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		Kelly Manderley

		Andrew, her voice echoed in her head. Andrew will love this.

		 

		The nightmare was always the same for twenty-year-old Kelly. Ever since she left Vancouver and returned to her home in Salt Lake City, she was experiencing the same one. She found herself walking across a frozen pond with the sun shining directly above her. She meekly tied her black hair up into a ponytail while she observed the snowy background. Towering trees swaying in the freezing breeze made her shiver as she walked along the pond.

		 

		There was a patch of clear ice that reflected her face perfectly where she stopped. Even when she was alone in the wilderness, Kelly hated the way she looked. She was a skinny girl who came off as a nerd. She always felt a sense of loneliness and boredom, and it was finally getting to her until she discovered her magical mask.

		 

		It seemed like an ordinary costume accessory, but it was much more than that. She could become another person with it. Her confidence and beauty improved with every passing second when she wore her mask. It was by far the greatest souvenir from Vancouver, and it was the only thing that made her happy and safe. She constantly wanted to put it on just to make herself feel better. She hated the way she looked.

		 

		But this nightmare never had her mask within close reach. I need it, Kelly’s mind would constantly say in the nightmare as she walked forward. Suddenly, the sound of whispers echoing beneath her bare feet made her limbs heavy. She looked down at where her skin had melted the frost over the ice, and she could just barely see the cloudiness of the ice below.

		 

		Dark-skinned hands pushed up from beneath the ice, the surface cracking and shattering like the spirals of a spider’s web. A hideous scream bellowed from beneath the icy depths, and Kelly’s body became numb with fear and shock. She tried to say a word, but the freezing waters only seeped into her lungs while the water rushed all around her.

		 

		Before she knew it, she was at the bottom of the lake. A sharp pain surged through her legs, and the only comfort she could find was the pale white mask that changed her life. It hovered in front of her, bubbles fluttering from its mouthpiece as the empty eye sockets ominously stared back at her. A voice whispered something while she reached to put it on.

		 

		And as usual, Kelly awoke in a pool of her own sweat. She had been napping lightly to get ready for her big date that night. When she pulled the purple covers off her body, she let out a disappointed sigh. She saw her flat chest glistening in the dim lighting. She pushed herself out of bed, the cool air around her causing her hard nubs to harden. Wiping at the dry crust in her eyes, she walked across the room to her wooden dresser.

		 

		There was a tall mirror affixed to the back of the dresser. Dark brown eyes blurrily stared back at her. There were faint bags beneath her eyes as she took a deep breath. The dream always left her feeling shaken and numb. She pulled open the top drawer and stared down at the mask from her dream. It sat facing upwards, almost as if it were staring back at her. She was about to pull it on when a knock at her door made her suddenly stop.

		 

		She loudly shut the top drawer before she opened her bottom drawer. She pulled on her baggy black shorts and a white T-shirt. They were the two things she could quickly pull on as she walked to her door. She opened it a few inches and peered outside at her roommate, Wayne, praying he would not see her nipples poking through the fabric.

		 

		He was a tall, awkward guy around the same age as her. Short, messy black hair sat on his head as his dark blue eyes stared deeply into her own. He was shirtless, and his chiseled abs made her face redden while she looked away. “Hey,” he said. “I just came in. Sorry, I was going to hop into the shower and heard you crying. Everything okay?”

		 

		Kelly tilted her head. “No, I was taking a nap.” Is that why my eye bags are so bad?

		 

		“I’m just worried,” he admitted. “Just wanted to check up on you. Let me know if you need anything.”

		 

		“Could you be a little less nosey?” She snapped.

		 

		“S-Sorry?”

		 

		“I don’t need you checking up on me constantly,” she said. “I can take care of myself.”

		 

		“If you say so,” he said weakly.

		 

		“Seriously, Wayne, I really don’t need you checking up on me,” Kelly continued. “I need privacy. That’s all I need. I don’t need you digging into my life.”

		 

		“Sorry, Kelly,” he said. “If it’s because of that one time, I’m sorry.”

		 

		She slammed the door and waited there until she heard the shower turn on. Why did I do that? She wondered. Wayne was one of the sweetest guys she knew, but her crush on him always held her back. She knew that he felt the same way, yet when he asked her if she wanted to go out at all, she adamantly refused. Despite being so rude to him just now, she never wanted to risk the friendship that they had. In her mind, their friendship was already good enough, and she did not want to risk losing what she had. But why was I being such an asshole to him?

		 

		Years of bullying from old friends and classmates left her self-esteem at an all-time low. Just thinking about the potential of being ridiculed forced her to remain home on most days. Wayne tried to spend time with her by watching movies and playing games with her, but that was the furthest she would ever get with him.

		 

		Instead, by using her magical mask, she saw other men who were not as sweet as Wayne. She preferred these types for some reason. They treated her like an object, dominating and overpowering her as she squealed with excitement.

		 

		Her inner lips began throbbing when she let out a troubled sigh. She walked back to her dresser and looked at herself in the mirror. She opened the top drawer again and looked back down at the mask. This is the real me, she told herself. I can’t let him know. He wouldn’t approve.

		 

		Her heart was racing by the time her cold fingers touched the mask’s surface. She brought the mask up to her face. Looking at her eyes one last time in the mirror, the eye holes finally moved over her irises, and a cold sensation shot through her body. Every inch of her skin felt like it was on fire while her arms and legs jerked in place.

		 

		She would have collapsed against her grey carpet if her body had not latched onto the wooden dresser’s side. She grunted like an animal as her skin turned tan. She stared into the mirror and saw her small, firm breasts ballooning into naturally busty breasts. Her pepperoni-sized nipples hardened and morphed into tinier, light pink nubs. Kelly let out a cry of pain when her hair lengthened and shifted from black to blonde. Her cry slowly changed into a higher pitched voice that sounded smooth and melodious.

		 

		“Fuck,” she whispered painfully. Kelly’s body felt completely damp by the time her transformation was done. The mask had disappeared beneath her skin, and now her face was that of a different person. When she looked into her reflection for what seemed like the hundredth time, the beautiful smile made her realize that this was who she truly was. Little by little, she found herself rarely wanting to take her magical mask off.

		 

		After using it for the past three months, she was finding that her life was a lot better. From all the men she had fucked to the way she played with herself, Kelly knew that her morphed body was way better. Even as she stood in front of the mirror, with her body naked and the cold air kissing her soft skin, she realized that this was who she preferred to be.

		 

		Her entire life changed when she visited a beachside souvenir shop in Vancouver. It was not too far from her hotel, so she decided that a quick trip into the city was just what she needed. She went alone and followed the directions on her cell phone until she found the nearby beach.

		 

		She had followed the sandy shoreline until she found two cement pillars sticking up from the ground. In between the pillars was a wooden building adjacent to a nearby road leading onto the highway. There was a glowing sign above the door that read “Annette’s Trinkets,” and there was a separate sign in the window saying that they still had Halloween products for sale.

		 

		Kelly walked into a cramped building full of random things. There were costumes on one side, and wooden Aboriginal products on the other side. She saw a counter where the cash register was, but she saw nobody. No customers or staff were there.

		 

		She quietly looked through racks of capes, costumes, and other accessories before stumbling upon a clearance box at the corner of the store. When she investigated it, there was a white mime’s mask staring back at her. The whiteness seemed almost skin-like. Sitting above a red pillow, she reached down to pick it up, and the skin almost felt real.

		 

		“You have good taste,” a hoarse woman said from behind her. “Are you thinking about buying it?”

		 

		Kelly spun around, and her heart was racing. There was a fat woman with long, silver hair running down her shoulders and back. Dressed in a bulky grey sweater and oversized blue denim jeans, the old woman forced a smile. “I’m sorry, did I scare you, dear?”

		 

		“I get startled easily,” Kelly quickly admitted. “I’m not sure. I think it’d be perfect for Halloween, though.” There was a mirror on the wall to her right. She placed the mask a few inches over her face, and the smell of something sweet lingered in the air. Is this perfume? She asked herself quietly. “It doesn’t look as scary as I’d like.”

		 

		“Oh, that mask isn’t meant to scare people,” the woman said. “There’s actually more to that mask than you think.”

		 

		“Is there a separate outfit that I need to buy?”

		 

		The old woman shook her head. “No, the mask will take care of most of it. Try it on, dear. You might just like it.”

		 

		And like it she did. Once she transformed in front of the old woman, Kelly knew she needed to buy the mask. She knew from the moment she looked at herself in the mirror that this was probably the best costume she could have purchased. She looked absolutely stunning, and when she pulled the magical mask off, she stared gloomily into her old reflection.

		 

		The difference was night and day for her. She found herself wanting to put the mask back on, until the shopkeeper took it from her and placed it back into the box. Everything about it seemed magical to Kelly, so she decided to ask for a price. When the old woman offered it to her for a measly $100, Kelly jumped at the opportunity and bought the mask.

		 

		That was the last time Kelly ever saw the shopkeeper. After spending her final day alone in Vancouver, British Columbia, she decided to walk around with her newfound beauty. Everything about her transformed body felt empowering. With the magical mask on her face, she never broke eye contact like she normally did. Men stared at her from afar and checked out the curves of her sexy body.

		 

		She walked in her regular clothes, but her overall figure had become so different that the fabric felt tight around her. So, she decided to walk through clothing stores throughout the Metrotown area, an activity she never did when she first arrived to Canada. She walked through aisles of pretty lingerie and attractive swimsuits before settling on bags of clothes to take back home.

		 

		Going on a shopping spree was never something Kelly enjoyed doing. It was something she tried to get into, especially since her former friends were constantly buying things, but she never got into the routine of doing it. This is so fucking fun, she caught herself thinking.

		 

		It was like the mask was altering her personality, and she was perfectly fine with that. She felt happier, chattier, and prettier. Her conversations with cashiers were no longer awkward. She could see the men staring at her from the corners of her eyes. They admired the way her wide hips swayed in her tight denim shorts and hot pink tube top. They stared and clearly fantasized about her when she waltzed down the beach outside of the souvenir shop in her bright green bikini.

		 

		When men would ask for her name and number, she would give her number without a second thought. But her name was embarrassing to her. Kelly was the name of an average, boring girl. She would take forever to come up with a name, but the one that she frequently responded with was Lexi.

		 

		Everything about her felt sexier, and she was excited to wear her new body when she finally returned to Salt Lake City. After spending three months wearing the magical mask every few days, she noticed an improvement to her overall self-esteem. Her social anxiety was a lot better, and she could actually go to the store to buy things now.

		 

		Her shyness was mostly gone, but that was not enough for Kelly. She craved the attention that she got as Lexi. In her mind, her magical mask was really what made her happy. Even with confidence, Kelly could never attract people to come to her. It was always Lexi who won people over, and Lexi was the one Andrew wanted to meet.

		 

		Andrew was one of the men she met in Canada, and he was one of the men she desperately wanted to fuck. Unfortunately, they did not have enough time together. So, after exchanging numbers, they frequently texted each other to catch up.

		 

		Things seemed good as friends, but things changed when they started sending spicier images to tease each other. And when Andrew mentioned visiting Salt Lake City for a week or two, Kelly caught herself wanting more than just a long-distance relationship over social media.

		 

		She was pulling on her black dress and black high heels when she received a text notification on her phone. She peered down and smiled. Parked outside, she read quietly to herself as she felt a sense of excitement. With her heart racing, she sprayed some perfume against her neck and hurried out the front door while Wayne continued showering.

		 

		


		 

		Annette Benhaim

		They could telepathically interact through their dreamworld, and with enough practice, one could easily remain connected beyond their dreams. Traveling through space, time, and dreams was not an easy experience for Annette, though. It was nauseating and painful, but she knew the negative experience would be worth it. It was always worth it in the end.

		 

		The sound of people laughing and talking awakened her. Her head throbbing, every sound made her wince with pain. Annette was sitting in a rocking chair, staring out across from the hotel’s balcony. The bright, warm sun comforted her cold, sore joints as she stared at the noisy park beyond her balcony and home. It was like the world was yelling and judging her while she tried to block out the uncomfortable noises. Through slitted eyes, she could see couples on the grass and children running around.

		 

		The flight into Utah left her tired, so using her magic made things even worse. She would have preferred staying in Vancouver, but she had to be close to Kelly if it meant retrieving what belonged to her.

		 

		During the entire astral projection through her mind’s eye, she had forgotten about all of her personal problems. She forgot about her landlord preparing to evict her. She forgot about her store that was finally getting closed down. She forgot how cold it was before she moved through the dreamworld. Yet a faint smile spread over her lips when she realized that life was going to be okay again.

		 

		She wiped the sweat from her face and breathed in deeply. A white mist dissipated from her cracking lips. The coolness of the winter air felt nice against her glistening face while she looked down at the magical emerald rock in her palms. Shaped like a palm-sized diamond, it sparkled in the sunlight as she shivered from the dark powers rushing from its finely cut edges. The hardness felt scorching hot, yet she kept holding onto it. Temporary pain for permanent pleasure, she thought quietly to herself. Or at least for a long time.

		 

		For every night that Kelly wore her demonic mask, Annette would visit her through her dreams. They were typical dreams, but they were entrances nonetheless into the young woman’s body. The old woman had seen Kelly walking around with the mask on most days, and she could tell that the young girl was having the time of her life with the demonic item.

		 

		Unfortunately, Kelly had no idea what types of repercussions existed for becoming what she was not. All she knew was that the mask transformed her into an attractive woman. The mask provided her with an altered body that she clearly loved so dearly.

		 

		Annette knew better than that, though. A mask like that would cost millions more if she really wanted to just sell the young woman a beautifying mask. The Mask of Desire physically transformed the wearer into the form most attractive to its wearer. The major drawback was that it weakened one’s soul with every use, and Kelly’s soul was finally ripened enough for Annette’s horrific plan. It took three months of watching and waiting, but the next few hours would prove to be the most fruitful for the old woman.

		 

		She was no stranger to using the demonic mask to extend her life. By having a sacrifice utilize the mask repeatedly, Annette could transfer her soul through her emerald and into the person wearing the Mask of Desire. Upon doing so, the wearer would have their soul absorbed by the mask, ultimately sealing them inside to be fed to the demon powering the mask. With the wearer’s soul sealed away, Annette would permanently take over their empty body, ultimately stealing their life and extending her own.

		 

		Still staring across the street, the old woman remembered when such a thing seemed impossible. This was her third body now, yet the experience was so strange that it almost seemed unreal.

		 

		The old woman’s first stolen body was but a nineteen-year-old preschool teacher living in Germany during the Second World War. It was during this time when she bought the magical mask from a middle-aged woman, a goods peddler from Northern Africa. The peddler moved through war torn areas, crossed the Mediterranean Sea, and moved through the destroyed towns and villages along Italy. When she finally arrived to Germany, the Soviet Union was already reaching the capital.

		 

		The young teacher asked the peddler what she was selling, and she was surprised to learn that she was fluent in German. The unnamed peddler gave her one good look and immediately reached into her cart full of mysterious artifacts and figurines. Her pale red eyes were upon the teacher’s eyes. She looked deeply into them before handing her the pale mask that would change their lives forever.

		 

		The goods peddler was Annette in one of her past lives. As a dark-skinned African woman in her forties, she did not have many opportunities in her home village. Any remaining opportunities were torn away from Annette when the war came to her. Every single one of her family members were slaughtered in crossfires, and so she was the only one left. She took with her the only things her family had in their destroyed home. As a family full of witches, they had an abundance of artifacts that she could take.

		 

		“What is this?” The young woman, whose real name was Agatha, had asked confusedly when she took the mask.

		 

		“It is but a gift,” Annette said ominously. Her pale-red eyes seemingly looked deep into her future body’s soul. Her heart was racing, but she knew this had to be done if she was going to have a second chance at life. “You are a troubled woman. Please, accept it. You will enjoy it.”

		 

		The young woman curiously placed the mask over her face in the middle of two apartment buildings. Upon wearing the mask, her body transformed into an incredibly beautiful woman with long, silky red hair. Her skin was light pink, and her breasts grew firmer with every passing second. By the time her transformation was over, she had become a completely different person.

		 

		The German woman was ecstatic. From that day forward, Annette lived on the streets near her home to watch her every move. Like Kelly, she heavily preferred her new look. She was so absorbed by her newfound beauty that she did not care to acknowledge the homeless goods peddler who had given her a chance to be beautiful.

		 

		Unlike Kelly, Agatha never took her mask off since the very day she obtained it. The woman was beautiful enough without the mask, yet her desires overrode her mind. The demon sealed within the mask seduced her into wanting to always be what she wanted. From the way she walked to the way she talked, the woman wearing the Mask of Desire had become so self-absorbed that Annette was able to activate the emerald that would seal her in her new body forever.

		 

		That was back when she had her witch body. It took less than a week to weaken Agatha’s soul thanks to spells. Upon getting her new body, Annette quickly learned that all of the magical spells that she knew was useless. A witch could only cast spells if their body was genetically capable of it.

		 

		Now in the body of a mere mortal, Annette was at the mercy of her enchanted artifacts to do magic. She promised herself that she would try to find a witch’s body to steal, but they were hard to come by. Witches could sense witches, but most practiced their magical art in secret. Witchcraft was a hated practice by mankind, so hated that witch hunters were still active in the community.

		 

		Despite having lost her natural magical talent, body stealing was still straightforward for her. The very thought of what she was going to do still sent chills down her spine. She walked back into her hotel room, the smell of incense and faint sound of classical music surrounding her, before she stopped in front of a red pillow on the hardwood floor. Five unlit candles of thin, white wax stood around the pillow.

		 

		Annette placed the emerald on the pillow with a smirk on her face before she retreated to a nearby grey couch. Since she had just returned from the young woman’s dreams, she decided to prioritize resting first. Soon, she thought to herself ominously.

		 

		


		 

		Andrew Smith

		The women were probably his favorite thing about traveling. They came to him in droves. College girls, MILFs, and party girls were among the few who he loved to tease. Andrew had been in Salt Lake City for five days now, and after fucking somebody new every single day, Lexi was just another girl on his list.

		 

		He picked her up and drove her to an all you can eat restaurant that she was familiar with. He immediately noticed how difficult it was to maintain eye contact. She was her usual chatty self when he picked her up, but it was like a power shift had occurred. Andrew was a womanizer who knew the game, yet this particular game was hard for him.

		 

		“This is probably my favorite place to eat,” Lexi told him while they grabbed their food. “Have you managed to check out the mountains yet?”

		 

		“Not yet,” he said weakly. He could already feel his confidence slipping a bit.

		 

		He stared at her from the side and tried to see what was different. He knew she was a hot slut, but there had to be something in the air that was throwing him off. “Food smells good,” he feebly said. “I really like the interior so far.” His eyes darted around while he chose random things to put onto his plate. He felt his heart racing. What the hell’s the matter with me?

		 

		When they returned to their table, Andrew sat across from Lexi and took a sip of water. It was a strange feeling. When he first spoke to her in Vancouver, she seemed a lot easier to talk to. Now, dressed in an unbelievably sexy dress as she ate from a plate of deep-fried prawns and fried rice, the sparkle in her eye seemed intimidating. She stared deeply into his soul, and he found himself feeling a little bit guilty as the silence deafened the empty dining room around them. Does she know what I’ve been doing?

		 

		She was the same blonde who he flirted with outside of the airport. She was the same slut who agreed to exchange numbers and who kept in contact with him for all these months. But the aura made him realize that Lexi was a girl who was beyond his league. He felt small. He felt inferior. He felt undeserving as he went back to eating from his plate of pork, rice, and steamed veggies.

		 

		Andrew hated feeling like this. He was used to fucking anything he could talk to. Women came easy – he was the expert in his field. When Lexi played hard to get in Vancouver, he easily won her over in the end. She looked like a slutty bimbo, but her dominating stare put him in his place, and that was a feeling he did not like.

		 

		He was a guy who worked out every day. Covered with bulging muscle all along his body, his strength poked out through the white checkered dress shirt and black slacks he picked out. His black hair was combed to the side, and he chose his favorite cologne with sandalwood, nutmeg, and other spicy scents to compliment his overall look. Women loved this shit, but none of that mattered when he sat in front of Lexi.

		 

		Lexi was supposed to be an easy piece of meat to fuck and leave. That was all he wanted. Everything okay?” She finally asked with her sweet voice.

		 

		“Sorry, what?”

		 

		“Is everything okay?” She said with a laugh. “You seem really quiet. I didn’t say anything wrong, did I?”

		 

		“Yeah, everything’s alright,” he said. “Sorry, I’m just j-jet lagged, I think.”

		 

		“It’s okay, Andrew,” she said. “I don’t think any differently of you.”

		 

		“Huh?”

		 

		“I can tell you’re nervous.”

		 

		“I’m not nervous,” he lied. His face heated up as he tried to reach for an answer. “I don’t know. Sorry, I’m not usually like this over chat, huh?”

		 

		“You’re not,” she admitted. Her smile never faded. She leaned forward, and he got an incredible view of her cleavage. His eyes betrayed him for a brief second, and she unfortunately noticed. “Don’t worry, I don’t mind. I’m not like all the other girls.”

		 

		“You’re not like the other girls,” he agreed. Suddenly, he felt her hand stroking at his wrist. He froze.

		 

		“You’re so sweet to say that,” she giggled. “I get that a lot. But most guys are too afraid to go anywhere with me. You’re the first guy I’ve gone out with in ages.”

		 

		“Seriously?”

		 

		She nodded, her bouncy blonde hair getting pushed back by her delicate hands. Shiny nails of red and white dots seemingly glowed in the restaurant’s lighting. “You’re honestly braver than most. Nobody was brave enough to keep talking to me after I left Canada. Most of the guys stopped talking to me.”

		 

		“They … probably overthought things with you.”

		 

		“That’s honestly all it is,” she said. “I’ve seen it a lot. It’s really hard to break into a guy’s shell when they start doing that.”

		 

		That made him feel a lot better. Taking a deep breath, he felt his confidence finally starting to return. “I’m surprised they stopped talking to you,” he began to say. “You’re not that hard to talk to over chat. It should’ve been easier for them. Might’ve done better than me.”

		 

		“You’re doing great,” she giggled when she squeezed his hand. “Trust me, you haven’t run off or anything like that. I’m honestly glad that somebody like you hasn’t run off. I’ve been wanting to get to know you better in person.”

		 

		There was an awkward pause where Lexi simply stared deeply into his eyes. He fought his brain for something to say, but the two ate in complete silence for what felt like an eternity. Finally, the womanizer in him broke free.

		 

		“You mentioned in our chats that you were in Russia before you came to Canada for your trip. You’ve obviously been doing a lot of traveling. Have you considered moving up to Canada at all?”

		 

		There was a sly smile over Lexi’s lips. It was like she was overanalyzing what he had said. “I have,” she finally said. “I honestly thought Vancouver was really beautiful. I was only there for like two weeks, but you guys are really connected with nature.”

		 

		“What’s stopping you?”

		 

		“Moving’s expensive,” she admitted. “I also have a lot of family here in Salt Lake City. I don’t like the idea of being far away from them.”

		 

		“I get that. I’m not from a big family, and I don’t exactly have one to come home to. I guess that’s why I’m constantly traveling.”

		 

		“I’m sorry to hear that,” she said while squeezing his hand. He felt the hotness of her soft skin. “It’s probably lonely. Isn’t it?”

		 

		“A little bit,” he said while squeezing her fingers. “I grew up with my uncle, but he’s gone now too. Kind of shitty. But it means I’m not bound anywhere. I can go where I want.”

		 

		“How do you like Utah so far?” She asked. “You’ve been here … what? Two days? You’ve gone around the place, haven’t you?”

		 

		Andrew smirked and nodded. “I guess you can say that. It’s nice, in its own way. I don’t know how I’d feel during the summer, but this place has been good. It could use more trees.”

		 

		“You’re from Vancouver,” she laughed and pulled her hand away. “We have a lot of forests, by the way. I don’t think you’ve checked them out yet.”

		 

		“I dunno, Lexi, I’ve seen more red than green so far.”

		 

		She continued eating her food. The smile on her face actually looked genuine. I’ve gotten through to her, he thought while he ate his food as well. “I don’t think I ever asked this. Are you a student?”

		 

		Lexi’s hand froze. She stopped chewing her food, her eyes looking lost in her thoughts. She swallowed and forced a smile. “I dropped out of college.”

		 

		“So I guess you’re working now,” he said. “At least you’re keeping busy.”

		 

		“Promise not to laugh?”

		 

		Andrew tilted his head. “Laugh?”

		 

		“I’m a cashier,” she said. “I work at a supermarket with my roommate. My chemistry diploma was useless, and I didn’t really want to go into more debt.”

		 

		“There’s nothing wrong with that,” he said. “At least you’re employed.”

		 

		There was a surprised look in her eye. She frowned a bit. “Are you just saying that?”

		 

		He shook his head. “You look really cute looking like that.”

		 

		“No, really, are you serious?”

		 

		“Obviously, the pay probably sucks.” She started snickering. “But at least you’re doing something. At least you’re getting experience. At least you’re being productive. Things could be way worse.”

		 

		“How?”

		 

		“You could be unemployed,” Andrew said. “Heavily in debt. Any plans on going to school again?” She looked away again. It was like she was avoiding the question. Nothing came out when she opened her mouth to speak. “It’s alright to be unsure of that too. You definitely like traveling, though, right?”

		 

		She nodded. “I might be doing some more of that. That’s actually what I spend most of my money on.”

		 

		“Pretty expensive hobby,” he said. “If you’re enjoying yourself, then it’s fine. Any plans on going to Australia at all?”

		 

		“That’s on my bucket list.”

		 

		“Want to come with me?” He asked. Her eyes widened. “I could use a travel buddy.”

		 

		“I’d love that,” she said weakly. “I didn’t think you were that big into traveling too.”

		 

		“I love seeing the world,” he lied. Truthfully, he liked to travel because of the sex he could get. There was a wonderful feeling behind fucking and leaving somebody without having any attached baggage. “There’s something about seeing all of the people. All of the food. All of the cultures.”

		 

		“I feel the same way,” she said excitedly while leaning against the table. “I never really got a chance to grow up around other people. I was homeschooled until like high school.”

		 

		“So, what, you were surrounded by white people all the time?”

		 

		She nodded eagerly. “Pretty much,” she laughed. “Everybody around me was the same. I never got to see anything unique.”

		 

		There was suddenly a complete shift in the atmosphere between them. The tables had turned. Lexi was somehow less intimidating to him. The aura was different, and Andrew realized that things were in his court now. He just needed to use the momentum to seduce her further. He smiled and took a sip of water. “Then it’s settled. I’ll book a trip to Australia next, and then we can check out Asia. When can you take time off?”

		 

		“I can take time off any time,” she said. “I only get two paid weeks off, though. I’m going to need to save up a little more, though.”

		 

		“Don’t worry about that. I’ll pay for both of us.”

		 

		The girl’s eyes lit up. “Seriously?”

		 

		“You seem really cool to be around,” he said. Andrew shrugged and leaned back into his seat. His stomach felt full at this point as they finished their meals. “Seems like a no brainer to me. You like traveling. I like traveling. No sense in worrying about money.”

		 

		“A trip like that seems expensive, though…”

		 

		“I’ve got a lot saved up from my last job,” he lied. Truthfully, he was a trust fund baby with a lot of money invested away. He managed to book a really nice condo to himself at a decent price for the next three weeks. It was in an expensive part of town surrounded by wealthy condominium owners. “It’s why I can afford my condo downtown. It’s my own place. I can take you with me, if you’d like to see it.”

		 

		The blonde bimbo giggled excitedly, and he knew she got her. These types of girls always chased money around, and Lexi was no different. “I’d love to see it.”

		 

		


		 

		Annette Benhaim

		After resting in her hotel room, and after eating her final meal of spaghetti and juice, Annette decided that she was ready. She remembered to keep the door unlocked. I’ll be back here soon for this, she thought while staring at the emerald in her hands. She fumbled with its shimmering surface while she ate before looking at the time.

		 

		It was a few hours before midnight, and she knew that Kelly would not be out in public. The young woman was a creature of habit. The old woman had watched her for all these months, and now her dark plan was coming to fruition.

		 

		Annette placed the emerald back down onto the pillow surrounded by candles. She fidgeted around with one of the candles to fix its alignment with the others. Once she was happy, she pulled out a pack of matches from her brown leather purse. With a single match, she lit the white wicks of each one. Orange flames illuminated the dark room while she closed the curtains to the balcony. Shadows danced along the hotel’s walls and followed her until she sat in front of the pillow.

		 

		She took a long and deep breath. The spell had not begun, yet she was already starting to get nervous. The demonic whispers hissed from the emerald when the orange flames made it glow. Crossing her legs on the ground, Annette stared deeply into the green surface. She watched the emerald to sparkle and fill the room with moving shades of ominous green.

		 

		The old woman reached into her pocket and pulled out a pocket knife. Holding her right hand over the emerald, she cut her palm open. Dribbles of her blood dripped and splattered across the emerald and pillow, and the ridges of the crystal began to glow a threatening red. The hisses became louder when she placed her entire hand against the hot emerald.

		 

		“Harir ruhi,” she whispered.

		 

		Annette winced and held her hand there when a deep, ominous laugh bellowed from the emerald. The smell of burning flesh rose into the air as she fought the pain. She gritted her teeth and tightened her grip around the emerald, and the goosebumps along her arm emerged when a white steam rose from her scorching hand. A familiar tightening sensation squeezed her chest when she stared up at the ceiling.

		 

		“Harir ruhi,” she whispered, this time louder.

		 

		The shadows around the room took the shape of tall, slender men with ghostly faces. They chanted in foreign whispers, in a language long dead. Their numbers surrounded her and reached for her. She simply remained on the ground and felt their freezing hands upon her shoulders. The sound of a woman moaning sent tingles of pleasure through Annette’s body as the world darkened around her.

		 

		


		 

		Kelly Manderley

		After dinner, Kelly really wanted to end the night with a movie, so they went to Andrew’s place to do more than just check out his condo. She was initially afraid that the relationship was going to fall apart back at the restaurant, but Andrew started opening up from his awkwardness.

		 

		Kelly was relieved, especially since she felt like she had been on that end of conversations a few too many times. She hated not knowing what to say, and she could tell how uncomfortable he was. Kelly desperately wanted this to work out. She needed to get fucked, but it was like he was trying to trick himself into shying away from her.

		 

		Andrew’s unit was way bigger than her apartment. There was a lot more space, and it was a top floor condo. The halls were decorated with fancy paintings. The living room was a roomy space surrounded by three doors. One door led to his bedroom, another led to the bathroom, and the final one led to a kitchen where he vanished to make popcorn. After kicking off her heels at his door, Kelly sat on the black leather couch at the center of the living room. To the far left of the TV was a glass sliding door leading out onto the balcony. A bright and full moon poked out from the white sky.

		 

		That was when a slight headache began to throb at the back of her head. She winced as snow slowly fell outside. Surprisingly, the pain eventually went away, so she held off on swallowing some painkillers in her purse. She turned on the massive flat screen TV and scrolled through the various options. She and Wayne owned a similar Smart TV, so she knew how to navigate a lot of the menus to find Andrew’s Netflix app.

		 

		“Did you find it, Lexi?” Andrew asked when he came back with a clear glass bowl of popcorn. He set it down on the coffee table in front of the couch and sat down to her right. “Weird, maybe they took it out. I thought Netflix had it.”

		 

		Kelly shrugged. “I guess we could watch something else.” She waved the remote towards the screen and watched the glowing cursor move to the edge of the screen. Eventually, she decided to click on a random movie she had not watched. “Have you watched this one?”

		 

		“I’ll be honest, I barely watch anything on here,” he said while taking a handful of popcorn. He shoved a palm full into his mouth. “I’ll watch whatever you want.”

		 

		“Anything?”

		 

		“Yeah, anything.”

		 

		She played the random movie and leaned her head against Andrew’s bulky shoulder. After being with so many different men over the past few months, she knew exactly how they thought. They were physical beasts that became aroused easily. As Kelly, she could never turn them on the same way Lexi did. With Lexi’s figure, the young girl could conquer any man, and she knew that Andrew would be no different.

		 

		The movie started playing, but the only thing on her mind was taking things further with the Canadian. That was the entire point of meeting him. She wanted to get fucked, and Andrew was just like all the other guys she toyed with as Lexi. And when she felt his arm wrapping around her waist to pull her even closer, she knew that was also on his mind. Just like every guy, Kelly thought excitedly. They’re all the same. She looked at him and leaned forward, and his hot lips immediately pushed against her own.

		 

		Suddenly, the movie no longer mattered. The hand around her waist tightened against the curves of her dress, and she felt her slit beginning to dampen with desire. She crossed her left leg over his lap and sat down on top of him, her lips attacking his lips and neck as his hardening cock brushed against her crotch. It was like a lioness had awakened inside of her. As Lexi, she felt overwhelmed with her libido. The only thing on her mind was relieving her throbbing clit.

		 

		Kelly moaned quietly into him when she finally found his tongue. His hands were on her ass now, and she could feel him squeezing her perfect body between every loud kiss. “Lexi,” he whispered.

		 

		His voice sent shivers down her spine. The tingles made her bite her lower lip. “I don’t actually want to watch a movie. I just wanted to be with you.”

		 

		“I’m perfectly alright with that.” He smiled. “If you wanted to fuck, you should’ve just asked outright.”

		 

		“In the restaurant?”

		 

		“In the car,” he said with a low voice. “I would’ve done anything you asked.”

		 

		Just like every guy. “You have no idea how horny I am,” she said out of habit. That was what men really wanted. A submissive woman who was turned on at the slightest touch. Pretending to be horny actually made her drip with anticipation. “I’m so fucking wet.”

		 

		“You’re going to be way wetter by the time I’m done with you.”

		 

		“What if I make a mess?”

		 

		“Then I’ll punish you,” he whispered.

		 

		“Oh no,” she giggled. Just listening to him talk got her excited. As Kelly, she knew that this was all just dirty talk, but his words made Lexi tingle with yearning. The sheer anticipation of feeling his powerful physique fucking her made her inner folds drip with lust.

		 

		Her fingers moved back up his chest. She unbuttoned the top four buttons of his dress shirt before nuzzling her forehead against his own. Her eyes caught a glimpse of his muscular curves beneath his shirt, and she immediately grinned. God, he’s so fucking sexy. The soft skin gleamed with hulking power just waiting to unleash itself. She bit her lower lip when she felt his bulging muscles straining the fabric of his grey dress shirt.

		 

		Kelly leaned her hands against his shoulders, which were now bare after Andrew finished unbuttoning the rest of his shirt. Shoving the shirt aside, he felt hot beneath her palms while she rested against his muscular body. His six pack abs bulged beautifully when he leaned forward to kiss her neck. She moaned quietly, her fingers grasping at his hair. A tingling wave pulsated from every kiss. His lips felt like fire against her body, and the more pleasure she felt, the more she bounced against his lap.

		 

		“You feel so hard,” she teased.

		 

		“You feel so wet,” he retorted. His grip tightened around her ass. “I can feel the stain on my pants.”

		 

		“Sorry,” she said playfully. Her hands ran down his rounded pecks, and slipped by his waist. The woman leaned into him and planted a kiss against his lips again. “I can’t help myself.” The smell of his cologne flooded her nose when she kissed him again and again. “I’ve been thinking about this ever since dinner. Kissing you finally tipped me over the edge.”

		 

		He squeezed her ass tightly. “Was getting fucked the only thing on your mind?”

		 

		Kelly nodded and pulled away. She rubbed her waist against his cock and watched his teeth grind. “I’ve been obsessed with how you felt when I touched your hand.” The more she talked like this, the hornier she became. Kelly knew that this was all naughty talk. None of it meant anything, yet her Lexi personality insisted that she keep teasing him like this. They’re all the same.

		 

		Suddenly, he reached up and grasped her shoulders. He pushed the straps holding her dress up and slowly glided them down her arms and away from her soft shoulders. He kissed at her neck again, his hard boner rubbing against her crotch still.

		 

		Once the top part of her black dress was down to her waist, he buried his face into her hot pink pushup bra. He kissed the wonderful softness before finally nuzzling against her deep cleavage. He savored the softness of her breasts, his eyes locked onto her own while she unclasped her bra.

		 

		“Do you like them?”

		 

		Kelly felt the hot pink fabric sliding down her body. Free from the tight fabric, she felt her heavy breasts spilling. Andrew let it fall to the floor as he leaned forward. His hot tongue landed on her light pink nub, and the flesh immediately hardened. “Wow, are these real?”

		 

		“All natural,” she said proudly.

		 

		“You just keep surprising me,” he said. “I’ve never met a girl as slender as you. Most people with your frame are flat.”

		 

		“I’m not like most girls.” She let out a surprised moan when he started carrying her. “Whoa!”

		 

		“You’re right. You’re not like most girls.” Her legs wrapped around his lower back until he forced her onto the couch. She was on her back now, and his lips finally broke away from her nipple. He pulled the dress up her long, dainty legs before throwing it to the side. He held her ankles up in the air.

		 

		His hot lips started at her heels. Warmth flowed to her face while she watched him enjoy her body. He gazed deeply into her eyes between every wonderful kiss. He moved down her soft calves, her thigh, and up to her calf again. Eventually, he ended at her ass before he spread her legs apart.

		 

		His mouth hovered over her glistening slit. He looked up at Kelly as she cupped her voluminous breasts. She squeezed them lightly and stared at him with high eyebrows. The moment his hot tongue slipped into her crevice was the moment her face twisted. “Oh fuck,” she moaned.

		 

		A surge of pain shot through her. For a brief moment, it was like the world had vanished around her. Black clouds of gas initially covered her face. What the hell? She thought. A coldness surrounded her. The moans she made echoed all around her as the pain transformed into pleasure. The world came back, and before she knew it, she could feel his tongue slithering along her inner lips.

		 

		Andrew loudly slurped at her delectable inner folds. “Jesus, you’re so wet.”

		 

		What was that? She wondered. Rather than think more into it, she let the ecstasy flow through her. “I told you. I’m so fucking horny right now.” She was about to say something else, but she let out a surprised giggle when he gripped her waist out of nowhere. He stood up and carried her up. She wrapped her arms around his neck and held onto him for her dear life. “Where are we going?”

		 

		Before she knew it, they were in his bedroom. He had carried her through the living room without any sign of slowing down. He’s really strong, she thought.

		 

		There was a bed straight across from the doorway. They moved closer to a computer desk with three monitors to their right. The keyboard and mouse were tucked beneath on a movable tray, so there was nothing beneath her when he dropped her along the desk. She remained on her back and stared at him as he began unbuckling his belt, her arm just barely about to knock one of the monitors over while she adjusted her butt onto the desk’s end.

		 

		After turning the lights on, he pushed his pants and underwear down, and she immediately bit her lower lip. He was completely naked now, and he looked absolutely perfect. He was a towering man, covered with riveting muscles. Power radiated from his nude body as he kicked his clothes to the side. He reached forward to grip her hips, and he pulled her closer so that his cock just barely prodded her entrance.

		 

		Before he shoved himself into her, his length poked and nudged at her inner thighs. With a free hand, he reached into one of the nearby drawers and pulled out a golden square. He ripped it open and rolled a condom over his pulsating cock. Andrew looked deeply into her eyes, grabbed his rod by the hilt, and pushed it up against her inner folds. “Ready, Lexi?”

		 

		“Fuck me,” she whispered breathlessly. The world stood still as he thrusted his cock inside of her for the first time. He was not the largest man she had been with, but there was something about his thickness and the curved upward angle that made her toes curl. She felt unbelievably full by the time he was completely inside of her. When she looked between her legs, she watched his waist grinding up against her throbbing clit. Sparks of excitement made her body arch upwards. “Oh fuck!”

		 

		“Am I the biggest?” He asked.

		 

		“You are,” she lied. Such a cringey loser, she thought.

		 

		Sex felt wonderful in Lexi’s form. In Kelly’s normal body, sex often felt awkward and cold. She only had sex once in her first year of college, and that was because she was desperate to lose her virginity. Even masturbating felt awkward to her, and that was a solo act. It all boiled down to her own self-esteem and confidence in herself. She hated herself. But she loved being Lexi. From the way she fingered herself to the way men fucked her, she enjoyed the sensitivity and orgasms she experienced. As the blonde bimbo, she could feel like a real woman. Men looked at her with thirst and attention that she could only dream of as Kelly.

		 

		Andrew leaned forward and kissed her lips. He pulled out of her for a brief second, his gaze lingering upon her face before planting kisses against the side of her neck. Waves of pleasure surged through her body as he thrusted his cock into her. She moaned with every push.

		 

		“Oh my god!” She moaned.

		 

		“You’re so tight, Lexi,” he said. Her legs wrapped behind his lower back. The rubber on his length was glistening with her filth. “Most girls need lube with me.”

		 

		“I’m not like most girls,” she said with a sly grin.

		 

		He sucked on her left breast, shoved his cock into her one final time, and then picked her up from the desk. He began carrying her to the bed. When she looked at the desk, she could see the dampness she left behind on his desk, but she could tell that he did not care. When her legs weakened around his back, and when he dropped her onto the bed, she knew that there was only one thing on his mind.

		 

		Andrew grabbed her waist and turned her over. She was on her hands and knees now. She gripped the white sheets and looked over her shoulder. Before she knew it, she could feel his entire length forcing its way between her legs. She let out a moan, her head dropping against the bed with every wonderful surge of euphoria that dominated her mind and body.

		 

		Most of the guys Kelly seduced as Lexi were cute, but none of them were as physically dominating as Andrew. He was the first person who made her feel this way. She loved being used, and having such a powerful man dominate her made her squeal with excitement. Just feeling him breach her made her inner folds swell with desire. With a single finger from her free hand, she circled her throbbing clit and felt sparks of ecstasy flowing through her transformed body.

		 

		“Oh my god,” she moaned. “Fuck me right there! That feels incredible!”

		 

		“You like that?” He asked, his rough hands upon her soft waist. He reached forward with a free hand and grabbed her long, blonde hair. He tugged her head up from the sheets. The pain felt so good as he ravaged her from behind.

		 

		“Make love to me,” she screamed. “I’m yours, baby! Fuck me like you own me!”

		 

		“Such a good slut,” he chuckled.

		 

		His pace quickened, and she noticed a pressure beginning to build up. He began to angle his cock to the left more, as if he were expertly adjusting himself according to how she felt. Her grip around his bedsheets tightened when a powerful surge of pleasure made her body shiver violently. She let out a long, passionate moan when she felt her upper body collapsing against the dampening sheets.

		 

		He had released her hair as the sound of her canal spraying with her lust echoed throughout the room with her screaming. She tried to whisper something, but her voice sounded shaky and weak as the orgasm rocked her entire body. Andrew held her ass up. He was still inside of her while she squirmed and shook. He planted kisses along her damp back as she whimpered quietly. She felt his warm hands grasping her waist while he gently penetrated her.

		 

		“I didn’t know you were a squirter,” he said when she finally started to calm down.

		 

		“You hit all the right places,” she shakily laughed. “Holy fuck, that was incredible.”

		 

		“Am I the best you’ve ever had?”

		 

		“You are,” she admitted. “You made me cum so fucking hard.”

		 

		“I can do it again and again,” he said. “Anything for you.”

		 

		“Oh, baby,” she laughed. “Yes, please, keep doing it. I don’t want this to end.”

		 

		His slow thrusts became stronger. He grunted heavily as she pushed herself up from the bed. She leaned backwards into Andrew. Looking over her shoulder, she kissed his lips while he cupped her large breasts. “Lexi,” he whispered sexily between thrusts. His right hand squeezed her right breast while his left hand circled her round clit for her. She moaned loudly and continued planting kisses against his lips. “Oh fuck, Lexi. Lexi…”

		 

		“Are you cumming?” She said with a grin.

		 

		With a nod, the grip around her right breast tightened. “I’m really close.” His breath felt hot against her skin. “I’m going to fucking cum.”

		 

		“Do it,” she cooed. “I want to feel you swelling.”

		 

		He gave her one final thrust that made the bed bounce beneath them. His lips and nose nuzzled against the side of her neck, and she could feel his groan of pleasure vibrating against her flesh. His cock pulsated deep within her pussy as she gently bounced back into him. Gritting his teeth, he smelled and kissed the side of her neck until his length began to soften.

		 

		“It feels like you came a lot,” she laughed. “I still feel you throbbing down there.”

		 

		He slowly pulled out of her, and she collapsed on the bed. They were both glistening from their lustful passion while Andrew pulled off his condom. It really is a big load, she thought. He tied it up and dropped it in the waste bin beside his bed and smiled at her. Lying down beside her, he kissed her shoulder.

		 

		“I can’t wait to try this in Australia,” he said happily. “Out in the open. In the sun. On the beach. Anywhere.”

		 

		“I can’t wait to try this everywhere we go,” she giggled. “That felt amazing.”

		 

		Kelly inched up even closer to him and wrapped her arms and legs around his body. They kissed and squeezed at each other. After a few minutes, Andrew was already getting hard. He wants to go again, she thought while her eyes became heavier. He kissed her forehead when he noticed her dozing off. Why do I have to be so tired?

		 

		When the pain from earlier returned, Kelly was going to get up. But something was wrong. Andrew was saying something to her when the world darkened. She found herself in a familiar place upon becoming surrounded by black fog. She stood at the center of a cold area. Confused and concerned, she looked down at the rest of her body. I’m dreaming, she realized when she found herself in her pathetic body. She was Kelly again.

		 

		“Andrew?” She yelled, only to be met with silence.

		 

		She walked across a frozen pond with the sun shining directly above her. To her surprise, something was different. She observed the white background and saw snow beginning to fall all around her. Towering, swaying trees in the distance were whispering something in the chilly breeze.

		 

		“Harir ruhi,” a faint voice whispered.

		 

		Suddenly, the sound of more whispers echoing beneath her bare feet made her legs heavy. What the hell? She thought. She grunted and forced her legs to keep moving, though, which surprised her. In these nightmares, she never had full control of her legs. Taking a deep breath, she looked all around her. The hairs along the back of her neck began to rise. She glared at the ice beneath her feet and prepared to jump out of the way.

		 

		It’s going to grab me. Her heart was racing. What’s happening? She wondered when the ice remained still. There was a strange calmness until the sound of a woman screaming in the distance made Kelly spin around. She let out a bewildered cry as she began to run. She ran as fast as she could, the ice beneath her feet beginning to crack wherever she took a step. The cracks followed, but her feet danced along the surface.

		 

		Kelly did all of this in vain. Dark-skinned hands pushed up from beneath the ice and grabbed her ankles. “No!” She screamed. “NO!”

		 

		Her body became numb from cold, fear, and shock. Before she knew it, she was at the bottom of the lake. Green grassy tendrils reached up from the soil beneath her feet as a familiar mask hovered in front of her, bubbles fluttering from its mouthpiece while the empty eye sockets stared back at her. Just beyond the mask were two other people wrapped in green tendrils, whose bodies were black and skeletal. Who are those? She tried to scream.

		 

		“Wear me if you wish to leave,” a demonic voice whispered. “Wear me if you wish to become her forever.” Without a second thought, Kelly reached for the mask and pushed it onto her face.

		 

		“Harir ruhi,” a familiar female’s voice hissed.

		 

		But something else was wrong. She was not waking up. Instead, she remained in the water, and her body remained unchanged. The grassy tendrils tightened around her legs and wrists when she realized what was happening. It’s trapping me, she thought. The mask is trapping me. It’s not letting me out!

		 

		Water seeped into her lungs while she twisted and turned in the water. When she looked down at her hands, she struggled to let out a frantic scream. Slowly but surely, her arms and legs were blackening. She tried to pull the mask off, but it was too late. Her body jerked helplessly while her chest burned with agony. When she looked across her in the waters, she saw herself smiling back at her before swimming back to the surface.

		 

		


		 

		Annette Benhaim

		“You’re pathetic,” a woman hissed.

		 

		“You’re way too skinny,” a man said nonchalantly.

		 

		“You have good taste,” Annette’s own voice said to her. “Are you thinking about buying it?”

		 

		“Get away from me,” Kelly screamed. “Please, get away from me! No! No! NO!”

		 

		A thousand voices, places, and faces flashed before Annette’s eyes as she fell into a black abyss. The void called out to her while she fell through the air. She reached out into the rushing air around her, trying to grab at the voices that whispered and yelled at her. Kelly’s memories surged through her mind.

		 

		The old woman could see everything. She felt the young woman’s emotions as she shied away from social events and the people around her. Before she found the mask, she was a lonely girl whose confidence became hindered by her body. Annette watched hundreds of mornings and nights where Kelly would stare angrily into the mirror at her skinny, sickly body, but the old woman did not see what the young girl saw.

		 

		Annette saw a slender woman with shapely hips, long legs, and flawless skin. Her black hair looked messy, but she could easily fix that with a straightener and better hair products. The young girl thought her chest was flat, but she never understood the sexiness of round, firm breasts. Kelly was actually a pretty girl if she put a little work in, but she was too busy wallowing in her poor self-esteem that she could never break free from the mental prison she trapped herself in. Social media polluted her true beauty and mind, and now she had lost everything.

		 

		But the old woman understood why she felt that way. She could see images of people sneering and making fun of her. Surrounded by negative people, the poor girl never recovered from the years of bullying and social isolation. Annette almost pitied the girl.

		 

		A pain surged through the old woman’s mind, and she found herself surrounded by cold water. She helplessly hovered in place while the sound of cracking came from above her. Before she knew it, she could see Kelly flailing her arms and legs in the water, her body being pulled by some demonic force. Annette looked back into Kelly’s eyes as words whispered between them.

		 

		The young woman grabbed Annette’s head and pulled her over her face. Bubbles of air shot out all around them as the old woman summoned every ounce of strength to latch herself onto the poor girl. She flailed helplessly while the two swapped places. By the time Annette opened her eyes, she was swimming just in front of a poor girl wearing a familiar, pale white mask. Her wide eyes looked back while Annette swam to the surface, forever leaving the girl’s soul trapped within the mask.

		 

		A perfect victim for the demon within, she thought to herself as her eyes opened in the real world. Now, I just need to have somebody cum inside of me, and she’ll never be able to get her body back. She found herself in an unfamiliar bedroom surrounded by mostly silence. The sound of faint snoring awakened her from her light slumber.

		 

		Annette let out a relieved sigh until the hairs along her arm abruptly rose. The sound of a girl’s whispers echoing in her ears made her instinctively reach up. Kelly was screaming for her body back, but now that she was in the mask, it was only a matter of time before the demon devoured her soul.

		 

		Her body was starting to change. She sat up slowly from the bed and turned to face the snoring man. I can’t transform here, she thought. I could pass out if it becomes too much for me. She did her best not to wake him when she inched herself out of the bed. The cool air kissed at her damp legs as they shifted from tanned skin to pink, thinner legs. The blonde hair running down her shoulders and large breasts became a fiery red color.

		 

		The Mask of Desire was already transforming and corrupting her. She tightly grasped the ridges of her slim jaw and pinched her soft, morphing flesh. Fighting the pain surging through her body, she pulled it and began gritting her teeth. It felt like an eternity before she finally pulled the demonic mask from her new face.

		 

		Covered in a damp layer of sweat, she looked down and saw what her new body really looked like. A smirk crept over her face when she saw the pale skin and shapely legs. Painted green nails or her fingers and toes looked clean and flawless. She held the mask in her right hand as she cupped her breast with her left hand. She felt soft, the dainty nub hardening at the slightest touch. Closing her eyes, her clit throbbed as the memories of the past few hours fluttered through her mind.

		 

		She really enjoyed herself, she thought when she felt a dampness seeping through her stolen slit. Her last moments were enjoying herself as another person. Such a pitiful girl.

		 

		She looked over her shoulder and saw the hulk of a man still snoring away. He was facing away from her, but Annette could tell that he worked out. He had a wide back carved with hardened muscle. Judging by the size of the condom in the trash bin by the bed, Annette could tell that he was a well-hung man.

		 

		But he isn’t my type, she thought when she recalled the passion Kelly and him shared. A manipulative man who whores himself around. Kelly could have done much better. Suddenly, her mind forced an imagine of a young man with black hair and dark blue eyes. She grinned excitedly when she realized who he was. He’s much better. Why did she not just fuck him?

		 

		Annette silently walked across the room and did her best not to wake the man up. She reached down and picked up Kelly’s lace underwear first. She pulled them on and tried to clasp the bra on, but it was three or five sizes too large for Kelly’s normal body. Desperate to have something to wear, she grabbed and pulled on the young woman’s dress. She realized that it was also a few sizes too big for her real body, but the straps managed to stay on her body while she tiptoed out of the bedroom.

		 

		She navigated the condo and managed to spot Kelly’s purse. She grabbed it to shove the demonic mask inside of it. She pulled on her uncomfortable high heels, and made her way to the first floor. It was close to midnight, and she knew that she had only a short amount of time to return to her hotel to retrieve her emerald. Tonight was her last booked night, and they would likely clean her room in the morning before discovering her dead body.

		 

		I’ll make it to my old body in time, she assured herself. I always do.

		 

		


		 

		Wayne Malcolmson

		Wayne pulled on a white T-shirt and blue jeans before stepping out into the hallway. He moved to the coatrack near the kitchen and slipped into his black leather jacket. Jesus, I’m late, he thought. It was a cold morning, so he chose his warmest piece of clothing before adjusting his pants. I’m going to kill that fucker.

		 

		He was about to leave when Kelly caught him just in time. He was about to go help his friends move when his roommate stopped him in the hallway. “Hey, hold on,” her sweet voice said.

		 

		His eyes widened with surprise when he saw Kelly with a yellow towel wrapped around her half naked body. Her black, silky hair curled at the tips, and she was actually wearing makeup. Holy shit, he thought. He always thought she looked pretty, but this was the best he had ever seen her.

		 

		He felt himself hardening when he looked away out of embarrassment. He was still stinging from when she snapped at him the previous morning. At the corner of his eye, he could see her eyes looking down. He shifted his body away.

		 

		“Sorry,” he said. “You look great, by the way.”

		 

		“Thank you,” she said. “I just cleaned myself up a little bit. I noticed you were going out, so I just wanted to ask you something. I don’t know if I’ll get a chance to ever tell you again.”

		 

		His face was reddening. “Sure.”

		 

		“Look at me.” His eyes looked up at the ceiling. When he felt her warm hand abruptly force him to look at her. “Remember how you asked me out that one time?”

		 

		Wayne meekly looked into her dark eyes. She was smiling warmly at him. “Yeah.”

		 

		“Well, I was thinking about what you said,” Kelly continued. Her eyes briefly looked down as she took a long, deep breath. His heart was beating so loudly that he thought she could hear him. “I’m sorry that I shot you down so hard. And I’m sorry for being an asshole yesterday.”

		 

		“Huh?”

		 

		“I shouldn’t have been so rude about it,” she said while looking back into his eyes. He looked away, but her soft fingers nudged his chin to face her again. She held him there and continued smiling. “You were hurt, weren’t you?”

		 

		“You were kind of blunt,” he admitted. “But you probably weren’t in a good headspace.”

		 

		Her face was only inches away from his own. “I was just afraid.”

		 

		She’s really open all of a sudden, he thought. Kelly was never this open about how she felt. She preferred hiding behind closed doors. But it was like the air around her was different. “Afraid of what?”

		 

		“I didn’t want to ruin what he had,” she started. “I didn’t want to risk losing the friendship we had. But I realize now that it’s stupid of me to think like that. I’d rather take the risk now that I really know what was pissing me off.”

		 

		“What was that?”

		 

		“I quit my job,” she said sweetly. “I was being overworked and took it out on you. I shouldn’t have done that.”

		 

		“Wait, seriously? What’re you going to do now?”

		 

		Kelly sighed. “I’ll figure things out. I’m not living my life behind a barrier of insecurity. Now that I’ve quit, I feel like I can do anything. Absolutely anything … so I just wanted to ask. Do you want to give this a shot?”

		 

		They stood there in complete silence as the world stood still. Smiling, she leaned forward. “I do,” he whispered before planting a long, deep kiss against her lips. Their eyes were closed as a warmth gushed through Wayne’s body. He felt his roommate’s towel dropping to their feet. She leaned her body into him while they embraced each other in the hallway.

		 

		He felt her hands tugging his shirt through the hallway. They bumped into the wall and a nearby door. The heat between them worsened between kisses as they entered her bedroom. They bumped into the dresser, and the sound of something falling against the carpet made them briefly stop. Wayne looked at the ground and saw a green emerald. He frowned and was about to pick it up for Kelly when she suddenly started kissing him again.

		 

		He squeezed his roommate’s naked ass, his warm skin feeling soft between his fingers. Her eyes lovingly stared at him until her body glided over her bed. She sat there with her legs spread out. Wayne quickly pulled off his jacket, jeans, and shirt.

		 

		He got on the bed before they became entangled in their lust for one another. She gently moaned into him before moving him along the bed on his back. Now between his legs, Kelly reached for the very bottom of his shaft and caressed it with a surprised expression on her face. 

		 

		“Jesus,” she whispered excitedly, still on her knees along the sheets. “You’re bigger than she imagined.”

		 

		Just listening to her suggestive voice made him even harder. “Huh?”

		 

		“Nothing,” she said innocently. He sat up before he grabbed her hair tightly. She moved her mouth slowly over the dome. Kelly sank onto his thick cock before he felt his head dropping against the damp pillow beneath him. He could feel her hot tongue rubbing and lubricating his length.

		 

		He had been with a lot of girls in the past, but it was weird. Kelly was sucking him off like she knew exactly what she was doing. To his knowledge, she did not have a recent partner to practice on. It was like she had learned all of this from somewhere, especially when he found himself getting closer and closer to filling her mouth with his cum. He held back and pulled her head away from his cock.

		 

		“Sorry, hold on.”

		 

		Kelly giggled while she stared at his pulsating cock. “Am I that good?”

		 

		“Yeah, you’re incredible,” he said. He took a deep breath, and when his length stopped swelling, she grabbed his hilt and began sucking him off again. Kelly bobbed her head up and down the shaft. Her pace quickening, she placed her fingers along the bottom of his balls and stroked the softness between every movement. “Fuck.”

		 

		After feeling the back of her throat gagging and making noises, Kelly pulled away and breathed heavily. He suddenly sat up from the bed and grabbed the girl’s ankles. He pulled her closer to him with a rough yank, until he felt the dome of his shaft prodding her wet canal.

		 

		“Wow, you’re stronger than you look,” she said while gazing upon his chest. She bit her lower lip. “Are you going to make me scream?” He looked around the room. “Hey, I’m over here.”

		 

		“I know,” he laughed. “Trying to remember where I left my condoms.”

		 

		“Put it in just like that,” she ordered. “I want to feel every inch of you.”

		 

		Before he could say anything, she began gently rubbing her clit. There was a sultry look in her eye while she licked her lower lip. His heart racing, he leaned into her with his dome poking at her wet entrance. The tip of his cock glistened in the light while he took a deep breath. He placed his hands on her soft, warm hips and looked deeply into her brown eyes.

		 

		“Ready?” He asked hesitantly.

		 

		“Slide right into her,” she purred.

		 

		“Huh?”

		 

		“Fuck me,” she said impatiently. Wayne pushed forward hard, watching Kelly's face twist in delight and surprise. “Oh, shit…” Once he slammed his entire body into her, she let out a passionate moan. “Fuck!” Her slit easily swallowed him, and the warmth transported his mind into nirvana. She felt wet, tight, and incredible.  With each powerful plunge, he watched the girl's breasts ripple. He sank his mouth against each breast and fucked her even more ferociously, her soft skin brushing against his lips with every movement.

		 

		“Jesus,” he whispered weakly.

		 

		He quickly pulled out of her and left her empty when he felt his cock pulsating again. He grunted, his gaze now upon his wet length. “Close again, huh?” She teased.

		 

		“Can’t help it,” he said. “You feel unbelievable.”

		 

		“I haven’t even done anything,” she cooed.

		 

		“There’s just something about you,” he said. “I don’t know what it is.”

		 

		“I’m not like the other girls you’ve been with,” she said ominously with a wink.

		 

		Unsure of how to answer that, he pressed his rod against her crevice. Wayne took a deep breath and looked at Kelly. She stared up with that same, seductive look in her eye before he penetrated her exposed slit again. She weakened before him while he swung his hips faster. He felt the young woman wrap her arms and legs around his broad back. He was trapped, with nowhere else to go but to please and enjoy his roommate’s body.

		 

		He struggled between her arms and legs until he rolled onto his back. By then, her arms and legs had loosened around him. “Stay right there,” she whispered after kissing his lips. “Watch me ride you.”

		 

		“Just a second,” he said.

		 

		“Are you about to cum?”

		 

		“Really close,” he admitted shamefully. “Sorry, you look incredible. It’s really hard.”

		 

		Her smile only widened. “Don’t hold back this time,” she said. “I want to feel you cum inside of me.” She lowered her face and kissed his cheek. “I want to feel your dribbling out of me.”

		 

		“Alright, if you say so,” he said. “When did you become so naughty?”

		 

		“I’ve always been this way. You’ve just never noticed.”

		 

		He was not going to argue with her. His entire body felt like he was in a blissful dream. He watched her cup her firm breasts while her body bobbed against him. Kelly leaned her entire weight against him, pinning his body down beneath her while she moaned. He could feel her wet crotch spreading her filth along his legs and cock.  As they repositioned themselves, they remained connected the entire time.

		 

		“You feel so hard inside of me,” she said. “I can feel you twitching.”

		 

		“I’m really close,” he whispered. He greedily squeezed her soft, shapely thighs and smiled at her. She rode him at an unsteady speed at first, her bouncing breasts beginning to glisten while she squeezed them even harder. Kelly moaned excitedly while the sound of their skin slapping bounced around the room. “Oh, fuck, Kelly…”

		 

		“Do it,” she ordered. “Do it!” Suddenly, her hips moved faster. She looked down at where their bodies met, her eyebrows cutely arching upwards again, and let out a loud moan when she bounced up and down. The bed creaked and shifted beneath them while she lost herself in her lust. “Do it, Wayne!”

		 

		Soon, he felt the squeezing sensation all around the base of his dome as he stared into the girl’s brown eyes. Fuck, I’m going to cum, he thought. She continued to ride him while he waited for the inevitable. He could not suppress the pleasure surging through his body. She grinned when his face involuntarily began to twist. “Fuck,” he groaned. “I’m going to cum!”

		 

		His hold around her thighs tightened as the squeezing sensation began to erupt throughout his cock. Wayne could feel his entire shaft tense up. His shaft exploded deep within Kelly’s moist inner folds. He held her there while she gazed down at his face twisting with euphoria.

		 

		“Wow,” she giggled. He looked at where their bodies intersected, and gushes of his seed were dripping out of her and onto him. She reached down with a finger, brushing at the masculine musk and licking the filth off her fingertip. “I can still feel you cumming.”

		 

		“Fuck!” He groaned. She moved her hips back and forth, and he immediately began to groan again. His manhood still felt sensitive by the time he finally stopped ejaculating.

		 

		“How’d that feel, dear?” Kelly slowly got off his shimmering cock. Even more of his cum spilled onto the sheets, but neither of them cared. She stretched along the bed beside him and hugged him.

		 

		“That’s way better without a condom,” he managed to say. His heart was still racing by the time she leaned forward to kiss his forehead. “I haven’t done that before.”

		 

		“Really? You’ve really been missing out.”

		 

		Wayne felt heavy and tired. Breathing heavily in their sweat, he closed his eyes. ”Is this just a one-time thing?”

		 

		She shook her head as he opened his eyes. She gave him a reassuring peck against his lips. “No, this is the start of something magical. Unless you want this to be a one-time thing.”

		 

		“I don’t want this to end.”

		 

		“Good,” she said excitedly.

		 

		Wayne gazed up at the ceiling. He had no idea what had gotten into Kelly, but he really liked this side of her. It took him by surprise, but she felt incredible. All of this did.

		 

		He never wanted to leave the comfortable crevice between her legs. The sheer naughtiness and her openness made him realize that the perfect girl was his roommate all along. He stared into her beautiful eyes and just knew that their blossoming relationship was going to go far.

		 

		“I just wish I could’ve made you cum too.”

		 

		“Don’t worry, it felt really good to me too,” she giggled. “There’s always next time.”

		 

		“There’s always next time,” he said with a nod. He let out a satisfied sigh and looked back up at the ceiling until his phone vibrated. He could hear it from the pants on the floor. He reached down, Kelly’s hands tightening around his chest. She was trying to pull him back, but he was stronger. He looked at the text message. They’re wondering if I’m coming.

		 

		Kelly raised a brow as she threw a leg over his thighs. She nuzzled her face into his shoulder. “Still going out with your friends today?”

		 

		Without responding to the text message, he dropped his cell phone onto the floor beneath the bed. He kissed her lips. “No, not today. I’d rather spend more time with you.”

		 

		She hugged him beneath the sheets. Everything about this felt perfect. From the warmth of her body to the love they both shared, things were working out really well for him.

		


		Epilogue

		Christopher and his three partners surrounded a computer. Tim, Alex, and Bernard were all newbies learning on the job, and they were a rowdy, annoying bunch to the older witch hunter.

		 

		They were looking through the surveillance footage for the third time together. Christopher insisted that they were all missing something, so he forced them to keep rewatching the footage. Unfortunately, the hotel’s cameras were absolute crap. They could not make out the slender figure walking in and out of their murder victim’s bedroom.

		 

		“Just got a text from the boss,” Tim said. “Cause of death was a stroke. She wasn’t murdered.”

		 

		“The black-haired girl is still a person of interest,” Christopher said flatly. “The death’s still suspicious. There’s a reason why the church sent us.”

		 

		“No use in wasting our time if it isn’t a murder,” Tim said. “Face it – they called us on a hunch.”

		 

		“A hunch is all that’s needed,” Christopher said. “The death isn’t murder. Not the woman. Did you see the green glow coming through the cracks of the door?”

		 

		He pointed at the screen where the lights abruptly flickered a few hours before midnight. There was a faint green glow for several seconds before the lights returned to normal.

		 

		Alex nodded. “That really is out of the ordinary. Cause of death was around the green glow time, right?”

		 

		“It was,” Tim said. “I bet you anything that it’s suicide.”

		 

		“I believe it’s murder and suicide,” Christopher said confidently. He looked at the three junior witch hunters and smiled. “The girl is a high priority for us. I want you three to locate her.”

		 

		“Using that footage? We can’t do shit with this.” Bernard said.

		 

		“Bernie’s right, sir,” Tim said. “The only thing we can do is get more footage. We can’t look through every camera around the building.”

		 

		“Yes you can,” Christopher said. “Wonderful suggestion. I want you to get started.”

		 

		“Are you fucking kidding me?” Bernard whined.

		 

		“Yes, sir,” Tim said glumly.

		 

		“No, no, no,” Alex snapped. “We can’t look through every god damn camera. We have more cases to deal with.”

		 

		“I’ll continue onto the rest of our pile,” Christopher said. “Don’t worry about falling behind. Besides, you three need the experience under your belt.”

		 

		The three junior witch hunters sulkily left the room. Smiling, Christopher fast forwarded to the images of a slender woman with long, black hair. She was wearing a black dress that barely fit her. The fact that she went straight to the old woman’s hotel room meant that they were both linked somehow. This is going to be a very interesting case indeed. He stared at the ominous girl with long, black hair and obsessed over her. Who are you?

		 

		


		More Erotica by Jimmy Zappa

		 

		Tribal Masks

		 

		Rachel Lee is a young and attractive college student with a broken heart and crippling self-esteem issues. An old teacher with a dark past plans on permanently swapping bodies with her. With assistance from a young man lusting for them both, the old woman prepares the girl in secrecy as her next vessel. A combination of an ancient ritual, deceit, and demonic artifacts provide the parties with the tools and the means to conduct the swap. Can Rachel break free and stop the old woman from completely succeeding, or will the old woman successfully steal her body forever?

		 

		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 seventy-year-old body hopper, is Leela's ex-boyfriend 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 ex-wife, 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 ex-wife's body. Now in her body, he can hear his ex-wife'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 self-control 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 ex-lover 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 middle-aged 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.

		 

		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 middle-aged 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 wheelchair-bound 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 ex-witch 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 Eun-jee 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 ex-surgeon 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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