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		Christopher Hitch

		Alone in his cramped office, Christopher was looking through the photographs for what felt like hours or days. His legs constantly fell asleep between every picture, and he found himself dozing in and out of sleep every now and then. Photographs of his two dead sons lined the wall on his left, and his many medals and certificates covered the wall on his right. How long have I been up here? He wondered while sucking on his cigarette. He exhaled a cloud of smoke into the air around him before dropping the butt into his ash tray.

		 

		After his team of junior witch hunting detectives were unable to locate their potential suspect, he was forced to review the death scene of Annette Benhaim, an old, overweight woman from Vancouver, British Columbia. Died from a heart attack one week ago, he remembered. She would have been any normal human death, except one of the workers reported a strange glow from the hotel room. Anything supernatural had to be investigated by the Agency, an official organization that solved witch related crimes.

		 

		Christopher’s eyes fell upon the mysterious girl in a photograph with long black hair. That still did not sit well with him when he thought about the suspect entering and leaving her hotel room. The fact that the mysterious girl had entered and left so quickly meant that something had likely been coordinated between the two of them. Or it could just be a coincidence.

		 

		Christopher rapidly shook his head. He knew better than that. When it came to witches, things were never a coincidence. Things were always planned well in advance. She had a burn mark on her hand. The burn had the shape of something hard with straight edges. Like a jewel. But no such object had been recovered. He remembered looking at the crime scene himself, but no such item turned up.

		 

		The girl must have taken it. But why? It must’ve been really important. Thankfully, Alex and Bernard were able to find out the young suspect’s identity from cameras around the outside of the hotel. Better images provided them with easier facial recognition. Christopher told Bernard to let the other junior detectives know so they could continue with the investigation.

		 

		In a separate pile, he had a small stack of information about the old woman’s personal life. He looked into it heavily to see if the old woman was a witch, but no such records ever came up. All witches had a file on record with the Agency, at least the ones born after 1950. She can’t be older than 70.

		 

		Apparently, after moving from Europe to Canada, she settled down and started up a souvenir shop along the Vancouver shoreline. She was relatively successful up until about five years ago, when her business started becoming vandalized on an almost daily basis by homeless people. After the 2010 Olympics, she lost a large customer base due to the other souvenir shops opening up. There were more tourists than ever, yet her store’s financials still struggled.

		 

		Prior to flying to Salt Lake City a week ago, Annette had ended her building lease. All of her savings were drained, but the paper trail ended after a withdrawal of $20,000. None of the forensic accountants were able to determine where that money went. A small amount went towards her hotel stay and her one-way ticket, but that was basically it. Where did the rest of her money go?

		 

		Overall, Annette Benhaim was an ordinary woman with an ordinary life. There were no signs of her dealing with the occult. The only suspicious person they had left to rule out was the young woman. Christopher was stressfully rubbing at his temples when he heard Tammie setting down a cup of coffee beside his left hand. The old woman had waltzed into the room without making a sound, and she even managed to stay out of his field of view despite sitting directly across from the doorway.

		 

		“Thanks,” he said weakly.

		 

		“You’ve been looking at that stuff for days,” she said. “Did you even go home last night?”

		 

		“I didn’t,” he admitted.

		 

		Sighing, the old woman sat across from him. Pulling her silver hair into a ponytail, she looked at the nearest photograph of their blurry suspect. “Pale woman in an oversized black dress with long, jet black hair,” she said. “Odd choice of clothing.”

		 

		“Odd choice of clothing,” the detective agreed.

		 

		“May I?” When he nodded, Tammie timidly took a pile of photographs and began looking through each and every one of them. She was a keen librarian who had been working at the Agency’s archives for nearly sixty years. Her sickly green dress looked like vomit as she adjusted herself in her chair. She sat tall with a straight back and thick spectacles on her skinny, boney nose. “Strange that she’d decide to walk through all that snow.”

		 

		Christopher rose a brow. Strange indeed. “Not even a coat on her. She must’ve left in a hurry.”

		 

		“She might’ve taken something,” the old librarian said. “Do you know what it was?”

		 

		“Very observant of you,” he said quickly as Tammie smirked. He took a sip of his black coffee. He savored the bitterness before setting the cup back down. “Alex and Bernard are coming back to do more digging around. I’m leaving Tim with Maggie to do some spy work, once Bernard lets them know about the recent update.”

		 

		“Recent update?”

		 

		“A potential lead - we’ve identified her as a twenty-year-old,” he began to say. “Her description matches her perfectly. There were a few cameras around the outside of the hotel, and my boys were able to follow her all the way to her home. They had to search an apartment, but they determined her address.”

		 

		“You know the Agency’s Board doesn’t want you interrogating suspects like the old days,” Tammie said worriedly. “You aren’t planning on doing that, are you?”

		 

		“No, we’ll be sending our guys in when she’s away. Having Maggie and Tim check out her apartment until she leaves will hopefully bring some progress to the case. If they both get caught.”

		 

		“Sounds really dangerous,” Tammie said worriedly. “Do you think they can handle it?”

		 

		“They have to learn somehow,” he said. “If they can’t do something as simple as getting reconnaissance, then they’re in the wrong field.”

		 

		“You’re still not worried about them?”

		 

		“I worry about every member of my team,” Christopher said in a low, pained voice. “Junior or senior. You know that.”

		 

		Tammie sighed and nodded. “I do know that.”

		 

		Christopher lived in this line of work for over fifty years. He saw dozens of people come and go. Witch hunting and investigating witch-related crimes were never an easy feat. There were fewer instances happening these days, but when magic was involved, things are always bloody and terrible. Murder scenes, victims, and survivors constantly haunted the old man.

		 

		Among the people caught in the crossfire were his own children. Just remembering his two sons dying in the line of duty made Christopher shiver with guilt and loneliness. Like Tim, Bernard, Alex, and Maggie, they had been junior detectives who followed danger too closely because of his orders. Never again, he thought quietly to himself. Rubbing at his tired eyes, he took another sip of coffee and let out a quiet groan.

		 

		He felt Tammie’s warm hand gripping his wrist. “But you know they’re together now, right?”

		 

		His eyes widened. Suddenly, the memories of his two sons faded away, and only anger and frustration followed. This was news he did not want to hear. God fucking damn it. “Seriously? Tim can’t keep it in his pants. I’ve told him over and over again that relationships aren’t allowed.”

		 

		“Chris…”

		 

		“I’m going to kill him when he gets back,” he groaned. “Did they fill out the paperwork?”

		 

		“They did.”

		 

		And yet he still was not aware of what was going on. Hopefully, their relationship would not get in the way of their work. “I just hope they stay focused.”

		 

		“I’m positive that they’ll stay focused - come downstairs,” she said. “Take a break. You’re just looking at the same things now. You have to be patient and wait for your team to get back to you.”

		 

		Christopher let out a yawn and got up. Tammie pulled her hand away while he circled his desk to follow her out of his office. She’s right, he admitted to himself. I need to wait.

		 

		


		 

		Maggie Popov

		Maggie always had the biggest crush on Tim, and when he finally asked her out all those weeks ago, she was the happiest girl on Earth. She was on her back along the bed, looking happily up at her boyfriend while he threw off his blue dress shirt and navy-blue slacks. He towered over the bed before getting onto it with his knees, his wide shoulders and chest showing nothing but strength and sleek sexiness while he hovered over her naked body.

		 

		She spread her legs apart and saw his long, curved cock prodding her flat tummy. She giggled excitedly as his balls glided along her own. The warmth and softness immediately made her cock stiffen. “I love how we’re getting paid for this,” she whispered.

		 

		“Gotta love salary pay, huh?” Tim laughed.

		 

		All of this seemed so naughty while they fucked in their victim’s hotel room. Everything had been searched, but they just had to take advantage of the free room. The Agency convinced the hotel staff to leave the room vacant so they could continue their investigation if they needed to find any new evidence. The body had been transported to the Agency’s HQ a week ago, so Tim and Maggie were wrapping things up. Wrapping us up, she thought excitedly. God, I’m so fucking horny.

		 

		The sheets still smelled fresh while their fiery lips pushed up against each other. Maggie’s legs shivered and jerked when Tim began to stroke her small cock. Still on his knees, he inched his way down the bed until he was between her legs. “Right there,” she whimpered. “Rub me off, baby.” She happily watched as his slithering tongue explored her asshole. Every few seconds, he would loudly kiss her dome, causing her to wildly shudder with excitement before he disappeared between her legs to lick her hole.

		 

		“Do you like it when I clean you out?” He asked.

		 

		“God, I love it,” she moaned. With two fingers slipping into her asshole, he began stroking her cock faster. A clear bubble of fluid dripped down the side of her cock when she felt his powerful knuckles brushing against her hole. “Fuck…” She whimpered as more fluid slid down her shaft. His fingers speared her sluggishly with his naughty, quickening tongue rubbing the base of her tip.

		 

		“You’re already jerking,” he said.

		 

		“Oh my fucking god, Tim,” she moaned. “I’m going to cum.”

		 

		“Yeah?”

		 

		“Oh fuck!” Her body quivered as a surge of pleasure made her pull at the sheets beneath her. Her trembling body jerked wildly as Tim’s quickening hand tightened around her rod. Her back arched upwards while she squeezed the sheets, her augmented breasts jiggling with every twitch of her body. She let out a long moan as she felt a cloudy, clear liquid weakly spurt out of her cock. “FUCK!” She screamed.

		 

		The sensitivity only heightened when she felt his hot mouth sucking her off. She shivered while her boyfriend cleaned her up. “How did that feel, Maggie?” Tim asked while kissing her shaft. She trembled and giggled when she looked down at him. “You screamed pretty loudly. The hotel staff might hear you.”

		 

		“Incredible,” she said breathlessly. She looked down at the white sheets where some of her fluids fell and smiled at him. “I squirted hard, huh?”

		 

		“You squirted hard,” he agreed.

		 

		Tim moved up her body and nuzzled his nose and lips against her cleavage. He kissed her hard nubs and worked his way up to her warm, throbbing neck. His black hair tickled her soft skin while his hot cock slowly rubbed against her thigh. “I want you inside of me so badly,” she said desperately. “I need you to fucking make me scream more.”

		 

		Tim reached over the side of the bed and pulled out a small black bottle of their personal lube. He squirted a handful of the clear liquid and began to slather his cock. With his weapon now gleaming, he began to smear the leftovers around and in her asshole. When he was ready, he placed his tip against her hole. She felt deep kisses against her neck again while he dick poked her tightness.

		 

		“Ready?” He asked.

		 

		“Wait, baby, can I ride you first?” He nodded and rolled over before she immediately sat on top of him with a naughty look in her eye. She loved controlling him like this. There was a sense of ownership when she controlled when he could cum. She felt his hard cock pushing up against her wet hole. His shoulders were pinned to the bed by her delicate hands while she smirked. 

		 

		“You have me trapped,” he said.

		 

		“You’re mine,” she cooed. “I can feel you trying to slide in. You feel so hot down there.” His eyes were exploring her tits while he squeezed her soft thighs. She leaned forward and inched her upper body towards his face. His mouth immediately latched on to her nipple. He kissed the rounded scars of her breasts and looked deeply into her eyes.

		 

		“I can’t wait to fill you up.”

		 

		She felt his thick shaft rubbing against her asshole. She slowly sank down on Tim’s cock, inch by inch. “Fuck!” She moaned. She felt him splitting her apart as his cock widened her tight hole.

		 

		“God damn,” he whispered.

		 

		She rode him slowly while her hard cock flapped in front of her. “Oh my god,” she cried. The man’s face twisted with desire as her moans became louder. “Fuck me, Tim!” Waves of pure ecstasy filled her body with every quickening movement as the tip of her cock dripped with her lust. She sat up on him while she rode him faster. Tim reached up and held on to the curves of her hips, his eyes upon her bouncing breasts while her cock repeatedly smacked down onto his hard abs. Droplets got onto his sexy abs while she squeezed his cock inside of her.

		 

		“You’re so tight, baby,” Tim said. Lost in their lust, the sound of their bouncing wet sounds made her toes curl as a familiar pressure began building up again around her prostate.

		 

		“Do you like that?” She said excitedly.

		 

		“Fucking love it.” Unable to remain upright because of the overwhelming amount of pleasure and desire, she found herself falling forward over his chiseled body. Her brown hair dropped all around Tim’s face as she kissed his lips. He wrapped his powerful arms around her slender back while their tongues intertwined.

		 

		“Are you close?” She asked quietly. He nodded. “I want it deep inside me this time. Deeper than ever before. Let’s flip over?”

		 

		“Yeah,” he said excitedly. “Let’s flip over.” She eagerly slid off his cock with a popping sound and moved beside him. He sat up and applied more lube to his length before standing up at the side of the bed. Maggie bit her lower lip while she spread her legs apart. He was stroking his veiny cock quickly. “Ready?”

		 

		She enthusiastically nodded. Tim thrusted forward, the tip of his cock sliding into her gaping hole almost instantly. He pulled back before pushing into her again. Her hard cock stiffened again as a clear liquid dripped out of her. “Fuck,” she whispered. Her cock twitched and stood upright against her flat tummy between every thrust. “Thrust into me right there, Tim. Fucking breed me.” Her face twisted with ecstasy as she squirmed on the bed. Tim’s handsome, twisting face made her cheer him on. “Fucking breed me.” Tim's cock began to pulsate against the inner walls of her tight ass. “I want you to flood me with your cum.”

		 

		“Here it comes,” he groaned. “Maggie! Maggie!”

		 

		“Fuck!”

		 

		When the final thrusts became more powerful, her legs wrapped around his lower back. She began to draw his hot, gleaming body closer with her slender arms wrapped around behind his neck. As she grinned naughtily, she tilted her hips up to meet his big cock until he suddenly let out one final groan, his shaft tensing and twitching deep inside of her. He held her close and emptied every last drop of his smoldering seed. The cock in her ass twitched powerfully while she laughed excitedly. He slowly slid out of her, growling with each passing second. As his seed dripped out of her gaping hole, she let him go.

		 

		“I can feel every drop,” she murmured happily. “That was incredible, baby.”

		 

		“Jesus,” he whispered. His cock was still jerking in front of her while he lowered his lips against her ass. She moaned while he licked at his seed dripping out. By the time he was done cleaning her up, the door suddenly slammed open. They instinctively dove beneath the covers while a familiar figure walked into the room. He was a short man with dark brown skin and bright green eyes. “I thought you said you were watching?”

		 

		“I had the warnings set up and everything,” she insisted.

		 

		“Those don’t work on me,” Bernard said. “Well, they probably do, but you were probably distracted. Jesus, this is a murder scene, and you two decide to fuck?”

		 

		“You make it sound like we did weird things with the body,” Tim said, wiping the sweat from his forehead. “The room’s clean. Everything that had to be done here is done.”

		 

		“If you say so,” Bernard said. “I’m here to pass on a message, since neither of you are answering your phones. We have a new lead. Christopher just wanted me to let you two know about the address you’re about to receive. Check your phones in about ten minutes. It’s related to the black-haired girl in the camera footage.”

		 

		“Did you find out her identity?” Tim asked.

		 

		“Kelly Manderley. Twenty years old. Lives in Salt Lake City in an apartment with a male roommate. Recently unemployed. She’s a pale woman with long, black hair. Faint eye bags. She’s a person of interest now because of how well she matches the description that Christopher was looking for. We also have footage from nearby businesses of her leaving the scene and going straight home. The boss wants you to check out her apartment and to observe her from afar.”

		 

		“Like spy on her?” Maggie asked while tightening the blanket around her neck.

		 

		“When?”

		 

		“Right now,” Bernard asked. “And no, I won’t tell on either of you. Just do your damn job.”

		 

		“Thanks, Bernie,” Tim said weakly.

		 

		“Get as much information about her as you can,” Bernard said flatly. “He’s ordered you not to interact with her. She can’t know you’re following her. She can’t know you’re getting information on her. We know she isn’t a witch, so startling her with magic isn’t a good idea. The same rules apply as humans.”

		 

		That much was true. Witches were not allowed to use magic to terrorize or scare humans. Few humans actually knew about magic, and everybody agreed that was for the best. “Information. Got it.” Maggie tapped her chin. “Did you want us to make the report, or does he just want facts?”

		 

		“Use your head,” Bernard said indifferently. “I’ve got to go back to the office. Any good questions?”

		 

		“No,” Tim said. She felt his hand squeezing her leg as Bernard left the hotel room. She closed her eyes and focused her energy, and upon doing so, the world vanished. She found herself hovering in the air and floating after the dark-skinned detective. Once Bernard had left the hotel, she let out a relieved sigh. “I’m sorry.”

		 

		“What? Don’t be.” Maggie insisted.

		 

		“I should’ve taken more precautions,” he said. “I’m just glad it was him and not Alex. He wouldn’t have let us off so easily.”

		 

		Maggie stayed in bed while she watched her boyfriend pull on his underwear. Alex was their coworker, and he had been a junior witch hunting detective for at least four or five years now. He was Detective Christopher Hitch’s star employee, and he would have been more than willing to throw her and Tim under the bus if given a chance.

		 

		Tim started buttoning up his light blue dress shirt. “We should probably get going.”

		 

		Truthfully, she wanted to stay in the hotel. It was warmer and more exciting. She wanted to pull him beneath her sheets. She wanted to hold him and feel him caress her body. She wanted to scream into his lips and sleep for the rest of the day. Sadly, they both gave an oath to serve the Agency, and they knew their duty. Maggie sat up from the bed, her long brown hair falling softly against her naked breasts, and sighed while she painstakingly searched for her white blouse and black pants.

		 

		


		 

		Annette Benhaim

		Annette walked through the store with Wayne at her heels. She convinced him to carry everything for her while she picked out cute outfits to wear. After the old woman sealed herself in her new body a week ago, she was disappointed to see such a poor selection of clothing. Kelly preferred plain shorts, jeans, shirts, and ugly winter jackets.

		 

		She realized things needed to change. She needed to make a lot of adjustments. Smirking, she looked over her shoulder to make sure Wayne was still behind her when they reached the changing rooms. Half of his face was covered by the colorful stack of clothing in his arms, and a relieved sigh left his lips once they were inside the nearest room.

		 

		“Are you buying all of these?” He asked.

		 

		“Maybe,” she said with a shrug. He set the clothes down on the seat in the cramped room while Annette slowly undressed. She started at her purple raincoat, which she handed to her new boyfriend, before pulling up her pink T-shirt. She put it in his hands while she pushed down her baggy blue jeans. She could feel Wayne’s eyes upon her slender body while she adjusted her yellow silk bra with a free hand.

		 

		Upon handing him her jeans, the body thief spun around and stared at herself in the tall mirror. There was a faint, knowing smile over her pink lips while she leaned forward to observe the rest of her features. From certain angles, her hips and legs looked sexier while she stared back at her boyfriend. She never got over the fact that her new body was so slim. Sure, she was not a busty whore, but there was beauty and elegance in her slenderness.

		 

		Her fingers moved up her chiseled tummy before cupping her soft breasts. She squeezed them gently before deciding what she wanted to try first. At the corner of her eye, she could see Wayne adjusting the pile to place her own clothes in their own, separate pile. “Give me the grey sports bra and grey shorts. The ones that’re together.”

		 

		“They’re at the middle of the pile,” Wayne whined.

		 

		She gave him a dissatisfied look. “So?”

		 

		Sighing, Wayne carefully dug through the neatly folded pile of store clothing before handing her what she wanted. She excitedly took the grey pieces and pulled them over her body. They felt tight, but when she posed in front of the mirror, she looked unbelievably gorgeous. The sports bra pushed her breasts upwards and made her cleavage bulge beautifully. She looked at herself from the side, and her ass felt like it was being pushed up as well. The round cheeks looked unbelievably sexy while she spun around and ran her hands through her long, silky black hair.

		 

		“How do you like it?” She knowingly asked Wayne. She could see the faint outline of his cock through his jeans as she laughed. “You like it that much, do you?”

		 

		“When did you start working out?” He asked.

		 

		According to Kelly’s memories, the young girl never went to the gym. She was naturally skinny. Since she only wore comfortable, baggy clothes, Kelly never revealed her shapely body to anyone. She always thought she was too sickly and thin. After Annette stole her body and had Wayne’s cum seal her inside for good, she knew exactly what the young woman was hiding.

		 

		She began pulling off the sports bra and shorts off. “Get me the yellow sundress.”

		 

		Wayne obediently dug through the pile with one hand, while Annette handed his free hand her grey clothing. Once he found what she wanted, he gave her a yellow sundress with an unbelievably short skirt. She pulled it on and gazed at herself in the mirror. She could just barely see the curves of her ass where the dress ended.

		 

		“Too short?” She asked while spinning around.

		 

		“I feel like it’s fine as long as your panties aren’t that long,” he said while she inched over to him. She felt his warm hands on her legs while his fingers ran up her thigh. He kept going until he cupped her ass beneath the skirt portion. “Can you walk around in front of me?”

		 

		Giggling, the old woman did just that. She missed having men lust for her. She watched Wayne’s eyes follow her while she walked in a small circle in front of the mirror. “So?” She asked.

		 

		“I think you should get it,” he said. “Just to walk around with at home.”

		 

		“Not in public?”

		 

		“No, not in public,” he said quickly. “People are going to look at you.”

		 

		“Does that bother you?”

		 

		Wayne sighed. “It does.”

		 

		One of the easiest things about taking over Kelly’s life was controlling Wayne. The roommate had been a distant boy with the biggest crush on her, yet the young woman never acted on her similar feelings. Instead, she kept it all to herself until Annette stole her body. Now, she had the young man around her sexy fingertips.

		 

		There was power in having a man under one’s seductive tongue. And besides protection and another person to boss around, the sex was incredible. Annette made sure to test and enjoy her new body on a daily basis. They made love nearly twice a day, and she was pleased to know that Kelly’s body was primed for sex. Everything about her felt sensitive and reactive to whatever Wayne surprised her with. The hardest thing was knowing when to stop.

		 

		She could go on for hours, lost in her lust, even with her new boyfriend feeling empty and dead. Smirking, Annette got onto her knees. “Unbuckle your belt.”

		 

		“What? Here?”

		 

		“I don’t like it when you feel jealous,” she lied. “It makes me feel like you don’t trust me.” Truthfully, she could care less about his feelings. She felt incredible whenever she pleasured Wayne. Their enjoyment of sex was not a one-way street.

		 

		“I trust you,” he insisted. “I just don’t like the thought of somebody better coming along.”

		 

		Annette shook her head. “That wouldn’t happen. Let me fix that.”

		 

		“Fix that?”

		 

		“Let me suck your cock,” she said. “We won’t fuck here. I want you to know that I’m yours. I’m not a slut.” There was a lost look in his eye while he stared down at her. Truthfully, she owned him, but making him think that she was his dirty slut would empower him. That was one of the greatest things about manipulating men. They were just so damn easy. “I mean it, dear.”

		 

		Wayne unbuckled his belt and pushed everything down. His healthy cock immediately sprung out. “You’re mine,” he agreed as she took hold of his hilt. She gave his tip a lick, and the length immediately twitched. “Shit.”

		 

		“Oh, my, did you almost cum just now?”

		 

		He took a long, deep breath. “You just took me by surprise.”

		 

		Annette laughed at this. She sank her sweltering mouth down over his dome and flicked her tongue beneath the tip. Her eyes stared up at Wayne’s blue eyes becoming contorting slits of pleasure. His hands gripped both sides of her head, making pig tail handle bars while he watched her bob her head up and down his length. The tip of his cock noisily prodded the back of her gagging throat.

		 

		The old woman lightly stroked his freshly trimmed sack. The black hair bothered her, so he obediently began to shave himself. She played with the rounded scrotum while she felt his balls elevating. She pressed them upwards somewhat and held them there while she sucked him off. “Fuck,” he whispered.

		 

		She pulled her face away just when he felt his length spasming. A mischievous grin spread over her lips while she gazed up at Wayne’s face twisting with pleasure. He fought back his desire to release while Annette held the base of his cock. “You’ve gotten really good at this,” she cooed. “You came immediately when I first sucked you off like this.”

		 

		“Thanks,” he breathlessly said when his dick finally stopped pulsating. He took a long, deep breath while he leaned into the nearby wall. She playfully slapped her cheek with his length.

		 

		“Ready?”

		 

		He nodded. There was a brief pause before Annette abruptly swallowed him whole again. Her tongue slithered along the bottom of his length while her eyes stared into his own. She lightly moaned into the young man as he shifted his weight even more into the wall. He was a lean, chiseled man who was stronger than she was, yet her mouth could pacify him so quickly.

		 

		Annette pulled away and licked her lips. “Getting close again?” He nodded, and she immediately sank back down on his length. Her head moved up and down his shaft even faster. With his glistening cock about to erupt, she brought a single hand at the base of his rod. The old woman moved up and down with every stroke until a gushing warmth filled her mouth.

		 

		It spread and spilled into her throat as she coughed and gagged. She felt tears at the corners of her eyes, but just seeing Wayne becoming overwhelmed made this all worth it. Her boyfriend moaned loudly, his legs shaking while she continued to suck him dry. “FUCK!” He groaned.

		 

		Annette pulled away and swallowed his seed. She left his cock wet and glistening while she stood up. “Careful, they might hear you,” she teased. She was about to kiss his neck when something felt off about the air around them. She felt a tightening at her chest as the emerald telepathically called out to her in her purse. Something’s wrong, she realized. The old woman bent over and reached into her purse.

		 

		She felt Wayne’s fingers running up her thigh and exposed ass when her hands brushed the emerald. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head for a brief moment, and she could see two shadowy figures in her apartment. One of them was carrying the Mask of Desire, and she immediately knew that they had to leave.

		 

		Annette stood up and slapped Wayne’s hand away. She slid out of her sundress and pulled on her jeans and shirt. “I’m taking the car,” she said while wiping her mouth. “Buy the grey sports bra, the shorts. The sundress since you like it so much. I have to go home.”

		 

		“Wait, am I walking home?”

		 

		“Sorry, it’s an emergency,” she said. “I can’t explain it right now. I’ll explain later, okay?”

		 

		Wayne sighed and pecked her lips. “Okay, I’ll see you later. Do I use my card?”

		 

		“Yeah, just put it on the credit card,” she said dismissively while she opened the changing room door. “Pull up your pants.”

		 

		The door swung completely open, and Annette found herself walking through the store in a hurry. She could hear Wayne frantically trying to zip up his pants while people started approaching the other changing room stalls. She smirked when she heard the door slam shut.

		 

		


		 

		Maggie Popov

		They watched the suspect’s every move for nearly five hours until she finally left her apartment with her boyfriend. Maggie and Tim quietly walked to the suspect’s front door. They made sure that nobody else was in the hallway before they commenced their investigation. With a wave of his fingers, he unlocked the door and slipped inside after Maggie set down a magical invisible eye, a ghostly third eye that she could look through, in the hallway’s ceiling.

		 

		They immediately entered an empty hallway. For the most part, the apartment looked like it could use some refurnishing. The faint smell of burnt toast lingered in the air while they split up and searched through Kelly Manderley’s home. Tim looked through the main living room, while Maggie went straight to the nearest bedroom.

		 

		She knew it was Kelly’s bedroom when she walked in. Upon turning on the lights, everything seemed neat and tidy. The entire room seemed clean and organized. Plain white walls with posters of Japanese cartoons lined the walls. There was a bed with purple bedsheets at one end of the room where Maggie began her search first. She waved her right hand, and a bright white ball of light immediately emerged from her fingertips. She searched beneath the bed and found nothing but dust and a wooden box. She reached for the box and pulled it out, only to discover that it was locked.

		 

		“Patefacio sursum,” she whispered. A loud clicking noise emerged from the box, and she ended up finding some jewelry. Sighing, she closed the box and tapped its wooden surface, causing the box to lock itself again. She pushed it back beneath the bed and looked around the rest of the room.

		 

		Maggie walked closer to the dresser straight across from the bed. There was a mirror connected to the dresser that she peered carefully into. She looked along the sides and ridges of the mirror. No symbols, no markings, she thought while the ball of white light vanished. There’s nothing suspicious. There’s nothing remotely magical here. Why are we here?

		 

		She opened the closet to the right of the dresser. The smell of something sweet and fruity flushed out at her. There was a light switch to her direct left, but she ended up using the same blinding white light from her fingertips to brighten the closet. There were a few coats with three boxes along the floor. She crouched down and painstakingly opened every individual box.

		 

		All Maggie could find were photo albums of Kelly and the rest of her family. They seemed like a happy bunch of people, and their suspect was an extremely cute baby. She closed the albums and put everything back into their boxes when her chest suddenly tightened. Maggie’s eyes rolled to the back of her head as she looked at her invisible third eye.

		 

		A family of three children and their father walked by the apartment door, but aside from them, nobody else was in the hallway. She let out a relieved sigh when she finally returned to her body. Maggie stood up and closed the closet.

		 

		Tapping her chin, she decided to return to the dresser. She started at the bottom and began looking through every drawer. She found panties, T-shirts, jeans, bras, and different sweaters. For the most part, Kelly seemed like an ordinary girl with boring tastes. She was about to give up searching through the dresser when something caught her eye.

		 

		In the top drawer, there was something wrapped in a pink towel. She took it and slowly unraveled the towel. There was a white mime-like mask that felt cold to the touch. She picked up the mask and spun it around. The inside of the mask was just as white as the rest of it. When she brought her fingers across the white surface, she could have sworn that it felt like skin. At first, she thought it was a Halloween item, but it was completely out of place to be part of a costume. Why isn’t this somewhere else?

		 

		Maggie closed her eyes and concentrated her energy on the item in an attempt to detect anything hidden away within it. When she received no feedback, she shrugged and looked back in the mirror. Out of curiosity, she brought the mask up to her face and immediately felt a surge of pain going through her body. It was like the mask had come to life as it tried to latch onto her. She tried to pull the mask away, but its grip was too strong on her face.

		 

		A freezing sensation shot through her body. She desperately tried to scream for Tim while her entire body became numb. When her eyes managed to look back at herself in the mirror, she noticed that black tendrils were seeping through the eye sockets of the mask and entering her skin. Pain was shooting through her body now. She managed to grunt as her hair shifted from dark brown to blonde. It felt like her breasts were getting larger while her blouse became tighter. Maggie leaned forward, her hands landing against the dresser while she struggled to fight back the pain. Every inch of her body felt like it was stretching and pinching in certain places.

		 

		“Maggie?” She heard Tim say worriedly from the doorway.

		 

		Tears were dripping down the sides of her eyes as she gazed into the mirror. She stared back into two dark eyes and a face with chiseled cheeks. Her white blouse and black trousers remained the same, but it was like her entire body had changed. Her hips were wider, and her breasts looked larger in her blouse. The fabric strained with every movement. She gazed at herself with a stupefied look while she checked herself out from the side. Her pants felt tighter too now. Her fingers inched their way up her chest and up to the ridge of her jawline where the mask had latched on. What the fuck?

		 

		“Maggie?” She heard Tim say even louder now.

		 

		“It’s me,” she said. Even her voice sounded more feminine. She let out a surprise gasp and then a giggle. “What the fuck … yeah, the mask is gone too. Is it inside of my face now?”

		 

		“What are you talking about? What mask?”

		 

		She looked at her boyfriend with a sly smile. “This girl has a transformation mask. Want to know something crazy?”

		 

		“Hold on, so you’re a completely different person now. Did it physically change you? Or is this an illusion transformation like what Alex can do?”

		 

		Maggie’s fingers inched their way down to her chest. She gave herself a squeeze and closed her eyes. Sparks of pleasure ran through her body. For the first time in her entire life, she noticed a faint throbbing sensation between her legs. Her eyes widened when she quickly unzipped her black trousers.

		 

		“Babe, we’ve already been caught once today,” Tim said. “Not now.”

		 

		“No, no, no,” she said.

		 

		“Yeah, do you want us to get in trouble?”

		 

		“No, look,” she said quickly. She turned to face him and brushed the area in front of her underwear. A damp stain emerged as she moaned. Is that my clit? She tugged her trousers and underwear down, and a bald vagina revealed itself. “Look! Look! Holy shit.”

		 

		Tim’s eyes widened as he crouched down. A strange heat surged through her body as she stared down at her boyfriend. She felt her body gravitating towards him. Am I horny? She wondered. His lips were so close to her now, and she wanted him to give her a taste. The sheer naughtiness of it made her want to give it a try, but a shadowy figure at the doorway forced her to zip herself up. Tim’s finger almost got caught in the zipper when he looked over his shoulder.

		 

		“I thought you were watching the hallway,” he said weakly while getting up.

		 

		Standing at the doorway was a skinny woman with long, black hair. She was a young woman with faint eye bags. Wearing a white T-shirt and baggy jeans, there was an astonished look in her eye. It was Kelly Manderley. Tim chased her when she turned to run down the hallway. He clapped his hands before seemingly pointing it her. The sound of a door slamming shut roared throughout the apartment.

		 

		“Stay where you are,” he ordered.

		 

		When Maggie walked out of the room, the girl had collapsed in front of the door. Her purse fell along the carpet, its contents messily spilling along the floor. Makeup, lipstick, a wallet, and a pack of tissues flew all over the place. She stared fearfully at Tim while he approached her. He reached down and tugged at her hair.

		 

		“No! Get away from me!” The girl screamed. Tim roughly threw her across the hallway. She rolled along the carpet while he investigated the rest of the purse.

		 

		Maggie looked down at Kelly and held her hands out. “Retineo,” she hissed. To her surprise, her usual handcuff spell did not emerge from her fingertips. Her eyes widened with shock. “Retineo! Retineo!” Maggie looked down at her hands. “What the fuck?”

		 

		“It must be because you’re transformed,” Tim said loudly. “Anyway, there’s nothing else in here except for some more makeup. Purse is clean.”

		 

		Suddenly, everything made sense. She had no idea that Kelly was coming into the apartment because her connection with the invisible eye had been severed. The mask was doing something to restrict her power. It altered her physically and spiritually. “How do I take it off?”

		 

		The young woman seemed to ignore her. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Kelly sobbed. “Please, I don’t want you to hurt me. I didn’t do anything!”

		 

		“Look, we’re not here to hurt you. We just want answers. We’re investigating a murder and a potential theft.”

		 

		“I didn’t do anything!”

		 

		“We didn’t say that,” she tried to say softly. “We just want some answers. You were seen on the cameras at a hotel where a woman passed away, and we believe you’re the last person who had seen her alive.”

		 

		The young woman stopped squirming on the ground. She took a long, deep breath and sat there with her eyes low. She looked lost in her thoughts when she stared back at Maggie. “Are you witch hunters?”

		 

		The transformed woman stared in silence while Tim responded for her. “Witch hunting detectives,” he said. “My name’s Detective Tim. That’s Detective Maggie. We just want to ask you a few questions.”

		 

		“By breaking into my home and stealing my things?”

		 

		“Nobody’s stolen anything,” Maggie said. “I’ll put your mask back once I figure out how to take it off.”

		 

		Kelly slowly stood up from the ground and sighed. She shook her head. “You can’t take it off,” she said ominously. “It’s a cursed mask. That’s why I was hiding it.”

		 

		“What do you know about it?”

		 

		“You know what it does,” she said. “It changes your body.”

		 

		“So this is permanent?” Maggie asked fearfully.

		 

		“I don’t know,” the young woman whispered.

		 

		“You do know,” Tim said. “You’re hiding something. You’re not telling the truth.”

		 

		“W-What are you talking about?”

		 

		“Tim,” Maggie said. “You’re scaring her.”

		 

		“I’m not fucking stupid,” her boyfriend said while taking a step forward. He shoved a finger into her chest, and Kelly immediately collapsed to the ground. She was writhing in pain. Shadowy, ghostly tendrils emerged from his fingertips and quietly cawed like crows at her. “Talk.”

		 

		“Tim!” Before she could say anything else, he kicked the suspect in the ribs. The young woman sobbed painfully when a few tendrils bit her skin. “Tim, what are you doing?”

		 

		“Okay,” she struggled to say. “Just stop hurting me. Please!”

		 

		“Talk!” Tim roared.

		 

		Kelly sobbed. “You grab the side of your jaw. You pull your skin as hard as you can. That’s how you get the mask off of you.” The black tendrils faded away as Kelly rubbed at her ribcage. “Fuck…”

		 

		“Good,” Tim said in a low voice. “Did you hear her?”

		 

		“I did,” Maggie said. She took a deep breath and felt herself not wanting to truly take it off. Wearing this mask made her feel like a real woman. She hesitantly brought her fingers up to the sides of her jaw and began to pull. At first, nothing was happening. The more she pulled, the more painful things became for her until a brief flash of light erupted from her fingertips.

		 

		She cried painfully as she pushed the mask away from her face, and the rest of her body began to morph back to normal. When she felt her crotch, she could feel her small cock tucked away. Closing her eyes and focusing her energy, she realized that she could finally connect to her invisible eye again. She looked around the hallway and saw nobody coming. She returned to her body and looked at Tim. “Hallways clear,” she said. “I can actually use magic again.”

		 

		“We’re not done with you, Kelly,” Tim said. “Keep talking.”

		 

		Kelly was staring at the pink bites in her skin. They were all along her arms while she sat up. Her eyes were reddening with pain as she continued talking. “I don’t know anything else about the mask. I promise. I just know it’s from Africa.”

		 

		“African,” Maggie said with surprise. While the majority of the western world had a lot of magical artifacts and spells written down, there were a plethora of spells and artifacts hidden away on the African continent. It was said that magic all stemmed from the continent, but the majority of its ancient arts had been lost because of time and war. Most secrets were hidden away in basements or shipwrecks. “I guess that makes sense. But I didn’t think Africa would have physical transformation masks. That’s more of a European art. But there was something weird about it before I wore it.”

		 

		“Weird?” Tim asked.

		 

		“I checked before I put it on – my spell should’ve warned me that it was magical. The mask’s magic was unidentifiable.”

		 

		“Unidentifiable?” Kelly asked confusedly.

		 

		“Don’t worry about it,” Tim said. “You’re just a human. A human with a magical item. Maggie, I think we’re done here.”

		 

		“Are you sure?” Maggie asked.

		 

		Her boyfriend nodded. “Humans with magical items aren’t against the rules. As far as I’m concerned, that’s the only thing that has magical qualities. I didn’t find anything in the other rooms, and I’m pretty sure you would’ve found something else aside from that mask. I don’t see how a transformation mask could take part in the murder.”

		 

		“I’ll put the mask back,” Maggie said. “We’re really sorry for all of this. I do just have one more question, though.”

		 

		“What?” Kelly asked.

		 

		Just before Maggie could say anything, a pain surged through her head. There was a sly smile over Kelly’s lips while the detective swayed in place. She looked down the hallway at Tim as he said a noiseless sentence to her. She tried to say something to him until a cold sensation covered her body. The mask remained affixed to her fingertips while her face twisted with pain. What the hell’s happening?

		 

		When she opened her eyes, she found herself in an unfamiliar place. There were fields of snow all around her with dead, black trees in the distance. A white sky hung overhead while a cold breeze made her shiver. Poking through the clouds was a black moon or sun with blood red craters glowing ominously. “Tim?” Her voice called out. She began taking a few steps forward until she heard the faint sound of cracking.

		 

		When she looked down, she realized that she was on a frozen pond or lake. She began to make her way to the shoreline when something pushed up from the ice. A pair of black hands wrapped around her ankles and pulled her into the freezing waters. She screamed fearfully as the bubbles moved past her sinking body. By the time she reached the bottom, she felt a tight sensation all around her. Am I going to die? Is this a dream?

		 

		Maggie breathed in sharply as water filled her lungs. No, it’s not a dream. It’s real. It’s real! Before she lost consciousness, she saw a white object floating in front of her face. She reached for it in desperation before the world began to spin around her.

		 

		“MAGGIE!” Tim screamed as a gunshot echoed throughout the apartment.

		 

		She immediately woke up and found herself on the ground. Tim rolled along the ground and landed beside Kelly. There was blood gushing from his left shoulder while he squirmed painfully. Wincing, Maggie sat up and held a hand out at a man standing by the front door.

		 

		The man had piercing blue eyes and black hair. In his hand was a pistol. He aimed directly at Tim and was about to take a shot when Maggie focused her energy. A ball of orange flame appeared in the palm of her hand, and she quickly launched it at the man. A spear of fire flew through the air and pierced him in the chest before Maggie lost consciousness. The man let out a terrible scream of pain while flashes of white light filled the room.

		 

		


		 

		Christopher Hitch

		Even with his meeting in less than five minutes, Christopher could not stop thinking about the case’s details. He stood in the hallway lined with golden stripes after watching the rest of his team enter the conference room from down the hall. They can wait, he thought bitterly. They can wait.

		 

		He held his hands behind his back while he angrily paced up and down the corridor, his legs kicking at his black trench coat’s hem flaps. Truthfully, he did not want to talk to any of them. Tim and Maggie were able to find a transformation mask and their suspect, but nothing else. And they killed a human. The Agency’s Board are going to eat me alive if I try to let this slide.

		 

		His teammates were all seated when he finally decided to enter the conference room, and they all immediately looked at him with fearful eyes. He avoided eye contact as he slid his hands into his trench coat’s pockets. He began pacing around the conference room before he decided to stare out of the floor to ceiling window. Even then, the group of detectives remained silent at his back.

		 

		Unbuttoning his trench coat, he angrily looked at the distant snowy mountains and let out a frustrated sigh. He hated the fact that he had to deal with this on such short notice. He preferred giving warnings after a few days, but the Agency’s Board insisted that he discipline his employees immediately. Seated at the opposite end of the conference room table was Maggie and Tim. Alex and Bernard were on the other side.

		 

		Alex seemed agitated. Running his fingers through his long, brown hair, the slim faced detective glared at Maggie. The old detective moved back to the table and watched the transwoman fidgeting in her seat. “You know why it was a stupid idea, right?” Christopher asked.

		 

		“Yes, sir,” the couple said weakly.

		 

		“You interacted with a suspect when you had orders not to,” he continued. “The paperwork says that you were to just get information. You weren’t supposed to interact with anybody around the suspect’s apartment. Correct?”

		 

		“Correct,” Tim answered.

		 

		“Do you recall the punishment for insubordination?”

		 

		He could hear Maggie beginning to cry. She sobbed in her seat while Tim rubbed at her back. The young man’s fiery eyes locked onto Christopher’s stern gaze. “Yes, sir,” he said weakly.

		 

		“I’m not going to lie,” Christopher began to say. “What you two did gives me cause to remove the two of you.”

		 

		“She had a magical mask,” Maggie weakly interjected.

		 

		The old detective shook his head. “We don’t police the ownership and possession of magical items. We only police the people who abuse them.”

		 

		“Yes, sir,” Tim said.

		 

		“Bernard, repeat their findings.” Christopher ordered while he studied the brown-skinned man.

		 

		“Overall, the only magical item found was the mask,” Bernard began. “The mask is of African origins that can physically alter a person’s body. Such an item can be abused, but there were no signs that the mask had been used to murder Annette Benhaim.” Bernard let out a troubled sigh. “There’s no proof that the mask was stolen from the scene. One human and one detective were injured to gain this information. One female human received a broken rib. One detective sustained a gunshot wound to the shoulder. One detective suffered mental trauma from using the magical item. All were treated after teleporting back to HQ.” The dark-skinned detective frowned suddenly. “And one human is dead.”

		 

		“How much more progress has been made on the case?” Christopher asked all of them.

		 

		“None,” Maggie sobbed quietly. “One human injured. One detective physically injured. One detective mentally hurt. One human dead.”

		 

		“At least you’re self-aware,” the old man said. “Tammie’s currently studying the mask. She discovered nothing new aside from the fact that it might be of demonic origin. Once she’s done, Kelly Manderley will have the mask returned to her.”

		 

		“She’s just a human, though. Why does she get to keep it?” Maggie asked.

		 

		“Maggie, you haven’t been listening,” Christopher snapped. He could see the transwoman flinch. “We don’t regulate the possession of magical items. We can document it. We can hold onto it if it’s a murder weapon. But we only regulate the people who abuse them. To my knowledge, Kelly Manderley has not been abusing it.”

		 

		“Sir, if I may,” Tim began to say. “We weren’t able to give the entire apartment a search. Our search was ended abruptly when Kelly Manderley came home. There could have been more stuff.”

		 

		“I’ll have a proper team search her apartment,” the old detective said. “Everything was left there, including the woman’s purse. If she’s hiding anything, the team will find it. Until then, we have other more pressing matters.” He began to rub the back of his neck. “Now, I’m not taking any pleasure out of this. I don’t like having to do this, but the Agency is on my ass. I have to set an example, or this could happen again.”

		 

		“Yes, sir,” the couple said.

		 

		“Tim, you’re going on unpaid leave,” Christopher said. “Maggie, I’m afraid you’re being permanently removed from the Agency. Tim’s punishment was lighter because the injuries did not lead to death. The injury you gave the boyfriend was from magic with the intention to do harm.”

		 

		“He was going to kill Tim!” Maggie cried.

		 

		“You were both in that situation because you two were careless,” Christopher said coolly. “It wouldn’t have happened if you two took the right precautions. You should have set up an invisible eye and other things to alert you two.”

		 

		“I didn’t account for a mask that could fucking prevent me from using magic!”

		 

		“Maggie, calm down,” Tim whispered.

		 

		“No, this is absolute bullshit,” Maggie screamed while standing up from her seat. “You’re doing this because you don’t agree with me dating Tim. You’re doing this because you have a thing against us. You’re doing this because you can’t stand that we were taking initiative!”

		 

		The sudden outburst from her seemed uncharacteristic. She was often the calmer person between her and Tim. Tim’s the violent one. What’s gotten into you? Something had changed. Frowning, the old detective stepped closer to the table. “Sit down.”

		 

		Gritting her teeth, Maggie sat back down. “You can’t take me off the team.”

		 

		“Yes, I can,” Christopher said calmly. “I’m not doing this because I hate either of you. I love you like my own children.”

		 

		“Maybe you should’ve loved your children more,” Maggie hissed with tears in her eyes. “Maybe they’d still be around.”

		 

		The room became silent. The old man closed his eyes and fought back the memories and screams. The world stood still as he quelled the anger brewing within his chest. “Maggie, please leave the room.”

		 

		“No!”

		 

		“I’m not going to be insulted by a child pretending to be a woman,” he said coldly. The old detective looked at Tim, who was about to say something until his eyes met the old man’s gaze. The younger detective looked away. “Leave the room, Maggie. Now.”

		 

		Everybody stared back at the transwoman as she rose from her seat. Her face looked pale as she turned away. She walked out of the room, looked over her shoulder one final time with reddening eyes, and disappeared into the hallway. Christopher sighed and looked out of the floor to ceiling window with his back turned to the group.

		 

		“You can’t say that,” he heard Tim say angrily. “Bring her back. Apologize to her.”

		 

		“Don’t tell me what to do,” the old detective said calmly.

		 

		“Bring her back!”

		 

		“Tim,” Bernard hissed. “Calm yourself.”

		 

		“I’ll be interrogating Kelly,” Christopher continued. “Bernard and Tim, I want you to return to the apartment. Search the entire place again. Alex, I need you to do some research for me.”

		 

		“You can’t tell me what to do!” Tim roared. “Fucking look at me!” The old man looked at Tim with a worried look. Everybody did. The angry detective stood up from his seat. “I’m not doing shit for you!”

		 

		“You work for me.” Christopher said coolly.

		 

		Christopher could sense the power boiling within the man’s fingertips. He was on the verge of casting magic. The aura around him darkened with pure hatred and malice, but he lowered his head in the end. “I’m sorry, sir, but I can’t,” he said weakly. His face looked tired from carrying all of that hatred. “I just can’t.”

		 

		“Tim, take a seat,” Alex insisted. “You can. Just listen to the boss.”

		 

		Tim shook his head. “I can’t work for somebody who’s willing to treat my girlfriend like that. I don’t care if we’re amateurs or detectives in training … she didn’t deserve that.”

		 

		“Don’t let your emotions get in the way of your thoughts,” the old detective snapped. “I said that to put her in her place. If you can’t see that, you’re being oversensitive.”

		 

		“Tim, take a seat,” Alex said again.

		 

		The anger finally returned. “Go fuck yourself.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a golden badge. The emblem of the Agency’s Triangle shimmered in the conference room lighting. He placed the badge on the table while the old detective frowned.

		 

		“If you really feel that way, fine,” Christopher said. “You can quit. If you really want to side with her, then do so. I’m not holding you back.”

		 

		With a somewhat respectful nod, Tim backed away from the conference room table. He left the room to presumably go look for his girlfriend. The old detective sighed and rubbed at his temples. “Jesus Christ…”

		 

		“I didn’t think you were out of line, sir,” Bernard said. “You were fair. You were to the point. You didn’t enjoy any of that.”

		 

		“I didn’t enjoy any of that,” Christopher agreed. “Anyways, Bernard, I need you to search the entire apartment. Anything you find, you bring straight to me. Don’t let anybody else know.”

		 

		“Understood, sir,” Bernard said before he began to walk towards the door. Alex remained at the conference room table until the door finally closed. The two detectives stared out of the window together while the case continued. Sighing, Christopher pulled out a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. He pulled out a cigarette and lit it with his finger before putting the pack away.

		 

		


		 

		Maggie Popov

		Maggie had been hiding in one of the storage closets when she heard Tim calling out for her. She was sitting on the dirty, cold floor with her arms wrapped around her legs. She ignored his calls and sobbed quietly in the sea of mops, brooms, and rags. The smell of pine and soap was starting to give her a headache, but the tears made her feel so much better.

		 

		“Fuck you,” she whispered miserably.

		 

		Deep down, Maggie felt hopeless and trapped. She had no idea what she would do without this job, yet the only thing on her mind was ruining everything for Christopher. Maggie and Tim had worked hard to secure their evidence, and the old man simply dismissed her. The mask’s going to be my second chance, she realized. I can start over.

		 

		The pain she felt when Christopher ridiculed and fired her made her hate herself more. She continued cradling her legs until her eyes narrowed with rage and conviction. She sat up and left the storage closet smelling like cleaning supplies. She moved through the winding corridors until she reached the library, where a lot of magical items were studied upon by Tammie.

		 

		Maggie entered a massive square-shaped room with brown wooden bookshelves on every side. Aisles of books covered with dust surrounded her as she timidly walked straight to the opposite end of the library. There was an open metal doorway that she walked straight through.

		 

		The room beyond the doorway was like the actual library, except there were metal tables instead of bookshelves. On the far end of the room was Tammie, an old woman with thick glasses. She was wearing a sickly green dress two sizes too large for her body as she stared at the mask that they obtained from Kelly Manderley’s apartment. The old woman placed the mask back onto the table while she leaned over it. Frowning, she looked to a book on the side of the table as if she were cross referencing something.

		 

		Maggie’s conscience fought for control. She struggled to push herself onward. She remembered how weak and helpless she felt without her magic, but she also realized that the mask would help shield her from the nosey eyes of the Agency. Nobody knew what she looked like, and even then, she would be able to blend into humanity with the help of the transformation mask. And I’ll be able to prove him wrong, she thought. I’ll be a real girl.

		 

		Full of hatred and rage, Maggie brought her hands together and focused a ball of air into the palms of her hands. She launched the ball straight at Tammie as she looked up at her. Before the old woman could react, she flew across the room and into the opposite wall with a sickly crack. Tammie’s eyes closed as she crumbled to the floor face first.

		 

		Maggie’s heart was racing as she sprinted to the table. She grabbed the cold mask and ran out of the lab. She bumped into a skinny man in a white lab coat at the metal door, but she did not stop to say sorry. His wide, brown eyes looked upon the mask. “Wait, where are you going with that?” She heard him say.

		 

		But she did not stop to respond. Once she was almost out in the striped hallway, she snapped her fingers, and a massive gust of wind blew through the library. Hundreds of books fell to the floor as clouds of colorful dust flew up into the air. The man in the lab coat screamed.

		 

		She shoved the mask into her black purse and navigated the maze-like halls of the Agency’s HQ. She could hear the same man screaming for her. Fuck me over, and I’ll fuck you over, she thought while imagining Christopher’s reaction. She smirked. Fucking asshole.

		 

		Her frantic sprinting led her to Tim as he jogged down the hall. They slammed into each other, and for a brief second, Maggie felt the world starting to darken. She managed to stay upright while she leaned against the wall. “Sorry,” she said weakly. “I can’t stop to explain things. I have to go.”

		 

		“I wasn’t watching where I was going,” he insisted. “Why are you running?” His eyes looked down at her purse as she opened it. “Maggie … don’t tell me you’re stealing that. That’s evidence.”

		 

		For a moment, she had forgotten about the pursuit. She found herself fighting with her conscience again until the hatred finally returned. “Fuck him.”

		 

		“Maggie, that’s evidence.”

		 

		“What, are you going to stop me?” She asked with a raised brow.

		 

		He shook his head. “Of course not. I wouldn’t do that to you. Just tell me what you’re doing.”

		 

		“I’m starting over,” she quickly said while looking over her shoulder. The sound of footsteps boomed from around the corner. “This thing is the closest thing to giving me true womanhood.”

		 

		“Maggie,” he laughed. “You’re a woman. Don’t let Christopher get to you.”

		 

		She felt tears bubbling at the corners of her eyes. “What he said really hurt.”

		 

		“You said something hurtful too,” he tried to say softly. “Are you serious about starting over, though? Because if you are … I want to go with you.”

		 

		“They’re going to try tracking me down,” Maggie said. “You’d be on the run too.”

		 

		“Like I said, I want to be with you. Besides, I turned my badge in. I’ve got nothing here.”

		 

		“You quit?”

		 

		“I’m not working for an asshole like him. I don’t care if he’s the best in the business. He can go fuck himself.”

		 

		Smiling warmly, Maggie took his hand, and the two of them sprinted down the hall. Just before the security guards could cut them off at the end of the hallway, she brought her hands together and focused her soul path energy. She shoved the energy into the side of the wall, and a blinding flash of white light brought her and Tim into an empty void of nothingness.

		 

		


		 

		Annette Benhaim

		Annette was terrified as she sat in her cold, metal chair. She was in an empty room surrounded by cloudy glass walls that she could not see through. Across from her was the only blue doorway out of this place, wherever she was. The last thing she remembered was Wayne using his concealed firearm when the room became filled with bright white lights.

		 

		The old woman was familiar with the spell. It was a teleportation spell that was used. Once the lights had faded away, she found herself at the center of a room surrounded by men wearing black dress suits. One of them took Wayne’s immobile body, while another took Annette to this holding room. He’ll be alright, she assured himself. We’ll be home in no time.

		 

		Her ribs were still throbbing painfully while she sat there in complete silence. She had no idea if this was the Catholic Church or if this was another organization. Witch hunters plagued her life before the Second World War. They were less prevalent in modern times, but she figured they would never bother her again since she was living on through human bodies.

		 

		But I don’t have to keep doing that now that I have her. A faint smirk spread across her lips when she remembered the witch woman using her mask. While Kelly’s body was something that she was really enjoying, having a witch body again would save her a lot of headaches down the road. Initially, when she stole her first body, she had no idea that she would lose her magical abilities. Once she lost her magical abilities, she could no longer sense witches.

		 

		But I have a witch in my sights. Less than a week after taking this body too. Now that a witch had used her Mask of Desire, there was a chance for Annette to steal her body. I just need to have her keep using it, she thought bitterly.

		 

		Annette did her best to do this when she tried to convince the witch that it was impossible to rip off the Mask of Desire. After being abused by the other witch, the old woman realized that she needed to listen to their orders, though. They were too dangerous to toy around with. She could not be brazen with these types of people. They were bold and risky, and she was but a weak body thief. All she had was knowledge, and that was scarcely useful when her enemies could lob fire spears at her precious Wayne.

		 

		The old woman sighed. He’ll be alright. The poor, young man had tried to protect her. He successfully shot the nearest male witch, but he failed to finish him off. Annette wondered whether or not the apartment was being investigated by whoever these people were. If they were able to find her mask, then they would inevitably find her emerald.

		 

		Annette shook her head. I have to be strong, she thought. They aren’t going to find it. She had hidden it away in an alleyway prior to visiting the apartment. She knew that one of the two figures had taken hold of her Mask of Desire, but she was not sure if they were actively looking for the emerald that went along with it. They have no idea that they’re connected. There’s absolutely no way they could.

		 

		“What do you mean she took the mask?” A rough male voice yelled from behind the door. “Have you located her?”

		 

		“No, sir,” a timid woman said quietly. “We’ve sent agents to locate her, but we believe she’s using the mask to hide her abilities. Tammie will be fine – she’ll make a full recovery. She’s just in a coma.”

		 

		“Christ, I’ll have to deal with this after,” he said. “I’m going to interrogate the suspect.”

		 

		A smirk spread across Annette’s lips as the door opened. She knew exactly who the man was talking about. The fact that the female witch had taken the mask meant that she still had an opportunity to steal the woman’s body. The witch was likely seduced by the dark energies of the mask since she had worn it for a decent amount of time. All Annette had to do now was wait for her soul to corrupt some more.

		 

		A tall, old man with broad shoulders walked through the door. He was wearing a white dress shirt, grey dress pants, and a bright red tie. He handed a shadowy figure his trench coat while he stressfully rubbed at his silvery fluffy hair. In his left hand was a red folder.

		 

		He sat in front of Annette in the seat across from her, and he was still at least a foot taller than her in Kelly’s body. She smiled sweetly at him while he set the folder down on the table.

		 

		“My apologies for the wait,” the man said. “My name’s Detective Christopher Hitch. I just wanted to ask you a few questions before we release you.”

		 

		Annette took a long, deep breath. Her heart was starting to race as the forced smile left her lips. “Where’s Wayne?”

		 

		The old man closed his eyes. For a moment, the world stood still, and the sound of his silver watch ticking away was all that she could hear. “Your boyfriend passed away,” he said. “Our staff were unable to resuscitate him.”

		 

		The world was crumbling down around her. She had her new boyfriend for less than a week, and now he was gone. She felt something coming up her throat, and for the first time in decades, she began to genuinely sob over another human. Her face twisted while she looked down at her trembling hands. It was like Kelly’s body was reacting naturally to the death of her roommate. Why am I so emotional? He was just a man. There will be more. She wiped at her eyes. There will be more. Stop it.

		 

		“I just had a few questions, if you wouldn’t mind.”

		 

		“You kill my boyfriend, and now you expect me to give you answers?” Annette asked, her voice cracking. The man remained silent. “What kinds of questions?”

		 

		The old man now stared at her with a stern look. It was like he was studying her every facial movement. She tried to stiffen her face. “Questions regarding your mask,” he said. “Where did you get it?”

		 

		“Oh, so I’m not being interrogated about a murder that I didn’t do,” she said.

		 

		“No, you’re not being interrogated for a murder.”

		 

		“When will I get to interrogate you guys for murder?” She asked coolly. She could see the man’s jaw flexing.

		 

		“You remind me of somebody I know,” Christopher said. “Don’t worry. The sooner you answer my questions, the sooner I’ll answer yours.”

		 

		“When will I get out of here?”

		 

		“I’ll be asking the questions first,” he said flatly.

		 

		Annette leaned back. She was afraid that they were on to her for her body’s death. That was the only logical connection, but she had no idea what they had on her. They suspected her for something. “If it’s just about the mask, then you won’t be able to get much from me. All I know is that it’s from Africa. My grandmother gave it to me and told me that it’s from the western countries there.”

		 

		The old man continued to stare at her with his stern glare. “Convenient that you would choose Africa as the place of origin.”

		 

		“Is that a problem?”

		 

		“Not a problem at all,” he said with a shrug. “How long have you had it for?”

		 

		“Since I moved out,” Annette lied. “I don’t know where my grandmother got it from.” The old man opened up the folder and placed photographs of Annette’s dead body on the table. She looked down and looked away almost immediately. She tried to pretend to look sick while she rubbed at her forehead. “Thanks for the warning. I thought you were asking me about the mask. I didn’t murder anybody.”

		 

		“Appropriate response,” he said. “See her hand? There’s a burn imprint. We believe there was a crystal of some sort taken from her room.” He sifted through the pile and pulled a photograph of Annette walking out of the hotel room in Kelly’s body. “Is this you?”

		 

		The old woman’s heart was racing. “It looks like me.”

		 

		“You were wearing a dress too large for you,” he said. “Your walk was strange, as if your shoes didn’t fit. Did you happen to use your mask at all?”

		 

		Annette fought for an answer. Truthfully, those were the only clothes she could find. When she stole Kelly’s body, she had just fucked a man from Canada. Kelly had been wearing the Mask of Desire, so her body proportions were different. When Annette realized that it was still on her face, she immediately removed it to prevent the mask from corrupting her soul.

		 

		The body thief sighed. “I did.”

		 

		“What were you using it for?”

		 

		“I was with another guy,” she said. “I was spending the night before I went to the hotel room.”

		 

		“Spending the night?”

		 

		“Having sex,” she responded with a naughty smile.

		 

		Pulling out a black pen from seemingly out of nowhere, the detective studied her in complete silence while he jotted down some notes in a notebook he pulled out of his pocket. Once he was satisfied, he closed the notebook and slid it back into his pocket along with the pen.

		 

		“What was your purpose for being at the hotel?” He finally asked.

		 

		“I was drunk,” she lied. “I wasn’t sure where I was going. All I remember is having a fight with the guy I was with before going to that hotel to look for a friend. He wasn’t there.”

		 

		“It’s a curious thing for you to storm straight into a single room at the hotel, only for you to leave the premises right away. Were you aware of the dead woman’s body being there?”

		 

		“I honestly didn’t notice. I was out of it.” The stern gaze made her heart race even faster.

		 

		“Where did you put the jewel?” His deep, ominous voice asked her. She felt her eye twitch, and the smile on the detective’s face said it all. “I know about it.”

		 

		“Know about what?” She struggled to ask. Her mouth was getting dry.

		 

		“The jewel,” he said.

		 

		The jewel he was referring to was actually her emerald. The emerald was an astral projection crystal that transported her soul through space and time. As a witch, she could do it through magic alone. Unfortunately, because her past few bodies had been ordinary humans, magic was impossible. She had to rely on the emerald to successfully transport herself into her future vessel.

		 

		Her soul moved through the emerald’s surface and transported directly into the Mask of Desire. Once inside, it was only a matter of time before her victim’s soul would become absorbed into the mask. Long-term corruption through overusing the mask led to a higher probability of Annette being able to possess her victim.

		 

		The final step to stealing their body was intercourse. By taking the seed of another man, the lust and power of sex would bind her soul permanently to her new body. Without it, she risked her soul becoming absorbed by the mask again, and she would forever be forced to share her new body until the sealing process became complete.

		 

		Never again, she thought bitterly while she looked into the detective’s eyes. “I don’t know anything about it.”

		 

		“Curious of you to say that,” Christopher said calmly. “We know that the burn was a fresh one. She received the burn prior to her death. We know that it wasn’t inflicted before Annette Benhaim got her room key, because we had a clear view of her hands when she checked in to sign her booking paperwork. The burning likely happened while she was in her hotel room, because that was the only place she had been.”

		 

		“Let’s dance around this,” the body thief said. “Let’s assume that she burned her hand while she was still in the room. Whatever she burned her hand with could have easily been thrown out of the window. I didn’t take it. I didn’t see it. I don’t know what you’re getting at.”

		 

		“We checked the perimeter of the hotel and found nothing. Whatever had burned her was taken out of that room. And you were the only person who could have done so. My question to you is why? Is there something special about that jewel?”

		 

		“You can check my home like you did earlier. I don’t have it.”

		 

		“The shift in your emotions betray you,” he said calmly. “You’re relieved. You know we won’t find it there. Look, Kelly, I want to be clear about something. You’re hiding something, and you’re being obvious about it. Just tell me that truth.”

		 

		“I never had it!” She insisted desperately. She had come so far in stealing Kelly’s young body, and now she was trapped. He’s going to figure it all out, she thought worriedly.

		 

		Suddenly, the door slammed open. A woman wearing a black dress suit with silver stripes walked into the room, her black high heels echoing throughout the room as she waved a hand. A seat abruptly appeared beside Annette as she sat down beside her. The smell of sweat and apples flooded the room. “What the hell are you doing?” The woman asked with poison in her voice.

		 

		“Starletta, I wasn’t expecting you here so soon.”

		 

		The woman glared at him with piercing red eyes before nodding at Annette. “My name’s Starletta Carducci,” she said. “I’m your appointed Defender. I’m here to give you the fairest case with the Agency, and so far, you’re not getting it.” She glared back at Christopher. “You have no right to be interrogating her without me. You knew I was coming, but you decided to break the rules anyway.” The detective remained silent. “Why are you still holding her here?”

		 

		“She was found in possession of a magical item,” Christopher said as softly as he could. Annette could tell that he was shaken by the sudden appearance of her savior. “She’s a prime suspect in a suspicious death.”

		 

		“Why?”

		 

		“Cameras at the hotel show her entering and leaving the room where Annette Benhaim was found dead. We have reason to believe that she took something from the room, and we want to know why.”

		 

		“All irrelevant,” Starletta snapped. “You old fool. You have no reason to keep her detained. You killed her human boyfriend, and your only reason for holding her is because she entered and left a room. She potentially took something from said room. None of that ties her to your so-called suspicious death. You’re holding her based off a hunch.”

		 

		“A calculated hunch,” he said.

		 

		“A hunch,” she said loudly. “Christopher, even if she did take this “something” from the room, you can’t tie her to the death. The woman died from a heart attack. She was an unhealthy old woman from Canada. Are the circumstances strange? Yes, but you can’t tie a human to a suspicious death. Your team said that you suspect her of murder. Do you really think a human would be able to induce a heart attack through magic?”

		 

		“If she intimidated her enough,” the man said weakly. “If she used force.”

		 

		“Are you stupid?”

		 

		“Excuse me?” He asked.

		 

		Starletta took a long, deep breath before holding onto Annette’s trembling wrist. A strange warmth flushed through her as the Defender began to speak. “You’re overstepping your authority. Your team was called to investigate a suspicious death. To see if magic was the cause. You’re only allowed to act if the death was caused by witchcraft. You have absolutely no proof that she used witchcraft to kill the victim. If she actually was involved with the death through force and intimidation, then that’s a human crime concern. You know the rules regarding that.”

		 

		“I know.”

		 

		She leaned into the table and crossed her arms, and Annette found herself getting scared for him. “You’re a witch hunting detective. You’re not a human detective. You’re not a crime scene investigator. You’re a witch hunting detective. Act like one and follow the fucking rules.”

		 

		The old man waited for the Defender to lean back in her seat before sternly gazing at her. “I want to know why she took it. I know I can’t keep her. I just want to know why.”

		 

		Annette leaned forward, but the Defender pushed her hand in front of her chest and pushed her back into her chair. She felt the wind knocking out of her. “She doesn’t have to say anything,” Starletta said. “None of that is relevant. All of that is personal information. As is the mask. We’d like to have that back as well.”

		 

		“The mask has unfortunately been stolen,” the detective said.

		 

		Starletta let out an exaggerated laugh as she shook her head. “You’re as incompetent as ever,” she told Christopher. “That belongs to my client. When will she have it returned to her?”

		 

		“Starletta-“

		 

		“No excuses,” she snapped. “You’ll have it returned using your department’s resources until you’re fully drained. Find it.”

		 

		“I know who did it,” he said softly. “We’ll return the mask when we retrieve it.”

		 

		A smirk stretched across Annette’s lips. The detective could see it in her face, but she was no longer hiding anything. She felt a sense of power over Christopher now that she knew that she was protected. She was safe. Nothing bad was going to happen, thanks to this Starletta person.

		 

		“Who sent you?” Annette found herself asking.

		 

		“The Agency provides attorneys to all humans accused of magical related crimes,” she said. “It makes all trials fair. Don’t worry. None of this is billed to you.” She looked back at Christopher. “Anything else?”

		 

		Annette nodded quietly while she looked into the old detective’s eyes. There was hatred and suspicion. “Nothing else,” he answered. “The search of her apartment will be called off.”

		 

		“Good,” Starletta said while standing up from her seat. She roughly pulled Annette’s wrist up with her. The Defender was strong. “We’ll be leaving shortly, Kelly, but I’d like the room first. Was there anything else?”

		 

		Christopher glared. “No.”

		 

		“Then leave, Christopher,” Starletta said.

		 

		The detective looked at Annette one final time before leaving the room. The Defender let out an annoyed sigh as she turned to face her. “Sorry about that,” she said. “We’ll be going out through teleportation. I want you to know that this isn’t over. What happened to you and your boyfriend was unacceptable, and I’ll be fighting for the best compensation.”

		 

		“I’m glad,” Annette said. “To be honest, I thought I was going to get pinned for something that I didn’t do.”

		 

		“It happens quite a bit in this line of work,” Starletta said. “Thankfully, that’s why the Agency assigns people like me to people like you.” She reached into her inner blazer’s pocket and handed Annette a card. “That’s my personal phone number on there. In the event that this happens again, call me right away. We’ll be in touch shortly, okay?”

		 

		Annette looked down at the black card. Etched in white lettering was the woman’s contact information. She smiled and nodded before Starletta Carducci twisted her wrist painfully. Before she could wince in pain, the air became hot around them as a white glow engulfed the entire room.

		


		Epilogue

		Christopher was sitting in his office looking through photographs and files once Alex returned. The old detective stared at him in his black and silver-striped suit. His high heels loudly echoed from the hardwood floor before he sat down in front of him.

		 

		Despite having been the most seasoned of the junior witch hunting detectives, Alex still had a hard time sitting in front of Detective Christopher Hitch. He was a legendary detective with a long list of awards and memories. He was well-respected and feared as a veteran detective. Five years of consistent loyalty helped Alex learn a lot about the field, yet the fear of the old man was still there.

		 

		He had seen his fearsome temper on multiple occasions, and the insults towards Maggie were among the weakest he had seen. She was let off easy, he thought while looking into the old man’s eyes. “How’d I do, sir?” Alex asked with Starletta’s seductive, smooth voice.

		 

		“You have a lot of fun pretending to be a girl,” the detective teased.

		 

		He rolled his eyes. “Will she be okay?” Alex asked while ignoring the old man’s comment.

		 

		“You can change back, you know,” Christopher said.

		 

		“No, really, sir.”

		 

		“Tammie will make a full recovery,” he said gently. “We’re having difficulties tracking down Maggie, though. We think Tim might be with her, but even he’s hard to track. We’re not technically allowed to search for him unless we can prove that he’s actively helping her.”

		 

		“He knows all of our protocols,” Alex said. “But he won’t be impossible to find. I’m sure of it.”

		 

		“What did you find out?” The old detective asked.

		 

		Alex crossed his soft, feminine legs and sighed before he explained the basics of what he understood. As a witch specializing in shapeshifting and mind reading, his abilities were heavily used for situations like these. The only major downside was that he needed a person’s trust in order to probe their minds, and “Kelly” was a complete stranger until he won her over as Starletta.

		 

		Deep down, he was not expecting to see what he had seen from Kelly Manderley’s mind. He could not see all of her memories since it was impossible to do so, but he had seen enough. All he needed to do now was wait for more of the memories to make sense.

		 

		He explained everything he could to the old detective. While he held her wrist in the interrogation room, he could see all sorts of memories, and the majority of them did not belong to her. That was the most troubling thing to him, and Christopher seemed bothered as well.

		 

		Kelly Manderley was a dead girl, and in her place was an old witch who had lived multiple lives. Her previous body was Annette Benhaim, and the transfer was done through the use of a green emerald that she had hidden in a discreet location. Alex had tried to figure out where that was, though his magic was starting to fail him by the time they reached the end of the interrogation.

		 

		“The emerald and the mask are linked somehow,” Alex finally continued after he explained as much as he could about what he had seen. “She likely uses the emerald to transport herself inside of the mask. The wearer of the mask has their soul absorbed by the demon inside of the mask, and then she emerges and permanently steals their body. My guess is that she returned to the hotel to retrieve the emerald.”

		 

		“A lot of work for a few decades of life,” Christopher said. “She’s a witch using human bodies to extend her life? Interesting. That’s why she hasn’t been caught yet. You can’t call somebody a witch if their body is human. Magical items, on the other hand, are harder to track for abuse.”

		 

		“I’ll be still getting information from her. Annette Benhaim trusts me. Obviously, we should keep an eye on her. I know we can’t imprison her based off of stolen memories. That wouldn’t fly well in court.”

		 

		The old man nodded and stood up from his desk. He turned and faced the nearby window. It was starting to snow again. “It’s a shame that she never accounted for the Agency or the cameras. We’ll have her soon. All we need is proof of her using it, and we’ll have her sealed away. Once she gets her emerald, we’ll spring into action. In the meantime, I’ll have a separate team search for Tim and Maggie.”

		 

		“If we wait too long, Annette could steal Maggie’s body,” Alex said while adjusting his bra through his white blouse. “She’d face the same fate as Kelly Manderley if we’re not careful.”

		 

		“It’s a calculated risk that we’ll have to take,” Christopher said softly. “Just make sure you keep getting information. That’s key right now. I’m going to do everything in my power to make sure she’ll be okay, though. Don’t worry.”

		 

		“I understand,” Alex said quietly.

		 

		The junior detective stood up. His hands ran down the rounded curves of his waist as he focused his energy. A spark of desire shot through his body while his eyes rolled to the back of his head. He gritted his teeth, and a blanket of white light emerged from his fingertips as he teleported away.

		 

		


		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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