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Chapter One

 


 


On a humid May evening, three friends got
together for a girls’ night out. They were going to an upscale
movie theater off Canal Street, the dividing line between the
historic French Quarter and the business district in downtown New
Orleans. Many older city dwellers remembered shopping at the
street’s turn-of-the-century department stores, donning their
Sunday best, complete with hats and gloves, to go from store to
store. In the weeks leading up to Mardi Gras, thousands congregated
on the street to watch Carnival krewes roll by in their decorated
floats.

The three friends were young librarians who
worked at the Law Library of Louisiana in the heart of the French
Quarter. One of them, a blonde twenty-seven-year-old named
Evangeline, was especially looking forward to being with her
friends and fellow librarians. She badly needed some emotional
support. Earlier in the day, she had been served divorce papers and
told herself that she must face the fact that her marriage truly
was over. Her husband wasn’t coming back; he didn’t want her
anymore.

Her friend Renee gave her a long hug. “Oh,
Evangeline! I’m so glad you made it! We didn’t think you’d come.
I’m so sorry about the divorce! You don’t deserve this!”

“I’m so glad I came. It’s so good to see you
both!”

Her other friend Elise hugged her as well.
“We were worried when you didn’t come to work today!”

“Ok, ok. Let’s not talk about my divorce!
Let’s have some wine! We’ve got some time before the movie
starts.”

They sat and talked endlessly about their
work and the various odd patrons who made the library their home
for the day. It was therapeutic to talk and share a few glasses of
wine with her friends and Evangeline almost forgot about the movie
they were there to see. She smiled and, in a whisper, asked,
“Wouldn’t our patrons be surprised to see us here?”

Her friend Renee added, “Not exactly
something that Marian the Librarian would do.”

“Or Ruth Harrison, Reference Librarian,”
Evangeline added.

“Who’s that?” their younger friend Elise
asked.

“She’s a character on the radio show, A
Prairie Home Companion.”

“Never heard of it.” Feeling left out, Elise,
told them, “Can we please talk about something else? I totally
can’t relate.”

“You’re really dressed to the nines tonight,
Evangeline,” Renee observed.

Evangeline had just bought a new dress the
day before and was wearing it for the first time. It was white, off
the shoulders, low-necked, and fit her like a glove. “I thought I’d
wear something new to celebrate seeing my friends.”

“I can’t see you wearing that at the
library.”

Evangeline tried to adjust the neckline of
her dress. “Is it too much? I just wanted to play dress-up. I
thought it would make me feel better.”

“Don’t worry about it, hon,” Elise tried to
reassure her. “You look beautiful.”

“Thank you.” She took a sip of wine and tried
to think of something to say.

Renee was slightly older than Evangeline, and
at times treated her like a younger sister. “Have you protected
your assets now that your husband wants a divorce?”

“I think so. I have my own checking and
savings account. The house is still in both of our names.”

“Aren’t you afraid that he might try and kick
you out once the divorce is final?”

“He can’t do that, can he?”

“You bought that house together. It’s part
yours,” Elise added.

“Evangeline, I’m just worried about you,”
Renee said.

Evangeline patted her friend’s hand. “That’s
sweet.”

Renee couldn’t stop worrying about her
friend. “Have you changed your will?”

“I don’t have one.”

“What about your life insurance?”

“Since the divorce process began, James
wasn’t chipping in his share, so I canceled it. I’m trying to get
the cash value but dealing with the company is so much work.”

Elise chimed in. “Renee, can we please change
the subject? I feel like you’re picking on poor Evangeline.”

“I have her best interests at heart.”

“Thanks. I appreciate it. I really do,”
Evangeline answered.

Wanting to change the subject, she asked
Elise, “What’s been going on with you lately?”

“Well, I’m starting to get the hang of being
a reference librarian, but I’m so afraid I won’t have the right
answers to the patrons’ questions, and they’ll complain about
me.”

“Just remember not to give them legal advice;
only point them to the right reference materials.”

“I need to remember that.”

Renee warned her. “The library doesn’t want
to get sued if we give them the wrong answer.”

“Would people do that?”

“It’s been done at other law libraries.”

“Now I’m even more nervous.”

“Try not to be. The patrons are usually very
patient. The fact that you’re young and pretty will make your life
easier.”

“You think?”

“Yeah. Wouldn’t you agree, Evangeline?”

Evangeline didn’t answer. She was staring at
a good-looking man standing alone at the bar. He wore a
well-tailored blue suit and a white shirt with cuff links visible
below the sleeves of his jacket. She checked him out from head to
toe, drinking in his height, thick hair, and handsome face.

Sipping a whiskey, he coolly looked around at
the other people in the bar.

Renee noticed him, too. “Look at that guy
over there. He could be a stand-in for Christian Grey.”

Evangeline was star-struck and couldn’t take
her eyes off him. She blushed when he turned and stared back at
her. He raised his glass in her direction. She was flabbergasted
and wondered, why is he choosing me? There are several more
attractive ladies in the room.

Elise whispered, “That handsome guy likes
you.”

“I think he feels sorry for me,” she
replied.

Renee asked, “What? Are you kidding? You’re a
beautiful, smokin’ hot 27-year-old woman who’s back in the dating
game. This is your lucky night!”

She laughed. “Get out of here. I know nothing
about him.”

Renee was suspicious and wondered about him
aloud. “Why is he alone? Doesn’t he have any friends?”

Before they could say anything more, Elise
looked at her watch and noticed that the movie was about to start.
“We better get a move on or there won’t be three seats together.
Come on.”

Evangeline took one last look at her
gentleman admirer as she and her friends left the bar. The three
friends found seats halfway down near the middle just as the lights
were dimming. The man finished his drink and was the last in before
the ushers shut the doors. He found a seat in the back row with a
good view of the entire theater.

When the movie was over, the friends made
their way back up to the lobby. Evangeline was asking her friends
how they liked the movie when she almost bumped into the mystery
man.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t see you there.”

“No need to apologize.” There was an awkward
silence as he looked directly at Evangeline. “So, how did you like
the movie?”

She blushed, afraid to admit that she liked
it.

“It’s a pleasure to meet such beautiful
women. Would you ladies care to join me for dinner? There’s a new
Italian restaurant in town that I would love to check out with your
company.”

The three looked at each other, wondering
what to say to such an offer.

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be so forward. I can
sense your reluctance. Please accept my apologies for being so
forward. I shouldn’t let my work get in the way.”

Evangeline’s interest was further piqued.
“Your work? Where do you work?”

“I’m a restaurant critic for the
Picayune.”

She thought, Ooh, he must be smart if he’s
a writer.

“I’d love to go to dinner with you,” she
boldly answered.

Surprised by her rare forwardness, her
friends raised their eyebrows and looked at each other.

Elise sensed he favored Evangeline. “Why
don’t you two go without us? We were planning to go hear some live
music.”

Renee looked surprised. “We were?”

Elise rolled her eyes. “Yeah!”

“Okay, okay. I get it.”

“Thanks anyway for the offer. Renee and I had
plans. Besides, three’s a crowd.”

“Have fun,” he answered. A faint smile
twitched on his upper lip.

As her friends disappeared out to the parking
lot, Evangeline had a bad feeling and didn’t know why, but tried to
reassure herself, hoping that this would work out, whatever ‘this’
was, unlike her last disaster with her husband.

 


******

 


She and her mysterious admirer walked out to
the parking lot to his expensive-looking black Mercedes. He
gracefully opened the passenger door, making her smile at his
chivalry. He made sure her seat belt and shoulder harness were
properly fastened, reaching across her waist and over her blouse.
Once he was seated, he looked over at her and shook her hand. “My
name is Nathan Jackson, by the way. I didn’t get yours.”

“Evangeline Monroe.”

“Evangeline. What a beautiful name. Just like
that poem by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.”

“I’m sorry. I’m not familiar with that
poem.”

“Honey, you’ve got to stop apologizing to me.
There’s no need to. The two of us are simply a man and woman who
just met. You need to live in the moment.”

“I guess you’re right. I’ll try to remember
that.”

He patted her leg to reassure her and then
slowly pushed up her dress so he could see what she was wearing
underneath it. She didn’t object. His car was directly under a
parking lot light that bathed the inside of his car in a cool blue
glow. It let him see every inch of her garters that held up her
lace trimmed white silk thigh highs.

“Mmm…I love the look of these.”

She liked it when he snapped one of her
garters playfully.

“You look just like a sexy model.”

She blushed. “I’m hardly that.” She took a
deep breath, trying to live in the moment as he suggested.

“We’d better get going before I get carried
away.”

“Ah, okay.” She was slightly disappointed
that he didn’t get carried away.

He pulled out of the parking lot; the
expensive luxury car was like riding on a cloud to her. They rode
in silence for a while, and she enjoyed the air-conditioning. The
day had been especially hot and humid.

He interrupted her thoughts and suggested,
“Instead of going to that Italian restaurant, I have a craving for
Commander’s Palace. Would you be disappointed if we went
there?”

“Are you kidding? I’d love to go to
Commander’s. I haven’t been there since my wedding reception.”

“Oh. Are you married?” He sounded
disappointed.

“No. Not anymore. My husband just filed for
divorce.”

He shook his head. “You must feel awful. Why
would someone want to divorce a pretty girl like you? You’re so
attractive. And I love your smile.”

She hadn’t felt this good in a long time.
“Once upon a time, I think my husband did want me. Problem was, as
the years passed, he changed. He was unfaithful, time and time
again.”

“Sorry to hear it. That rotten bastard.”

“I guess he wanted to make a change.”

“Well, if you want my advice, I say good
riddance. He’s not the right guy for you.”

She started crying. “I guess not.”

He put his hand on her knee and gave it a
gentle pat.

“I’m glad he’s out of the picture. How else
would I have met you? Now, I get to have you all to myself. You’ll
be my girl.”

“Thank you. It gives me hope.” She repeated
his words in her head: “You’ll be my girl.”

When he talked in such terms of ownership, it
made her smile. It was nice having someone wanting her again. Her
self-confidence had taken a serious beating the last year with her
husband—soon-to-be-ex-husband.

While he drove, he put his hand again further
up her leg and she liked the way it felt.

He pressed a button on the dashboard and a
Roxy Music song, ‘I’d Do Anything to Turn You On’ began to play.
Evangeline smiled and sang along.

Without looking at her he asked, “Would you
really?”

“You mean, do anything to turn you on?”

“Yeah.”

“I’d give it a try.” She wanted to sound
carefree.

He gently rubbed her leg. “Umm…I have half a
mind to cancel our dinner arrangements and take you straight to
bed.”

“Let’s do it and then eat later,” she boldly
answered.

Surprised, he laughed. “I love a girl who
speaks her mind.”

He drove past Commander’s Palace and instead
to his home in the Garden District, one of New Orleans’ most
beautiful neighborhoods, famous for its lush gardens and stately
homes. Before long, he pulled into a long winding driveway that led
to a two-story mansion with white columns in the front.

“What a beautiful house you have!”

“You’ll like it even more once you’re
inside.”

“Ooh. I can’t wait.” Her heart skipped a beat
hearing him say that.

She adored his accent. “Where were you
born?”

“In Paris.”

“Paris…wow!”

“Impressed?”

“Yeah. I’ve always wanted to go.”

“Maybe I can take you there someday.”

“Really?”

“Sure. I’d love to show you around.”

He opened the front door and led her into the
large foyer. “Let me give you a quick tour.”

Every room was decorated with antiques,
artwork, and collectibles. Persian rugs graced the hardwood floors,
and a crystal chandelier illuminated each room with a soft
glow.

“This is so beautiful. How long have you
lived here?”

“For about ten years.”

He pointed to the sofa. “Have a seat. Would
you like a drink?”

“Sure.”

“Tonight is cause for celebration.”

“Is it really?” she asked shyly. “What are we
celebrating?”

“The beginning of a beautiful
relationship.”

“Hmm. I like the sound of that.”

“I’ll be right back with some champagne.” He
disappeared into the kitchen leaving her alone to admire the rooms.
She noticed some photographs resting on the hood of a grand piano.
One showed a younger version of him standing with two people whom
she assumed were his parents. They looked like one big happy
family. She was beginning to trust him more and more.

This man was growing on her! He was so
charming and handsome. His body must be amazing under
that suit, she told herself. She hadn’t felt this frisky in
years.

He came out of the kitchen with a bottle and
two champagne flutes on a silver tray. She watched as he uncorked
the bubbly. Once the two glasses were filled to the brim, he raised
his glass in a toast.

“To my beautiful Evangeline.”

“Thank you. To my Christian Grey.”

Once she realized what she’d just said, she
felt embarrassed, slightly blushed, and told him, “I’m sorry. I
didn’t mean to call you that. It just slipped out.”

He laughed and sipped his champagne. “Now,
don’t worry your pretty little head about it.” He reached for a
lock of her long blonde hair and tucked it gently behind her
ear.

She loved the tenderness of his gesture. He
kissed the top of her head and then went over to an armoire which
he opened. “Any kind of music you’d like to hear?”

“Well…I loved what you had on in the car, but
I don’t want you to go to any trouble.”

He smiled, thinking that she was so cute when
she apologized for no reason. “It will be my pleasure.”

Music began magically playing from unseen
speakers. He returned and joined her on the sofa.

She couldn’t wait to find out what he’d do
next.

He admired her long legs. “Ooh, I love your
strappy sandals. They make your legs look fantastic.”

“Nobody’s ever said my legs looked
fantastic.”

“Then, they weren’t looking, sweetheart.”

He pushed the coffee table away from the sofa
to make room for what he was about to do. He knelt and gently
unbuckled the ankle strap on each shoe, slowly and seductively
taking them off.

“I’ll be careful not to snag your stockings,”
he promised. Slowly unrolling the one on her left leg until it was
down around her ankle, he took off her nylon and softly kissed her
foot.

She took a deep breath and let it out
slowly.

“Lift your other leg for me.”

She loved the sound of his voice, his accent,
and did as she was told.

He removed her other nylon and gently kissed
her leg from her ankle all the way up to the apex of her legs.
“Take off your panties,” he commanded.

She hesitated for a second.

He sensed her hesitation. “I hope I’m not
going too fast for you?”

“No. It’s not that. It’s just that having
champagne on an empty stomach is going to my head.”

Sensing her unease, he took both her hands
and looked her in the eyes. “Evangeline, I’m so sorry. We should
have gone to Commanders Palace and had dinner there before I
brought you here.”

“No. Please don’t feel that way. You’re a
wonderful host.”

“Well, at least let me give you a snack,
then. How does some cheese and fruit sound?”

“Wonderful!”

He returned to the kitchen and in his
absence, she couldn’t resist the urge to snoop around some more,
wondering if he had a red room like Christian Grey had in the
movie. Then she scolded herself for even making the comparison. She
had no evidence that he was into BDSM. The movie had made her mind
discombobulated, and she couldn’t resist the urge to walk around
and open doors in the hallway to peek inside the rooms. She tried
to open the first door she saw, but it was locked. She tried the
handle again and it wouldn’t budge.

She felt someone’s hands on her shoulder and
jumped. Quickly turning around to see who touched her, she was
relieved when saw that it was him.

“Did I scare you?”

“No. I was afraid that someone else was in
the house.”

“No. It’s just us…What were you looking for,
Miss Nosy?”

She laughed. “I know this sounds ridiculous,
but I was wondering if you have a red room.”

“What if I did? Would you like it?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never been in one.”

He pressed his body next to hers, taking both
her wrists and lifting her arms over her head. He was in control
now and although surprised, she was not scared. He pushed her
against the wall and looked directly at her. “Is this alright,
honey?”

“I like it.”

With his pelvis, he ground himself into her.
Her breathing quickened when he covered her neck with soft
butterfly kisses. He briefly pulled away and looked at her with
hooded eyes before saying, “Well, my dear. You’re right. That is
exactly what this locked room is. Would you like to see it?”

“Yes. Please. I’m dying of curiosity.”

“In that case, let me show you.” He reached
into his pocket for the keys and then stopped. “Before I let you
in, I need to tell you something.”

“Ah…Okay.”

“In this room, there are no safe words.”

“Oh, really.”

“Yes. Before I invite you inside, I want you
to agree to my terms.”

She didn’t answer at first. A warning bell
went off in her head but in her excitement, she pushed it aside,
trying to go with the moment. After watching the movie, she assumed
that the night would end with them having the best sex of their
lives.

“Evangeline, what are you thinking? Are you
having second thoughts?”

“No. It’s not that.” She hesitated, trying to
summon the courage to ask him something personal. “I was just
thinking that I’m tired of vanilla sex and want to try a new
flavor.”

“Excellent.” He put the key in the lock and
opened the door for her. He turned on a chandelier that bathed the
room in a soft glow. In the middle of the room was a padded leather
bench and a bed with a richly colored maroon bedspread.

Going over to a drawer, he asked, “Have you
ever been blindfolded?”

“No. All this is new to me.”

“May I put one over your eyes?”

“Umm. Okay.”

He stepped behind her and put a silk
blindfold on. She stood perfectly still, not sure what she was
supposed to do. Her mouth felt really dry, and she could barely
speak.

“Evangeline, do you like vibrators?”

“Yes. Very much.”

“Good. Then if I use one, it won’t be such a
shock to you?”

“No. Not at all. My husband and I liked to
use one while we were having sex.”

She shivered all over as she remembered the
lovemaking with her husband and wondered what Nathan was going to
do with the vibrator. It was all so new and thrilling for her.

He took her hand, “We are going to my bed
now, honey. Is that okay with you?”

“Yes. Of course, it is…sir.”

“I love it when you call me sir. I am your
Master in this room. Do you understand?”

“Yes. I must obey your orders, sir.”

She couldn’t believe the words that were
coming out of her mouth. She was scared; yet, at the same time,
really turned on.

“Okay…Just to make things clear. I have
something to say to you right now. Is that alright with you?”

“Well, of course it is.”

“I know that you are going to be a sexy
lover.”

“I like the way that sounds. It’s so good to
hear you say that right now.”

“Well. It’s the God’s honest truth. Are you
feeling okay right now, honey?”

“I’m okay. I trust you.”

“That’s my good girl.”

He handcuffed both her wrists to the
bedposts. He walked away and then she heard the sound of another
drawer opening. He returned to her and placed his hand on her leg
then squeezed her ankle. “Spread your legs, honey,” he
commanded.

She heard a buzzing sound and realized that
he had a vibrator. He rubbed it against the inside of her thighs.
Loving the sensation as he moved it up her legs, she wiggled her
hips, feeling on the cusp of an orgasm, even before he got to the
space between her legs.

She let out a moan and he stopped.

“Please, sir. Continue. That felt so
good.”

He told her to hush again. He returned to the
drawers and came back to the bedside. “Spread your legs further
apart, honey.”

She did what he requested and was shocked
when she felt a stinging sensation on her inner thigh. “What was
that?”

“A flogger. Did it hurt?”

“Yes!”

“I’m so sorry. I’ll be right back. I have to
go get something to help you.”

He left her alone in the room with her
thoughts for several minutes. Soon he returned and touched the
inside of her thighs with an ice cube which made her tremble. She
hadn’t been expecting anything like that and couldn’t help
giggling.

“Cold,” she murmured.

He told her to hush and replaced the ice cube
with his lips, which then slowly traveled up to the apex of her
legs where he pleased her in her most sensitive place.

She let out a deep moan and he abruptly
stopped what he was doing. She heard another drawer opening and
closing. He had put on surgical gloves. When his left index finger
gently stroked her neck, she became frightened.

“Why do you have gloves on?”

“It’s okay, baby. Just relax. Some girls like
this.”

“I don’t.”

“How will you know if you don’t try?”

“I don’t want to.”

“You know the rules, baby. No safe words.
Remember?”

He climbed on top of her, and his fingers
increased the pressure on her neck. She tried to scream but nothing
came out. Her head began to hurt and a moment later she lost
consciousness.

As she lay limp, he jumped off the bed and
began to panic. He shook her, hoping to wake her but it was not
working. Fearing she was dead, he freaked out. He had a submissive
girlfriend who used to like this type of sex, but she knew the
risks involved. It could result in the best orgasm you’d ever had,
or it could go terribly wrong.

He took the handcuffs off, felt her wrist,
and panicked when he couldn’t find a pulse. He yelled at her,
“Evangeline, wake up!! Don’t die on me!!! Come on, sweetheart!!
Wake up!!”


Chapter Two

 


 


Detective Rick Vente lived and worked in New
Orleans. Born in the city, he was one of the top homicide
detectives on the force. He grew up with Alexandra who also lived
in New Orleans and whom he had known since they were children. They
had always spoken of marriage and a family but with time, things
changed. Alexandra’s family moved away, and they lost touch for
many years. He became a law enforcement officer, and she became a
working girl. The kind of working girl who entertained other men
for money.

She eventually moved back to New Orleans and
worked at a house known as Miss Vivian’s just down the street from
his on St. Charles. Despite their differences in career choices,
Rick and Alexandra remained close.

As she lay next to him in his bed, she told
him, “We should do this more often.” A summer rain fell and the
sound of car tires on St. Charles Avenue signaled it was a good
solid downpour.

“I think we should too,” he answered, reached
over, and touched her face softly illuminated in the Tiffany lamp
light on his bedside table. “Maybe you should think about moving
in? Work is only a few houses down. What do you think?”

She was flattered that he would even consider
it, which made her smile. “Rick, we’ve come a long way and I’ve
never heard something like that from you.”

“I’ve never felt as happy as I am right
now.”

Rick sat up and lit a cigarette. “Would you
like one?”

“No. I’m trying to kick that habit. I don’t
think it's good for me now.”

“Now? You’ve smoked for as long as I’ve known
you.”

“Things have changed.”

“What’s changed?”

She sat up in bed and turned to face him. She
took his hand and placed it on her stomach. “I’m pregnant.”

“Pregnant?”

“I took two tests yesterday and they came
back positive. I’ve missed my period as well. I’m almost three
months along.”

Rick was stunned. He had always thought about
this moment with her and now that it seemed so true, he couldn’t
muster the joy he thought he would be feeling.

“Is it mine?”

“C’mon, silly! Of course, it is! I haven’t
had any customers for over three months. Besides, I tell my
customers they need to wear protection. You don’t have that rule.
It’s yours, Rick.”

He put his cigarette out and took her in his
arms. “I wonder what our parents would say if they were alive?”

“Oh, I’m sure mine would be over the
moon.”

“So would mine. My mother never stopped
praying for a grandchild.”

“Well, you know what this means, don’t
you?”

“I guess we should get serious about you
moving in.”

“And?”

“What else?”

“Marriage?”

 


******

 


Homicide Detective Yvonne Dauphin, an
attractive woman in her mid-thirties, was bathing her six-month-old
baby Justin. She picked
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