooding crowns above their eyes. A few carried what appeared to be long shepherds’ crooks with lanterns hanging from them by short chains, casting a flickering golden light and making their shadows stretch long against the old brick and stucco walls. There was a steady pulse of music, a spry but not fast march played by trumpets and trombones with a throbbing drum beat that made Jenny’s heart speed up to keep pace. Some of the members of the parade swung or spun pirouettes as they walked while others kept a stately, regal gait.

Jenny touched her mask to make sure it was still in place, then fell into the line herself, doing her best to match the undulating steps of the people around her. A woman in a scarlet dress and royal blue mask turned her head toward her and smiled, and another woman wearing a vest festooned with a rainbow of beads came up beside her, took her left hand, and spun her in a graceful arc. Jenny stumbled a little and laughed, and the beaded woman laughed too before scurrying ahead to join a little cluster of men and women draped in flowing silks.

The line flowed through the alley, and though Jenny had no idea where she was she felt strangely at ease, as though this parade was the safest place in the world. She felt the marching music lift her feet, legs no longer unsteady and tired, and she started to dance as she walked, turning in circles with her arms outstretched. Somewhere along the way she realized that she had lost the shoes and stockings she had been carrying, and she felt a strange sense of relief, as though a burden, however slight, had been lifted from her.

The parade suddenly exited the maze of alleys and stopped in a loose cluster in front of a tall and ornate iron fence. The music stopped, too; the abrupt silence seemed profound to Jenny. Two figures carrying the shepherds’ crook lanterns stepped up to a gate in the fence and pushed it open with a creaking groan. The music suddenly started again and the parade marched boldly through the gate.

They were in a cemetery, Jenny realized, marching down a wide avenue flanked by stately granite tombs shaped like Grecian temples and Egyptian pyramids, some flanked or topped by angels both triumphant and bereft. The shadows cast by the lanterns twisted and stretched across and between the mausoleums, giving an illusion of ghoulish figures creeping furtively through the necropolis, and Jenny hugged herself against a sudden chill. The marching music sounded somewhat funereal now, and she felt suddenly uneasy at being part of this festive throng among the houses of the dead.

The parade stopped again, this time before an especially grand mausoleum with an iron gate flanked by ionic columns up which crawled a dense tangle of vines. A man in a silver tuxedo that sparkled in the lamplight stepped up to the gate and struck it with an ivory-capped walking stick, the blow causing an almost musical ring to echo through the cemetery. After a moment the gate swung in, and the man strode in and appeared to descend into shadows. The music started up again and the parade followed him, with Jenny carried along by the swarm.

She was walking down a broad flight of stone steps, wide enough that three people could descend easily abreast. The steps were long and smooth and Jenny steadied herself with a hand against a cool, slightly damp wall as she went down. The music echoed cacophonously in the stone passageway.

Jenny wasn’t sure how deep the steps took her, but it certainly felt like she was climbing down for a long time before the staircase ended in what seemed like a small auditorium, with concave walls hung with colorful tapestries and a floor made of green and white marble squares in a checkerboard pattern. The ceiling was high, and a grand crystal chandelier was suspended from it with dozens of burning candles to light the space. The parade dispersed into the room, people milling about in little clusters; the music died away, replaced with the hum of conversations and the tinkle of glasses tapping together. Jenny saw that there were men and women dressed in black tuxedos and harlequin masks circulating through the room with trays of champagne flutes held aloft. As one walked by, a purple-robed man plucked two glasses from the tray, handing one to Jenny with a smile beneath his mask and a nod of his head, and then he disappeared into the crowd.

Jenny followed him, and the crowd seemed to part before her and flow behind her as though guiding her along a path. She sipped from the glass – tart, bubbly, faintly sweet – and kept the man’s back in sight. He stepped nimbly through the auditorium and stopped at a carved wooden door, turning then to face Jenny. With a flourish of his arm he motioned at the brass-ringed knocker in the center of the door.

Jenny stepped up to the door and reached for the knocker, and then stepped back, clutching her hand to her breast. The brass ring was clutched in the teeth of a black-headed devil that looked just like the one in Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s shop, the one she had been warned against. The man in the purple robe laughed and reached for Jenny’s hand, pressed her fingers tenderly to his lips, and then lifted them to the brass ring; together they lifted the ring and let it fall against the door with a heavy thud.

The door swung open to reveal a dark, red-walled chamber lit only by a tall iron candelabra in the far corner. The center of the room was dominated by a massive four-posted bed draped with black, white, and blue silks and piled with red and black velvet pillows. Three men stood at the head of the bed, barefoot and bare-chested, skin glistening in the candle light, ranging from cinnamon to ebony, wearing feathered masks and loose harem pants - one in white, one in blue, and one in black. They smiled and beckoned Jenny forward with eager motions of their hands.

Jenny hesitated, then took a step forward. The men approached her and walked in a slow circle around her, brushing her arms and shoulders with their hands and bringing their faces close to hers. She took in their smell, a mix of sandalwood and sweat, and felt a sudden recognition. She put her hand on the shoulder of the one wearing white pants, causing him and his fellows to stop their circuit, and whispered into his ear, “Matin?”

In answer he leaned close and let his long, supple tongue trace a line along her jaw from her ear to her chin, and then he stepped back with a playful grin. She turned to the one in blue – “Midi?” she whispered, and he answered with a gentle hand against her buttocks.

Jenny leaned back into that hand, which began to massage the flesh beneath her black dress, and looked up at the man in black, suddenly recognizing the trumpet player from La Lune Curieuse beneath his mask. “Minuit,” she said with confidence, then leaned in to kiss him. His strong lips pulled her tongue into his mouth and she brought her hands to the back of his smooth-shaved head.

The men resumed their revolution about her – it was almost a dance, as they drew close then pulled back, lifted her arms to gently spin her, took turns kissing her hungry mouth. Minuit suddenly broke off from the others and jumped onto the bed in a fluid, spritely leap; Matin and Midi lifted Jenny with hands on her back and thighs and set her gently on the bed in front of Minuit. Jenny laughed and fell to her knees on the pillows, reaching for the waist of Minuit’s pants.

Minuit laughed, moved out of Jenny’s reach, and dropped to his knees in front of her. She felt the bed shift as Matin and Midi climbed onto the bed themselves and knelt on either side of her, gently stroking her arms and back. She turned to kiss each in turn, humming into their mouths as their tongues traced her lips and teeth. Minuit moved closer and gently nuzzled her breasts through her dress.

A hand on her back -- Matin’s? Midi’s? – found the zipper on her dress and gave it a quick tug. Matin and Midi rubbed her thighs as they lifted the hem of her dress, then pulled it quickly up her body. She raised her arms and let them pull it free, then turned to Matin to give him a hungry kiss while Minuit leaned in and licked her left nipple. Jenny was naked now except for her garter, the belts dangling loose against her thighs, and her mask. The air on her body felt cool and dry, and she shivered a little, her skin pimpling and her nipples hardening.

Matin and Midi soon warmed her nipples with their mouths, and she draped her arms over their shoulders as they suckled her. She moaned and pulled them closer, then looked at Minuit, who knelt before her with a broad smile on his face. His pants hung around him in loose folds of black silk, but she imagined she could see a stirring between his legs.

The lovers on either side of her eased Jenny gently down into the pile of velvet pillows, adjusting them to support and cradle her body. She stretched her arms up above her head and let them nibble at her neck and shoulders. The mattress shifted as Minuit stretched out on his belly and began to kiss Jenny’s feet, rolling each toe in mouth and exploring them with his tongue. She giggled when he hit a ticklish spot, and moaned when his fingers kneaded the soles of her feet.

Minuit gradually worked his way up from her feet to her ankles, her calves, her knees, while Matin and Midi traded kisses with her and gently stroked her breasts and belly. When Minuit reached her thighs she moaned and opened her legs; the feathers on Minuit’s mask tickled her pussy lips as he kissed his way up her thighs; Midi’s fingers grazed her pubic hair; Matin nuzzled her throat and pinched her nipples, which were throbbing now with arousal.

Suddenly Minuit’s tongue flicked across Jenny’s clitoris and she gasped. She looked down to see him smiling up from between her legs before diving into her, lips and tongue exploring her pussy as he slid his arms beneath her ass to raise her up to his mouth. Matin and Midi smiled under their masks and held her tightly as Minuit feasted on her, devouring her pussy with abandon.

Jenny had been on the edge of climax from the moment Matin and Midi had pulled her dress off, and with Minuit’s powerful lips and tongue at work between her legs she could no longer restrain her orgasm. She arched her back, reached down to grab Minuit’s head in both her hands, and screamed out in pleasure as the wave pulsed through her body. Matin and Midi held her tighter, caressing her breasts, and she shook uncontrollably.

As the orgasm gradually resided, Jenny looked around and realized that she wasn’t alone in the chamber with her three lovers. While les Trois Frères were making love to her, the room had gradually filled with people, masked and dressed in the wild array of costumes from the parade, many holding champagne flutes, all their attention focused on the spectacle on the bed. Jenny felt her face and throat flush, and then she relaxed into the arms of Matin and Midi – this strange night could only get stranger, but she felt absolutely safe surrounded by her mysterious lovers.

Minuit was kneeling now between her feet, smiling down at her still trembling body. She felt the cool air against her pussy, wet and warm from Minuit’s mouth, and shivered. Minuit gave a playful shimmy of his hips and then slid his pants quickly down to his knees, freeing his rigid cock. It was thick and long, an obsidian pole that pointed up toward Jenny’s face. She could see it twitch in the candlelight, and she thought she heard gasps from the crowd that was pressing in closer now to the bed.

Jenny sat up a little higher; Midi and Matin adjusted their hold on her and shifted pillows to support her hips. She licked her lips, her breath ragged and fluttering, as she watched Minuit watch her, his eyes fixed on her pussy; he gave a few casual strokes to his cock as he moved closer. Minuit put his palm on top of his cock and pushed down as he lowered himself between her legs, letting the spongy head press between her pussy lips. When he removed his hand it sprang back up as if on a spring, grazing her still engorged clit, and Jenny let out a gasp.

She tried to reach down and grab Minuit’s penis – she wanted to wrap it in both hands and guide it deep into her pussy – but Matin and Midi held her fast. Minuit continued his excruciating teasing, letting the head of his cock just start to part her pussy lips before it sprang back up. Jenny raised her hips, trying desperately to pull him in, but he just smiled down at her exquisite frustration.

And then, suddenly, he plunged into her, filling her wall to wall with his cock, and held still and deep while Matin and Midi ran their hands over breasts, her belly, into her pubic hair and against her rock hard clit that quivered just above Minuit’s rigid shaft. She could feel the crowd in the room pull closer, all eyes on the union of cock and cunt, collective breath held in suspension. Jenny clenched every muscle, desperately willing Minuit to move, but he stayed still as a statue; she could see his deep brown eyes through the feathers on his mask, and they seemed to laugh at her anguish.

And then, at last, he began to thrust, powerful thrusts that made her body shake, and she leaned into the arms around and behind her, letting a moan escape her mouth each time Minuit’s pubic bone made contact with hers. Matin and Midi nuzzled her neck and fondled her breasts; Jenny wrapped her legs around Minuit’s waist and rocked her hips to meet his thrusts.

Jenny looked across Midi’s broad chest and saw that some of her audience had begun to disrobe, letting their gowns and suits and sequined vests fall away to reveal bodies - soft, hard, round, angular, all variety of shapes and sizes and shades, beautiful in the shadows cast by the quavering candle light. The people crowded closer, hands on the edges of the bed, as Minuit plowed into Jenny, his eyes fixed on hers. With a mighty roar Jenny let another orgasm seize her, and she heard a gasp from some of the watchers around her; Minuit slowed his thrusts and then pulled free, letting his glistening cock spring up toward his tight belly.

Minuit pulled his legs free of his pants and moved up toward Jenny’s head while Matin shifted to her other side and Midi took Minuit’s place between her legs. She reached for Minuit’s cock and hungrily pulled it into her mouth, savoring the juices slickening its shaft and rolling the velvety head with her tongue. Soon she felt Midi’s cock probing at her pussy, and Jenny reached down to guide it inside. Not to be left out, Matin had freed his cock as well, which was nudging gently at her cheek, and Jenny let out a laugh as she let Minuit’s cock out of her mouth and greedily pulled in Matin’s. She sucked his cock in time with Midi’s thrusts, then tugged at Minuit’s shaft and guided it to her lips as well, letting both cocks into her mouth; she could only fit their velvety heads inside, her tongue between them.

All around her now Jenny heard moans and gasps, and she looked up to see a blonde woman leaning close to her, mask slightly askew and mouth twisted in pleasure as someone pumped against her from behind. Another woman was lying with her head almost touching Jenny’s belly while a masked man fucked her with long, steady strokes, and two men traded passionate kisses near her feet, their tongues snaking around each other. Jenny felt as if all the carnality in the world had chosen to focus in this moment on her pleasure in the middle of this bed, in the middle of this room, with Midi’s hard penis filling her pussy. Another orgasm coursed through her and she had to pull Minuit and Matin’s cocks from her mouth to let out a howl.

Her three lovers prepared to rotate again, but before Matin could mount her she sat up and put her hand on his chest. “Not yet,” she gasped into his ear. “I want to ride you so I can see everything.”

Matin nodded, kissed her lips, and stretched out among the pillows, his hand lazily stroking the shaft of his cock. Midi and Minuit laughed as Jenny struggled to sit up, her legs shaking, then took her arms and helped her straddle Matin’s waist. They gently eased her down but continued to support her back as she guided Matin’s cock into her pussy, sighing as she lowered herself onto him. She pushed her palms against Matin’s chest and began to slowly ride up and down his shaft.

From here she could view the entire room, and an astounding view it was. Most of her audience had shed their clothes so that they wore only their feathered masks, and most were no longer exclusively watching Jenny as she fucked Matin. Though they frequently turned their gaze to the bed at the center of the room, most of the crowd was engaged in fucking of their own. One woman leaned against a scarlet wall, her face pressed flat, while a man pounded her from behind; another straddled a man who was lying on the floor, her face turned to Jenny so that their eyes locked from behind their masks while she rose up and down on his shaft. She saw a man and woman swapping a cock between their mouths, occasionally pausing to kiss each other, and two men buried between a woman’s legs. The men who had been kissing near her feet were now locked in an embrace, face to face, the man on top stroking his cock in and out of the other man’s ass while simultaneously stroking his receiver’s penis as it rose against his belly. Jenny was dizzy with the scent of sex and the sounds of fucking.

Minuit and Midi knelt at Matin’s head, watching Jenny rise and fall on Matin’s cock while they stroked their own. Jenny tried to grasp their cocks in her hands but found that she couldn’t keep her balance; Minuit and Midi laughed again, then rose carefully to their feet, legs held wide to balance on the unsteady bed, and held their cocks near Jenny’s face. With Matin holding her hips to steady her, Jenny began sucking one cock and then the other, letting the saliva drip and froth on her lips and chin. She imagined that she must look entirely mad, her makeup smeared, her hair a rat’s nest, her chest flushed with repeated climax and continuous arousal, her eyes rolling in her face and unable to focus. Matin slipped a hand between her legs and diddled her clit while she ground against him; Jenny’s pleasure was slowly transforming into pain as she began to reach the limits of her stamina, and she began to fuck Matin with desperate compulsion.

It was Midi who signaled a path to respite when his cock twitched in her mouth and exploded with a stream of cum that struck that back of Jenny’s throat and dribbled down her chin. She gasped, releasing his cock from her mouth, and sighed as another stream struck her hair; she laughed and ran her fingers through the sticky mess, smearing the thick, salty nectar down her face and neck. Minuit chuckled as he took his cock in his hand and stroked his own ejaculate onto Jenny’s face; she gobbled the head of his cock into her mouth and greedily sucked at the tangy fluid.

Face coated in spunk, glistening in the candle light, Jenny roared as she ground her pussy against Matin and was rewarded by his bucking hips sending a hot stream into her pussy. A torrent of profanity poured from her mouth as the cum poured from his cock, and she pumped her hips against Matin until she collapsed, giggling and gasping, on his broad chest. He kissed her sticky face and stroked her sweaty back while Jenny convulsed against him with her final climax of the night and fell into a pleasant stupor.


Après le Réveil

Jenny groaned as consciousness gradually rose up in her, bringing with it a thousand aches, some more pleasant than others. Her thighs burned as though she had run a marathon, and dull pain coursed down her back; her pussy tingled, and when she gingerly reached a finger down between her legs she flinched at the tenderness of her clit and lips. She had woken on her back, tangled in smooth sheets, and when she rolled over onto her belly she felt a sting in her nipples when they brushed the white cotton beneath her. Memory gradually came back, images of debauchery and pleasure that made her blush and smile at the same time, and she stretched her arms and legs long, reveling in the ache of muscles that had been exhausted in such wild activity.

As her eyes focused, she saw that she was in her hotel room, though she didn’t recall arriving there. Her last memory was of collapsing on top of Matin, involuntarily spasming with cum dripping from face and cunt. She reached her fingers up to explore her face and found that all traces of the spunk she had received there were gone, her skin scrubbed clean and smooth. Her hair was a little damp, as though someone had bathed her before putting her to bed.

Jenny sat up and rubbed her eyes. The little black dress she had bought from Madame Diseur-de-Vérité was draped over the chair by the window, a little rumpled and in need of a thorough cleaning. She looked around and saw no sign of the shoes and stockings she had lost during the strange parade to the mausoleum – no doubt they had been swept up by now by one of the garbage trucks that rolled through the French Quarter after dawn to make it presentable in time for the resumption of the daily excess.

She placed her feet on the floor and stood unsteadily, one hand on the bed for balance. From the angle of sunlight through the window she thought that it must be about noon if not a bit after; there was already loud commotion on the street outside as the activities for the day before Mardi Gras were commencing. Jenny made her way across the room by moving from bed to chair to desk, and found her little black clutch sitting on the windowsill. When she opened it, though, she found only the coins and bills she had tucked inside, and not the little black figure of Minuit.

The wooden box from Madame Diseur-de-Vérité was still on the desk, though, and when she opened it she found Minuit beside his brothers, all of them tucked comfortably into their red velvet bed. Jenny smiled as she ran her finger along their smooth chests and bellies, imagining them rising after their night of excess – were they as fuzzy-headed and sore as she was? Or did les Trois Frères remain in repose until summoned, preserving and regenerating their vigor until called upon to perform?

Jenny sat in the chair by the window and gazed down into the box. She had not expected her New Orleans vacation to contain any of the wonders that had been offered to her over the last two days – had it really been less than forty-eight hours since she had visited Madame Diseur-de-Vérité’s shop, probably not much more than twenty-four hours since her first strange encounters with Matin and Midi? She had received so many astonishing blessings on this trip: the meeting with Madame Diseur-de-Vérité, the box of little dolls, the initial meetings with her three lovers, the glorious orgy at the mausoleum, none of which she could possibly have imagined or even desired back home.

But the most important blessing was that of forgetting. In the weeks leading up to her trip she had lived entirely in her own mind, consumed by grief and rage, unable to see beyond her own despair. From the first delicious tickle of Matin’s fingers on her toes to the last pulse of his cock in her pussy, the thoughts of Tom and Becka that had haunted her had been receding. Even now, reflecting on the strange journey that had brought her naked and sore to a New Orleans hotel room, cradling a box with three stone dolls with a head full of licentious and delicious images, she was having trouble bringing either of their faces into focus in her thoughts. She imagined that there might be moments when grief and rage would overtake her again, but she knew that they could never again consume her the way they had; she had a lifetime of salacious thoughts to fall back on now, and the permission to pursue further debauchery as her whims dictated.

Jenny ran her finger down Matin’s taught belly and white trousers, and wondered if the magic Madame Diseur-de-Vérité had chanted into them adhered still to the dolls. She wasn’t sure if her fumbling attempts to find the rules of manifesting les trois frères held any validity, or if she had merely stumbled unwittingly into their embraces each time; but she did see that there was a white robe hanging on a hook on the bathroom door, and a number for room service next to the telephone on the bedside table.

With a wicked smile she dialed the number while reaching for the robe, imagining that even if the magic had faded from the little mannequins there was still some magic she could conjure for herself.

Thanks for reading my story! Please rate and review - as an independent author, I depend on my readers' feedback to help others discover my work, and to give me feedback so I can continue to give you stories that will delight you


Here's a little somethin' extra for your time - "Reposado Gold," the first story in The Center of Attention; this one goes out to all the honkey tonk angels who like riding cowboys ...

Reposado Gold

Every muscle in my body aches, there’s a searing hot spotlight flooding through the windows, and someone is blaring a fucking fire alarm directly into my ears. I pull a pillow over my head as tight as I can, but I would need lead walls a foot thick to block out this light and noise – scratchy linen and musty foam will not be up to the job.

Also my head hurts. Like someone used it as the Liberty Bell’s clapper for a big old Fourth of July extravaganza. I would scream, except I’m pretty sure my head would shatter, and then where would we be?

Good question, because I’m not exactly certain where we are …

I pull the pillow off my head and struggle to sit and look around. The spotlight, it turns out, is the sun streaming through some faded yellow curtains, and the fire alarm is an exuberant little blackbird perched on a bush just visible through the window. Its song is pretty, but I’d like to wring the little fucker’s neck.

When I swing my feet over the side of the bed, which is not my bed, I make contact with the likely source of the pounding in my head – an empty bottle of Sauza Reposado Gold. That stuff is dangerously smooth. I look down at my feet – one is bare, the electric green polish on my nails a little chipped, and the other is still wearing one of my black ankle high cowboy boots with the embroidered flowers.

I hear what sounds like the starting burp of a chain saw beside me, and I look over to see that I’m not alone in the bed. While I’m relieved to learn that I probably didn’t polish off that bottle of tequila alone, I’m also a little concerned that I don’t immediately recognize the naked man stretched out face down in a tangle of sheets, snoring into a pillow. His broad back rises and falls with his snores, and his naked ass – a firm, muscular ass – is bared to the ceiling.

I run my fingers tentatively along his ass, careful not to wake him, and a memory makes me smile. There was dancing last night, I suddenly recall, at the Lucky Cowboy Saloon, and I was holding handfuls of this ass while slow dancing to a cheesy Alan Jackson song. At least I think it was this ass – it was covered in denim at the time, and that broad back was covered by a black shirt with embroidered red roses on the yoke.

The exact shirt, I suddenly realize, that I’m wearing. The sleeves are a little long, and there’s a blotchy stain on the left side that smells a whole lot like tequila, but I’m quite sure it’s the same shirt. A memory of me unbuttoning this shirt tickles at my tequila-addled brain, feeling the smooth pearl buttons between my fingers and his rough stubble on my cheek. I remember I undid those buttons slowly, letting my fingers slide along his chest and belly as I worked my way down, tongue following; he was smooth and salty, like the rim of a margarita glass. When I got to his belly button I was on my knees, and he laughed when my tongue flicked inside – a manly chortle, not a giggle – and he pulled my head closer, fingers tangling my hair.

I remember encountering his belt buckle, too, a big silver oval with a golden-horned steer in the center. I ran my fingers along the fine filigree of flowers surrounding the steer and then found the clasp, levering it open so I could loosen his belt and continue my downward progress. My cowboy’s jeans were dark and soft – fancy dress jeans, not his work jeans – and they were closed with a row of buttons that required a hard tug to undo. He helped by pulling off the belt and giving his hips a wiggle, and I yanked his jeans and boxers down in one tug and uncovered his saddle pommel, already firm and ready to ride.

Oh yes, memories are coming back now. I’m not exactly sure where I undressed this cowboy – probably here, but where is “here”? – but memories of what I did once I had him undressed are becoming a little clearer. To start with, of course, I licked him; he was salty and musky, perfect complements to the tequila taste in my mouth, soft like velvet and hard like a branding iron. And I stroked him, barely able to wrap my fingers around the girth, his foreskin slipping smoothly over the shiny head. At some point, I clearly recall riding him like I was a rodeo star, his cock filling my pussy like a bull in a bucking chute, wearing his cowboy hat that was a little too big for me, while sucking his cock …

Hold on, while sucking his cock? The old memory machine is getting a little wonky, because clearly if I was riding his cock I wasn’t also sucking his cock. I’m certain I did both things, but not simultaneously.

I shake my head to clear it, which only causes my dehydrated brain to bounce painfully off the inside of my skull. If I’m going to function at all today, and possibly reconstruct some more of what I’m pretty sure are very happy memories, I need to make my way to the bathroom for a glass (or bucket) of water and a nice long piss. Keeping my eyes closed against the blinding sunlight and the steady spin of the room, I stagger to my feet, unsteady on wobbly knees and a single boot, and stumble across the room.

I immediately hit my shins against a bedframe and grunt at the sharp pain; at least it’s different from the pain in my head. I open my eyes and have a sudden strange double vision – I was pretty sure the naked cowboy on the bed was behind me, but no, there’s a naked cowboy on the bed in front of me now. I cautiously look back over my shoulder and confirm that yes, there is a naked cowboy on the bed behind me, with tousled black hair, scratch marks on his back, and the nicest piece of man ass this side of the Rockies. But when I turn my head to look in front of me, I can confirm that there’s also a naked cowboy there, on a different bed, also face down and possessing quite a handsome ass, also possessing marks on his back that I’m sure would match skin samples under my fingernails if this were an episode of “CSI: Missoula,” but with curly blonde hair. I look behind me: naked cowboy, black hair; I look in front of me: naked cowboy, blonde hair.

“Aha,” I say, and grin. The memory machine is working fine, just a little incompletely. My vision of riding one cock and sucking another makes perfect sense now. My brain pieces together how it happened:

I pushed the first cowboy down on the bed after getting him slippery hard in my mouth, and then crawled on top of him. I was naked at this point – I can’t recall how that happened, but I can attest that there was a cool breeze on my tits and nothing between my pussy and the cowboy’s cock. There was someone else in the room during my work getting the black-haired cowboy ready – I’m pretty sure it was the black-haired one – but he was definitely an invited guest, I’m sure of that.

I can remember looking into the prone cowboy’s beautiful blue eyes while I reached behind me for his cock and slid the head back and forth along my wet pussy lips. And I kept staring into his eyes while I slid the barrel of his gun into my holster and ground myself against him. Then I pushed up with my arms so I was straddling him, tits bouncing, and I looked across the room and motioned to the blonde cowboy who was standing by the nightstand – already naked himself, cock in hand, bemused smile on his face – that he should come join the party. He didn’t hesitate a moment – I got the feeling that the two of them had been in a situation just like this a time or two in the past – and needed no instruction on how to get his dick lined up to my mouth.

Oh yes, the memories are coming back, and they’re pretty sweet.

But my need to piss and chug some water is stronger than the sweet nostalgia, so I stagger around the bed with the sleeping blonde cowboy on it, gently brushing his ass with my fingers as I go by, The bathroom door is partially open, and I crash inside, find the toilet with the seat up – typical of a man’s (men’s?) motel room – drop the seat into place and sit just in time to empty my bladder with a glorious ringing stream. I’m damned lucky that I’m naked except for the sleeping cowboy’s shirt and my one boot, or I would have absolutely soaked my panties. Taking care of business clears a good third of my hangover. I rest my head in my hands and let the relief wash over me.

Somehow the snoring rumble of the two unconscious cowboys has followed me into the bathroom – how can two men snore so loudly? It’s echoing off the tiled walls, louder than it was in the bedroom, almost as if it’s coming from …

I reach over to pull back the shower curtain and find a third cowboy, stretched out in the tub with a rolled up towel against his neck as a pillow, drool oozing out of his open mouth accompanied by a steady thunderous snore. He’s naked, too, with a half-hard cock resting against his thigh in a tangle of curly hair and some scratches visible on his chest. It s looking like a goddamn crime scene in this motel room, and I’m the prime suspect for having laid these bodies low.

Cowboy number three has a black handlebar mustache and close cropped hair. He also has a shiner ringing his left eye, and a pretty recent one judging by the rich purple shade. I look him up and down – black eye, mustache, scratches, cock – and slowly the clues coalesce in my memory.

As near as I can tell, things might have gone down something like this:

All week I was working on the Lazy L ranch with my cousin Sandy and her partner Judith, mending fences and pulling out the watering troughs after a long, brutal Montana winter. The sheep will head out to graze soon, and we had a lot of work to do to clear the pastures. To celebrate, we headed into town to pour a few back at the Lucky Cowboy Saloon.

It was a pretty busy Friday night for the Lucky Cowboy. Every bar stool was taken by townies or men who worked the ranches nearby, and most of the tables were filled, too. We found a small table in the corner and I went to the bar to get a pitcher of beer and order some pretzels.

At the bar, I noticed a trio of cowboys from the Flying V ranch, and they seemed to notice me, too. The one with curly hair and the rose shirt – the one lying face down and bare assed on the bed where I crashed – tipped his hat at me and offered me a shot of tequila. I was raised with manners, so I tipped my hat and took his shot, slamming it back and enjoying the burn, and then let him get a good look at my swishing tail as I went back to Sandy and Judith with the beer and pretzels.

We were well into the third pitcher when the cowboys plugged quarters into the jukebox machine and approached our table with a request to dance. Again, manners and all – Sandy and Judith would probably have preferred dancing with teach other, but we were three on three and it seemed like a good night to scoot boots, everyone having spent a hard week working, and the Hank Williams, Buck Owens, and Emmylou Harris they picked was sounding good. We rotated happily through all the configurations of cowboy and sheep gal, and inspired a few more dancers to take the floor, though the ratio of guys to gals in the bar was definitely lopsided.

It was during that Alan Jackson slow dance that I decided which cowboy was my favorite, and I had a pretty good time swaying close to him, his buckle against my belly and my hands creeping toward his pockets. That song could have gone on all night as far as I was concerned; I was tempted to send Sandy to the jukebox with a fistful of coins to keep it going. It was a corny song, like all great country slow dances, and that just made it better.

The song ended, and I was debating whether to pry this cowboy loose from his posse, when someone I hadn’t danced with yet – a big guy in a Harley-Davidson t-shirt and leather jacket with a beard down to his beer gut – came up behind my cowboy and tried to cut in. I politely suggested that I’d rather not switch partners just yet, but Harley was insistent and took hold of my arm, squeezing pretty tight. I tried to yank free, and he just held tighter, fingers digging into my biceps. When my cowboy tried to pry Harley off, Harley took a swing at him, which my cowboy dodged easily, and then followed up with a punch to the beer belly that doubled Harley over.

That should have been that – invitation declined, first politely and then assertively – but apparently Harley’s buddies wanted to even the score with my cowboys, and fists started flying. I’ll admit that I threw a few punches myself, and I’m pretty sure I saw Judith take a swing or two – do not underestimate the lesbian sheepherder demographic, those gals are fierce – but most of the blows were being landed by our dancing cowboys. At one point I was lifted up onto the bar by one of the cowboys to get me out of the way of a beefy bull of a leather dude, and I watched the melee from there until the bartender returned from the back office, where he was no doubt calling the county sheriff, waving a shotgun and demanding that we clear the bar or there would be hell to pay.

The bar cleared out chaotically but quickly; the bartender was so busy waving his shotgun over his head that he didn’t see me grab the two bottles of tequila as I jumped off the bar and followed Sandy, Judith, and my cowboys out the back door and into the chilly early spring night. Once we were in the parking lot, I immediately grabbed one of my cowboys – I’m not sure which one, it might have been the one with the handlebar mustache and the black eye – and gave him a deep, hungry kiss. The adrenaline coursing through my system had ratcheted my horny level to eleven. Whichever cowboy it was, he returned the kiss and then some, tongue in my mouth and hands on my ass.

When I broke away from the kiss, I raised my two stolen bottles of Sauza Reposado Gold over my head and let out a wild whoop like I was a cowpoke rolling into town off a cattle drive and looking to raise some hell. My cowboys, Sandy, and Judith responded with whoops of their own. The cowboys piled into a beat up old Chevy pickup truck while Sandy and Judith scurried back to their Subaru. I stood between the two vehicles holding my bottles, unsure which way to run.

Sandy rolled down her window and yelled, “Cops are coming, you’d better be scarce! Call me when you get where you’re going and if you need a ride in the morning!”

I looked over at the Chevy, and my cowboys flashed their brights at me. “Fuck it,” I said, gave Sandy and Judith a wave, let out another whoop, and ran to the truck just as the flashing lights of the county sheriff’s SUV flew past.

And that’s how I ended up in the Silver Gulch Motel, surrounded by passed out, naked cowboys and nursing a well-earned hangover.

Of course, they didn’t start passed out – not by a long shot. No sooner had I climbed into the cab of the pickup than the kissing commenced again, I think with the blonde cowboy first, but pretty soon I was stretched across all three laps trading kisses and cuddles with everyone while we roared down the dark and windy roads away from the Lucky Cowboy. By the time we roared into the parking lot of the motel, I had lost my shirt and gained a couple of ruby red hickies on my neck. Somehow I had the presence of mind the text Sandy, “@ Silver Bluch Model doin gd”; she sent me back a laughing face emoji and thumbs up, but I didn’t see those until after I emptied my bladder in the morning.

The one with the mustache went to the office while the other two carried me out of the truck to the unit at the far end of the lot, hands and mouths everywhere at once. I believe that was when I lost one of my boots, though the mustached cowboy gallantly retrieved it when he ran up with the key. Once the door was open, we piled inside, tugging at clothes and nipping at skin and licking all over in a squirming, giggling pile of limbs.

This is not to imply that I was manhandled and mistreated – no sir, my cowboys were nothing if not complete gentlemen. While they were more rough than gentle – which is exactly how I wanted it – they were focused first on my desires. My first desire was for a cock in my mouth once I had them undressed, but my next desire was for a mouth on my cunt, and they delivered three of those, first one at a time and then in pairs. I don’t know how it normally is with cowboys, but this trio seemed very good at teamwork, fair play, and share-and-share-alike. They had a nice rotation going, two working their tongues on my clit and fingers in my pussy while one offered me a shaft to lick and suck, and then on some wordless signal they rotated, encircling me in a constantly flowing circle of attention. It’s probably impolite to keep count of orgasms in a situation like this, but I’m pretty sure I topped three, which had been my personal best from an evening of oral until then.

“Oh, fuck, that’s enough!” I finally had to yell. I was sorry to have to take the black-haired cowboy’s cock out of my mouth to do so. “I need a dick in me now!”

And again, like perfect gentlemen, they commenced to fucking me. Each had a distinctive style – the blonde was slow and steady, the brunette rode me high with shaft rubbing my clit, the one with the mustache lifted my legs onto his shoulders and hammered me like he was driving fenceposts – but they complimented each other. I imagine they made quite a team on the ranch, the way they could work me over without saying a word.

Two orgasms later, when I needed to move to keep my thighs from cramping up, they took turns being my bucking bronco while I rode them hard. At one point I was swapping between sipping tequila from a plastic motel cup and sucking on a hard cowboy cock while riding one of my cowboys, and I believe I touched the face of God.

All good things must end, though, and even a cowboy can’t be ridden forever. The black-haired cowboy was under me, thrusting up to meet my grinding hips, when he suddenly gasped and said, “I’m gonna blow, baby, where do you want it?”

I hopped off him, let the blonde cowboy’s cock out of my mouth, and wrapped my lips around the head of his dick. He tasted like pussy and sweat and tequila, a flavor that should be available in six pack cans at the Loaf’n Jug. He roared when he shot his jizz, and I drank it as thirstily as I had the bottle of Sauza.

The mustached cowboy was behind me while I was bent over the brunette’s crotch, and he slid into me with a hand on my hip for a half dozen quick thrusts before he pulled out and came across my ass; I cooed at the feeling of his warm cum dripping down my thigh.

The blonde cowboy was kneeling beside me, stroking his cock and fondling my tit. “Don’t waste that in your hand, cowboy,” I said before I took it in my mouth. He lasted only a suck or two before his jizz followed the brunette’s down my throat, soothing the burn the tequila had given me.

Exhausted, I collapsed on the bed while they cuddled against me, gently stroking me and nipping at my neck with their teeth and lips. I tried to speak, but nothing coherent was congealing in my brain, and soon oblivion swept me up in her arms and carried me away.

My bladder empty and three glasses of tap water down my throat (plus two to rinse my mouth of the residual taste of jizz), I am suddenly aware that I’m starving. A giant plate of sausage, eggs, and hash browns would go a long way to restoring my strength. But I am also, now that I recall the events of the night before, more than a little horny. Seeing all that naked cowboy flesh scattered around the motel room rekindled the fire between my legs.

I’m figuring out how to work the little coffee maker by the TV and thinking impure thoughts about the cowboy stretched out on my bed when I hear the mustached cowboy from the bathroom pissing like a racehorse. He staggers out of the bathroom, bleary-eyed and tousle-haired and sporting a nice hunk of morning wood. When he sees me by the coffee maker, he grins and makes to tip his hat, then realizes that his hat, like the rest of his clothes, is in a pile near the door.

“Good morning, cowboy,” I say in a low voice so as not to rouse the other sleepers. I slip the shirt off my shoulder and flash him a smile and a tit while the smell of coffee rises from the little pot. “Let’s go for a ride before breakfast.”

If you liked this story, check out The Center of Attention, and the rest of the All For One and One For All collection.
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