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All characters depicted in sexual situations in this publication are eighteen years of age or older.

––––––––

These stories are about fictional consenting adults engaging in taboo and controversial sexual acts. Nobody involved in the creation of this ebook, including authors, editors and models, support immoral or illegal acts in real life. Cover models are not intended to illustrate specific people and the content does not refer to models' actual acts, identity, history, beliefs or behavior.


Erica Ditzentitz thought New Orleans was a craphole. When she had walked out of the airport, she nearly tripped over a mangy dog that gasped for air on the sidewalk. It looked to be on the verge of death. She had told a burly black security guard, but he just chortled and said not to worry about it.

"That ol' dog won't die, missus, no mattuh what I does," he said, as though she had asked him to murder the dog.

She had blushed and walked away. It set a tone for her entire time in New Orleans. She was only there for a conference—Erica was a traffic engineer for a small county in rural Maine—on the science of fonts and road-sign design.

But things had taken a strange turn, as, she supposed, they were wont to do in New Orleans. She happened into a strange shop promising Vodou witchcraft, hokum and tarot cards! She didn't know what she was looking for, something that she could give to her officemate as a present when she returned to Maine, perhaps. That was the only thing she thought this store might carry she would want.

But the end result of that trip into the shadowy, incense-laden store was that she had a pretty pink bow she could put in her hair. She felt like an idiot having bought it. She paid twenty-five dollars for a bow.

When she was young, her mother told her that wearing fancy accessories would make her pretty. The fortune-teller in the shop had told her that this bow would make her pretty—not in an ordinary way, but in a magical transformation sense. It would make her into a bimbo.
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