
 

Moon Over Bourbon Street 

  

  

 

 The full moon began its showcase just after eight in the evening. A small breeze barely 

made a dent in the sultry airs surrounding the French Quarter. 

 Vivienne Boucher was brimming with anticipation. It had been much too long since she’d 

last gone out to dinner, and she was quite hungry. But this was no ordinary night out for culinary 

pleasures; she was determined to find Mr. Right. 

 She picked a dark red dress from the wardrobe; its style and fabric made the most of her 

curves. The hem just above the knees and deep v-neckline gave ample clues as to what lay 

beyond the silk. 

 Soft curls of black hair framed Vivienne’s porcelain face. Only the smallest application 

of makeup was needed to bring out her bright, brown eyes. A touch of rouge lipstick and a dab of 

rose oil were the finishing touches. 

 Happy with her appearance, Vivienne left her house and began walking southeast toward 

Bourbon Street. The click-click sound of her high heels on the sidewalk echoed off the buildings. 

She had a noticeable bounce in her step and smiled at all who passed. Many people stopped to 

watch her go by, looks of awe upon their faces. An older gentleman strumming a guitar on a 

corner inclined his head, doffed his cap, and said, “How do, Miss Vivienne?” 

 “I am just fine this evening, Mr. Willy, and thank you for asking.” Her smile widened, 

and her eyes shone bright. “How do yourself?” 

 “Oh, you know me, same ‘ol, same ‘ol. You sure look a sight tonight. You meetin’ 

someone special?” 



 

 There was a flicker in Vivienne’s eyes as she answered, “I am indeed, Mr. Willy, I am 

indeed.” She waved a farewell and continued for three blocks to Bourbon Street. 

 Turning left from Iberville Street, Vivienne came to her first stop: Galatoire’s. The 

restaurant was her favorite for its French cuisine. Although the place was full, she had no trouble 

getting a table by the window. 

 Rémy, the maître d’, fussed over her. “Oh my, Mademoiselle Vivienne, we are so very 

happy to see you this evening! I will personally be your servant tonight.” His wide smile faltered 

somewhat after he said this last sentence, and he quickly followed with, “Pardon, mademoiselle, 

I did not mean—” 

 Vivienne silenced him with her hand. “It is understood, dear Rémy, please do not worry.” 

She gave an impish grin and a wink. 

 Rémy was visibly flustered but maintained his dignity. “And what will you be having 

tonight, mademoiselle?” 

 “If my lucky stars align, he’ll be tall, dark, and handsome.” She gave a throaty laugh as 

Rémy’s eyes widened. “My apologies, mon ami, I am giddy tonight. I will have the filet mignon 

Clemenceau with asparagus Hollandaise. And a bottle of your Rive Droite, Rive Gauche, 

please.” 

 With a click of his heels and a bow, Rémy left to fulfill the order. 

 Vivienne relaxed in her seat and scanned the room. There were many couples dining at 

the restaurant; she was envious of their intimacy. It had been a very long time since she’d had a 

man. 



 

 Rémy returned with the bottle of wine and proceeded to open it with deft hands. The cork 

made a soft thunk as it departed the bottle. He poured a small amount into the wine glass on the 

table and waited for Vivienne to taste it. 

 She swirled the wine, then sniffed it appreciatively. After a small sip, she smiled, and 

held the glass out for Rémy to refill. 

 “Rémy, my dear friend, I am just like this fine wine—I get better with age.” 

 “I don’t doubt that for a moment, mademoiselle.” He left the wine at the table and went to 

check on the wait staff. 

 Vivienne enjoyed her wine, and the food that arrived soon afterward. The meat was 

perfection: quite pink in the center with an aroma of herbs. With each bite she thought of her 

unknown gentleman, wondering how he’d look, as she chewed slowly. Might she look for a 

blond this time? Or should she stick with the tried and true and pick one tall and dark? 

 She wasn’t too particular about the looks of the men but they had to be young and 

physically fit. She loved to touch his muscles, the tautness of the skin on his stomach. She must 

have gotten carried away with her thoughts and it showed in her eyes. 

 Rémy stood beside the table looking taken aback. “Is…is there anything, mademoiselle?” 

 Vivienne blinked a few times. “No, thank you, Rémy. This was a delicious meal. It is 

time for me to move on; the night is young but will not stay that way.” She took one last sip from 

the wine glass and stood up. 

 The maître d’ walked her slowly toward the door, softly holding her elbow. She turned 

and kissed him on the cheek. He bowed and smiled. 

 “Always a pleasure, mademoiselle. Until we see you again.” 

 “Merci,” she said and headed east on Bourbon Street. 



 

 She made her way leisurely toward Jackson Square. She passed many bars and 

restaurants along the way; laughter and chatter mixed with music in the night air. A jazz band 

could be heard, it’s saxophone seducing the crowds. Vivienne just loved the sound of the horns. 

 She caught her reflection in a shop window. Slowly she touched a hand to her face, 

feeling the smooth skin. She looked good for her age. My face has aged well, she thought. But 

am I getting too old for this? How much longer can I continue this search for the right man? 

 The sound of breaking glass brought Vivienne out of her reverie. A roar of laughter came 

from the nearest bar. She resumed her walk. 

 When she arrived, there were certainly many young men to choose from; they roamed the 

streets, shot pool in the bars, sat outside on the patios. She hardly paid attention to the stares that 

she received from the men, and a few women. She searched the crowds methodically, so very 

sure that she would know him when she saw him. 

 It didn’t take long. He was leaning against a long oak bar at the Whiskey Sour watching 

his friends play pool. Vivienne made her way closer. A drunken college student stepped in front 

of her. 

 “Well, hello there, beautiful,” he slurred.  

 Vivienne’s eyes flashed dangerously as she fixed him with a look. He stopped short and 

backed away. She resumed her journey toward the young man at the bar. 

 He was tall, with a nice build, and looked very comfortable in his skin. His hair was 

tousled but not too long, a medium brown color to match his eyes. His skin was the color of 

coffee mixed with a hint of cream. 

 She was almost to the bar when he noticed her. He stood up straight and gave her a smile. 

She returned it with a slight nod. He walked the few feet to where she was standing and gestured 



 

toward a stool at the bar. She obliged and took her time, adjusting the hem of her dress as she 

seated herself. 

 “Hello,” he said, his voice deep and easy going. Can I buy you something to drink?” 

 “A good red wine would be nice.” Her eyes devoured him. His muscles showed 

prominently through his shirt. He had the makings of a week-old beard, and the pigment of his 

lips was a deep, healthy pink. 

 He ordered two wines from the bartender, paid the man, and handed one glass to 

Vivienne. 

 “Cheers,” he said. 

 “A votre santé,” she answered and took a sip. 

 “My name is Chris.” 

 “I am Vivienne.” 

 “That’s a beautiful name. So French. Are you French?” 

 “I have been on occasion,” she said slyly. 

 He raised his eyebrows and took a long drink of his wine. He found that he couldn’t take 

his eyes off of her face. She was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, let alone spoke to. He 

had to control the urge to reach out and touch her. 

 “Chris, shall we take a walk? Or will your friends miss you?” 

 He took another gulp of wine before answering, “What friends?” 

 Vivienne smiled and offered her hand. Chris took it, helped her down from the stool, and 

they left the bar. A few catcalls could be heard behind them. 



 

 They walked arm and arm along Decatur Street and veered right toward Jazz Park. Sitting 

down on a bench, they looked out onto the Mississippi River. She took one of his hands in hers 

and began to softly rub the inside of his wrist and palm. She could feel his pulse quicken. 

 He stared at her with his mouth slightly open, unable to blink. He shook his head. 

 “No?” asked Vivienne and stopped the rubbing. 

 Chris swallowed audibly. “No, please, I…it’s wonderful. I just have to say, Vivienne, and 

I’m being very honest, I just want to touch you.” 

 She looked directly at him and then put both her hands on the side of his face, pulling 

him closer. She didn’t lower her lashes until right before their lips met, but Chris thought her 

eyes turned a different color. 

 They kissed softly at first. All sounds seem to come from far away. Sting’s “Moon over 

Bourbon Street” could be heard playing faintly from a speaker nearby. 

 As the kissing intensified, Vivienne drew back. She was breathing just as heavily as 

Chris. His eyes searched hers for direction. She stood up and pulled him with her. 

 “Let’s find somewhere more private,” she whispered. 

 All he could do was nod in agreement. They walked a short way to an alley with weak 

lighting. It was empty except for some large trash bins. Vivienne pulled Chris behind one and 

they started kissing once again. Their hands began to explore each other’s bodies. 

 She tugged at his shirt, which he quickly shed. She held him back to admire his chest. In 

one quick motion she had removed her dress and stood before him in a lace bra and panties. 

 He was speechless. He picked her up and held her to him while she wrapped her legs 

around his waist. He kissed her neck and said her name over and over. 



 

 Vivienne pulled his head up so that he was looking into her face. Her breath was ragged. 

Her eyes, showing a glint of red, held his own. She leaned forward and began kissing his neck in 

earnest. She moved along until she found Chris’ pulse, which beat and beat. 

 Opening her mouth wide, Vivienne revealed her very white teeth; the moonlight shone 

particularly on a set of pointed fangs. She very precisely bit down onto a large vein in Chris’s 

neck. She latched her mouth on the punctures and began to drink. 

 He let out a groan. He was feeling pain but was useless to do anything about it. He held 

her even more tightly, not wanting to let go. Soon, the strength would leave him and he would 

end up lying on the ground. His last thought was that of a beautiful woman with an irresistible 

smile. 

* * * 

 Vivienne Boucher walked quickly past the Ursuline Convent. She normally did not like 

to pass by the place, but felt the need to say a silent prayer for Chris. She looked up at the white 

cross atop the colonial building and wiped away a tear. She made her way back home, alone 

once again, but no longer hungry. 

 

  

  


