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Home Away From Home

I love New Orleans. When I could travel to a work conference, I jumped. The Jazz scene in New Orleans is impressive. My father was well-trained on the trumpet. I spent many years in the city when my father performed. A lot of my early childhood was spent here in the back alley bars, listening to some of the greatest musicians in the world. Pictures of him with the greats lined our walls growing up. I feel closer to him and my early memories in the city. The last time I was in town, I didn’t have the opportunity to visit the legendary underground jazz bar called Voodoo Lounge, but this time, I was going to correct that mistake. As a kid, this was the only bar that didn’t let me stay past eight o'clock. I always thought it was because of violence, but the last time I was in town, I heard a different story, and I wanted to check it out. 

The small bar was almost at capacity on a Tuesday night. I sat at a small wooden table and ordered a whiskey on the rocks. The first sip burned, but the caramel hints of the dark liquor mixed well with the cigar smoke. My red cocktail dress and open-toed high heels shoes matched the surroundings, but my red hair and pale skin stood out. Afros, braids, and locks were the prominent hairstyles worn by the women and men inside the bar. With that said, I felt at home in the Jazz club. I fit, and they all knew it. 

The performances moved my soul, and the drinks amplified my enjoyment. Multiple bands played, each with a unique style unfamiliar to my seasoned ears. At times, the dance floor was filled with people dancing. At other times, everyone sat and admired the trumpet, saxophone, or piano playing of the veterans. It was by far the best jazz club I visited in years and maybe ever. I took another sip of the double whiskey on the rocks. Its burn lessened due to the mild intoxication. I was at peace here. No more rigors of work, men, and everything life tossed my way daily. No, all I needed was the whiskey and the music in here. Peace. 

One more sip and I will go back to my room, I told myself for the tenth time. I knew I would stay until the end, but I had to trick myself into believing I would leave early. I don’t care how tired I am at the conference tomorrow. One by one, couples left the Jazz bar. We didn’t have this in the Midwest, so I would soak up every beat, sound, and song until they kicked me out. A dark-skinned musician with a pinstriped suit, bowtie, and a newsboy hat approached me. He was in his early thirties and highly familiar. A broad smile across his face indicated I was familiar to him, too. I smiled in return, though I didn’t know him or his intentions. 

He stopped at the edge of my table, his voice baritone, “Glad you finally made it, Irene. I was wondering if you were going to come or not?” I searched for the face, and I was lost. “I met you at the Victory Lounge on Bourbon three or four months ago,” he said. My eyes widened. This was the man who told me about the jazz bar. That time, he only wore blue jeans and a t-shirt, making it hard to place the man. He was also with a childhood friend of mine. What was his name again? Oh yeah. 

“Joseph?” 

“That’s me.” Joseph smiled. “Irene, how are you?” 

“I am excellent. The music here is amazing. I knew you played but didn’t know I would catch you tonight. This day gets better,” I said, smiling. Joseph smiled back. 

“I am always on Tuesdays and Sundays. Sit back and enjoy yourself. My uncle and I are about to take the stage. Stay until the end, and I will make it worth it,” he said with a wink. I wonder what he meant by that? 
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Joseph’s band, Voodoo Volume, was among the best jazz names ever. I raced to the bathroom and ordered another whiskey before they came on. I stopped checking my watch an hour ago and accepted that tomorrow would be brutal. I was going to maximize fun tonight. I was among those in the crowd cheering the appearance of the band. I took a sip and sat back in anticipation.

Three songs later, I was in love with the exotic sound. It was so unique—instruments foreign to me mixed with the heavenly vocals. The entire trip was worth it for the last two songs alone. I finished clapping. The inside of my hands was red by this point. The scents of cigar smoke now filled the air. I believe I also had a contact high at this point, but I didn’t care. I would have to wash my hair in the morning, so be it, because the music I heard was terrific. I was curious why I never heard any other Jazz musicians speak of the band and the music. Why the silence? 

Joseph took the mic and spoke, “I would like to thank my friend Irene for coming out today. I am going to dedicate the next song to her. Her father once played these streets with my uncles and father. Give it up to her, her father, and my uncles,” he said. The people inside clapped, and I blushed. I didn’t know he knew who my father was. I waved to Joseph. This was awesome. “I will play Untamed Lust first, then Hustle of Hucow, and the final song, Harem Fertility. All songs are modified from the original Voodoo hems of our ancestors. This song was passed down for generations in my family. Irene, I hope you enjoy this one.” 

I settled back in my chair in anticipation of the dedication. Joseph’s uncle started the song. The melody was odd and barely sounded like a pattern I recognized. The skill it took to play the song was incredible. I have been playing my entire life, and I didn’t think I could play it. This is why I came to New Orleans. This place was magic. I took another sip and savored the flavor. I noticed everyone in the bar was angling to face me and the stage. Odd. I guess they take dedication in the bar seriously. I smiled so much my cheeks were hurting. I didn’t know I would be the center of attention at the club when I came. 

Joseph blew the horn, and something happened to me. I coughed a couple of times from the sudden feeling. The crowd cheered in response. Did they know that was going to happen? If so, how? I looked under the table, and no one was down there. I could have sworn it felt like someone rubbed my clit. Joseph blew the horn again, and I moaned out loud only to slap my mouth with my hand - what the hell was happening? A warmth grew in my body. This is impossible. There isn’t any way that a trumpet could do that. 

I looked up in utter confusion. Joseph smiled at me and then played more than one note. He blew the horn, cheeks full like a cartoon. I barely saw it. I gripped the table with both hands as the notes danced over my clit. Lady juice gushed like Niagra Falls in my pants. The crowd cheered even more. It felt like two or three tongues were licking my clit, lips, and diving inside my jazz club. 

After the initial onslaught, I settled into the feeling. Long, deep breaths fought the cigar smoke for air. Parched lips found the whiskey, and the warmth rose with every note. I tried to smile and play it off, but the people cheered as the musical onslaught danced on my clit. I didn’t know how this was happening, but I fully understood that it was happening. Invisible fingers probed my slit — diving and dancing in and out even though I had crossed legs. 

The bass rattled my jazzy joystick once more before another tongue licked my ass. I wasn’t ready for that, and I moaned loudly. The crowd went wild. Battering with mythical tickles - jolts of energy rushed around my body, combining with excitement. Pricks migrated from my feet toward my midsection to combine into a bomb of lust. Untamed Lust was the name of the song, and I understood why. Passion in all forms consumed my body and mind. I couldn’t stand, I couldn’t walk, I could barely move, as lust cemented me to the chair. I wanted to be fucked more than any other time in my life. I almost drew blood on my lip when I bit it. Someone, anyone, fuck me right now!

The music wrapped me in a blanket of warmth and pleasure. I uncrossed my legs in the hopes the feeling would increase or that someone would stop cheering, get up, and ram my wet pussy. Uncrossing my legs helped a little, but the trumpet was the only aspect that increased what was happening. Every note played on the trumpet equally hit a new spot on my body and inside my lady bits. Joseph walked down from the stage toward me. All eyes followed him toward me. He blew the horn, and my response matched. 

He blew faster and harder than ever before. I leaned back, trying to fight the orgasm due to sudden embarrassment. Everyone was watching me, cheering, and clapping. I felt exhilarated and humiliated simultaneously but I couldn’t fight it any longer. The walls I formed to save me from embarrassment crumbled. The music assaulted my love nookie with every note the pre-orgasm built. Joseph smiled with every blow. One after another, he blew the horn and waited for my reaction. 

It felt like it was an extension of him. Joseph
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