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Not many people know I was a silent partner in a burlesque show in Houston, Texas from 1978 thru 1983. I did it to help an old buddy from the Army. Seemed a great way to meet girls when work brought me down that way. Turns out it got me up to my neck in trouble a few times, too. Let me tell you about one of them. This happened in January of '79, and it gave me a new insight into the spook show as well as that old chestnut about the cold body parts of witches . . .
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IT WAS A RAINY SATURDAY at the tail end of January. Up north, it was cold as hell. Cold as a witch's tit, my neighbor used to say. Down in Houston, Texas, however, the daytime temperatures hovered around sixty-five, and the overnights dipped into the low fifties, high forties. I was sitting at the bar, talking to a stacked brunette bartender called "A.J." and a patron named Larry about the many legends surrounding a woman's pleasure spot.

"It ain't nothing but a myth," Larry asserted. "I've gone hunting plenty of times, but there's no such thing."

A.J. shook her head and rolled her eyes, pouring us fresh whiskey shots. "Guys like you are the reason I turned lesbian."

It was an old joke with her. Larry wasn't in on the gag though. "One night with me would switch you back to the winning team," he said.

I swooped in with the crack waiting to be made: "Not if you can't find the g-spot."

Larry swatted my arm. "She's trying to tell us it's for real. Propagating a myth."

"The g-spot is for real," I said. "It's not like the thing moves around a chick's body. You ain't found it yet, then maybe you aren't looking right."

A.J. laughed and banged a palm on the bar, saying, "Maybe you need upgraded equipment." Then, she headed down the way to answer another customer's call. On stage, a little sweet number with Persian blood was dancing with knives and scarves, turning on everyone with a pulse and at least a middling interest in women. Don't know if it was necessarily burlesque, but it got the blood moving all right.

Larry moved on to watch the show, and A.J. came back, asking if I needed anything else before she clocked out. I slipped her a twenty for a tip, better than good money in 1970s dollars, and said I was good. She sighed and slipped the money into a pocket on her bib overalls. Delivering my check, she said, "Shame you can't come out with us tonight, Chuck. I have a few guys might like to try switching you to their team."

I laughed. "That's flattering, but I've got a hot date."

"You stud," she said. "Who's the lucky frail."

"Do people still say 'frail' or have I fallen into a noir picture?"

"I though that old timey talk might help you feel younger and more virile."

"You're a doll, A.J.," I said. "I'm taking Hecate to some kind of Ouija board party."

A.J. stopped dead in her tracks, dragged one nervous hand through her brunette bob and said, "So, you're into spooky things, huh?"

"Can't say that I am."

"Well, they don’t come spookier than the Queen of Black Magic," she said. As I repeated that title, turning it into a question, A.J.'s eyes moved past my shoulder and settled on someone heading toward the bar. "And here she comes. Better say a benediction, now. Got a crucifix?" 

"What's the gag?" I asked.

"Hey there, Hecate!" A.J. said, welcoming the girl up alongside me.

The dancer was a slim thing. At five-foot-six, she was almost a full head shorter than me, her body lean but not willowy—this girl had the muscles to do things on the dance floor that made most guys' jaws drop. Tonight, she was wearing a gown that was black and diaphanous, dark lipstick and heavy, electric blue eye shadow. Looking pretty gorgeous. A light jacket was draped over her shoulders, neither holding her arms in the sleeves nor zipped. Her left hand held a slight, lavender purse on spaghetti strap on her shoulder. "Good evening, A.J. How's tricks?"

"Lovers or magic?"

"Lovers are magic," Hecate countered. "At least, they ought to be." The dancer hugged onto my arm. "Ready, baby? Mortimer's party is probably just about to hit its groove."

"Sure," I said, paying with cash and sliding off the stool.

"Y'all are going to Mortimer Brautigan's party?" A.J. asked.

Hecate smiled something dark and sexy before pulling me away before I could ask who this Brautigan guy was.

A.J. might've called a warning, or she might have been saying goodbye. We were at the door, and nodding to the big Black hunk of beef who monitored comings and goings there. Then, we were outside and I was throwing up the umbrella to keep us dry. We walked to the curb, and a cab almost magically appeared when she waved, and we got inside, snuggled up tight in the back seat as she dropped an address up in the Woodlands.

It was a nice long ride out, plenty of time for playful squeezes, hot kisses, and even a copped feel or two. If the driver wanted a show, he got plenty without even a hint of nudity. There are public displays of affection and then there are public displays of affection and Hecate was a champ at the latter, adding sizzle to even seemingly innocuous moments and movements. My body was buzzing and eager by the time we arrived, overflowing with energy.

The house was a sizeable joint. A mini-mansion, standing two stories and sprawling to the left and right. It was all done up in dark brick and though there were plenty of windows, none of them along the front façade were taller than six inches.

"This guy a vampire or something?"

"He's something like that," she said, her heels clicking on the walk up. She led me to the door, and when a man in a red velvet jacket and shiny bald head answered, she produced a violet invitation from her bag.

"Miss Hecate," the man growled without bothering to look at the invitation. To me, he said, "Plus one."

"That a problem, pal?" I asked.

Hecate snuggled up on my chest, saying, "Don't mind Haggan. He's a big old Teddy bear." She drew one hand along the big old Teddy bear's pale button down shirt, and he did not look like he wanted to bite more than one finger off. 

He nodded without changing his expression, saying, "That's me. A Teddy bear. Won't you come in?"

The party was going on in the rooms beyond that foyer. Naked women were gyrating atop tables or serving as furnishings where well-dressed men and women could acquire canapés or snort white powders off their glistening skins and crotches. It was a candyland for the rich and wealthy, a place of decadence from some lunatic's fever dream.

When we finally stumbled across the host of the place, he looked every bit like the vampire I'd been expecting. A black velvet jacket, matching bell bottom pants, a red silk shirt open to reveal some silver chest hair, and even a goddamned half cape. His brown hair was parted on the right and shellacked into place with a couple of cans of spray product. His voice was kind of bubbly when he met Hecate, and it was immediately after hugging her and offering a kiss on both cheeks, that he asked, "You have something for me, hmmm?"
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