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Rachel Lee

Burning hatred and envy swelled within her as she parked on the side of the road to a red brick apartment building in her red Toyota Tercel. She kept remembering the recruiter’s cunning smile in her revealing dress and long blonde hair.  She had tried to pretend to feel sorry for her. “You didn’t deserve this, dear,” her upset voice had told her. If the girl had truly felt sorry for her, then she would have stopped seeing Dustin.

Two weeks had passed since Rachel heard from Dustin after their breakup, and each word he texted her cut deeply. She had to block his phone number and profiles on social media, but his face and insults kept repeating in her head. They bothered her everywhere she went. 

“I hate myself,” she continually murmured when she saw photos online of Dustin and the girl together. “I hate myself. I hate myself.” Compared to Rachel, the European girl was a heavier chested vixen with a fake ass and overly plump lips. She was the type of fake girl Dustin fantasized about in his magazines and saved photos. She was everything Dustin wanted. And she had successfully stolen him from her.

Rachel Lee was a young and slimly built Chinese girl with black hair that had some streaks of brown in it. Friends and classmates always complimented her on her appearance, and yet Dustin repeatedly pointed out minor flaws on her clothing and lack of makeup. Compared to the other girl, she had a far darker complexion and wore simple clothes that did not parade her body. Today, she had dressed comfortably in her grey, baggy sweatpants and a black hoodie two sizes too large. Unlike other girls, Rachel refused to flaunt her sexuality, and she could see few instances where she visually impressed Dustin. Since the breakup, every negative comment about her appearance from Dustin’s texts ate away at her confidence until she stopped going to classes or her teaching assistant duties.

She tried to hide from the world for two weeks in early June. Guilt eventually ate away at her until she finally crumbled and decided to do some more work for Miss Radcliff. Her teacher had always served as a source of wisdom and inspiration. Ever since Rachel started going to college, Miss Radcliff provided constant mentoring and study help without question. The two had become so close that Miss Radcliff eventually gave her a golden necklace when she started helping as a teaching assistant nearly two years ago. Embedded with rubies and a single diamond, the necklace was potentially the most expensive thing anybody had gotten for Rachel.

It had been two weeks since she had last come to Miss Radcliff’s apartment to help with grading. The building lobby was empty that Friday afternoon. Rather than take the stairs like she normally did, Rachel used the elevator to get to the seventh floor. She gloomily walked into a hallway of pink carpet and blue walls and looked for the red door at the very end. She sighed, took a deep breath, and turned the doorknob. Rachel entered a kitchen full of bright white tiling. The room was filled with the scent of freshly cooked food that Miss Radcliff must have made for lunch. At the round kitchen table was a stack of papers where two people sat beside each other.

Across from a third empty chair was Miss Alina Radcliff, a frailer woman with long grey hair and a sharp smile that cut through her withering face. She was an instructor at Rachel’s college where she taught international business and marketing classes. The years of stress in marketing firms and schools deepened her creases. Miss Radcliff had just returned from a day of lectures, so she still wore her purple suit as she graded papers.

Rachel had once seen Miss Radcliff’s old photos in a photo album in the living room. She had been an incredibly beautiful blonde woman in her youth with large, natural breasts and the hips of a model. Some of her youthful features still showed hints of themselves in her smile, yet age had taken a toll on many of them. The loss in youthful beauty was offset by years of wisdom, however. Miss Radcliff was one of the few people who actively encouraged Rachel to study harder and take part in extracurricular activities. Whenever Rachel needed a reference, Miss Radcliff always delivered. She was somebody Rachel looked up to.

The boy beside Miss Radcliff was Jordan, a cute guy close to Rachel’s age who had a hard time holding a conversation. He was wearing a green baseball cap over his curly blonde hair while he kept his head down. She remembered him from her introductory marketing classes but failed to learn his name until after she was forced into a group project with him for a semester. Despite the experience of having to work with him, she barely knew him as a person. Even with every attempt at sparking a conversation, Jordan kept his answers short. He avoided eye contact with her when she tried to talk to him. At first, Rachel assumed that Jordan hated her since she could see him talking to Miss Radcliff whenever they were at school together, but over time she saw shyness instead of hate.

Rachel could see it in the way Jordan secretly watched her. She observed this since the end of her second year at the college. His eyes always lingered, exploring Rachel’s figure for something, and darted away when she looked to him. She tried smiling and encouraging him by asking questions, but Jordan’s short answers made conversations brief and awkward. When Rachel so much as purposely touched his hand, he blushingly squirmed away and said “sorry” to her.

“Hello, Rachel,” Miss Radcliff said happily. “Feel free to have some chicken fried rice. I just made it an hour ago.” She reached out and squeezed Jordan’s free hand as he wrote on a group’s paper. “Jordan just finished his. It was good, wasn’t it, dear?”

“Yes.” Jordan murmured.

“Thank you,” Rachel said meekly. “I’m sorry I was gone for so long.” Food always brightened Rachel’s mood. She grabbed an empty blue bowl and spoon from the cupboard. On the stove was a pot of golden rice and chicken, which she scooped up into her bowl before making her way to the table.

“Everything okay, dear?” Miss Radcliff asked Rachel as she studied her face. “I saw your text about how you weren’t feeling two weeks ago. I’m glad you’re here now.” When Rachel nodded, Miss Radcliff smiled and released Jordan’s wrist before continuing with her grading. “Are you sure?”

“I’m fine.” Rachel lied. She sat down and slowly read the first paper in the pile. Her smooth forehead brushed against the palm of her hand as she looked back and forth between handwritten notes and a typed essay. With her left hand, she wrote a few notes down in the empty margins of the paper. 

The overall assignment was easy to follow. In groups of five, students needed to cite five to seven scholarly articles and write a paper on any type of company. Students analyzed areas related to business management, marketing, and finance and tried to determine reasons for operational successes or failures. Being in her fourth year and about to enter a master’s program, Rachel thought the assignment was easy, yet so many students struggled to get the basics right. Most students had forgotten to cite their sources or wrote run on sentences. 

Little by little, Rachel graded the material and circled areas needing more work. There was disappointment over her face. As Miss Radcliff’s teaching assistant, Rachel regularly had to highlight a lot of annoying yet common writing problems. Despite the problems, Rachel enjoyed helping her instructor. Miss Radcliff was always more than happy to have her help and gain experience.

Jordan got up and prepared to leave later into the afternoon, which was strange to Rachel. Before she disappeared for two weeks, he regularly stayed longer after she had left to help Miss Radcliff with additional assignments. “Everything okay?” Rachel asked him.

“Don’t worry about him, dear,” Miss Radcliff said. “He has an appointment.”

“I hope everything’s okay,” Rachel said worriedly to Jordan. “You’re still coming next week, right?”

“I’ll see you next week.” Jordan said before leaving.

“He’s a cute boy,” her teacher said when they were alone. “I think he likes you a lot. I see how you look at him too, you know. I’m not blind.”

Rachel laughed shyly. “You saw? I like him a bit too. I just wish he talked more.”

“He just seems shy around you,” Miss Radcliff said. “He’s more talkative when he and I are alone. Beauty and youth are a deadly combination for boys like him. You can be very intimidating. He actually asks me a lot about you.”

“Really?”

“I promise I don’t tell him much,” her teacher said. “But I did tell him that you liked baseball. He started wearing that hat of his hoping you’d notice, but I don’t think the two of you talked about it. Don’t worry about him. He’ll come out of his shell. But you … are you sure you’re alright?”

“Yes,” Rachel lied. “I just wasn’t feeling so well.”

“Jordan asked a lot about where you were,” Miss Radcliff said. “He was more worried about you than me. He’s a sweet boy.”

“I wish I knew more about him,” Rachel admitted. “I don’t know why he’s so shy. I thought he’d have more confidence since a lot of my friends like him too.”

Several hours went by while the two of them quietly graded papers. Normally, Rachel and her teacher talked eccentrically about essay mistakes and school drama. Miss Radcliff always had somebody from the school to complain about. Whenever Rachel complained about any social situation, Miss Radcliff always had suggestions for her. She studied Rachel’s face intently as time went on. Whenever Miss Radcliff would press Rachel for what was wrong, Rachel would lie and say nothing. She did not want to think about Dustin by refusing to talk about him, yet the texts and insults screamed loudly in her head as she graded papers.

Rachel could feel her wet clothes sticking to her skin when Miss Radcliff turned on a nearby fan to help them cool off. Rachel wanted to take her clothes off, but she had nothing under her hoodie except for her bra. She could see that her teacher was not enjoying the heat either. The cool air felt like ice against her sweaty figure as the two continued working. By the time they finished, it was seven o’ clock.

“That took us nearly five hours,” Miss Radcliff said. “I think we’re done now, yes? We would have been done sooner if Jordan had stayed, but I knew it couldn’t be helped.”

Rachel yawned and wiped her eyes. “Has it been that long?”

“I wasn’t expecting those papers to take so long,” her teacher said. “I think it’s time for a little treat.” 

Rachel watched as her teacher began to get up. A quiet grunt came from her red lips while she struggled to stiffly move. She walked to the other end of the kitchen beside the window and reached into a wooden chest on the ground. Her back arched downward uncomfortably. She opened the chest and pulled out a bottle of red wine that seemingly sparkled under the lighting. Before turning back to Rachel, she closed the open window’s ghostly white curtain and grinned gleefully. 

“It’s Chilian,” Miss Radcliff said. “Blackberries, pepper, and chocolate flavors that will engulf your mouth.” She moved to the kitchen sink to bring two empty wine glasses. She put one glass in front of Rachel while uncorking the bottle. “This is one of my favorites. I think you’ll like this a lot.”

“Wait,” she said. “Miss Radcliff, I’m driving home.”

“Nonsense,” her teacher responded. “One glass won’t get you drunk.” She immediately poured her a glass of wine before filling her own glass. She had given herself more wine than Rachel. “I think you’ve earned it. You’ve gone through hundreds of papers.”

“It feels like thousands,” Rachel laughed as she pulled the glass to her. She quietly looked into the red liquid and gently sniffed it. “I feel like I may as well be a teacher at this point.” Rachel said as she drank from her glass. The taste was extremely bitter, and the alcohol masked any possible flavors that her teacher had described. Dustin always tried getting her to drink, but Rachel could never enjoy or savor alcohol. She only drank it for social reasons.

“How is it, dear?”

“Tastes great,” Rachel lied. The marketing teacher laughed happily as she filled Rachel’s glass with slightly more wine. “Really, Miss Radcliff, I shouldn’t have so much.”

“Don’t be silly, dear,” Miss Radcliff said. “I want to treat you. You’ve been awfully quiet. I know you don’t want to tell me, so this is just my way to comfort you while you keep yourself private.”

“Thanks.” Rachel murmured.

Miss Radcliff brought her hands together and sighed. “There are a lot of things you can do with your degree. I know that you’ve been job searching to get yourself ready for your career, so I’m guessing that’s why you seem to have a lot on your mind. I can get you together with the right people. Your degree isn’t the only thing that can get you a job.”

“Who you know is better than what you know.” Rachel agreed.

“My last marketing instructor helped me get my profession started,” Miss Radcliff said with sadness in her voice. “She was a lot like me, and I was a lot like you when I was your age.” She took a big gulp from her glass. “Before my big start with my international marketing agency, I actually studied ancient tribes in South America.” 

“That’s right, was it a separate degree? I saw the pictures.”

“I helped an archeologist at a dig site after a sociology diploma,” the old woman sighed. “It was a lot of fun. I got to talk to a lot of tribesmen and learned about different cultures. There are a lot of old tribes that the natives interacted with over the years. I even helped transport artifacts to nearby museums near the end of my trip.”

“That actually sounds super interesting,” Rachel said. “I heard there are a lot of tribes far south. I’ve always wanted to go to the rainforests down there.”

“Have you been overseas to new countries before?”

“Only to visit my family in China. I want to go to other places after studying.”

“I met a lot of wonderful people,” Miss Radcliff nostalgically said. “When you get the money, do it right away. It’s why I eventually started doing international consulting work for marketing firms. Dealing with people beyond my social bubble was always an adventure for me.”

“Did you go to Brazil? Or everywhere in South America?”

“Just Brazil,” Rachel’s teacher happily said. “My first husband was from there. I met him at the dig site. He was one of the security guards that protected us on my second trip down there. He was playing with the kids and invited me to join. The children didn’t understand what I said, but he translated everything for me. He was fluent in English, so translating was super helpful.”

“What was he like?”

“Strong and an incredible person to talk to,” the old woman remarked. “Bold … brave. Very confident. An unbelievably handsome man who wanted me more than anything in the world. The village children loved him. We talked for hours together. Be careful with men, though. If they only like you for your looks, they’ll never be with you forever. He was a snake that used me.”

“That’s like my ex,” Rachel accidently said. She could feel the alcohol rushing through her body as anger stirred. Miss Radcliff’s eyes lit up when she noticed Rachel finally opening up. “He ended up cheating on me. We broke up two weeks ago. I’ve been trying to forget about it.”

Miss Radcliff shook her head. “You poor girl,” she said. “You didn’t deserve this, dear. That’s why you haven’t been overly talkative. You shouldn’t keep these things to yourself. Your mind plays tricks on you if you don’t talk about these things.”

“I know,” Rachel agreed. “I just thought I could stay strong.”

“Dustin, was it? That boy didn’t deserve you. Lustful relationships always lead to issues down the road. My first husband left me for another girl before I moved out to Vancouver. I know exactly how it feels.” Miss Radcliff gently brushed Rachel’s ponytail with concern in her eyes. “You feel like it’s your fault. You feel like you could have done something differently. Or been somebody different.” 

“The really painful thing was that he almost got me a job,” Rachel admitted. “He’s a sales rep at a downtown firm that I wanted to join. I actually got interviewed for a receptionist position, but the HR recruiter found out that I was his girlfriend. I also found out that the interviewer was also sleeping with him when she brought it up with me.” Rachel poured herself another glass of wine and drank. “She was such a bitch.”

“What did she say to you?”

“After she told me that she was also sleeping with him, she tried to pretend to care. She wanted to play victim too, but I saw the two of them together online. Cassie showed me the pictures after I blocked him. If she really cared, then she would have left him too.”

Miss Radcliff shook her head and squeezed Rachel’s hand. “Don’t worry about missed job opportunities and boys like that. You have a bright future ahead of you with a lot of opportunities. I plan on helping, even if teaching isn’t on your agenda. Don’t worry about him. Just focus on yourself.”

Relief emanated from Rachel as she let out a sigh. Miss Radcliff always knew what to say to her whenever she had difficult life situations like these. “It’s weird,” Rachel said. “I still want him when I think about him. I still care about him. I still want him. Is that strange?”

“You’re a kind girl,” Miss Radcliff assured her. “You want the best in people. There’s nothing strange about that. You just have to remember why he’s not the right fit for you. I’ve found that type of thinking always helps.”

“I think it’s because I felt like I needed him,” Rachel went on to say. “Like I was dependent on him. He was the one who got me that interview. With him gone, it feels like I’ve lost a chance. I’m just afraid of not getting a job when I finally graduate.”

Rachel’s teacher shook her head. “Who you know is always better than what you know. If you keep networking, you’ll eventually get a job. When I was your age, unemployment was unbelievably high, and so you had to do everything you could do land an interview.”

“Were you nervous?”

“Of course,” Miss Radcliff said while pulling away from Rachel. “Everybody is. Uncertainty and anxiety get the better of any of us. You just have to force yourself out into the chaos if you’re going to survive it. I remember not finding a job for nearly a year until I talked to my old instructor. She suggested the right people for me and even called them too.” 

“I really don’t know how to thank you,” Rachel said. “You’ve done so much for me over the past two years. I don’t thank you enough, Miss Radcliff. You’re honestly my favorite teacher.”

“Don’t mention it,” Miss Radcliff said as she held Rachel’s hand. “You’ve been a top student of mine. You’re always worth it.”

“Sometimes I feel like I’m not worth it.”

“But you are,” her teacher said with conviction in her voice. “I noticed your potential in your first year.” She admiringly stroked Rachel’s black painted nails as she talked. “Your future’s extremely bright, dear. You have to always remember that. Things may seem bad now, but there’s always something good by the end of your struggles. You just have to keep using that beautiful smile of yours.”

Before they knew it, both her and Miss Radcliff had consumed at least three full bottles of wine. Rachel had accidently started talking about her family members in China as the window had become black with darkness. Rachel looked at the clock above the sink with disbelief over her face. It was close to ten. Miss Radcliff was just as shocked. “I’m so sorry,” she said. “You didn’t have plans, did you?” When Rachel shook her head, the old marketing instructor smiled. “That’s a relief. I don’t want you to drive home in the state you’re in.”

“I think I can take the sky train,” she told Miss Radcliff. “I still remember the route I used to take back home before getting my license.

“Nonsense,” Miss Radcliff snapped. “You’ll sleep here tonight.”

“Can I really?” Rachel asked. 

“Of course,” she answered. “Make yourself at home.”

Rachel felt her face redden as she spoke. She understood her limits when it came to alcohol, but she was surprised that the wine had put her under the influence so heavily. She never felt this drunk since she had always paced herself. She stumbled through Miss Radcliff’s apartment as her teacher led her out of the kitchen and into a narrow hallway with light blue walls.

“But wait,” Rachel said. The two stopped as they each exchanged glances, their bodies swaying back in forth in the hallway. “Are you sure? I don’t want to be a burden, Miss Radcliff.”

“You’re not a burden,” Miss Radcliff said. “Letting you stay isn’t an issue. I don’t want a young and drunk girl like you walking through downtown Vancouver alone. It’s safer if you stay the night.”

This made a lot of sense to Rachel, so she nodded and agreed to stay the night. The two moved away from the kitchen, passing the washroom on the left, and navigated their way through a living room with a green leather couch and a leather recliner. Finally, Miss Radcliff and Rachel reached the main bedroom.

The red-painted room itself was quite plain. Smelling heavily of incense, the room had a queen-sized bed at the end of the room with a large, shimmering mirror hanging from the wall behind it. Beside the bed was a wooden dresser. Each corner of the room had a small pot where incense sticks had been burning earlier. Rachel could see one brass tribal mask hanging beside the mirror, and another one beside the doorway they entered. The two masks had the appearance of men with round, puffy faces. A single horn stuck out from the center of each forehead as the empty eye sockets eerily investigated Rachel when she walked in view. The two women moved closer to the bed. 

“Those are old masks from the Amazonian rainforests,” Miss Radcliff said when she noticed that Rachel was looking at the mask beside her mirror. “I got them during my youth as an assistant. Each mask came from a tribe that worshipped spirits for good luck.”

“Like ghosts?”

“Yes, ghosts and spirits and souls,” her teacher answered. “They prayed to them for good luck and fortune. The elder of a tribe always wore these types of masks during their celebrations. Few people know about the tribe, though, since they were wiped out a few hundred years ago by sickness from sailors.”

“Were these buried at some point?” Rachel asked. She noticed that they seemed unpolished. She looked into the eyeholes for a time before feeling the mask. It was cold to the touch, and something about it made the hairs on her neck stand. Her chest felt like it was tightening.

“Yes,” she said. “They’re delicate. I keep them as good luck trophies. We uncovered them before I left to return to Canada. They let me keep these since the museum had more than enough.”

“They look beautiful.” Rachel lied. In reality, the sight of both of the masks bothered her. The round puffy faces looked ugly, and the yellowish color was covered with light scratch marks.

Miss Radcliff softly stroked Rachel’s ponytail before embracing her. “And so are you.” She said to Rachel. They continued hugging each other. She could feel Miss Radcliff’s soft body becoming warmer as time went on, the smell of her rose perfume masking the incense around them. Finally, her teacher moved away. “I’ll be in the living room. Call for me if you need anything.” She looked at Rachel for what seemed like forever before turning off the light and closing the door.

Rachel kept her baggy clothes on as she rested on the bed. Her arms and legs felt heavy. The pillow gave her endless comfort as the smell of Miss Radcliff’s rose perfume filled her nostrils again. The smell clashed with the strong scent of incense that surrounded her, making the room a more manageable experience. The soft sheets beneath her gently caressed Rachel in the darkness as she squirmed.

She slowly closed her eyes. Even though she felt drunkenly blissful, Rachel was having a difficult time falling asleep. Drinking always helped her sleep after a night out, yet tonight was different. Talking with Miss Radcliff about Dustin reawakened the insults and fears. Her anxiety heightened as she cried and thought quietly in the dark. 

Over time, her eyes adjusted to the darkness, and she could see the faint outlines of everything in the room. The spookiness terrified Rachel. Reaching into her sweatpants, she pulled out her white smartphone and swiped the bright screen to distract herself. She began scrolling through her social media and looking at pictures her friends posted. Tagged photos of her friends and Dustin’s new girlfriend accidently appeared on her feed. Like usual, she lost herself in the sea of pictures and short videos until her battery died. She had left her charger in the car, but rather than stumble through the apartment in the middle of the night, she decided to stay in the room with tears bubbling from her eyes. An hour had gone by when she finally cried herself to sleep.

A strong force made Rachel’s head jerk upwards as she awoke from her dreamless sleep. A man hushed at her somewhere close by. She felt a heavy feeling slipping over her head as she screamed through a brass tribal mask. The necklace that wrapped around her neck felt as though it were tightening. She could not breath for a moment as her chest felt like it was burning. Four flames surrounded her in the dark room as she frantically tried looking around. 

A white light through the eyeholes blinded and disoriented Rachel. A woman’s voice murmured something in the void as Rachel reached up to try removing the mask with her hands. She grasped the sides and pulled in all directions, but the mask would not come off. A sharp pain filled every crevice of her body as the burning sensation from the necklace slowly disappeared. The pain pulsed with each one of her rapid heartbeats.

She breathed heavily underneath the mask, the moisture of her breath mixing with her sweat. With the burning sensation gone, she felt like she was still in a dream. She could feel the softness of the carpet on her back as she struggled to get up, only to realize that her strength had left her. For some reason, every joint in her body felt painful as she moved. It was harder to breathe underneath the mask compared to earlier.

Rachel gulped, her mouth suddenly dry and throat raspy as she felt dehydrated. The taste of wine flooded from her dry tongue. She attempted to turn over, but she felt a hand grabbing on to her shoulders to hold her in place. The hands strongly gripped her wrists and held them against the soft carpet. The world was a blur through the gloomy mask’s eye sockets as Rachel wanted to scream, but who she saw made her stop.

Looking down at her was a man with a chiseled face and curly blonde hair. He was slimly built with an incredibly chiseled core. He said a word to her before feeling his steamy tongue against her neck. Rachel’s skin became alive with hot excitement as she felt his saliva on her skin. The sudden sensation made Rachel breath in sharply, sucking in the strong scent of incense and smell of roses as her moans vibrated against the mask. She could not look down easily with the mask over her face, but she could feel the man’s cock touching her cunt, teasing it by rubbing it as he tried to burrow into her. Rubbing against the opening in circles, the man finally inserted himself into her.

“Hold still,” he whispered into her ear. “We’re almost there.” She realized that it was Jordan. 

“What are you doing?” Rachel cried with confusion.

“Stay still.”

“Jordan,” Rachel moaned. She noticed her voice sounded raspier. “What’s gotten into you? Wait, did she let you back in? Wait, stop! What if she hears us?”

“Miss Radcliff,” Jordan whispered.

“Yes, did she let y- oh God, fuck!”

Rachel could feel his massive cock entering her folds as he entered. She felt wet with bliss as she unknowingly propped her pussy up to him so he could get in deeper. She liked how her lust overrode her. She felt his cock twitching as it ravaged her. She moaned in agony as she shut her eyes. She was incredibly turned on at the thought of fucking Jordan in Miss Radcliff’s home. They were making love with each other in a room close to a sleeping Miss Radcliff.

“This is so wrong,” Rachel gasped loudly. “Jordan, I barely know you. What if Miss Radcliff hears us?”

Jordan let go of Rachel’s wrists and instead grasped and aggressively squeezed her hips. He held her in place as he impaled her with his cock. She could feel his balls smacking against her as he strongly made her his. He was groaning loudly like a wild animal, and Rachel was truly starting to enjoy every primal moment of it. A lack of knowing Jordan did not matter when their beastly urges came alive. There was a fiery passion that made Rachel feel wanted by him. Jordan had never given her this much attention before.

He slid out of her quickly and buried his face into her inner lips. He hungrily explored her folds while stimulating her nub. Rachel closed her eyes again in feverish arousal. Jordan ate her pussy and knew where he had to go. She could feel her stomach twitching with heat when he sucked on her clit. The thought of Jordan wanting her so badly after avoiding her for multiple semesters brought Rachel closer and closer to climax as he returned her interest in him by a thousand fold. Rachel came hard, her body quivering with delight. 

Her explosive orgasm made her giggle seconds after it ended, her sharp breaths behind her mask making her sweat even more. She had multiple boyfriends, but it was like Jordan understood what she wanted. From the way he ate her and fucked her, it was like Jordan knew exactly how to please her physically.

Jordan climbed back above her. Her body twitched when he anchored himself against her. “Jordan, fuck!” He cupped Rachel’s breasts and kept her pinned down while he buried his cock inside. Rachel felt the full length of his cock entering her and entangling itself with her musky juices. She wanted to kiss and feel him against her face. She wanted this to never end as she felt another orgasm starting to build up. She could feel a pool of moisture dripping down her legs with each pinch of her aroused nipples. “Jordan!” Her mind fluttered with absolute lust as she yearningly reached up to her large, sagging breasts that barely fit her sore hands. She squeezed her wrinkled breasts, wide nipples becoming erect with desire as Jordan sucked and bit at her neck.

That was when Rachel realized that these breasts were not hers. Her eyes widened in shock and confusion as she summoned as much strength as she could. She reached up at Jordan and pulled at him, wrapping her age spot covered arms around his neck. Jordan was stronger than her and managed to stay upright as Rachel pulled herself toward him. She looked down and managed to see through the eyeholes. Pale, sagging breasts and a loose stomach bounced with every movement of Jordan’s cock. Waves from his pounding strength rippled across her flabs. Her legs were plump and covered with varicose veins and stretch marks. A thick, veiny dick appeared and disappeared through a grey bush and loose canal.

Rachel realized that she was in Miss Radcliff’s body. The last thing she could remember seeing was Jordan groaning loud enough for the neighbors to hear, filling her womb with powerful spurts as his body jerked, and the world fading to darkness. She could hear multiple men chanting loudly around them in some sort of tribal tone. “Miss Radcliff…” Jordan whispered.


Alina Radcliff

Alina Radcliff felt energetic, quick, and healthy now as she unclasped the brass mask from her pretty face. She no longer worried about the soreness in her lower back and shoulders. She did not have to worry about her aging body. Her student’s body had everything she needed. This feels incredible, she thought. I haven’t felt this way in so long. She moved through the room without issue in Rachel’s young body as she removed her baggy pants and hoodie. 

Every feature Rachel had hidden from the world was now in plain view. Rachel’s supple body had been sweating in the bed for the past few hours. Her sweaty skin beautifully twinkled in the lighting as she admired her lack of makeup and perfect smile. Compared to Alina’s old body, the power of youth overwhelmed her and increased her confidence. She was a smaller frame compared to her last two bodies, but she was healthily young with an attractive physique. 

Alina smirked as she moved through her room. The smell of incense filled the air as she moved closer to the mirror behind her bedpost. She hung her mask on the nail beside the mirror and smiled to herself. I  really hit the jackpot this time. Her stolen body looked fit with youth and beauty while she unclipped her black bra, revealing two firm, round breasts with small and dark nipples. Every curve screamed with surging sexuality. Her low selfesteem over her looks was so stupid of her. Her breasts were smaller yet more firm than her old ones. She pulled her black panties down, revealing shaved folds and wonderful a bump that she immediately prodded with her delicate fingers.

Alina moaned gently as she enjoyed the rest of her responsive body. I’m so much more reactive in here.  She adored her light brown skin and thin eyes. She was a smaller frame girl, but there was strength, youth, and perfection. She loved Rachel’s straight teeth and dazzling smile. Running her fingers through her black hair, she pulled out her purple hair elastic and let her straight hair down over her bare breasts. The hairs tickled her bare skin while her goosebumps made her shiver with enjoyment.

The necklace Alina had given Rachel as a gift had served its purpose. She unclipped the golden necklace from her neck and placed it underneath her bed.  It was an old South American necklace that helped the ritual by weakening the tethers of a human soul over time. Once fully weakened, all Alina needed were the old ritual masks to trigger a temporary soul release. It had taken Alina years to reach this stage with Rachel, but she knew it was worth it when she saw how sad Rachel had been today. Weakened soul tethers and a heart break were the perfect recipe for the ritual to begin.

She had used the two ritual masks to actively switch bodies, much like its previous users. Ancient shamans made deals with demonic spirits from beyond the grave and used them on younger people to swap bodies. All they needed were bodies with weakened souls for the ritual to succeed. Alina persisted and discovered from local elders that one could seal souls through insemination from a sacrificed third soul.

This posed multiple problems for Alina over the years until now. A strong hand teasingly wrapped around her slim, round waist. Jordan appeared behind her with hunger in his tired eyes. Darkened bags hung beneath the deep blue eyes that she had fallen in love with. There’s my dearest. Alina felt steamy kiss on the right side of her neck as a hand lightly rubbed her bulging nub. Alina trembled as she enjoyed his greedy embrace. Her moist entrance seeped with anticipation. “Did you enjoy fucking my body one last time, dear?”

“I did,” Jordan said while he kissed her cheek. “You look incredible, by the way. I’m glad you’re finally awake now. The way you wear her skin seems so natural. I can’t believe that it worked.” Alina could feel his cock hardening against her. “I want you so badly.”

The foolish boy returned to her home after she had immediately found an opportunity to take Rachel’s body. She drunkenly called him and explained the basics. He had completed the first half of the ritual, and now the second half was next. Alina reached for Jordan’s hands as they remained on her, her body squirming and savoring his possessive grip. The boy wants me so badly, but does he not feel his soul fading?  The boy had fallen for her attempts at seduction in her old body quite easily. Unlike most males, Jordan was the most loyal and stupid. He willingly allowed his attraction to Rachel get the better of him. Now, his soul was hers to utilize.

“How are you feeling in your new body?”

“I’m feeling incredible,” Alina finally told him. “I knew I could trust you, dear. You’ve always been so good to me.” The boy released her from his grip. She turned and kissed him deeply, savoring the taste of his tongue against hers. Seconds went by before the two separated. “I’ll reward you just like we promised. You like Rachel at lot, don’t you?”

“Rachel’s pretty, but you inside of her is even better,” Jordan said. “Your stories and your sense of humor are what made me fall in love with you in the first place. You’re the perfect woman.”

“Oh, Jordan,” Alina said after she smooched him again. “You have so much energy left still. You look so tired, yet I can feel your excitement.” His cock rubbed against her as she looked into his deep, blue eyes. She rested her forehead against his. “I need you to use it now. I need you to concentrate the last bit of your strength. I need you to complete the last part of the ritual together with me.”

“I’m surprised that the ritual didn’t take too long. I lit the incense sticks like you said and put the masks on your heads. I thought body swapping would have required a lot more than that.”

 “It took years of preparation,” she said. “The necklace I gave her as a gift prepared her body for the swap. On most days she wore it and allowed her soul’s attachment to weaken. Her breakup with Dustin was easy to start. I temporarily switched bodies with his coworker and seduced him. A few pictures posted and sent to Rachel really pushed her over the edge. A simple trigger from you allowed the swap to take place.”

“You’re incredible,” Jordan said. “You really planned everything from the start.”

“We have to be quick, though, or this won’t last.” They romantically exchanged breaths with each other. Taking Jordan’s callused hands now, Alina pulled him across the room to where her bed was. She pushed him on to the bed with ease. Smiling, she kissed him again while he sat there, exploring the inside of his mouth as Jordan’s length poked against her essence. She could feel his shaft jolting upwards.

“But I thought cumming in your old body would seal her. She can’t come back.”

Alina shook her head. “You’ve trapped her in my body. If you don’t trap me in hers, then my soul releases. Since I can’t return, I’ll die. It isn’t like her boyfriend’s mistress since he didn’t cum inside of either of our bodies. We switched back almost immediately. We can’t just do one part of the ritual and be done with it.”

“I’ll gladly fill you up, then.” Her core yearned for this as she smiled at him affectionately. “Wait, but what about Rachel?” He pointed to the center of the room where the old woman slept naked. Before the swap had occurred, Alina had consumed an excessive amount of wine and drugs to help her stay asleep. Her gaping pussy dripped with her musk and Jordan’s seed. The ritual mask still remained on her head. “She woke up while I fucked her, but I think the drugs you took knocked her out. Who’s to say that Rachel won’t wake up again and try stopping us?”

“Miss Radcliff,” she corrected him. In a way, she pitied Rachel having to sleep in her old body. She was surprised that Rachel could even wake up. “Remember, I’m Rachel Lee. Assuming she does get up, she won’t have the strength against us. Her body’s far too weak.”

The masked woman groaned quietly as she regained consciousness. She looked to both Jordan and her former young body. Her eyes widened in terror and confusion as she struggled to get up. She placed a hand against the mask. “This is a surprise,” Alina cooed. “Miss Radcliff, how are you feeling? Are you feeling sluggish?” Alina asked. “You’re over sixty years old, so I suggest you slow down. You had too much to drink.”

“I’m … I’m not Miss Radcliff,” Rachel said. She finally removed her mask, revealing a wrinkled face covered with sweat. Rachel wiped her new face as she dropped the mask. She leaned her frail hand against her head and grimaced in pain. “How are you in my body? How did you do this? How did we switch bodies?”

“The alcohol made it easier,” Alina admitted. “If you were sober, you might have noticed something strange about the room. Jordan here helped initiate a body swapping ritual for me with these masks. He helped transfer our souls by starting the process while we both rested. All it took was weakening your soul. How does my old body feel?” 

“Weakening my soul?”

Alina exploded with laughter as she placed her hands on her slender neck. “Notice how my gift to you is gone now? The necklace I gave you primed your soul. You kept it around you for so long that it weakened your soul tethers over time. Dustin was the perfect opportunity to have you at your lowest for the body swap to succeed.”

“W-what does Dustin have to do with this?”

“I switched bodies with Reena,” Alina said. “You know, the recruiter that you were speaking to? Dustin was definitely an asshole, no doubt about that, but my seduction was the big reason behind your breakup. It was all too easy to crush your spirit. I was the one who posted those pictures. I was the one who sucked your boyfriends cock to make you feel worthless. I knew all about it, dear.”

“Please help me…”

Alina shook her head at Rachel and looked to the mirror for another glimpse of her new vessel. She cupped her stolen breasts and guided her hands down to the outline of her flat tummy. The back of Jordan’s head blocked the rest of her reflection, so her wandering eyes made their way down her wonderful hips, thighs, and black nails. Everything about her exuded sexuality. Jordan smiled at her with desire in his deep blue eyes. 

“Let me tell you, Rachel, you’ve really taken care of yourself. It’s a shame that somebody as naïve as you had to be my next victim. The body you’re in right now was my first victim. Your body won’t be the last, but I think I have a good fifty years. Asians tend to look young for a long time.”

“I don’t want to be you,” Rachel cried. “Please, reverse this. Jordan … help me, please.”

“What’s wrong with being me?”

“Please, Miss Radcliff,” Rachel pleaded. “I didn’t … I didn’t want this. You can’t do this to me!”

“I can do a lot better in your shoes,” Alina said. “This is my way of helping you.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with being you, Rachel,” Jordan insisted as he kissed and worshipped Alina’s ass and slim lower back. Rachel’s jaw dropped in horror. “Your personality in her body is the perfect combination. The perfect woman.”

“Jordan,” Rachel cried. “Please, I’m Rachel! I’m not Miss Radcliff!”

“He knows,” Alina slyly said when Jordan ignored her. “He’s the one who helped me, remember?”

Alina walked one corner of the room where incense had been burning. Behind the bowl was a half-empty glass vial with a clear liquid that she had left earlier. Uncorking it, she smoothly brought it up to her old body’s lips. Rachel struggled in her arms, but Alina’s new body was stronger.

“No,” Rachel whispered. “Keep that away from me.” 

“Oh, Rachel, you silly girl,” Alina said. “You need this to stay out of my way. You’re awfully noisy for a drugged granny.”

When Alina brought the vial against her lips, Rachel tried to scream. She coughed as the liquids entered. She fought to spit out the contents, but it was futile. Alina laughed to herself quietly as she lowered her old head back down on to the carpet. Rachel tried to open her mouth where no words came out. Light headed and disoriented, her grey eyes tried to focus on Alina.

“What did you do to her?”

“It’s an elixir,” she answered. “It numbs the tongue and senses. With it, she’ll have a hard time moving even in a healthy body. I can’t have her getting up and interfering with the last part of the ritual. If she manages to delay this any further, I won’t be able to lock down control. I spent too much time admiring her features.”

“You need my seed again, right? Now?” He asked excitedly.

“I need all of it,” she said. “You’ve already ejaculated in my old body. Do you have the energy to fuck me in this young body?” Jordan smiled and nodded eagerly as he remained on the bed. She laughed as she looked back to Rachel. “She’ll be able to watch the entire thing.”

“But what about your old body after all of this?”

Alina shook her head. “Don’t worry about my old body. The more I give her this drug, the more her mind starts to fall apart. She won’t be able to communicate with anybody soon. I don’t plan on letting her live as Miss Radcliff. She has no purpose continuing my old life. The longer she lives, the more problems she can cause.” 

“You’ve really thought through everything,” Jordan remarked. 

Alina climbed on top of Jordan with her back facing Rachel. Jordan sat on the bed with his handsome smile. She pointed the tip of his cock against her slit and dropped herself on him. The tip entered Alina, a painful stinging of pleasure rippling across her stolen body as the rest of Jordan’s cock deliriously filled her. The shaft went through her with ease and felt as though it were in her stomach. She rubbed her clit as she rode him triumphantly, her tummy bulging under the pressure while waves of sexual desire overwhelmed them. The bed loudly creaked with every swing of her hips. She moaned loudly, her hips no longer hurting like they normally did, while Jordan held on to her ass eagerly with tight fingers.

“Oh my god, yes!” Alina screamed in Rachel’s voice. It’s been so long since I’ve felt this way. “Fuck me!”

“You’re so tight,” Jordan murmured. “Rachel! Rachel! Holy shit!”

Tears dripped down Rachel’s face. Confused murmurs came from her as her limbs twitched. She struggled to move with her weakened legs. The liquid Alina had given her was negatively affecting her. All she could manage to do was move her eyes and head as Jordan’s seed dripped out of her. Watch me use  your body to please him, Alina thought. Keep struggling, it makes me feel better the more I see you squirm. Rachel tried to call out with all her might, but only senseless murmurs came out.

“Rachel,” Jordan cried again. “Rachel, Rachel, Rachel!” She wanted to show off how much better she could use her body. Her pussy dripped with each delightful movement when she saw Rachel’s tears. 

Out of nowhere, Jordan threw Alina to the side of the bed and repositioned himself. She let out an excited gasp. He slid his cock out of her while they shifted into missionary. He kept her on her back and placed the head of his cock against her opening. Alina longingly stared into Jordan’s eyes, listening to his deep breathing and grunts, before feeling his cock slowly disappearing into her. His hands strongly gripped her hips as he entered her. Suddenly, he stopped and slowly pulled out his twitching cock, only to come back down hard. He maintained a steady speed while Alina squealed delightfully. Her toes curled as the pleasure overtook her. Her head stuck out over the side of the bed and angled downwards. The blood rushed to her reddening face as Jordan fucked her silly.

He pulled Alina away from the edge and lowered his head down to her chest. He sucked at her nipples and kissed his way up to her neck. Alina giggled uncontrollably as he grabbed her left ankle and passionately sucked the sole of her soft foot. Alina let out an excited gasp. Jordan hated feet, but seeing him forcing himself into doing something he viewed as filthy turned her on. She felt worshipped and desired when he teased and relished her, just like she deserved. Alina placed a hand over her clit and rubbed it violently until she came. “Oh, Jordan,” she whimpered. “You’re such a filthy boy. Fuck, Jordan!”

“I’m going to cum.” 

“Yes! Yes!” Every thrust made her moan in ecstasy as his body slammed against her clit at the same time. He positioned himself so that he impaled her from a downwards angle. Alina pulled her foot away and spread her legs wider. She swiftly locked his waist with her strong ankles when he sank into her again, leaving no room to escape. She draped her slim arms around his thick shoulders as she urged him closer to her. Their chests touched while Jordan continued fucking her, their young bodies locked in bliss. “Make love to me, Jordan, fuck! Cum into me! Seal my soul!”

Rachel continued crying when she summoned all her strength to start moving. The elixir slowed her movements, but she managed to use every ounce of willpower to stand on both her feet to move. She needed to act quickly, but she stepped forward and fell to the ground when her knees gave in. Her head slammed against the corner of the bed. The bed shifted somewhat, but Alina and Jordan continued fucking. A bloody gash appeared at the side of her head as she painfully squirmed on the ground. They both ignored the old woman’s weak cries.

With Alina’s strong grip around him, Jordan got off the bed with her still clinging on. At first, she thought Jordan was trying to break free from her, but when she saw him walk closer to Rachel, she began laughing. “You’re so naughty,” she told Jordan. “You’re such a terrible man.” Blood covered the old woman’s face while she looked up at where a thick cock entered tightly wrapped folds of flesh. Rachel could see both bodies covered with filthy sweat as the slimy cock disappeared and reappeared. Excitement fluttered around Alina as she looked down at where Jordan’s cock intersected with her slit.

Rachel stared up at them in horror and grimaced. Pain overtook her as she forced herself onto her knees. The world swayed with each movement before she collapsed again onto her side. Rachel reached out and took hold of Jordan’s right ankle. Rachel pulled his leg as hard as she could to make him fall. 

All Rachel had was this final opportunity to delay the ritual, but with one final grunt and movement, Jordan’s cock exploded. Rachel watched the tightly wrapped folds drip with juices. Alina could feel a tremendous amount of heat flooding her body as his cum sealed her soul. Her stolen womb gushed with steaming cum. She cried in sweet anguish as a trembling orgasm rocked her as well, the sound of men chanting echoing in her mind as the dark presence behind the ritual finalized the spell. She could feel the spirits permanently sealing her. Her firm chest tightened while the warm energy flowed through her.

“Rachel,” Jordan said through sharp, deep breaths. “That was incredible. I’m still cumming. Oh my God, I’m still cumming.” Ejaculate slowly dripped down and splattered over Rachel. She helplessly watched and murmured nonsense. “Fuck.” With his cock still twitching uncontrollably and ejaculating, Jordan began to lose his balance from the pleasure. He murmured something to himself as he swayed uncontrollably. Alina slid off his cock guided him to the bed where he collapsed on to the damp sheets. “Did you hear chanting too?”

“Yes.” Alina ominously said.

Jordan’s cock shuddered with pleasure when his eyes rolled to the back of his head. Alina could see the veins pulsating around his cock and the horror flooding his face. She laughed to herself when she gripped his wriggling cock. It moved violently under her touch. She could feel his racing heartbeat through his manhood as she stroked it. “Rachel, fuck, wh-what’s happening? What is that? D-do you see that? Stop! Stop and look!” 

“What do you see, Jordan?” Alina asked with a sly smile.

Rachel stared at Jordan in drugged confusion, but Alina knew exactly what was happening to him. Every third person who partook in the ritual had their souls taken by the makers of the masks. Demons from another plane of existence, possibly the underworld, would enter the land of living temporarily to take their sacrificial soul with them. It was the price elders would pay in order to ensure a full transition. The third soul was always used as mystical energy for the ritual to work. Alina had never seen these demons, yet she knew that they were the last things Jordan or any third participant would see. For all she knew, Jordan’s soul was being dragged to hell.

And she did not care.

He jerked violently on the bed as Alina began sucking his cock. He screamed in agony, unable to see or get up from the bed. She could feel his cock’s pulse dangerously rising with her tongue as he began screaming in terror. She laughed menacingly as he came, his seminal fluid discharging inside her mouth as Jordan groaned one last time. “RACHEL!” Alina smirked when she felt his pulse coming to a stop.

“Thank you so much, Jordan,” the new Rachel said. She eyed the old woman on the ground and smirked. “He was such a good boy. I’m glad that his last moment felt so wonderful. And I’m glad you got to see it too, Miss Radcliff. You’ll be joining him soon.”




Epilogue

The late afternoon sun brightly shined down on the beach as Rachel Lee spread herself over her pink towel. The August heat submerged them in warmth as Rachel wore her scandalously tight white bikini. Her brawny friend who found any excuse to touch her, Cassandra, quietly slathered sunscreen on to her perfect body. Rachel had put her hair up in a ponytail with a flowery headband and scrunchy that her friend purchased from the local tourist store. The tight clothing hugged her brown skin as she sipped from a plastic bottle of tonic water mixed with gin. 

Everybody watched her in public, including Cassandra, and she enjoyed every minute of it. Nobody paid this much attention to her previous bodies. It was so obvious when they stared. Rachel flaunted her body happily for people to envy. Her wardrobe no longer consisted of baggy pants and hoodies. She filled her closet with fitted dresses, tiny bikinis, and shocking lingerie. She took every opportunity to show off. Unlike the previous Rachel, she confidently expressed her sexuality and confidence to the world around her.

Life had been mostly relaxing and wonderful since she had stolen the real Rachel Lee’s body. Jordan’s death was put into question. When paramedics asked Alina Radcliff what had happened, her murmuring responses provided no new information. An investigation into Jordan’s death began. The new Rachel had been stressed out for several nights over this, but the coroner revealed that the young man had died from a severe brain hemorrhage. There was no way for Miss Alina or Rachel to be at fault.

Prior to allowing her old body to succumb to what coroners deemed a fentanyl overdose, Rachel had spent a month trying to transfer her wealth collected as Alina Radcliff through her private corporation. Radcliff Incorporated  was her original international marketing firm that had carried most of her cash and equity investments. With Miss Radcliff acting as the sole employee, there were no questions asked when Alina Radcliff sold the company’s shares to Rachel Lee for an undisclosed amount of cash. Now, all Rachel had to do was ease most of her retirement through dividends to herself. She would begin to finish her degree when school started in September, but she had decided to take a break from both working and graduate school.

Alina Radcliff’s lack of known blood relatives made the transfer much smoother, but there were issues down the road that she would have to deal with. For two months, Rachel’s parents repeatedly tried calling her cell number and dorm, but she never responded. Dealing with Rachel’s family would be an interesting issue for another time. Her entire family lived in China, so Rachel planned to avoid her family until the need truly arose.

“Thank you,” Rachel said to Cassandra when she had finished putting sunscreen on her back. “You’re the best.”

“Are you serious about taking a break from everything, Rachel?”

Rachel nodded. “I’m in a very comfortable place right now. I feel like enjoying a break for the first time in a while. It feels like I’ve been working for way too long. Why are you so worried?”

“Do your parents not care?”

“My parents shouldn’t care,” she said. “It’s my life, you know.”

“It’s just so strange,” Cassandra replied as she brushed Rachel’s silky hair. “Half a year ago you were talking about how hard it would be to get a job. Half a year ago your parents were stressing you out about finding work. This entire summer you’re different. You just seem so much more different now … in a good way. I like you a lot better now.”

“Let’s just say Miss Radcliff’s wisdom lives on inside of me. I learned a lot from her.” Rachel giggled mischievously to herself. She had stolen a young girl’s life successfully and she was proud of it. The years of preparation and manipulation all paid off in the end. Now, she was going to get another chance to live a more adventurous yet comfortable life. Rather than slave away until retirement, she was going to be able to easily pay her bills and enjoy life to the fullest. Smiling at this revelation, she slowly drank the rest of her drink before abruptly grabbing Cassandra’s hand. She tugged her toward the crashing waves to go swimming. 

“Wait, I can’t swim, Rachel, you know that.”

“Let’s go teach you before the sun sets!” Rachel said cheerfully.




More Erotica by Jimmy Zappa

 

A Perfect Student

Amber and her best friend, Tianna, are certain that they failed Mrs. Nay's final exam. They  decide to use a spell book Tianna's dying grandfather has in his study to temporarily take over  Mrs. Nay's body. They plan on fixing their grades through her body. A big mistake with the  spell occurs, and rather than Tianna possessing Mrs. Nay, Amber accidentally takes control of  her body. As these events unfold, Tianna's grandfather takes the opportunity to try stealing  Tianna's body. Will Amber make it back in time to save her best friend, or will it be too late?

 

The Witch's House

Madame Cynthia is a dying old witch that wants to be young again. Alex is a transgender  woman that wants to be a real female. The two decide to work together to target two new  potential vessels that will serve them as their permanent bodies. The old witch begins training  two young girls on the basics of magic in order to prepare their bodies for transfer. The two girls  begin learning advanced forms of magic. Will the two of them realize the trap ahead of them in  time, or will they succumb to this horrific body theft plot?

 

Making Her Mine

Makenzy is enjoying her vacation with her friend, Katie, whose Uncle Roger is letting them stay  at his island home. However, Roger is spending a lot of time uncomfortably watching Makenzy.  A village mystic claims that darkness will soon consume her. The two girls also discover that  Roger has been taking photos of Makenzy in secret. Along with the photos is a witch's spell book  about body possession. Afraid that the man is secretly trying to steal her body, Makenzy decides  to try leaving the island, but a horrific body theft plot begins to take place. Can Makenzy and  Katie break free from their trap in time before it's too late?

 

Inside My Seductive Mother

Josephine is a young college girl who hates Adriana, her new stepmother. With the help of a  witch who also does not like Adriana, she decides to possess her stepmother’s body to ruin her  life. Josephine does things to ruin Adriana's life forever, but there seems to be more lurking  beneath the shadows as a secret affair is discovered. The longer she stays in Adriana's body, the  more she wants to forever be her. As she ruins her stepmother's life, will her growing love for  Adriana ruin her own life in the process?

 

The Skin Stealer

Elise is an extremely competitive saleswoman that keeps flirting with her boss. The problem is  that her boss is married and has a deadly secret. A witch hunter and his transgender girlfriend  are also interested in his deadly secret when it's revealed that her boss wants to steal her body to  wear her skin. Can the parties get together in time before a dark plan initiates, or will it be too  late to save Elise?

 

My Obsessive Ex

Leela, Cassandra, and Florence have just finished high school, and they're looking forward to  their adult lives. Triston, a seventyyearold body hopper, is Leela's exboyfriend in a stolen  teenage body with a troublesome temper. After Leela told everybody about his odd sexual habits,  he makes it his mission to ruin her life. Using his body possession necklace, he decides to attempt  stealing Leela's body as punishment for ruining his life during a night with her friends. Once  inside, he does everything he can to make the possession permanent. His ex begins to fully lose  control. Will Leela be able to break through his magical spell in time?

 

Becoming A Real Girl

Krystal, Zack's girlfriend, is a transwoman interested in having Gender Restructuring Robotics  done to her body to help her transition into a biological female. Zack is supportive but also  suspicious of the cheap operation. Doctor Biang accepts her request and performs the gender  transition immediately, but Krystal soon learns that the operation is not what it seems. She is  slowly losing herself in her new body. As this happens, Zack realizes that there is more lurking  beneath the shadows. Can Krystal's boyfriend uncover the wicked plot behind Doctor Biang's  team in time?

 

An Adulterous Student's Body

Knowing that she's going to die from brain cancer, Evangeline visits an old friend who has  studied the paranormal to get advice on how to live the last portion of her life. Her friend  provides her with a cursed necklace that has the ability to "temporarily" possess any body she  wishes. Using this power, Evangeline decides to try using it on her cheating and abusive  husband to ruin his life before she passes. Soon, she realizes that she has the potential to make her  possession permanent. Now in the body of the woman trying to steal her husband, will she  decide to ruin her husband's life or try to be his next wife?

 

Let Her Inside Me Book 1

Stephanie's best friend Priya is celebrating her birthday. Instead of an ordinary present, Priya  asks if Stephanie would be willing to swap bodies with her for a day with the help of a witch.  Priya is a transgender woman, and she wants to see what it's like to be a real girl. Intrigued by  the thought of seeing real magic and having a cock, Stephanie eagerly agrees to switch bodies  with her friend. But what dark path lies beneath an honest request?

 

Let Her Inside Me Book 2

Amita Rai was an old woman who stole Stephanie's young and beautiful body through magic.  Months have passed, and she has slipped into her new life and made herself better in every way.  Everybody loves her, and her life seems absolutely perfect. Over the months, Priya has grown  jealous and decides that she made a mistake in helping Amita secure her new vessel. Stephanie's  life is literally ticking away as her memory slowly fails her in Amita's body. Priya desperately  enlists the help of a friendly witch and Stephanie's boyfriend to help reverse the spell that gave  Amita a second chance at life. Now that she has the means to banish Amita from her stolen body,  can she save her friend in time before it's too late?

 

A Bad Girl's Permanent Lesson

Katarina is an incredibly mean girl with a bad attitude. Now on vacation with her boyfriend, her  old Aunt Velma decides to teach her a lesson after watching her make everybody's lives  miserable. She decides to swap bodies with her with the help of a village witch and runs into a  problem. She likes being young a little way too much.

 

Deep Inside My Ex

Ronald is a homeless man with an unfortunate past. His cheating exwife, Kylie, took his  children and money away. A family friend lets him sleep at her home to help him get back on his  feet. Suddenly, his friend uses some sort of magic to allow him to possess his exwife's body.  Now in her body, he can hear his exwife's trapped voice in his mind. Ronald struggles to adapt  to the life of a woman while he seeks answers from his old friend. But he soon learns that the  longer he stays inside of his ex's body, the more he wants to stay.

My Naughty Tutor

Victor is struggling to pass a difficult class. His final exam is less than 24 hours away, so he  hires Tiffany to help tutor him. He is unable to grasp the material from the legendary tutor, so  Tiffany suggests another tutoring service. With the help of a witch and money, Tiffany switches  bodies with Victor to take the exam in his place. Everything seems to go smoothly until their  bodies and hormones uncontrollably get in the way. To make things worse, a sinister plot begins  within the shadows that will turn their lives upside down.

 

Becoming My Coworker

At Martin R&D, Fred is a lead researcher on a mission to help study the human brain and  mental illness. Alongside his elderly boss and mentor, Brian Martin, they create and implement  a prototype known as the Mind Projection System, where a person can control another  individual through a complex computer network. On one fateful Friday night, Fred activates the  system and successfully uses it to possess another researcher at the company, Marina, whose  husband is in town showing her a good time. The experiment is a success, and Fred can feel  everything a real woman can feel. Brian Martin and his old wife are ecstatic for sinister reasons.  There seems to be more than meets the eye at Martin R&D as the Martins begin their quest for  immortality.

 

Inside His Naughty Wife

Elliot and Kyra are newlywed teachers on vacation. While there, Elliot books a room in a great  hotel and accidentally buys a body swapping necklace from Carlos, a bitter souvenir shopkeeper  who wants a better life. When the couple arrive at the hotel, their world turns upside down as  Kyra, after wearing her new necklace, finds herself in the body of an old man. Now inside the  body of the young woman, Carlos does everything he can to enjoy his new life while a spiritual  healer seeks to put a stop to his dark plans.

 

Becoming The Girl Next Door

Maggie is a young English student struggling to get through her summer semester.  Conveniently, two married English teachers move in just two doors down from her apartment  and befriend her. But, there's a dark and deadly secret that the couple refuses to share. The wife's  body is physically ill and decaying, and she needs a new body to continue living. Her husband is  a witch with the magical means and motivation to do so. As the couple prepare Maggie's young  body for the transfer, she starts uncovering secrets behind the wife's true identity. Will she be  able to react to their attempts in time, or will she lose her body forever?

Making His Girlfriend Mine

 

Looking to start over, Mark Ivanov is an old man with an enormous debt and an unprofitable  store. When a male tourist with an incredible physique and wealth comes into his store, Mark  decides to make it his mission to steal his body for himself. He sells the young man a body  possession bracelet in order to do this. With the help of a witch, Mark becomes a spirit and  attempts to take the tourist's body by force through the bracelet. Instead, he accidentally enters  the tourist's girlfriend. Trapped in the body of Annie Corvo, Mark struggles to come to terms  with his mistake as his hormones and lust for the boyfriend begin to worsen.

 

My Tenant's Cute Daughter

Trisha Johnson is a massage therapist with a secret. She's a witch that uses magic to fix pain.  When her magic is unable to help Alphonse's chronic pain, she offers a solution. Her tenant's  boyfriend, Cory, has an incredibly healthy body. She offers to transfer Alphonse's mind into  Cory to permanently fix his pain. Unfortunately, the spell messes up, and Alphonse finds  himself in the body of the tenant's daughter, Ashley. Struggling to cope with his predicament, he  finds himself losing his selfcontrol to the beautiful girl's hormones. Bubbling with sexual  energy, the witch's friend begins to lose himself to his lustful desires.

 

Inside Her Perfect Student

Amy Williams is an old college teacher who is dying. A past student and exlover visits her with  a potential way to avoid death. Using mind transferring tiaras, she tricks her teaching assistant  into giving up her young and athletic body. Amy takes over Samantha's body and struggles to  maintain control. A problem during the transfer causes a wide range of issues. The young girl's  strong mind begins to slowly overpower the old woman's mind. Will the young student manage  to break free from the dying woman's control, or will she lose her body forever?

 

My Husband’s Secret Crush

Priscilla Marcus is a young bookkeeping assistant who wants a change in her career. Her boss,  Katherine Bell, is a disabled bookkeeper in a wheelchair who also wants a change. Unfortunately,  she and her husband have their eyes set on Priscilla. Using a mixture of meditation and magic,  Katherine tricks the young girl into switching bodies with her. Now equipped with her beauty  and youth, Katherine excitedly sets out to make the swap permanent by any means possible.  Upon gaining knowledge of the ritual used to steal her body, Priscilla does everything in her  power to reverse the swap. But will the obstacles in her way make her lose her body forever?

Just In Her Head

 

Wanting to start life over again, Sabrina is a sexy and heartbroken transwoman with an  impossibly large debt to pay. She goes to a longtime family therapist and asks for his help. Using  his abilities as a witch, he begins preparing a new female body for her. Unfortunately, there are  no willing body donors, so he gives one of his troubled patients a mood bracelet that slowly  begins to erode her soul. The therapist encourages the anxious girl to keep wearing it even when  she feels her body trying to fight back. On the night of a full moon, Sabrina begins the spiritual  process of taking what belongs to her. Slowly but surely, the young girl begins to mentally  struggle against the ensuing body theft plot.

 

Cheating With Her Husband

Lindsay is a housecleaner and a tenant to a wealthy British couple. She gets paid generously and  has no issues with paying for university. But Lindsay has a secret behind her financial stability  that she has been hiding from her family. Using a magical stone, she frequently switches bodies  with Sammy, a transgender woman. She lets the couple satisfy their sexual desires while they let  her have fun with Sammy's body on a temporary basis. Unfortunately for Lindsay, Terrance and  Sammy Francis do not plan on a temporary body swap on the night of their anniversary. Sammy  wants a permanent body swap, and the couple will stop at nothing to get what they want.

 

Making Him Mine

Sona and Ashley are office bullies that terrorize Klara, a transgender woman trying to do her  job. Now that the bullies have the new HR manager under their control, the transwoman feels  trapped. So, her best friend convinces her grandmother to help with Klara's vengeance by  placing her soul into the body of Sona through magic. By controlling Sona, the transwoman  knows that she can control Ashley. But something with the spell goes wrong, and Klara  accidentally finds herself in Ashley's young, sexy body alongside damning information that can  ruin Sona's upcoming marriage. Klara's new female hormones begin to get the best of her as she  struggles with a choice. If she waits too long, she risks getting trapped in her new body forever.  She has to choose between temporarily enjoying her new body or permanently ruining her  bullies' lives forever.

 

Sexily Young Again

Elinor is a caregiver that takes care of Michelle with her daily needs. When a salesman sells the  elderly Michelle a soul relaxant potion and a ruby that can help her possess a new body to extend  her life, Elinor gets asked to help execute the transfer. She accepts the deal for cash to be paid  afterwards. Unfortunately, the old woman's sweet granddaughter, Angel, is the target, and the  caregiver hesitates with the mind transfer after seeing how good of a person she is with her stud  of a boyfriend. The caregiver begins having second thoughts on the transfer and tries to sabotage  the body theft. But when the salesman suddenly appears on the night before the soul transfer,  Elinor fearfully struggles against the dark magic consuming their lives.

 

Sharing My Girlfriend

Sex between Angie and Sam has gone stale, and the only thing keeping them together is their  open relationship. But, after Angie ends up finding a spell book at a used bookstore, things  change and spice up when she voluntarily switches bodies with her boyfriend. After making the  best love together in months, they decide to live and experiment as each other with their open  relationship. She gives Sam her blessing to have lunch with an old online friend, Danny, while  she stays home to explore her new male physique. Unfortunately, as Sam leaves to enjoy his  female body in a potential threesome, Angie finds herself struggling against the dark forces that  sold her the spell book. An old African witch pays her a telepathic visit to steal her body,  memories, and soul, and she desperately struggles for her life as her boyfriend becomes engulfed  in his horny lust for Danny and his bisexual slut of a girlfriend.

 

Stealing Her Youth

Rebecca and her boyfriend Stanley are helping a family friend pack up their belongings when  they suddenly find a spell book in a foreign language. They accidentally swap bodies after  reading a spell, ultimately dropping the book and losing the spell's spot. Now trapped in their  opposing genders, they wake up and frantically try to reverse the swap while their hormones  begin to get the better of them. Unfortunately, neither of them can find the spell that they used.  Upon finding an address on the back of the book, they decide to venture out to the store that sold  the accursed book for help. Little do they know, an old woman plans on more than just helping  them switch bodies again. She is literally dying for an upgrade, and Rebecca sounds like the  perfect victim.

 

A Feminizing Wish

When a mysterious salesman sells Ken a crystal that can grant him any wish, the middleaged  man jumps at the opportunity. But something goes horribly wrong with his wish, and he finds  himself in the young, beautiful body of his neighbor, Alyssa, a woman who he absolutely hates.  He desperately wants to reverse his wish, and the only person who can do that is the crooked  salesman. However, when the temptation to test out his new body with Alyssa's hot boyfriend  becomes too strong, he begins having second thoughts on regaining his masculinity.

 

My Slut Wife

Kate's wealthy husband is cheating on her, and so her marriage is falling apart. To make things  worse, she has started sleeping with a coworker to get back at him. Her best friend forces her to  take on marriage counselling, and so she begins seeing an old woman named Audrey for advice.  Unfortunately for Kate, her counselor wants to do more than save her marriage. Audrey is  heavily in debt, and she is literally dying for another shot at life. Kate's beautiful body and  wealthy lifestyle leave the old woman jealous and desperate as a witch offers her services to get  what she wants.

 

Prepare Her Body

When Cassie stepped foot in a reputable rehabilitation facility, she wanted to become a better  person. Under the constant supervision of facility staff, they trained her body and mind nonstop  for three months. The place is a living hell, and she desperately wants to finish as she reaches her  physical peak. Unfortunately, the facility does not care about her progress. The only person they  care about is their client inside of her. The facility is a body transfer business aimed at preparing  attractive bodies for their new owners, and she soon discovers that she is first on the waiting list  for an old woman wanting a second life.

 

Make Her Naughty

Annie is a young witch learning magic from her neighbor, and she has become hell bent on  revenge. She sets her sights on ruining her coworker's life with her newfound abilities. Urged by  her loving boyfriend and magic teacher, she takes possession of the troublesome supervisor and  irreparably ruins her life for good. But she realizes that the more she uses magic for evil, the  more taxing it is on her body. Her soul slowly darkens with every spell, and that's exactly what  her weakening teacher wants. Carlene is an aging witch whose body is falling apart, and a  corrupted soul is the perfect gateway into her new body.

 

The Witch’s Mask 1

Kelly is an insecure girl who buys a magical transformation mask from an elderly woman. When  she discovers the mask's ability to transform her into a beautiful bimbo, she finds herself using it  again and again. For months, she seduces men and pleasures her transformed body. She's a  skinny pale girl as Kelly, but she's a busty blonde with a body that turns heads as Lexi. Slowly  but surely, the demonic mask corrupts her soul, and that's all the old woman needs to steal the  young girl's body for herself.

 

A Feminized Agent

Edward is a sexist agent who belittles women, but a female empowerment event forces him to use  the body of a beautiful woman to do his work. Using technology, he becomes what he hates the  most in order to steal corporate information at an IT firm. He struggles to adapt to his feminine  habits, and the longer the mission goes on, the more he feels his mind warping. He begins to  enjoy the dresses, makeup, and boy talk with the other girls. Slowly but surely, Edward begins to  lose his masculine side, and he fearfully realizes that he's having a little too much fun when a  married man falls in love with him.

 

Fountain of Youth

The Northern Springs Resort has been a popular tourist attraction for years, and Polina has  cleaned its halls and rooms for decades. Equipped with healing and invigorating hot springs,  they've attracted all sorts of people. Caitlin and her boyfriend, two competitive college tennis  players, get the chance of a lifetime when they're given restricted pass access to their own private  section of the resort. Unfortunately for little old Polina, Caitlin bullies and threatens her  throughout her visit. The cleaning lady glumly watches them enjoying the many amenities and a  private hot spring together during their stay. Day by day, Caitlin's body loosens and relaxes,  and so too does her soul. Eventually, a middleaged chef sets her sights on the young woman's  body as her new vessel, and the only person who can save Caitlin is the cleaning lady who she  hates so much.

 

Inside Her Girlfriend

It's Becky's birthday, and her girlfriend, Haruka, hasn't figured out what to get her. When they  come to school early to catch up on schoolwork, the wheelchairbound girl asks Haruka for a very  specific present. She asks her girlfriend if she would be willing to swap bodies for a week, and  Haruka happily agrees. Becky has been in a wheelchair her entire life, and giving her a chance to  walk for the first time is something Haruka would love to do. However, she is completely  unaware that Becky is dying from cancer, and when the swap finally occurs, the once disabled  woman wants more than just a temporary exchange. She's liking her beautiful body and  mobility a little too much, and she's more than excited to make the transfer permanent with her  aunt's help.

My Girly Husband

Darren has been cheating on his wife, and she happens to be the worst person to know this.  Genie is an exwitch with magic still left in her, and when she finally discovers that her husband  has been sleeping with a transgender coworker, she decides to take matters into her own hands.  She uses magic to transform her husband into the very thing he loves  a beautiful woman with  perfect, sexy curves. Darren initially freaks out when he wakes up as a woman, but as he tries on  clothes and tests his new body, he starts getting really comfortable in his new skin.  Unfortunately, sex is what will permanently trap him in his new body, and that's the one thing  Darren's constantly craving.

 

Living Inside Me

Two best friends use a body swap potion to temporarily switch bodies. Emily and Eunjee  transfer all willingness and consent to live as each other for several days with the help and  guidance of Doctor Susan Richter. After a few days of getting used to their new bodies, Emily  attempts to do the unthinkable. She tries to convince Susan to make the swap permanent. Eun jee comes from a wealthy family of billionaires, while Emily works in retail and struggles to pay  for her student loans. Doctor Richter agrees and decides to try helping her  but there's a catch.  One of the two girls has a sexy body to die for, and this particular doctor has been waiting for  this moment for a long time.

 

Inside My Head

Doctor Tran is an exsurgeon that helps socially anxious people through his Life Simulator  technology. By placing patients inside of a virtual world where nobody judges them, he sees  record numbers of successful treatments throughout his career. So, when Kyra gets referred to  him for treatment, she's more than excited once she actually explores the simulated tropical  paradise. The longer she stays, the happier she becomes. But, not everything is as it seems.  Slowly but surely, her ownership over her body withers away. To make things worse, a  transgender wife is extremely interested in getting Kyra's young body for herself. She wants an  upgrade, and Doctor Tran is more than happy to make the transfer permanent once certain  conditions are met.
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