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Book description:

 


This time-travel erotic romance stars
nineteen-year-old Roxie, a California girl who moves to New Orleans
to start her life anew. Her apartment is on Basin Street, across
from the famed St. Louis Cemetery, where one night she hears
ragtime music emanating from inside. When she follows the music,
she meets and falls madly in love with a sexy Creole man who
transports her back to the late 1800s and the days of Storyville, a
red-light district where he plays piano in brothels. He takes her
to erotic worlds she never imagined and suggests sexual experiences
that test her. Will she go along with what he has to teach her?
Will she overcome her jealousy and accept whatever he proposes?
Because of its sexually explicit language, this book is for those
18 and older.

Here are some 5-star reviews for this story:

 


"A well-written and heartwarming ghost story,
truly romantic and also quite erotic.”

"It's the sort of story I can see coming back
to time and again and enjoying it each time.”

"I must be Maggie May's biggest fan. Her
stories are so well-written it feels like you are in the scene with
the characters! Storyville is a ghostly tale which explores many
aspects of supernatural sexuality and is fast-paced and fun to
read."

"A wonderfully atmospheric erotic romance. As
a lover of all things New Orleans, it was hard to ignore this one.
It’s the story of a young woman's introduction to the heady times
of Storyville with help from a unique guide (no spoiler here!) who
lovingly shows her the magic of years gone by."

“Their love for each other is felt
immediately. He helps Roxy adjust to life in the Quarter as well as
in his life. He teaches her things about herself and shows her how
by letting go the impossible can happen. I really liked how the
author describes their time together, the love scenes are explicit
and very well-written.”

“A brief view into historical New
Orleans.”

“An interesting trip into historic New
Orleans and some of the "happenings" reported there. A ghostly tale
of a young woman and a chance encounter that led to a fleeting
romance.”


Chapter One

 


Never in a million years would I have
predicted that when I went to New Orleans to start my new life, I
would fall in love with a ghost who once lived in the city’s famed
red-light district. Before you give up on this story of mine and
ask for your money back, let me explain. I am not delusional. This
really happened to me. I’m not one of those unreliable narrators
you hear about. There isn’t a history of insanity in my family
tree.

I was just a girl on the rebound when I
arrived at Louis Armstrong International Airport in the pouring
rain during a thunderstorm. After my plane almost crash-landed on
the runway, I should have known that this trip would be fraught
with peril. I had been in love with a musician back home in
California. You may have heard of him; he was pretty famous. His
name is Christopher Robin. I’m not kidding—that’s his real name. He
is twenty-five: my older man. I’m only 19. I met him at a club that
was supposed to admit only those twenty-one and older, but one of
the bouncers had a crush on me and he let me inside.

Older guys and musicians: how many good girls
have been led astray by them? I’ve always liked musicians, but
unfortunately, so do a lot of other girls. My guy had a harem of
groupies who followed him wherever he played. He used to make fun
of them when we were alone together. I trusted him until I walked
in on him making love with one of them. He tried to make it up to
me, but I didn’t trust him anymore. Jealousy is something I’m not
proud of. It makes me feel ugly and hate myself. It’s something I
need to work on.

I had saved some money from my job as a legal
secretary and decided to move as far away from California and its
bad memories as possible. My grandfather hooked me up with a
distant cousin of his who owned a law office in New Orleans. I
would be starting my new job in a couple of days. Before I left
home, I signed a lease for an apartment across the street from
Saint Louis Cemetery on Basin Street. Why there of all places?
Because I liked the way it looked when I had watched “Easy Rider”
with my grandfather. It struck me as romantic and
out-of-the-ordinary.

After I got off the plane and collected my
luggage, I went outside to hail a cab. The weather was hot and
muggy for April, but I’d heard that New Orleans had a lot of hot
days, so I’d better get used to it. I hailed a taxi and told the
driver where I was going. When we came to the French Quarter, he
told me, “This area isn’t safe to walk around in at night.
Especially for a pretty little white girl like you. If you want to
go anywhere, call me.” He passed his card to me in the back seat
and then asked, “Have you eaten dinner yet?”

I told him that I ate on the plane. He drove
by a restaurant called The Gumbo Shop and said, “Eat there, not
those Brennan’s restaurants. Same food. Less cost.”

“That’s good to know. Thanks,” I reassured
him.

When we arrived at my new digs, he asked if I
wanted him to go inside first to make sure there weren’t any
problems. Boy was he pushy! I politely told him, “No, thanks. I’m
sure everything is alright.”

I finally got rid of him and hoped I wouldn’t
run into him again. Against his advice, I felt like checking out
what was happening on Bourbon Street. This was my first trip to New
Orleans, after all, and I was excited to be here. I’d never
traveled farther east than Denver where some of my family lives. I
have always wanted to see “The South”. I loved “Gone with the Wind”
and wanted to go to a plantation and meet my Rhett Butler.

When I walked down Bourbon Street, I was
surprised. I didn’t realize there were so many strip clubs,
prostitutes, and drunk businessmen. One of them came up to me and
said, “Hello, sexy girl. Want a Hurricane?” He shoved a plastic cup
that said “Pat O’Brien’s” into my face, and hollered, “Laissez les
bons temp rouler.” I took a sip of its contents and found it to be
very tasty and sweet, so I took another. He said, “Let’s go to my
car.”

I firmly told him, “No, thank you,” and hoped
that he’d leave me alone.

“Suit yourself,” he said and went off in
search of his next victim.

Almost every bar on Bourbon had live
music—jazz, Dixieland, and rock. I stood outside the door of one
and tried to listen until I got shooed away by the doorkeeper.
There were a lot of college students on Spring Break. A bunch of
coeds were really plastered and kept screaming, laughing, and
showing their breasts to anyone who paid any attention. One of them
came up to me and put her arms around my neck. I couldn’t believe
it when she started kissing me. I told her, “I’m not a lesbian,”
and she answered that neither was she.

She reeked of alcohol, and I pushed her away.
She said to her friends, “Let’s go. This girl is frigid.”

I’m the furthest thing from frigid. My
boyfriend and I had a very intense, exciting sex life and I’ve
always been able to cum within the first couple of minutes of
making love. My boyfriend kept telling me to try to hold back, but
I couldn’t. I loved it so much. I started masturbating when I was
only five years old. Why am I getting so defensive?

From out of the crowd, I was drawn to a very
cute guy who looked about twenty-one. He came over and started
talking to me.

“Bon soir. I’m Jan Baptiste,” he said and
shook my hand.

“Cool name,” I answered.

“And you are…?” he asked.

“I’m Roxie.”

“Well, Roxie. Are you enjoying yourself?”

“Yes. It’s my first time in New Orleans.”

“Would you like a tour guide? I was born
here.”

“Sure.”

He walked me over to St. Louis Cathedral and
we sat down on some steps and listened to live music. He told me,
“In the daytime, there are big umbrellas around the square under
which artists set out their work. They draw portraits of people who
are willing to pay money.”

“Really?”

“Yes. You should come back in the
daytime.”

“I will. I’ll be spending a lot of time here.
I just moved here.”

“Where are you from?”

“Southern California.”

“I’ve never been there.”

“I was ready for a change.”

“Wait until you experience your first
hurricane.”

“I think it’d be exciting.”

“You really are a babe in the woods, aren’t
you?”

“Are you making fun of me?”

He moved a lock of hair that had been
covering my eye, and told me, “Not at all. I’m sorry. Let me treat
you to some beignets and café au lait.”

We walked over to Café du Monde, a very
pretty building with white columns and green and white striped
awnings. There were café tables, some inside, and some outside. We
found a place that looked semi-secluded and sat down. Jan ordered
beignets and two cups of café au lait.

“What are beignets?” I asked him after the
waiter left.

“They are fried doughnuts, covered with
powdered sugar. They’re kind of messy,” he said, looking down at
the layer of powder on the floor.

“It looks like it snowed in here,” I said. In
the brighter light of the restaurant, I could tell that his skin
was the color of a Starbucks Cafè Mocha. He had a broad nose and
very sensuous full lips. I asked, “Are you Creole?”

“Why do you ask? Is that a problem?” he
asked.

“No. I didn’t mean to offend you.”

“Actually, I don’t know where my family was
from. I was raised in an orphanage.”

“How sad.”

The waiter brought our order over and we each
took a bite of our French doughnuts. Jan continued, “Living in an
orphanage wasn’t sad. It was all I knew, so I didn’t have anything
to compare it to. I learned how to play the piano there. Some other
boys and I formed a band. A white man heard us play and gave me
professional lessons.”

“You must be good.”

“I’ll play for you sometime.” He fingered a
gold cross that I wore around my neck. He looked deeply into my
eyes and asked, “Mademoiselle, what would your daddy do if he saw
his blonde-haired, blue-eyed girl wearing a dress with such
luscious décolletage?” He looked at my more than ample bosom and
continued, “What would he do if he saw you talking to a black
man?”

In my head, I repeated his word
“Décolletage.” He had a wonderful accent: it sounded like a
combination of French, Caribbean, and Southern. Very foreign and
romantic. I loved the way he talked. I was used to my boyfriend
referring to my “big tits.” He would never have used the word,
“décolletage”.

I answered, “I never met my daddy. I’m an
orphan, just like you. My parents died in a car accident shortly
after I was born. My Grandpa raised me.”

“Well, what would your Granddaddy say?”

I laughed and said, “He wouldn’t like it, I’m
afraid.”

“We won’t tell him,” he answered,
conspiratorially.

I looked over towards Jackson Square and saw
some horse-drawn carriages. “Let’s take one of those when we’re
done eating. I’ve always wanted to ride in one.”

Ten minutes later, we walked across the
street and hired one. The driver helped us into the carriage and
told his pony to giddy-up. As he was pulling away, he asked, “Were
you eating at the Cafe du Monde?”

“Yes,” I answered.

He said, “It’s the original coffee stand in
the French Market. It was established in 1862. In English, its name
means “Café of the People.”
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