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Drenched in sweat and sporting a sweet buzz, I popped inside the nearest bar to escape the sweltering heat and humidity. My first trip to New Orleans was full of lessons, the first being there was no escape from Mother Nature’s wrath. Not sure what the Big Easy did to piss her off, but they’d suffer her vindictiveness long after I left this earth. Living in Phoenix, heat wasn’t the issue, but this humidity sucked ass.
“Good evening, folks, and welcome to Driscoll’s. Let’s give a warm round of applause for our next and final band for the night, Shadow Wraith!”
Last band? What time was it?
Driscoll’s was at least beneath the hotel I was staying in. How my drunk ass found its way back here I’ll never know but a sense of calm rushed through me at knowing I’d made it safe and sound, though I didn’t remember much else. Might’ve had something to do with that Hurricane I shared with a group of new friends.
The music began as I spotted the drink line and wobbled over. Did I need another drink? No, but when in Rome and all that. Besides, it was my birthday, and I was on vacation. 
His alluringly sensual voice drew me in, as though the wind were calling out to me. Captivated, was the best way to describe the trance-like state it had me in. My hips swayed as I stood in line, not giving two shits who saw me dance. This music was ethereal, otherworldly and took control. What did it matter anyway, I’d never see any of these people again. 
Happy lonely thirtieth birthday to me!
The stage wasn’t visible from where I was and at only five foot eight, seeing over the heads of others wasn’t an option. A wall of bodies blocked the view so as soon as I got my drink I pushed my way through and there he stood. The gorgeous man with the equally as beautiful voice. How was it legal for anyone to be that perfect?
Our eyes met and I swore he sang the next chorus to me.
I’ve seen you in my dreams, envisioned you and me
Sweaty and naked, that’s how we’re meant to be
If we only have one night, let’s make it one to remember
Making love until dawn, though I wish it could be forever
In my mind, the crowd had disappeared and only the two of us remained. I danced as he sang this enchanting melody to me. Lulled by this siren call, I moved to the beat until I could do so no more. I sidled up to the bar and squeezed onto a stool to order a bottle of water.
“Hello.” A welcome chill raced through me as he spoke.
I turned, and there he stood, the man with the voice like honey. “Hello.”
He pointed at himself. “Banjo.” 
“Kenny.” Intently, he watched as I finished the last of my drink. The look on his face. was undecipherable, though I chose to take it as good things were to come and played it up a bit, hungrily licking the droplets from my lips. When his gaze landed right where I wanted it, I knew I had a chance.
“So, Kenny, what did you think of the show?” Gods, that accent shot straight to my dick.
He knew the answer to that question. His gaze never left mine the entire time he performed. Though mine did veer as I danced, completely engulfed by the music. Never had I been so enthralled with anything or anyone before.
“I enjoyed it. Your voice is like silky magic. Have you recorded any CDs? I’d love to buy them if you have.” Already I imagined the numerous ways I’d debauch myself in the sanctity of my home while listening to them.
Banjo got a strange look on his face as though he was trying to decipher my words. Finally, he shook his head. “No, nothing like that. How long are you in town for?”
“Just a couple more days. Decided to knock a dream trip off my bucket list for my thirtieth birthday.”
“Well then,” he grinned, “happy birthday to you. Are you here with friends?”
Friends? Never really had any, though I kept that depressing thought to myself. “No, I’m here alone. It’s easier to visit all the historic sites I wanted to see without having to argue with someone over where to go next.”
“Makes sense. I’ve always been a bit of a loner myself. We’re kindred spirts.”
Uncomfortable silence came between us. Were we thinking the same thing, wanting to move onto the naked part of the night? Knowing that I didn’t live here, would Banjo make the first move or should I? Was he willing to do a one-night stand? Maybe two, or possibly a three-peat? I couldn’t think of a better send off before catching a flight home than a night of orgasmic debauchery. I’d never been one to make the first move, but I wasn’t about to let this night end without getting a taste of Banjo.
Listen to me talk like I’m some sort of player, which I would never be. 
“Want to get out of here?”
Thank fuck Banjo said it first. As usual I barreled right into the overanalyzing stage in my brain. “Yes.” A single breathless word that held the weight of killing a dry spell. “I have a room upstairs.”
“Perfect.”
Silently, Banjo followed me up the two flights to the top floor. His careful steps never once caused the stairs to creek. Of course, choosing a hotel in the French Quarter meant no elevators but I wanted the entire experience and to be in the thick of things. The entire time I wondered if he stared at my ass, at least, I hoped like hell he was. We both knew what this night was about and what we were going to my room for. There was no use beating around the bush or pretending it was something that it wasn’t.
We reached the third floor and walked to the end of the hall where my room was. I drew the skeleton key from my pocket and nervously smiled. “Imagine my surprise when I checked in and they handed me an antique key instead of a card.” Again, Banjo gave me an odd look and slightly tilted his head like he couldn’t quite understand what I said. Maybe being from here, he was used to skeleton keys. I shrugged it off and opened the door, and immediately turned on the small AC unit.
“I’m from the desert. Handling this heat isn’t an issue but the damn humidity you have here is.” He smiled and said nothing. “Please, take a seat. Do you want anything? Water? I think I have a couple of sodas in the mini fridge.”
“No, thank you.” He patted the bed beside him, “Come, sit with me, Cher.”
Cher. I had heard the term before, mostly in movies, and knew it was an endearment like sweetheart or darling. But the way it rolled off his tongue in that heavy creole accent made it even sexier to hear in person.
I wiped my palms on my jeans as I neared him. I was nervous, but there was no way in hell this wasn’t happening. I needed this like I needed my next breath. I didn’t dare waste time calculating how long it had been since my last orgasm. The project I’d been involved in had taken up too much time. Hell, I probably would’ve forgotten this trip if the reminder to check in for my flight hadn’t popped up on my phone.
“Do you live nearby? Is playing music your full-time job? How old are you?” These stupid questions spewed forth like I had zero control. Banjo was polite enough and just smiled as I rattled them off.
“I know something better we can do with those lips of yours.” God, that accent shot straight to my cock. I always had a thing for guys with accents but being down here in New Orleans and hearing it come from one of the sexiest men I’d ever met in my life was the ultimate high. A gorgeous man and an orgasm, or three, this was the best birthday present ever!
Banjo pressed his lips to mine. Every molecule of my being tingled from the tip of my toes to the hair atop my head, and I full body shuddered. His hand wrapped around the back of my neck, and he pulled me tighter as he deepened the kiss. When his tongue slipped between my lips I gasped and nearly came. I’d never come from just a kiss before and now wasn’t the time to revert to teen me. 
The need to be taken, to allow another complete and utter control over me was long overdue. Just take me, I nearly said yet somehow managed to refrain. Just barely. I was putty in Banjo’s very capable hands and right then he could do whatever he wanted to me and gods, how I hoped he did.
Gently, Banjo guided me back onto the bed then proceeded to unbutton my shirt. His skin was the cool my overheated body sought. His every touch was soothing and crisp like a cool winter’s night, and I couldn’t wait to have him buried deep inside me.
Piece by piece he removed my clothes and set them aside. Then he stood and removed his own.
“I only get one night, Cher. Let’s make it one we never forget.”
I had no clue what that meant. Perhaps his band was leaving on tour, or he too was on vacation, and it was back to work tomorrow for him. Too many maybes and not enough kissing. I cleared my head of all thoughts and focused on living in the moment, for once in my life. I’d been far too consumed with building the boring one I had back home. Yes, at the age of thirty gaining financial security was wise, but denying myself these desires was unfair. 
Immediately after I graduated from college I joined the workforce with a job in video game programming I’d landed. Since then, it’d been one project after another. I had no complaints, code and numbers were in my DNA. It’s what I loved to do and what I understood. Humans, not so much. But right then, code wasn’t something to worry about. Enjoying the night with this gorgeous man was.
Once Banjo was gloriously naked, he slid in bed beside me. “Can I touch you?” I paused my hand in midair. My fingers itched to outline his pale skin.
“Oui, Cher.” His language, a mixture of French and English. I loved that it sounded straight out of a romance novel. Not that I had read many. Or at least I’d never admit that aloud, especially to any of my techie coworkers. They were all about sci-fi and fantasy. Nothing wrong with either of those genres, I enjoyed them myself. But every once in a while, it was nice to get lost in a love story. Especially an erotic one.
How was it that his skin stayed cool in this swampy heat, even with the AC cranked up and I was still melting? I wanted to rub all over him, not just for foreplay but to cool down. I traced every inch of Banjo, committing him to memory. Knowing full well this night would be recalled time and again, used as fodder to masturbate to. I’d love to spend the rest of my vacation doing this, but his mention of it only being one night made it clear this was a one and done. I was tempted to beg for a repeat but that wasn’t who I was. Instead, I’d do everything in my power to ensure this was the best night of my life, and hopefully his, too.
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