
Table of Contents

Streetcar Desire

Streetcar Desire

Streetcar Desire | By Jerry Moreno

THE END

ABOUT JERRY MORENO

ABOUT JMS BOOKS LLC


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Streetcar Desire

[image: ]


By Jerry Moreno

Published by JMS Books LLC

Visit jms-books.com for more information.

Copyright 2026 Jerry Moreno

ISBN 9798896023203

* * * *
[image: ]


Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

All rights reserved.

WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Published in the United States of America.

* * * *
[image: ]


To Bob, for being an inspiration and making me laugh so hard I hurt!

* * * *
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Streetcar Desire

By Jerry Moreno

[image: ]


My hometown is known for many things and the green streetcars of the St. Charles line are both instantly recognizable and immediately associated with New Orleans. I would call them iconic, but I find that word overused. Especially by the Today Show. They are so pleased and proud of everything and everyone they showcase that every actor interviewed is iconic; every location visited is iconic. Blah!

Anyway, I love our streetcars. The green ones on the St. Charles line are my favorites. They’re a hundred years old, have no AC, have beautiful, polished Brazilian Cherry seats, rock you to sleep as they rumble down the line, and the clang of the big brass bell is, to me, a joyous and happy sound. The other streetcar lines—Loyola, Riverfront, and both Canal lines—use newer, red streetcars. Those do have AC. They’re great, but the green ones are my favorites.

My condo is a quick, four block walk from the St. Charles line stop at Jackson Street. Hop on the streetcar and I’m at my office at Carondelet and Poydras in under twenty minutes. True, I could be there in half the time if I drove, but this way I get to sip my coffee and peruse the newspaper on my way in. Even in the middle of summer, the wooden slats direct air into the streetcars. Early mornings aren’t that hot anyway, so even in a suit and tie, it’s a comfy ride.

I’ve gotten to know a number of the folks that ride the streetcar regularly, like I do. Ms. Hernandez is a sweet lady with a bright smile. She gets on before me, always sits on the left side in the middle of the car, always has her knitting out, and greets me with a happy, “Good morning!” when I get on. I think she works at one of the downtown hotels. Mr. Rand—I’m not sure if that’s his first or last name—is a dapper, elder gentleman who always looks to be at some great purpose, although what it might be, I cannot say.

The operators are pretty regular, too. Paulie—a jovial man with a thick, Chalmette accent—is usually on Mondays, Tuesdays, and Wednesdays. Arabel—who has been threatening to retire for years—is usually on Thursdays and Fridays. Weekends are hit and miss because the extra dollar per hour weekend pay attracts many of the newer operators. Regardless, they’re all super nice, extra friendly, and always act like they’re genuinely happy to see you.

Even on the weekends, I’ll take the green St. Charles line to Canal Street, switch to either the Canal or Loyola lines, and go to the French Market. I don’t cook, but it’s nice to have some fresh fruit in the house from time to time. Most of the artwork in my condo is from the French Market, and it’s proven to be a great place for one-of-a-kind Christmas and birthday gifts.

I’ve certainly fallen in love more than a few times at the French Market. A hunky, young dad will often catch my eye. A knob-head, wanna-be thug in a too-tight T-shirt also captures my attention. Of course, neither of these types are good for me—or even what I really want—but a hot guy is always full of possibility!

This one particular Saturday in early fall was an unseasonably cool day. I made my way to the French Market. I bought a mango and some earrings I thought my sister would like, did some people watching, and decided it was time to head home. No one had surprised me with a ring, a wedding cake, and a flash mob proposal, so I figured I’d spend a little time watching adult training videos to prepare for my next erotic adventure—whatever that may be.

I hopped on the red line, switched at Canal, and when the door of the green streetcar opened, I saw the most beautiful man I’d ever seen. Well, he was certainly the most beautiful man I’d seen that day. Big, shining eyes sat atop a cute, perky little nose. He had a wide mouth with full lips and very white teeth. Late twenties like me?

“Good morning,” he said brightly, as I climbed the steps and positioned my phone to pay with the Le Pass app.

“Good morning,” I replied, hoping my smile was charming and endearing, and not creepy or sinister. I took a seat on the right side three rows back so I could complete a full, visual assessment of the object of my interest. He was really hot! He looked to be about five feet ten with dark brown hair and light skin. His shoulders were broad and although he was seated in the operator’s chair, I imagined his waist was small. Watching him from behind, my mind started imagining what his cute little ass might look like. This, of course, generated a response between my legs that strongly suggested I should think of less naughty things before I had to stand and exit at my stop.

He maneuvered the streetcar down St. Charles Avenue, stopping at the appointed points on the route. He greeted all riders warmly—as if he knew them, or at least as if he was delighted to see them. His sunny congeniality bordered on familiarity, which made me think that somehow, he knew some of these riders. That can’t be true, I told myself. I’d never seen him before and I’m a pretty regular rider.

My next dilemma would be about getting a closer look at this cutie-pie. This was not going to be easy given that I’d be expected to exit via the rear door and not the front where he sat. What I needed was a good, solid excuse to speak to him. Come on, Michael, I said to myself. You’re a smart guy. Figure something out!

I thought about asking some silly, touristy question like, “Where’s the best place to get a po-boy?” or, “How do I get to the cemeteries?” But, if I get to see him again—and again, and again—he’d soon enough realize that I’m a native. I could just walk up to him, and say, “Hi, I’m Michael Gauge and I find you very attractive. Would you like to ask me out?” I literally chuckled out loud at the thought of me doing something like that. It would never, ever, happen! I’m way too chicken. Plus, I didn’t even get a chance to see if he’s wearing a wedding ring.

My stop was approaching rapidly—well, at least as rapidly as a stop approaches on a New Orleans streetcar that tops out at twenty miles per hour. I was desperate! I had to figure out something. How was I going to get an up close and personal look at Mr. Sexy? As he slowed the streetcar to a stop, I did the only thing I could think of that would cause me to return the front. Looking around at my fellow riders, I didn’t see anyone looking at me, so I surreptitiously tore the bottom of my paper bag, caught my newly purchase mango, and rolled it like a bowling ball down the aisle to the front of the car.

It landed right next to Mr. Sexy’s feet and I secretly congratulated myself on my outstanding mango rolling technique. Excuse now provided, I hurried to the front of the car, looked at Mr. Sexy, and said, “I’m so sorry. The bag broke.” I held my torn sack up to prove my absolute innocence in this contrived affair.

“Oh, no,” Mr. Sexy said, his bright smile fading into a concerned look. He reached down, grabbed the mango, and offered it to me, smile returning. “Doesn’t look too damaged,” he said.

My eyes and brain went into overdrive, accumulating massive amounts of data on this guy. No wedding ring—actually, he had on no jewelry of any kind except a rather expensive looking watch. Note to self: what’s the chance a city employee would have an expensive watch? Long legs, beefy thighs, skinny waist, broad chest, big hands, and a perfect five o’clock shadow. I was going into full swoon mode.

“Thanks,” I said, taking my mango. As he handed it to me, our fingers brushed against each other. I’m pretty sure I felt an electric spark. He reached for some hand sanitizer.

Feeling like I’d accomplished all I could for the moment, I sadly walked to the rear of the car, exited, and headed home. Although my instinct was to lick the skin of the mango because his beautiful hands had touched it, I didn’t want to run the risk of suffering from dysentery on the off-chance Mr. Sexy wanted to bone me.

I cut my mango and enjoyed its sweet, fruity taste, but my mind was on Mr. Sexy. Normally, if I’m interested in a guy, I stalk him online. Facebook, Instagram, Linked In, public records—you name it, I can usually find you. I didn’t even know this guy’s name. I did peruse the New Orleans Regional Transit Authority website, as well as the Amalgamated Transit Union’s website. Sadly, neither listed individual people. Would I have spent hours looking through pictures of bus, streetcar, and light rail operators just to find my Mr. Sexy? Hell yes!

I needed a plan B. I didn’t have one, but I needed one. Until I could figure out how to get some scoop on Mr. Sexy, I figured the least I could do is look at him. I headed for the hall closet and started rummaging around. Somewhere, in the midst of tools I didn’t know how to use and batteries that had expired years ago, I knew I’d find my binoculars. Sure enough, nestled between a can of paint that was a color I didn’t recall using and a mop bucket that had definitely never been used, I found my binoculars.

I headed back to St. Charles Avenue and found a bench in front of an apartment building. Sitting there, I’d have an unobstructed view of the streetcars coming in both directions. My Inspector Clouseau binoculars would allow me to see the operators, so I’d get a nice view of my new love interest. While this did not constitute a plan B since nothing I was doing would result in me meeting Mr. Sexy or even getting his name, it would afford me the chance to gaze upon him a few more times. Hey, fueling my fantasy love life is not nothing!

Over the next few hours, Mr. Sexy would drive by roughly every ninety minutes. From my telescopic vantage point, he seemed to have a serene and pleasant face. He looked very at-ease and comfortable. People like that—happy to be exactly where they are with exactly what they have—are an enigma to me. Where are their neuroses? Where are their anxieties?

“Excuse me, sir,” a voice said to me. I turned to see a man, maybe mid-sixties?

“Yes, sir?” I answered.

“Can I help you find something?” he inquired.

“No,” I replied, puzzled as to why he was bothering me. “I’m not looking for anything.”

“Well,” he continued, “you’ve been sitting out here for quite a while, watching the streetcars coming and going. Seems a bit odd to me.”

Oh, shit! I thought. Fucker’s been watching me while I’m watching Mr. Sexy! “I’m just enjoying the afternoon, and I like watching the streetcars. Not breaking any rules, am I?”

“I don’t know,” the man answered. “You planning to blow one up or something?”

“What?” I cried. “What the hell, dude
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