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		Annette Benhaim

		A cold gust of wind made the body thief shiver while she walked down the road. The white sky was darkening with thick flakes of snow falling all around her. Covered with thick piles of ice and snow, the street was almost unrecognizable from three weeks ago. Everything looked the same beneath the sheets of sparkling white, even with shovelers trying to clear the sidewalks.

		 

		Kyle, Wayne’s younger brother, had come from Florida to help set up missing posters. He was an extremely gaunt twenty-year-old with shoulder-length black hair and dark freckles along his pointed nose. He had a pathetically sad look in his eye, but Annette understood the concern. He had flown in three days before to visit his brother, only to discover that Wayne had gone missing. After a day of calling around, Kyle suggested putting up posters around the neighborhood.

		 

		But the old body thief was using this opportunity as an excuse to be out and about. While Kelly’s young body instinctively cried for her dead boyfriend, Annette was focused on her end goal. I need to get it back, she thought. Her grip tightened around her heavy purse while she peered at the various candles and matches within. I need to do this now.

		 

		Trembling, she looked down at her soft palms beginning to pinken. She shoved them into her black winter coat and sniffled. The old woman was familiar with dealing with the cold, but Kelly’s young body seemed overly sensitive to the change in temperature. None of it will matter soon, she thought ominously.

		 

		It had been three weeks since the witch hunters had interrogated Annette. After Starletta Carducci managed to free her, she explained as much as she could. The Agency was a crooked organization that solved magic-related crimes through overly aggressive and unethical means. They frequently tried to imprison people for things they did not do. The responsibilities of the Defenders of Witchcraft were to keep the Agency in line, so Starletta promised that she would fight on her behalf.

		 

		Despite the Agency having a reputation for being crooked, that did not mean justice for her boyfriend. After Wayne died, the Agency and the Catholic Church had to fabricate a missing person case. That was probably the hardest thing for the body thief. She had grown attached to Wayne after stealing Kelly’s body. She loved the way he felt when he caressed the ridges of her thighs and back, and the way his hot kisses felt against her chest and neck. She adored the way he gently whispered to her beneath the sheets.

		 

		She treasured his companionship and willingness to try new things. They had done all sorts of naughty things, and he was an unbelievably loyal man. His strong fingers squeezing at her tense shoulders felt intoxicating. The feeling of his hot tongue exploring the area between her legs was so unbelievably naughty to the old woman. Wayne was really willing to do anything for her. Out of all the young bodies Annette had stolen, the relationship she shared with the man was among the most romantic.

		 

		And now that was all gone. She was alone and surrounded by enemies. Even Starletta, who proved to be more than helpful in informing her about the case, was somebody Annette had to be suspicious of. Anybody who could use magic was untrustworthy to the body thief.

		 

		That was the major reason behind why Annette purposely waited this long to go looking for her magical emerald. The emerald that helped her steal Kelly’s body was also the emerald that would potentially free her from the Agency’s scrutiny. The young woman whose body she had stolen was incredible, yet frequent monitoring by the Agency would have meant an end to her body hopping days.

		 

		I need a new body. Sure, Annette had not used the emerald to monitor the darkening and weakening of the current mask wearer’s soul, but the mask alone should have done a significant amount of the work. It was risky to use the emerald to jump into a body whose soul was not fully weakened.

		 

		There was also the risk of not being able to find a person to intimately share her body with. The lust and power of sex would bind her soul to her new body permanently if she took the seed from another man. She risked her soul being absorbed by the mask again if she failed to have sex, and she would be forced to share her new body for the rest of her life until the sealing process was completed. The old woman had no intention of sharing her next body with another soul.

		 

		It was all going to be a gamble, though. Assuming she could steal the witch’s body, she could use magic to permanently suppress their mind. Annette was familiar with spells and general magic before stealing her first human body all those years ago. She had been a witch before she began extending her life through body possession, and the loss of a witch’s body meant a loss in her magic until she could find another witch’s body to steal.

		 

		Unfortunately, she could never find one unless they outright told her or used magic in front of her. Without the body of a witch, she could not sense or detect another witch’s presence, which meant a possible eternity hopping from human to human.

		 

		“Is here good?” Kyle asked when Annette finally led her close enough to the emerald’s hiding spot.

		 

		“This place gets a lot of foot traffic,” she lied.

		 

		“Okay, I’ll start on this side of the street.” Kyle handed Annette a stack of papers with some duct tape. The pages all had Wayne’s handsome face on each one, and she felt her body’s eyes beginning to tear up again as the younger brother crossed the road. Her body felt so strange and conflicted with emotion.

		 

		She shook her head frantically when the naughty thoughts began to seep into her mind again. While the younger brother was such a pathetic man compared to Wayne, she saw the care and respect he had towards his brother. He also had the same blue eyes that stared at her with the same, lovely twinkle that Wayne had. Kyle could have easily replaced Wayne if he worked out more and cut his hair.

		 

		A potentially suitable replacement, she thought. Perhaps I’ll try using him to seal me in my new body. Annette shook her head again. She had to control herself. After three weeks of being unable to stimulate herself out of fear of being watched, she was feeling overly horny around Wayne’s younger brother. Her young body was slowly becoming obsessed with the guy, and she found herself trying to rationalize using him to pleasure herself.

		 

		Annette placed a few posters on nearby billboards and on a bus stop bench. When she looked over her shoulder at Kyle further down the road, the body thief knew that this was the perfect opportunity to abandon her current body. She would have to come back to retrieve the emerald, but a witch’s body meant teleportation magic again.

		 

		She carried the posters and tape into a nearby alleyway between two red brick buildings. There was a lime green dumpster to the far left and scattered garbage hidden by the snow. There aren’t any footprints further up the alleyway. Nobody’s come recently. She looked over her shoulder again, the white fog of her breath becoming thicker with every passing second, before she anxiously jogged down the dark alleyway.

		 

		The snow was falling even harder now when she reached the end of the alleyway, which was a dead end of red bricks. It had been a last-minute hiding spot that she managed to find before returning to her apartment all those weeks ago. There was a loosened brick that looked lighter than the rest of them, which she pulled gently from the wall. It looked dark in the hole, but when she reached in and grasped her precious, magical emerald, a faint smirk stretched across her lips. It’s still here.

		 

		She slowly pulled the emerald out and looked over her shoulder. The alleyway was still empty while she moved closer to the right wall. Just above her was an overhanging balcony that shielded her from much of the falling snow. Annette carefully set her purse down on the ground and pulled out the candles. She placed five candles in a circle just large enough for her to place the emerald down.

		 

		Upon doing so, she felt a chill run up her spine. It felt like hundreds of whispers were hissing into her ears while she stared at the beautiful, sharp edges. She grabbed a set of matches from her purse and lit every candle before she looked around frantically again, the howling wind blowing through the alley and nearly blowing out her candles. She held her pink hand out to shield the flames.

		 

		Once the wind stopped blowing, she lowered her hand. I’m afraid of nothing, she thought while she fumbled through the purse for her freshly purchased pocket knife. Nothing’s going to stop me. I’m overthinking.

		 

		But she had every right to be cautious. Loud footsteps abruptly began coming down the alleyway. With widening eyes, Annette looked up and saw a slim-faced man with long brown hair walking closer to her. It was a person who she had never seen before. He stopped a few feet away and smiled knowingly at her.

		 

		“Interesting,” he said with a deep, smooth voice. “An astral projection crystal. So that’s what you took. It’s about fucking time. I’ve been watching you for way too long.”

		 

		“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said as her lower back dampened with fear. Her hands were still in the purse fumbling for the knife. “Who are you?”

		 

		“I got a tip saying that you were probably hiding the crime scene’s main item,” the man said to her. “I’m here to retrieve it. And to retrieve you.”

		 

		“You can’t do that,” the body thief said perceptively. “That isn’t allowed, especially since I haven’t done anything.”

		 

		“Sure I can.”

		 

		“My Defender isn’t going to let you unjustly push me around,” she hissed. “I’m just getting something that I lost earlier. It never came from a crime scene.”

		 

		“Sure you are.”

		 

		“Shut up,” Annette snapped.

		 

		With a simple wave of his hand, his entire body began to shift. She could hear the sound of cracking and stretching as his face morphed into Starletta Carducci’s sharp, feminine features. His succulent pink lips curled into a smile as he winked. His shoulders became slimmer, and the curves of his chest moved outwards. His hips widened while he ran his hands down his breasts to his thighs.

		 

		“Do I remind you of anyone?” He mockingly asked with his feminine voice.

		 

		Annette stared with a dumbfounded look. All she could do was stare. He was Starletta all along? Who is he? She started breathing sharply. She watched him looking through his pockets before pulling out a black leather badge. There was a golden triangle.

		 

		“I was always an Agency detective. Do you really think a criminal like you would get free legal advice?”

		 

		“Then you tricked me,” she said quietly. “You transformed into Starletta and gained my trust to what? Follow me?”

		 

		“To read your mind, Annette,” he said nonchalantly. Her heart stopped. “Yeah, I can tell by the look on your face. The surprise. The fear. We couldn’t keep you detained until you retrieved the emerald. I also needed proof that you’ve been using it.”

		 

		“Y-You don’t have that proof.”

		 

		He shook his head. “What the hell are you doing right now? A memorial?”

		 

		Annette had no answers. She felt trapped. “Stay away from me.”

		 

		“Annette Benhaim, please take your hands out of your purse.”

		 

		“No.”

		 

		“Please take your hands out of your purse.”

		 

		With her hands still in her purse, her eyes widened when her hand finally found the pocket knife. She could have rushed the agent, but instead she took the blade and brought the edge to her finger. She held it there while she glared at the detective. “Transformation magic. I’m familiar with it.”

		 

		“Oh, are you?”

		 

		“If you read my memories, then you know about my past. There’s just one thing you failed to remember.”

		 

		The detective laughed sweetly. He placed a hand on his curvy hip. “And what’s that?”

		 

		“Transformation magic takes a lot of energy,” she told him. “I don’t need to be a witch to know that you’re still recovering your energy. You’re going to have to physically stop me.”

		 

		“It won’t be too hard. I’m stronger than you.”

		 

		“Maybe so,” Annette admitted. “I stole this body for her beauty. Not her strength. But I’m faster than you are.” She suddenly screamed painfully, her hand flinging up into the air as blood dripped down her palm. The detective stared with a dumbfounded look. Annette let out a howling cry and slammed her bloody palm against the emerald, and a hissing sound filled the air around her. “Harir ruhi,” she whispered. Before the Agency agent could step forward, the emerald began to glow a red-hot color. A green light began to blanket the alleyway.

		 

		


		 

		Maggie Popov

		For a moment, after spending much of the day together with her boyfriend, she was in her nightmare again. She had been staring at herself in the mirror when the world became cold and harsh. She was on a frozen lake or pond in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by a sickly, twisted forest of dead trees.

		 

		She had been in the bathroom of their hotel room when she found herself lost in her thoughts. She stepped forward without wanting to, the freezing wind blowing against her naked body while a woman’s cry boomed from deep beneath her feet. She fought every desire to keep going, yet her body betrayed her like it normally did. It was the same nightmare for three weeks, and she knew exactly what would happen next.

		 

		Wake up, she pleaded with herself. Wake up. Wake up.

		 

		As if on cue, the world returned to normal. Suddenly, Maggie’s heart was racing as she leaned against the bathroom’s green stone countertop. Covered in sweat and horny lust again, the transwoman could see her jaw dropping in the reflection as she let out a surprised moan. For a moment, she forgot that she was even in her nightmare. Tim kissed the side of her neck from behind, again and again, while his strong arms wrapped around her slender waist. “Did you hear me?”

		 

		“No,” she whispered confusedly. “What did you say?”

		 

		“I asked if you were ready.” She could feel the hardness of his length brushing up against her naked body. His wonderful cock was rubbing against her lower back.

		 

		“Of course,” she giggled. “You’re the one we were waiting on.” Just seeing his bald head in the reflection bobbing up and down between her neck and back made her clit throb. “God, I can’t wait to have you back inside of me again.”

		 

		After going on the run with her, Tim had shaved his head to help disguise himself better. While somebody could sense him as a witch, he would not be immediately recognizable. The transwoman actually liked him like this since his shoulders looked wider, but he constantly whined about how cold it was.

		 

		She gazed upon her dark eyes in the mirror as he worshipped her flesh. The transformation mask really got them both sexually going. Her physical beauty mesmerized even herself, although her long, bouncy blonde hair looked messy now after they spent the entire morning and afternoon together. Her gaping lips curled into a delightful smile when Tim kissed her chiseled cheekbones. Despite how much of a mess they were, neither of them clearly wanted to stop.

		 

		“You already feel so hard.”

		 

		“You keep letting me drain into you,” he said. “You’re spoiling me.”

		 

		“Such a good boy,” she said while brushing a single finger along the forearms around her waist. “I can still feel your load inside of me from earlier.”

		 

		The excitement of him filling her with his seed made her want to keep going. The two always shared a desire to have children, and this was the opportunity of a lifetime. Maggie had no idea if she could physically get pregnant with her transformation mask, but she did not care. Feeling her boyfriend’s pulsating dick between her legs made her want him even more. Having an actual vagina was so much better than just her ass.

		 

		“Why don’t I put another load into you?”

		 

		“Oh baby,” she whispered excitedly. “Fucking breed me.”

		 

		She loved the way she moved in her new body. With her mask, she always felt so clunky and slow. When she used the mask to transform, she felt elegant and free. She loved the way people peered at her in the streets. Men would stare and compliment her wherever she went, much to Tim’s dismay, and she loved the attention. They loved the curves of her slender body and the natural and firm breasts hanging from her chest. Maggie got enough attention as a transwoman, but this mask changed everything.

		 

		Everything fit her perfectly. As a transwoman, she constantly had to worry about her pants properly fitting her. She felt self-conscious whenever the shape of her cock and balls poked through her pants. When she wore the mask, her private parts disappeared, and all she had left was a sensitive slit that felt better during sex than her ass.

		 

		It had been three weeks since she stole the mask from the Agency, and it all felt like an endless, wonderful dream. When Tim came along with her, they immediately went into hiding by jumping from hotel to hotel. She had the mask to shield her identity, while her boyfriend used his shaved head and a surgical face mask to cover his mouth.

		 

		They minimized contact with almost everybody. They only moved from hotel to hotel late at night, and Maggie always booked their room for them. She was the only one between them who could mask her magic with the transformation mask. As well, Tim had a lot of human cash saved up that could last them half a year, so neither of them had to worry about the Agency tracking their money trail with their authorized credit and debit cards. All Maggie had to do was waltz into a hotel with available bookings and book the room.

		 

		Maggie closed her eyes when she felt his left hand circling her exposed clit. Waves of pleasure rippled through her while she leaned back into his chest. She could feel his chest beating against her back. She felt another hand upon her right breast while he squeezed her gently. His sweltering lips planted themselves against her neck again, and he breathed a ticklish heat against her soft and flawless skin.

		 

		“Oh Tim,” she whispered. “I want to feel you finish in me again so badly.”

		 

		That was one of the things she loved about being a female. The lust leaking from her inner lips felt amazing, and Tim fit perfectly inside of her. Her female body craved cock. Feeling the force of his strength between every thrust sent her mind into an endless bliss. Everything about her female body felt incredible.

		 

		And tonight was going to be no different. She let out a surprised moan when she finally felt Tim’s length sliding into her from behind. Her inner folds lovingly wrapped around his rod. He continued circling her clit, this time faster, while the hand groping her finally returned to her waist. “I’ll be more than happy to,” he finally whispered to her.

		 

		She placed her hands against the stone counter and felt him slowly thrusting into her. Even at this speed, the sensitivity made her wetter and wetter. The heat rushed to his circling finger as she moaned even louder. She was getting so hot at this point. “Oh my god,” she whimpered.

		 

		“You like that?”

		 

		“I fucking love it,” she said. She squeezed her soft thighs together and felt her boyfriend pushing harder into her. She felt her clit brushing against the cold counter while he steadily fucked her harder and harder. “Oh my god, Tim. Fuck me right there.”

		 

		“You feel so wet,” he said while wrapping his hands around her body. He pulled her closer to his chest while his nose and lips brushed her exposed neck. His hands were on both of her breasts now while he kneaded her hard nubs. She could feel his teeth lightly biting her. His deep grunts tickled her while she passionately moaned.

		 

		Tim placed his bare foot on the counter upon releasing her chest. He pushed Maggie’s back down and held onto her hips. She felt the coldness of the counter against her breasts while he suddenly slammed into her with a loud grunt. She moaned and stared up at Tim’s reflection. He mounted her perfectly and tightly gripped her blonde hair with a free hand. “Fuck! Pull my hair harder!”

		 

		“Take it, slut,” he teased.

		 

		“Oh fuck!” His grip tightened as his pace quickened. The sound of their skin slapping against each other echoed throughout the bathroom. The nearby window was open, yet Maggie did not care. She screamed even louder and hoped somebody would catch them. “Tim! Oh my god, yes!”

		 

		“I’m going to cum,” he said.

		 

		“Already? Oh yeah, do it. Do it!”

		 

		She felt his length reaching the deepest corners of her cunt when he let out another groan. She grinned at his reflection’s face twisting with his teeth gritting. He dominated her from behind and ravaged every inch of her delectable canal. The louder he was, the harder he pulled her hair until his powerful cock pulsated inside of her, and she felt his warm seed filling her moist crevice. His eyes seemingly rolled to the back of his head while he drained into her. She felt his fingers loosening while she slowly bounced back against his softening dick.

		 

		“Fuck,” he groaned. Taking a deep breath, the two remained in the bathroom together in complete silence for nearly a minute. She savored their stillness together. He leaned forward and planted a kiss against her shoulder. She waved her bum against him and milked whatever he had left. His hands were on her hips again, but rather than pull out and take a break, he began to grind into her. Slowly but surely, his softening cock became harder and harder.

		 

		“You’re that excited, huh?” She teased. Tim never had this type of stamina when she was not transformed. The fact that he could become hard so soon meant he really enjoyed her new body just as much as she did. Sparks of fiery pleasure began to rush through her when his length became fully erect. She rose from the counter and leaned into her boyfriend’s hard body.

		 

		Staring into the dark eyes of her reflection, she grinned playfully at herself as Tim continued to make love to her. She moaned and admired the way her body looked as her boyfriend objectified her. He made himself right at home between her legs, and she was more than willing to accommodate him. She craned her neck and stared up at the ceiling when he reached around and began rubbing her clit again.

		 

		“You know we can’t stop until I make you cum,” he told her.

		 

		This time, a wonderful heaviness was starting to build up between her naughty legs. “Oh, right there, Tim,” she moaned. “Keep fucking me right there.” It felt like his hard rod was prodding the ceiling behind her throbbing clit. “Oh my god, right there.” His warm hands began to rub her faster. She looked over her shoulder and felt his lips on hers. She moaned into him as he fucked her harder, and when her face pulled away, she could feel her face beginning to contort with every thrust. “Oh my god, Tim! Tim!”

		 

		Everything stopped counting at that point. Running away from the law, abandoning her life, and long-term goals no longer mattered to her. As she felt her eyes rolling to the back of her head, a wonderful surge of euphoria rushed through her body. She tried to suppress it, but the more she did, the worse the pressure grew. Maggie felt herself falling backwards into her boyfriend as her entire body shivered uncontrollably.

		 

		“Oh my god!” She screamed and jerked, but Tim managed to hold her in place while he continued to circle her sensitive clit. With a single thrust, she could feel his cock just barely pulsating inside of her again. Just as he did that, she felt a heavy dampness gushing out of her against the bathroom counter. Every touch felt like fiery ripples moving through her damp body while she stared into the mirror. Maggie could barely breathe as she felt her flat tummy contracting. Her boyfriend gently let her fall to the stone counter and kissed the center of her damp back.

		 

		“I can’t believe how much you squirt,” he whispered behind her neck. “It’s like you never run out.” He moved her long hair over her shoulder and kissed the back of her neck. She felt his manhood slide out of her for a brief moment before thrusting back into her again. She shivered and giggled when she realized that it was softening again between her legs. “Fuck…”

		 

		“When did you cum again?” She asked breathlessly.

		 

		“During your orgasm,” he laughed. “You noticed?”

		 

		Tim slowly slid out of her while she turned to face him. “You never get soft around me unless you cum.”

		 

		She smiled sweetly while she brushed her crevice with a finger. A gush of his seed and her filth immediately dropped to the white bathroom floor with a loud plop. She kissed his forehead while she felt more of his cum dripping down her leg.

		 

		“Yeah, I couldn’t help it,” he admitted. “You were shaking so much. You know, I think that’s the first time I’ve finished in you twice in a row.”

		 

		“How about a third time?” Maggie looked down at his cock, and when it was not becoming hard enough, she knew they were finally done. They were fucking a lot more often, but they still took minor breaks between each session. “It’s okay.”

		 

		“Sorry.”

		 

		“Don’t be,” she said quickly. “We’ve been doing this all day. Save some for later tonight.”

		 

		That was the thing about being a real woman that she loved. She could keep enjoying her new body over and over again. But even with her sexy body, Tim had his physical limits, and it was best to finally take a rest.

		 

		Tim went into the bedroom to get dressed for their dinner date downstairs, and Maggie took a quick shower to clean herself off. Neither of them could use magic without being detected, so she stuck with regular bathing to clean off the sweat and their filth. Thankfully, this hotel had a separate handheld showerhead, meaning she could clean her damp crevice really easily.

		 

		The hot water felt wonderful on her slightly tanned skin. Wiping at the curves of her body with just water, she savored the heat as she reached for the nearby handheld showerhead. She turned the knob at its base, and a stream separate from the showerhead above her began to shoot out. Maggie brought it down against her inner folds and moaned to herself.

		 

		Waves of pleasure moved through her again. The pressure from the handheld showerhead felt wonderful against her honeypot. The heat and consistent stream made her eyes close. The same pressure she had felt earlier was beginning to build up when she heard yelling from behind the shut door. Maggie tried to ignore it while she leaned into the white tiling. The naughty thoughts were flooding her mind while the stream of water pleasured her perfect body.

		 

		“Like hell you will!” Tim roared.

		 

		Her eyes widened while she turned the shower off. I can’t ignore this, she thought. Something’s happening. Steam rose in all directions around her as she stepped out of the shower and closer to the bathroom counter. She grabbed a yellow towel supplied by the hotel and quickly dried herself. There was more shouting behind the door. It sounded like Tim was yelling at somebody at their doorway. Maggie tied the towel around her chest and stepped out into the cold bedroom.

		 

		The hotel bedroom was a spacious suite with a comfortable double-sided bed beside the bathroom door. She stepped out onto a grey carpet and looked straight across the room where a single doorway led into a hallway. Beyond the hallway was the front door where a familiar man with dark brown skin had his hands around the wrinkling collar of Tim’s freshly pressed grey dress shirt.

		 

		“Come on,” Tim hissed at the man. It was Bernard, their old coworker, and when his bright green eyes fell upon her own, the corneas immediately began to glow.

		 

		“No,” Bernard said while shoving Tim into the wall. He slammed the door shut. “You guys are the ones that need to think things through. Not me. What the hell were you two thinking?”

		 

		“You’re not taking her,” Tim snapped. “Bernie, you’ve always been on good terms with us. Why ride the old man’s dick?”

		 

		“I’m not riding his dick. I’m doing my job.”

		 

		“You are,” he spat. “You’re following his orders blindly. Maggie did nothing wrong. It was all because he was being overly aggressive with her. That’s the only reason why she did it.”

		 

		“She stole from the Agency,” Bernard said. “You need to start thinking more clearly, Tim. You’re making things worse for yourself by letting your temper get the better of you. Stop letting it cloud your judgement.”

		 

		“I’m not letting you take her. You were there when he said all of those things.”

		 

		“Two negatives don’t make a right.”

		 

		Tim shook his head. “It does in my eyes.”

		 

		“If you say so,” Bernard said while rolling his eyes. “You look good, by the way, Maggie. No wonder I haven’t been able to find you. The file notes were right. I can’t sense you at all with that thing on. Does it all feel real? Or is it in your head?”

		 

		“Thanks,” Maggie said faintly. Bernard had always been cold around her, so the compliment felt forced. “It feels real.”

		 

		He slid his hands into his pockets, as if he were trying to grab something. “I guess you two have been going from hotel to hotel. I didn’t see transactions on your cards, though. Have you been stealing cash from humans?”

		 

		“I had a lot saved up,” Tim said. “How did you find us?”

		 

		“You used cash for a lot of your transactions,” Bernard said nonchalantly.

		 

		“So?” Maggie asked.

		 

		Bernard shook his head. “Nobody fucking uses cash these days. That’s what made it so suspicious. You spent over a grand at one of the other hotels in five-dollar bills, but your boyfriend over here didn’t pay the full bill. It didn’t take much for one of the employees to report it to management, and for management to report it to authorities.”

		 

		Maggie looked at Tim and frowned. “You didn’t pay one of the hotels?”

		 

		“I saw an opportunity,” her boyfriend admitted. “I get it. That was stupid of me. But I didn’t think a human crime would make it back to the Agency.”

		 

		Bernard glared at Tim. “That was just the thing. I knew you two would have to resort to crime eventually. Neither of you have a SIN number, so I can’t see either of you holding a job. Under the table jobs can only get you so far, so I used my head and looked into any human crimes related to money. Fraud, dine and dashing, and other things were what I looked at.”

		 

		“You were thorough,” Maggie admitted weakly.

		 

		“Thanks to that hotel, I was able to get a decent visual of Timothy. Even with his shaved head, he still had that same goofy square-shaped head.”

		 

		“My head isn’t square-shaped,” Tim said furiously.

		 

		Maggie caught herself getting mad for her boyfriend too until Bernard started laughing. “Well, now that I’ve finally located the both of you, I suggest coming with me. I’ll teleport us to the Agency.”

		 

		“Like hell you will,” her boyfriend hissed. “You’re not taking her away from me.”

		 

		“Oh, what’re you going to do? Attack me? The Agency will sense attack magic. Fight me? I’m stronger than you. Look, we’ve all known each other for years. Think about what you’re both doing. You’re both running away from everything with a limited amount of money. What’re you two going to do for the long-term?”

		 

		“Rot in prison? I don’t think so.” Maggie said with a shaky voice.

		 

		“Maximum sentence will be five years for you,” Bernard said. “You’ll probably get a reduced sentence if Tammie’s willing to forgive you. You’ve already been punished for killing that human by losing your job, so they can’t do anything against you there. Seriously, Maggie, don’t make this worse for yourself.”

		 

		Maggie stood in the hallway with her heart racing. It felt like the world was slowing down around her. She felt trapped and hopeless, especially when Tim gave her an unsure side glance. He doesn’t know what to do either, she realized. Bernard’s gotten to him. She took a deep breath and felt her hands beginning to shake uncontrollably.

		 

		“Okay,” Tim said softly. “You’ve made your point.”

		 

		“What?” Maggie cried.

		 

		“Maggie, this isn’t good,” he said. “The best choice right now is to reduce your sentence. If Bernie can find us, he’ll find us again. Your mask doesn’t shapeshift according to what you want. He knows what you look like now.”

		 

		“We can keep running,” Maggie insisted. “You’re playing right into his trap, Tim.”

		 

		“What trap? I’m trying to get you and Tim reduced sentences. Christ, I’ve worked with you for ages. Why would I screw you over like that? I don’t hate you guys.”

		 

		“He has a point,” Tim said. “Come on, Maggie. Let’s go.”

		 

		She felt tears bubbling from the corners of her eyes. “No.”

		 

		“Maggie…”

		 

		“No.”

		 

		Bernard sighed. “Listen to your fucking boyfriend. You don’t even know what that mask can do to you. It’s not on record. It has no paper trail. For all you know, it could be damaging you. To be honest, I think it already is. You’re not this stupid. You’re getting dumber.”

		 

		Maggie’s heart was racing even more now. On the one hand, she knew they were right. She could not do this forever, and she knew that Tim could only do this for so long. But, deep down, five years was an eternity to her, and she had a lot more that she wanted to do with the transformation mask.

		 

		Before she could say anything, a surge of pain shot through her body. She stumbled in the hallway and leaned against the nearby wall. The world was spinning beneath her feet while she struggled to keep the towel around her breasts. What the hell? Every inch of her body was tingling.

		 

		“Maggie?” Tim asked.

		 

		The transwoman rubbed at her smooth forehead and closed her eyes. “I’m fine,” she lied while she held her stomach. “Nothing’s wrong.”

		 

		Suddenly, with trembling hands, she drew her fingers up to the sides of her jaw and pulled reluctantly at the curves of her thin face. She fought her desire to remove the mask, yet it was like some overpowering force was controlling her. She’s still in here, a woman’s voice whispered from within her mind. 

		 

		Maggie stopped pulling the mask off just in time. “What the fuck?” She whispered before her fingers finished pulling the mask off. A flash of light erupted from her fingertips.  She cried out in agony as she yanked the mask completely off her face, and the rest of her body twisted and morphed.

		 

		She let out a low groan while the towel fell to her feet. They watched her hips widen and straighten while her thighs became thicker. The sound of stretching and cracking bellowed from her body while she turned back to normal. Her slightly tanned skin shifted into a paler color while another surge of pain shot through her spine. Maggie watched her naturally large breasts begin to stiffen and morph into her scarred, augmented chest. Her damp, blonde hair darkened into her ordinary brown color. After being a transformed woman for so long, she felt sick to her stomach as her beautiful, throbbing clit morphed and enlarged into her tiny cock. She felt her body jerk when her testicles descended from her feminine slit.

		 

		Interesting, I haven’t been in a transgender woman before, the voice echoed. You were a very convincing woman when you searched my apartment.

		 

		“Who are you?” Maggie asked.

		 

		“Me?” Bernard asked confusedly.

		 

		“No, not you,” she whispered while wincing. “Fuck, this hurts.”

		 

		Sorry, dear, I can’t have you in control, the voice said. Not with your organization on my tail. With your body, I can do a lot more in getting away. After being in human bodies for so long, it’s nice to be able to feel the magic flowing through me again. Maggie looked down at the pale mime-like mask and tried to pull it back on. Her hand merely twitched. Wow, you’re really hard headed. I’ve never had somebody like you struggling like this.

		 

		“Get out,” she struggled to whisper.

		 

		A loud, hysterical scream echoed within her mind as her eyes rolled to the back of her head. She abruptly found herself over a frozen pond with the snow falling all around her. In the distance, dead and dark trees swayed in the powerful gusts of wind blowing directly against her face. She held her hands out in front of her to shield herself from the freezing air when the sound of cracking came from beneath her feet. She shook her head frantically and found herself in the hallway again.

		 

		Very interesting, the voice laughed. You’re stronger than you seem. Let’s try that again.

		 

		“No, we won’t try that again,” Maggie softly murmured.

		 

		“Something’s happening to your girlfriend. It might be the mask.”

		 

		“It isn’t the mask,” Tim insisted. “She took it off. Maggie, babe, what’s the matter?”

		 

		“Get … away … from me.” Maggie whimpered.

		 

		“Maggie?”

		 

		Maggie frantically shook her head. She took a step forward as the cold air hardened her nubs. “Please, listen to me,” she said quietly. “You have to get away. I don’t know what the voice is … try … trying to do.”

		 

		There was a throbbing pain at the back of her head as the item whispered ominously towards her. Her body felt covered with sweat while she looked up at Bernard and Tim again with widened eyes. A smile curled over her lips as she fully lost control. She began focusing her energy. The last thing Maggie could see was a flash of orange light emerging from her palms as she threw a spear of fire in their direction. The transwoman summoned every ounce of strength to scream as loudly as she could, yet her lips only quivered. Just before she saw the flames hit their targets, the world suddenly darkened around her.

		 

		


		 

		Tammie Plott

		The bright white lights of the infirmary were still bothering her eyes, so she kept them closed for most of the day. Her entire body felt so sensitive after undergoing emergency organ repairs. Even then, the constant throbbing of pain along her back and ribs made it difficult to sleep, so she constantly felt sleepy during her stay. The Agency doctors told her that she was in a coma for two and half weeks, yet it felt even longer than that to the old woman.

		 

		Tammie vaguely remembered Maggie casting magic. She remembered the cracking sensation and the taste of blood gushing from her mouth when she finally fell to the ground. Thankfully, one of the lab technicians acted quickly and brought her to the infirmary just in time. The doctors were able to save her organs through magic while she was conscious, and they were also able to stabilize her mind until she finally fell into her deep sleep. They could not start treating her broken bones with magic until after she came out of her coma because of the dangers of shattering her unconscious mind by accident.

		 

		Christopher came to visit her at some point during that day. Tammie had no way of truly knowing what time of day it was since there were no windows in this part of the building, but she could tell that it was sometime in the late afternoon or early evening since the old witch hunting detective reeked of cigarette smoke. He always smoked heavily during the afternoon.

		 

		“Hey, how’re you feeling?” He asked her.

		 

		“I think I’m doing better,” she said. “The doctors mentioned that I might be getting out tonight.”

		 

		“That’s good. I was worried for you.”

		 

		“Where’s Bernard and Tim?” Tammie asked when he both sat beside her bed.

		 

		The old man sighed. “You remember what happened, right?” Christopher tiredly asked. He looked like he was losing more sleep than usual. His tie looked loose around his neck, and his white dress shirt was baggy and untucked in some places. His eyes also looked a little pink. “After Maggie attacked you, she ran away. Tim came with her.”

		 

		“Is Tim being charged too?” Tammie asked worriedly. Tim was her favorite out of the junior detectives. He had a temper, but he was sweet when she saw him in the hallway.

		 

		“The worst the Agency can charge him with is assisting in a theft,” he answered. “Anyway, we’ve been hunting Maggie and Tim down for three weeks now. Bernard’s actually following a lead right now. We think they went to Canada. I had him assigned to the search right after he searched a suspect’s home.”

		 

		“What about Alex?”

		 

		“He’s keeping an eye on a suspect. Alex managed to read our suspect’s mind after gaining her trust. We know that the mask and an emerald are linked together. He couldn’t read her mind completely, but he has a few details for us now.”

		 

		“Who is the suspect again? The young woman with long black hair?”

		 

		“Yes, Kelly Manderley,” he said. “But we know that she’s actually Annette Benhaim.”

		 

		“The older woman who died, right?”

		 

		“The very same,” the detective said. “We think the emerald and the mask are what allowed her to permanently steal Kelly’s body. I think Maggie’s keeping the mask since it’s been transforming her into a female. She took what I said too harshly.” His eyes lowered. “We exchanged a few fiery words, and then she stole the mask after attacking you. I’m sorry.”

		 

		“It’s not your fault, dear,” Tammie said rubbing at her painful eyes. “You can’t predict the future. Nobody can.” She pulled the sheets up her body to shield herself from the cold air that had drifted into the room. The infirmary was extremely warm until the doorway opened to let people through. “Is the suspect still detained?”

		 

		“No, we let her free,” Christopher said. “We’re keeping a close eye on her, though. Me and Alex tricked her into thinking she had a lawyer.”

		 

		“A lawyer?”

		 

		“You know how he can read minds fairly well? He can’t do that unless a person trusts him. Once he had that requirement out of the way, seeing parts of her mind was easy. He couldn’t tell where she hid the emerald, though, so he’s been monitoring her. I looked into it a little more, and it turns out we had just cause to keep her detained. But we wanted the emerald.”

		 

		“Why don’t you read her mind again?”

		 

		“Either a loss of trust or a strong mind,” Christopher admitted. “After Bernard searched her apartment, and after Alex brought her home, she must’ve caught whiff of something. She’s been paranoid ever since she was released.”

		 

		“What about the dead human?” Tammie asked suddenly. Everything was finally coming back to her. “What did the Agency Board end up doing?”

		 

		“We’ve manufactured a missing person’s case,” Christopher said. “If we find a suitable cause of death, we’ll place the body elsewhere. I think we have bigger problems than that right now, though. What do you remember about your research?”

		 

		The old woman’s head throbbed. She remembered spending hours trying to figure out the origin of the mask. The only thing she could find was that it was not an established magical item. The majority of magical items were documented in a book or catalogue as a result of hundreds of years of research, yet this particular mask had no known history.

		 

		Tammie knew that it was of demonic origin, though. She could see the appeal of a person using it to enhance their beauty or life. She had initially placed it on her face to test it when she was alone, and she immediately noticed a shift in her aura. She lost full control for a brief moment, and by the time she could move around, she was already beginning to transform. Her long, silver hair shifted into a black, silky color before she managed to rip the mask away from her face.

		 

		The reason why she knew it was demonic was due to both the shift in her aura and the way the mask could do this over and over again without losing its speed or effectiveness in transforming. All transformation masks had some sort of mystical energy storage that depleted over time. To Tammie’s knowledge, the mask would not have been able to keep trying to attach to her face indefinitely unless there was a massive energy source to power it. The mask was alive.

		 

		Despite not being able to find anything specific about the mask through her studies, Tammie was able to identify key themes in African artifacts. Magical items from Africa involving great benefits would always have a corrupting aspect. One of the reasons why so many people avoided classifying African artifacts was because of the evils some of them possessed. As a result, many magical items were destroyed over the centuries, and the continuous wars by mankind ensured that this remained consistent for years to come.

		 

		“The mask is likely altering Maggie’s personality,” Tammie said. “We need to get that mask away from her before she does anything to permanently criminalize her.”

		 

		“Altering her personality?” Christopher asked. “That would make sense. When she had her outburst, it was completely out of character. Tim’s usually the one that explodes like that. Unless his personality is finally rubbing off on her.”

		 

		“I admittedly tried half-putting the mask on,” Tammie continued. “A few times, actually. But I knew it was doing something to me, so I immediately pried it away. The mask likely transforms its user into an ideal version of that person in exchange for either soul power or something else. I don’t know the long-term effects. I just know that there’s a cost to wearing that mask.” The old woman cradled her head with her palms as she quietly groaned. Her head was throbbing even harder now. “I knew something was wrong when she attacked me.”

		 

		“There haven’t been any reports of humans or other witches being attacked yet,” the old detective said. “We’ll be able to get that mask back. Maggie will do her time for stealing and we’ll all go back to living life.”

		 

		Pushing the covers away from her body, Tammie was about to sit up from her infirmary bed when the door slammed open, causing a massive gust of freezing air to flush into the room. She immediately sank back into the warm sheets and looked towards the open doorway.

		 

		There was an extremely short man wearing a red checkered shirt tucked into wrinkled blue jeans too tight for his thighs. He was a familiar individual with a shiny bald head and tanned skin. It took Tammie a few seconds for her to realize that it was Joseph, an Agency Observer who helped monitor suspicious magical activity.

		 

		“Joseph, what’s the matter?”

		 

		“Captain Detective Christopher, sir,” the man panted. “Bernard and Tim have been killed.” Tammie’s eyes widened as she looked to Christopher. The old detective’s face stiffened with surprise, fear, or something else. The old woman could not tell. “I’m sorry.”

		 

		“What … happened?” The old detective struggled to ask.

		 

		“We don’t know,” Joseph said. “We need you to figure that out. We have the coordinates that one of the other detectives marked. Bernie called HQ saying that the Vancouver lead was a mislead, and that the trail had been fabricated. Tim and Maggie were in Salt Lake City the entire time. We couldn’t detect Tim since he hadn’t used magic until just before he died.”

		 

		“They must’ve fought,” Christopher said dumbfoundedly. “I … I specifically told Bernard not to engage. He was only supposed to locate them after he found nothing at Kelly Manderley’s home. He must’ve tried talking them into turning themselves in.”

		 

		“Don’t jump to conclusions, dear,” Tammie said softly. “We don’t know the details. That’s what we have to find out now.”

		 

		“Captain Detective Christopher, sir,” Joseph began to say. “My supervisor mentioned sending for you right away. Would you like me to provide you with the coordinates?”

		 

		Tammie studied Christopher’s frozen face. The old detective looked lost in his thoughts until he nodded and rose from his seat. The door closed shut, and Tammie could feel the cold air rushing at her bed again. The sound of silence was deafening while she stared up at the ceiling. Wiping the side of her face, she felt the wet tears dribbling from the corners of her eyes. She began to sob while she pulled the sheets over her head What is this world coming to?

		 

		


		 

		Christopher Hitch

		The Agency’s security staff made sure none of the hotel guests would interfere with the crime scene. They stood at the entrance in their black dress suits while humans peered at the heightened protection for the room. From their perspective, it was a simple crime scene.

		 

		Christopher walked down a hallway covered with scorch marks and holes everywhere. The carpet was an ashy mess beneath his black dress shoes as he unbuttoned his black trench coat. The smell of burnt flesh only grew stronger when he entered the bedroom.

		 

		There was a shattered window on the opposite end of the room. Despite the lack of light outside, he could see the snow getting worse and worse as some flakes managed to blow in. Beneath the window was a single body twisted and horrifically burned in multiple areas. His dark dress pants were completely singed away in most spots, and there was a single hole at the center of his chest. Bernard, Christopher thought painfully. You weren’t supposed to engage them.

		 

		Bernard’s arms and legs were broken and twisted at the joints. The young detective was known for his physical strength, so the fact that he was physically outmatched meant that either the killer had immense strength and dealt the damage during a physical fight, or his arms and legs were broken after his death. The hole has burnt edges. This was Maggie’s doing. But why mutilate him further?

		 

		Alex must have heard about the fight, because he was at the hotel room before Christopher was able to arrive. “Tim is in the bathroom, sir,” Alex said shakily. “But there’s something else that we need to talk about.”

		 

		There was something wrong. Alex’s long, brown hair looked messy, and his face looked exhausted. His eyes looked wide with fright, and his hands seemed to be shaking. He’s afraid of what I’ll say, he realized. “What is it?”

		 

		“I got the emerald.”

		 

		The old detective’s eyes immediately lit up. “You managed to find it? Holy shit! Where is it?”

		 

		“I found it and left it at HQ for Tammie to look at when she’s up,” Alex struggled to say. “I … Annette Benhaim used it to abandon Kelly Manderley’s body. I couldn’t’ stop her.”

		 

		“You WHAT?”

		 

		Alex flinched. “She moved too fast. I didn’t realize that she could initiate the spell so quickly.”

		 

		Christopher could feel his blood pressure rising, but he knew that he had to contain himself. Losing his temper on Alex would have left him all alone to deal with the case, and he needed all the help he could get. The junior detective was the only person he had left in his team.

		 

		“What about Kelly’s body?”

		 

		“Kelly hasn’t come back to her body,” Alex said. “She’s at the infirmary on life support, but the doctors said that they won’t keep her on it beyond ten days. Things got more complicated when her boyfriend’s brother came looking for her. I had to knock him out. He’s getting his mind wiped about her right now.”

		 

		The old detective sighed. “We’ll talk about this back at the HQ,” he said. “I’m not overly pissed. You didn’t know what would happen.”

		 

		“I approached her too soon and let her use the spell too quickly. I was careless.”

		 

		“You’ve never seen it before. Don’t blame yourself.”

		 

		The old detective moved to the bathroom as the junior detective stood to the side. It took Christopher a few seconds longer to realize who the other dead body was with his shaved head, but he eventually realized that it really was Tim. He was on the ground with a single hole in his chest. Unlike Bernard, it looked like Tim was not as badly injured.

		 

		He stepped out of the washroom and looked at Alex. “We’ll have to get Bernard autopsied, but I’m fairly sure his cause of death is going to be the same as Tim’s. A projectile strike to the chest with burnt flesh. That’s Maggie’s signature move.”

		 

		“Maggie,” Alex struggled to say. “I can’t believe she’d do this. But … but it isn’t her. It’s probably Annette Benhaim. She’s controlling her. Maggie would have never resorted to flat out murder, especially not against her boyfriend. She’s worked with us for way too long. It has to be the suspect.”

		 

		“We’ll worry about that later,” Christopher finally said when Joseph stepped into the room. “What do you know so far?”

		 

		“We know somebody used teleportation magic to leave this place,” Joseph said. “None of the cameras show the suspect actually leaving the hotel room. According to our reports, we believe the attacker teleported across the city.” Reaching into the black bag around his left shoulder, he pulled out a stack of photographs of a busty woman with long, blonde hair entering the hotel with Tim. “Courtesy of the hotel’s cameras.”

		 

		Alex looked through the photos carefully, while the old detective stepped closer to Bernard’s body. The horrifying injuries made his chest twist painfully. The young detective had gone through an immeasurable amount of pain, as evident by the dry tears running down his dark face. Christopher had seen terrible things in his time as a detective, but seeing a team member like this made him think of his dead sons.

		 

		It was a snowy night when it happened as well. He remembered the screams and the cries for help. He could feel the cold air rushing all around him while he tried to run to his sons. A cackle echoed all around him while the sky became red with streams of their blood. There were people behind him frantically yelling to his sons, but the only response they got was gurgling.

		 

		“What now, boss?” Alex asked. “We have what Maggie looks like. We can track her more easily now with the city’s cameras.”

		 

		“She won’t be able to use magic with the mask on her face,” the old detective said. “Maggie will look like Maggie. We need to trace her now, and I think she’ll be using magic a lot more now that Annette’s in her body. We just have to wait.”

		 

		“Seriously?”

		 

		Christopher looked at the Agency Observer. “Joseph, can you teleport us back to HQ?”

		 

		The man nodded and brought his hands together. While they waited, Christopher reached into his pocket and pulled out a pack of cigarettes. He pulled one out before putting the pack away. Placing the white cigarette between his lips, he brought his left hand’s thumb up to the tip and allowed a flash of fire to light it up. He sucked at it and exhaled a plume of grey smoke out of the window as a flash of white light blanketed the room behind him.

		 

		


		 

		Annette Benhaim

		It was going to take a while for her to get used to being a transwoman, but she always became accustomed to her new bodies in the end.

		 

		Annette crossed her smooth legs and sat at the bar with a glass of water. Rowdy cheers and yells could be heard from across the room where a birthday party was being held. She looked over a few times and felt like using magic to ruin their fun, but she ended up leaving them alone. They’ll be able to sense me more easily, she thought. I can’t risk getting caught until I seal my soul.

		 

		On the floor to her left was a black suitcase containing everything she could take from the hotel room. Snacks, four thousand dollars in cash, clothes, and the Mask of Desire were all she could get, and they were all she needed until she could permanently seal herself in Maggie’s body. After, I’ll need to pay the Agency a visit for my emerald.

		 

		Long, brown hair fell to her shapely breasts as she adjusted the red, sparkling dress around her shapely hips. It had been several hours since her fight against the two detectives from the Agency, and her new body had recovered quite well after sustaining a few minor bruises. That was the wonderful thing about being a witch again. The healing magic she once knew decades ago was finally useful again. Prior to teleporting away, she healed her injuries and fixed herself up.

		 

		Before coming to this hole in the wall, she quickly adjusted one of Maggie’s dresses to fit her body better. A little magic here and there to alter the clothes was easy enough for the old witch. The young transwoman had purchased a vast quantity of clothing that fit her transformed body perfectly, but none of them seemed to fit Maggie’s original form. The silly girl had replaced everything to accommodate her new figure.

		 

		Dealing with Maggie constantly fighting for control was something she was not expecting. While she knew that her lack of astral projection over the past three weeks would have made the possession more difficult, she was not expecting the witch to be able to overpower her powerful mind.

		 

		The old woman had shared bodies with her victims before when she did not visit them through the emerald prior to possession. She usually still managed to keep their minds suppressed. But Maggie constantly tried to regain control, and it was starting to get really annoying. Annette could feel it in her twitching fingers. Thankfully, the transwoman’s mind had a limited amount of energy, and Annette came out stronger in the end. She just had to keep suppressing her.

		 

		She sipped from her glass while the bartender dealt with a customer down the bar as Maggie cried in her mind. “Oh, shut up,” the old woman said quietly. “It’ll all be over soon. Don’t you worry. I’ll take good care of your body.”

		 

		Why are you doing this to me? You had a new body already, Maggie thought.

		 

		“I really did like that body,” the old woman answered. “I had some of the best sex in that thing. But you know how human bodies are. They’re not very good when it comes to magic.” She leaned into the bar counter and smiled sweetly at the bartender while he talked to a group of college girls. “All women. I haven’t seen a single guy aside from the bartender.”

		 

		Why do you care? Are you trying to have sex in my body?

		 

		“I am. The Mask of Desire was only enough to weaken your soul. Once you shrank just enough, I cozied on in.”

		 

		Mask of Desire? That’s what it’s called?

		 

		“Sadly, by itself, it’s not enough to permanently seal me inside of you. Once I get somebody to fuck this body, I’m going to be a permanent fixture. I just need a man to cum inside of me. Those women won’t do.”

		 

		The Agency’s going to be hunting you down, Maggie thought. You know you can’t run forever. Even with magic.

		 

		“That’s where you’re wrong,” Annette whispered when she doublechecked her surroundings to make sure nobody was watching her talk to herself. “I’m not your typical witch. Your generation’s pitiful when it comes to magic. I come from a world where magic was the only way one could survive.”

		 

		They’ll never let you steal my body, Maggie said miserably.

		 

		“But I already have,” the old woman cooed. “Besides, let’s assume you manage to get your body back. You’ve killed your boyfriend. You’ve killed your coworker. You’ve killed my previous body’s human boyfriend. You’ve attacked another coworker to steal my mask. Your life is over.”

		 

		Wait, how do you know about all of that other stuff?

		 

		“Your memories slowly show up the longer I’m in your body,” she answered. “Usually, it’s instant, but you’re still in here with me. For now.”

		 

		Annette laughed to herself and had to cover her mouth to hide her glee. Hearing Maggie cry made her feel great. She was about to keep making fun of the transwoman when a young man with orange hair sat down beside her. The smell of a sweet and overpowering cologne flooded the air while she shifted her body towards him. His blue eyes briefly glanced down at her chest and legs before he smiled at her.

		 

		“Hey, I noticed you seemed pretty lonely over here. Want some company?”

		 

		“I’d love some company,” Annette said. “My name’s Maggie.”

		 

		No, you’re not me! The transwoman screamed.

		 

		“Charlie.” He leaned back and looked at the luggage beside her stool. “Are you from out of town?”

		 

		“I actually am. I just flew in a few hours ago. Are you alone?”

		 

		He shook his head. “I’m actually here with a couple of my friends. We’re actually seated in the far corner if you were interested in joining us. It’s my buddy’s birthday.”

		 

		Annette rose a brow and looked to the far corner of the room where a group of drunk guys were shouting and yelling. It was where the birthday party was being held, but it had devolved into something chaotic towards the end of the night. “I’ll be honest. I’m more interested in staying over here.”

		 

		“Shy?”

		 

		“I guess you could say that,” she answered while taking a sip of water. “They’re a little too loud. I guess you could also say that I’m more interested in just talking to you. Fewer distractions if we do it over here.”

		 

		The man grinned. He knew exactly what she was talking about. “You’re really direct.”

		 

		“Are you intimidated?”

		 

		He leaned forward, and she could smell his manly musk within the sea of cologne. “Nope, just really intrigued. I like assertiveness in a girl. You don’t see that often.”

		 

		It isn’t me, Maggie sobbed dreadfully.

		 

		“I’m glad,” she lied. “Most guys get turned off.”

		 

		If he had used a lot less cologne, she would have liked him a lot better. He was a broad-shouldered man who was nearly double her height. His cute smile and unshaken gaze were all drowned out by his poor choice of cologne. He had to have been nineteen or twenty.

		 

		“I have a place rented across the street,” he told her. “Want to stop by there? I’d love to talk to you in private. Get to know you better.”

		 

		No! Maggie screamed. The old woman could feel her squirming in her head. No! No! No!

		 

		“I’d love that,” Annette said with her fingers quivering. She grabbed the handle of her luggage. Just when Maggie was about to seize back control, the old witch waved her hand and strengthened her mind. She could feel the transwoman noiselessly wriggling even more now, but it was all futile. Smiling delightedly, she got up and followed the man out of the bar to hopefully get fucked in her new body.

		 

		


		 

		Maggie Popov

		Maggie found herself on her hands and knees in her black lace bra. For a moment, she forgot what was going on before realizing it was Tim’s birthday. How’d I forget? All she could think about now was the warmth of Tim’s smile as she held the hilt of his dick. He reached forward and grabbed her brown hair to tug her mouth closer to his tip. She playfully slid his dome across her cheek before giving the bottom a lick. “I can’t wait to have you inside me.”

		 

		She watched his face twist wonderfully when she playfully flicked her tongue against his dome. He casually leaned back in his chair once her luscious lips sank down upon his veiny length. She sucked hard and slowly while her eyes watched him in his bliss. He loved the warmth of her wet mouth. Her freshly painted red nails lightly grazed his soft sack while she swallowed the copious amounts of precum coming from his tip.

		 

		“You have so much precum,” she giggled when she pulled away. “I need to make you abstain more often.” She took a deep breath before swallowing him whole again.

		 

		“Fuck,” he groaned, his head craning upwards. “Maggie…” Her head moved faster while he reached over to a dresser beside them. She felt the rigidness prodding the entrance to her throat as she moaned and gurgled into him. He pulled out a black bottle of lubricant and poured some into the palm of his hand. She obediently leaned back as he began to stroke his shaft. “Get on the bed.”

		 

		“No,” Maggie found herself saying while she got up. “Stay right there. It’s your birthday. I’m not letting you do any work today.”

		 

		A naughty smile stretched across her lips while she took a step away from him for a brief moment. She reached behind her and slowly pulled out the white, puffy tail sticking out of her ass. Her hole felt large enough now as she threw the butt plug to the side. She brushed his black hair to the side and kissed his forehead. “I’m going to ride you.”

		 

		The excited smile over his face made her face flush with excitement. “Are you stretched enough, though?”

		 

		“It’s big enough,” she said while removing her bra. She wrapped the lace material around his neck and pushed forward, causing his neck to move back a bit. “Sit still.” Her small cock hardened while she hovered over his lap.

		 

		She loved watching him relax and listen to her orders. She felt his warm hands squeezing the curves of her thighs and ass while she felt his dome pushing against her slick hole. She slowly sank down, the thickness of his length stretching her asshole further as she moaned. Inch by inch, she felt her hole’s walls squeezing his length while his face twisted with pleasure. Once he was all the way in, she unwrapped the bra from his neck and threw it to the side of the room.

		 

		She carefully leaned into him and began to gently swing her hips. Her length lightly flopped up and down, the tip of her rod dripping with her musky fluids with every movement. Leaning forward, his hot tongue circled her two bouncing nubs before he gave her ass a light slap.

		 

		“Oh baby, hit me harder,” she moaned excitedly. The second slap sent ripples through her body. She began to move faster. “Harder.” The third slap made her bounce against him faster now. His hands worked their way up to her hips and squeezed her skin gently. Her flapping dick made her boyfriend’s hard abs shimmer. “Do you like it when my dick slaps against you like that?”

		 

		“You’re dripping all over me,” he said when he abruptly pulled his left hand away from her hip. He grabbed her shaft as she let out a surprised moan. He began to stroke her.

		 

		“I said I wasn’t letting you do any work today.” Maggie pouted.

		 

		“Do you want me to stop?” He asked while she rode his wonderful cock. Her precum was all over his hand.

		 

		“No,” she moaned. “I want you to keep going. I want to cum at the same time as you.”

		 

		She bounced even harder against him. The chair creaked beneath them as the two lost themselves in their lust. Maggie leaned forward and planted a long, deep kiss against her boyfriend’s lips when she felt the pressure between her legs beginning to worsen. Her shaft was beginning to jerk. “Fuck … I’m going to cum, baby.”

		 

		“Yeah? I’m about to fucking fill you up.”

		 

		“Oh baby,” she giggled. “Fucking breed me.”

		 

		Maggie’s eyes suddenly widened. Fucking breed me? She thought. Her hips began to slow down, and she immediately knew something was wrong. She had forgotten something, and now she was steadily starting to remember. This already happened. Oh my god, no, but it feels so real. Where’s the mask?

		 

		Just before she could feel his seed filling her asshole up, the world began to spin around her as she let out a howling scream. Maggie wanted to cry when she returned to the nightmare she had repeatedly tried running from. Not again, she thought unhappily. The frozen ice beneath her bare feet loudly began to crack. She let out a frantic cry as she began to sprint. She knew it was futile, but she had to try. She had to try getting away. I can’t let her win.

		 

		The cracks followed her until she reached the edge of the pond, only for two black hands to shoot up from the ice and pull her down by her ankles into the swirling, freezing waters below.

		 

		The hands pulled her down to the bottom of the pond, where her transformation mask hovered just in front of her face. She stared at it with bubbles flying in all directions. “Wear me if you wish to leave,” a deep voice whispered from the mask’s lips. “Wear me if you wish to become her forever.”

		 

		Fuck off, she thought bitterly again. The mask had said the same thing to her nearly a dozen times since her body had been possessed. The ominous eye sockets peered into her soul and judged her for what she had done. Maggie had done so many horrible things because of this mask. Everything had been fine with her before she stole it.

		 

		Despite what Christopher may have thought, she was a woman, and Tim had been perfectly happy with her current body. But the mask had tainted her desires and altered her personality. She let it control her by giving her a fake sense of beauty. Christopher doesn’t think that, she thought. He doesn’t hate me. I was the one who snapped at him.

		 

		A sense of guilt made her chest feel heavy while she kept her hands to herself. Maggie’s life only worsened with every use of the mask. After becoming possessed by Annette and killing Tim and Bernard, she felt like everything was so hopeless. She was destroying everything around her, and she saw no hope of redemption.

		 

		“Wear me if you wish to leave,” the voice said again.

		 

		I’m not going to wear you. I don’t need you. Her legs remained helplessly stuck to the pond’s underwater floor. She held her breath and felt her head beginning to swell while she tried to break free. I need to concentrate again. I need to keep trying. She tried using magic every single time to try regaining control of her body, but she was noticing that the duration of her repossessions was becoming shorter as time went on.

		 

		“Wear me if you wish to become her forever.”

		 

		But her control’s getting stronger, she realized bitterly when she kicked at the dark tendrils holding her to the bottom of the pond. I’m not going to be able to be able to keep this up.

		 

		Maggie closed her eyes and forced her hands into fists. A faint, yellow glow emerged from her palms, and a bubble of air immediately surrounded her head. She breathed in sharply until her energy failed her again, causing the bubble of air to float to the cracked, frozen surface.

		 

		She stared at her hands and sobbed helplessly at the bottom of the lake. I hate my life. I hate my life. I hate my life. She shut her eyes. I hate my life. I hate my life. She caught herself wanting to feel Tim’s strong arms around her waist. She wanted to feel the heat of his lips pressing into her from behind. She wanted to feel the rigidity of his rod as he made love to her in their bed at home. Maggie wanted to feel his cum dribbling into her while he stroked her to orgasm.

		 

		“I love you,” Tim’s voice whispered in her head.

		 

		Maggie let out an enraged scream that became drowned out by the water. She brought her hands together, and a flash of white light emerged all around her. A single oval emerged just in front of the floating mask. Dark whispers steadily became louder, and soon the shadows of the pond were screaming at her. She pulled at the oval as it expanded, and the black tendrils around her ankles began to recede into the ground. Dark dirt muddied the waters around her as she pulled herself closer and closer through the oval until she suddenly awoke in her body again.

		 

		What the hell? Annette whispered.

		 

		Maggie stood in a living room that she did not recognize. Sitting on a black leather couch in front of her was the orange-haired man taking his shirt off. She stared down at him with trembling hands and noticed her black luggage beside him. The body thief was trying to fight for control, and the transwoman could feel her freedom slipping away from her again. She let out another agonizing scream.

		 

		“Are you alright?” The orange-haired man asked.

		 

		What are you doing? Annette asked. You know this is helpless. You can’t keep me suppressed. I’m stronger than you.

		 

		Maggie focused every ounce of her energy into the palms of her hands. An orange glow emerged, and the old woman in her mind let out a scream. Stop! STOP! They’ll know we’re here!

		 

		“That’s the plan,” she struggled to say.

		 

		“W-What’s the plan?” The man asked.

		 

		Before he could get his answer, Maggie let an enormous plume of orange and blue fire engulf the room around her. The man barely let out a dying scream of terror as the witch spun in a complete circle. The plume cut through all of the walls like a knife through butter as an intense heat engulfed the entire home.

		 

		Suddenly, the ground began to shake. She looked around and moved to the nearest balcony window and peered outside. She was in an apartment building of some sort, and the moment she realized this was the moment she began to hear something heavy falling from above. Maggie had cut through the support beams for every floor above her, and the sound of falling debris was beginning to roar all around her.

		 

		This is it, she thought. This is how I die. Hundreds in exchange for you, Annette.

		 

		Maggie purposely remained at the center of the room with a smirk on her face. But, before she could purposely kill herself with Annette trapped inside, the old witch regained control. She brought her shaking hands together and leaned forward. Her body immediately teleported to the streets below while she turned to look at a towering apartment building collapsing into itself in the distance. Pedestrians pointed and screamed while clouds of dust shot in every direction.

		 

		“You stupid girl,” she screamed. “Do you realize what you’ve done? They know where we are!”

		 

		And soon you’ll be able to face justice, Maggie said. The Agency will sense the magic I just used. They’re likely on their way.

		 

		“You couldn’t have just let me enjoy your life. You couldn’t have just given me what I wanted. You fucking bitch.”

		 

		Not having control sucks, doesn’t it? Maggie said spitefully.

		 

		“You didn’t even grab your things,” she said. “My mask was in there. The mask you loved so dearly.”

		 

		Let it burn, Maggie bitterly hissed as the streets became littered with bright white portals. She felt her body glaring angrily as she spun around. Multiple men in black body armor and gas masks emerged from every portal. Following perfect coordination, at least a dozen of them surrounded the intersections down the road and summoned a tall, blood red barrier of light that began to surround the area.

		 

		They were the Agency’s Operatives, a group of witch hunters specializing in high profile imprisonments and executions, and they were here for her.

		 

		Annette’s trembling hands came together, and a bright white light emerged from her hands. She began to summon a teleportation portal when the light immediately faded away. She frantically looked up and swore in a language that Maggie did not understand. The blood red barrier of light had extended above her. It’s no use, the young transwoman said. You can’t escape using magic. You’ve summoned the wrath of the Agency, and that’s an Anti-Teleportation Barrier.

		 

		“Fuck you,” Annette roared. “You did this! Not me!”

		 

		You’re me now, remember? Maggie thought playfully.

		 

		The body thief looked in every direction again. Clouds of white and grey dust were drifting onto the open streets while cars drove by in the ensuing chaos. There were screams in the distance, and phones beginning to record her. Dozens of civilians were running away from the collapsing apartment building as Maggie felt a strange, invisible aura beginning to surround her. The old woman was conjuring an ancient spell that she could not recognize.

		 

		Annette sneered and prepared to defend herself.

		 

		


		 

		Tammie Plott

		It was late at night when she finally managed to return to her library. The infirmary fully discharged her after her latest checkup, so she was finally free to go home.

		 

		Her time in the infirmary had left her back sore and her mind dull. Too groggy to return home, she went straight to her safe space. The familiar scent of old paper and lost knowledge immediately sharpened her mind, and she felt a burst of energy waking her up. She walked past the towering bookshelves and forgot she was in pain still. Some shelves were empty, and stacks of fallen books had been placed at the end of each aisle. Some of the bookshelves looked cracked in some spots too.

		 

		It saddened her when she realized how much of a mess Maggie had left behind. Tammie had read every single book during her decades at the Agency, and she never grew tired of losing herself in the stories and memoires of the long deceased and knowledgeable. So many memories, and Maggie had almost destroyed everything here.

		 

		Tammie knew she could not dwell on it, though. She had to focus on the green emerald in her hand. The nurses gave it to me right away, she thought. I can tell they want an answer right away. The ridges felt pointed and straight, and there was a strange, ominous glow in its surface while she held it towards the ceiling. It shimmered beautifully while she lowered it in front of her.

		 

		“Tammie!” Carlos, an extremely skinny man in a white lab coat, yelled excitedly from the corner of the room. He had his brown eyes buried behind a book when she walked by. “I’m so happy you’re okay!”

		 

		“You’re here late. What happened here while I was gone?”

		 

		“You don’t remember?”

		 

		“I remember bits and pieces here and there.”

		 

		Carlos shook his head. “After you were knocked out, one of the detectives used magic to knock everything to the ground. Thankfully, none of the books were permanently damaged.” He scratched the side of his head. “Actually, a few books were damaged beyond repair, but none of them were important.”

		 

		“All of these books are important,” she said defensively. “You never know when you might need them. If possible, we need to make a list of the heavily damaged books to try replacing them.”

		 

		“Understood. Also, I’m sorry this place is still such a mess. I’m the only one trying to reorganize everything.”

		 

		The old woman smiled sweetly. “You’ve done well, considering you’ve been alone. Is my lab okay?”

		 

		“Your lab’s probably the only thing intact,” he admitted. “I gave it a good cleaning, so it’s ready for your whenever you need it. Did you end up getting that mask back?”

		 

		“Maggie still has it,” she said softly. “But we’ll get it back. I have something else to study now.” She held up the emerald in front of his face. “I believe I already know what it is. We just need to find a way to activate it.”

		 

		“An astral projection crystal? I haven’t seen an emerald version of one. It looks South European. Or maybe African.”

		 

		“I’ll be in the lab if you end up looking for me,” she said. “I have work to do.”

		 

		Carlos nodded to her as she walked through an open metal doorway leading into her little laboratory. It was here where the Agency analyzed magical items and other objects related to Agency cases. Tammie was a forensic technician who provided an endless amount of information from her library of knowledge, and she knew she was one of the best.

		 

		Once she got to her favorite table, she set the emerald down. She knew exactly what it was for, especially since astral projection crystals were a common item in the witch world. Unlike the mask she had been studying all those weeks ago, this emerald actually had an enormous amount of energy deep within its hard edges.

		 

		Like all astral projection crystals, the warm energy formed an invisible pathway directly into the sky that one could sense. She opened a nearby drawer and pulled out four, pink candles the size of hockey pucks. She placed one on each side of the emerald and snapped her fingers. A burst of fire blew out of her fingertips and immediately lit up the candles.

		 

		These types of crystals always needed a natural source of light. Fire was the most natural of all sources of light, and astral projection crystals heavily benefited from their presence. She had no idea how the mask worked, but these types of crystals were such a common item in the witch world that there were fields dedicated to their study.

		 

		Among the most well-known facts about these items was that astral projection crystals and stones activated through concentration, energy, blood, or a combination of several. Aside from energy activation, one technically did not have to be a witch to be able to use these types of crystals. Because their suspect was a human, she could rule out energy activation entirely. That only left concentration activation, blood activation, or both.

		 

		Tammie was observing the emerald again when Christopher and Alex entered the room. Ignoring them, she closed her eyes and concentrated as hard as she could. She focused on Maggie or entering the astral field. It felt like minutes had passed by when she acknowledged the patient men.

		 

		“Is it true?” The old woman finally asked.

		 

		“It is,” Alex said sadly.

		 

		“Tim and Bernard were both killed by Maggie,” Christopher said. “I don’t know the reasoning. I don’t know what led to the fight. But an altercation happened. And we know for a fact that Annette is inside of Maggie’s body now.”

		 

		“What about Kelly Manderley? Does she have her body back?”

		 

		Alex shook his head. “Her body had no brain activity. I think Kelly’s soul might be in the mask. I’m not so sure. All I know is that her body’s in the infirmary on life support.” He rubbed the side of his head. “I really fucked up.”

		 

		“No use dwelling on it now,” Christopher said sadly. “Besides, you’re not the only one who fucked up. If I acted fast enough, none of this would have happened.”

		 

		“You couldn’t have acted fast enough,” Tammie insisted.

		 

		The old detective shook his head. “I didn’t act fast enough. I delayed Maggie’s sentencing for way too long. Now, we need to focus on locating Annette. We have no idea what she’ll be capable of now that she’s in a witch’s body.”

		 

		Something was wrong. There was a flicker of regret and stress in the old detective’s eyes. She noticed it when he visited her in the infirmary, and she was noticing it again now. “You aren’t planning on killing her, are you?” Tammie finally asked worriedly. She continued to study Christopher’s stern gaze for what felt like an eternity. The deep wrinkles furrowed along his forehead while he stood there in complete silence. “You’re going to kill her.”

		 

		“Perhaps.” Sighing, he leaned against the metal table and stared directly at the witch’s emerald. The old detective’s eyes lowered to the ground. Something was bothering him. His eyes appeared watery, and his breathing seemed heavy. He closed his eyes. “I have authorization to soul condemn Maggie Popov.”

		 

		The room went completely silent. Tammie looked at Alex to study his expression, and he was just as surprised as she was. He didn’t know either, she thought. “Is this authorization recent?”

		 

		“I’ve had authorization since the theft,” he said. “I haven’t initiated it yet because there was still a chance to reduce her sentence. That was before she killed Tim and Bernard. That was before Annette Benhaim possessed her body.”

		 

		All of it made sense now. When Tammie had awoken in the infirmary bed, she could see the upwards-arching eyebrows on the old detective’s face. His pink eyes and the way he looked made her heart twist. Something had been bothering the old detective. Now, his stern gaze had vanished, and his face had softened as much as his weakening voice. He’s been keeping it to himself.

		 

		“The trick is finding her now,” Alex said. “Unless she gets into another fight, we aren’t going to be able to find her.” His eyes looked directly at the emerald. “But … theoretically, if we can temporarily possess her, we could send a signal through magic to alert the Agency Observers. Then they can send in the Agency’s Operatives.”

		 

		Christopher nodded. “Tammie, what’s the status on using the emerald? Is it usable?”

		 

		“Honestly, I haven’t tested everything yet. We know energy activation isn’t a requirement since a human body had used the emerald. Concentration activation wasn’t working. I believe the last thing on the list is blood activation.”

		 

		Christopher nodded and sniffled. “You said that you haven’t tried the blood activation method yet, correct? I’m going to try using the emerald.”

		 

		“Are you sure?” Tammie and Alex both asked.

		 

		“I’ve used astral projection crystals before,” the old detective said. “I’m familiar with how they work. I’m also familiar with how to return here if I decide that it’s too dangerous. Don’t worry. I’ve made up my mind, assuming this works.”

		 

		The return of his stern gaze made the old librarian and technician realize that there was no use in stopping him. Astral projection crystals were commonplace for reconnaissance and gathering evidence, so she knew he was telling the truth. As well, Maggie was a rogue team member, and he had a responsibility to the organization to enforce their verdicts. He’s determined, she realized. Sighing, she pushed the emerald closer to him and opened a nearby drawer. She pulled out a small scalpel used to make precise cuts and held it out to him.

		 

		“It might feel uncomfortable,” Tammie said.

		 

		Alex raised his voice. “There’s something else. I didn’t put this in the report when I dropped the emerald off.” The two old people looked to him. “She whispered harir ruhi before the glow happened. It’s an incantation. There was blood on the emerald before I took the body back, so it’s definitely blood activated.”

		 

		“Harir ruhi?” The old detective asked.

		 

		“It’s Arabic,” Tammie answered. “I’ll have to cross reference it. That’s really interesting. I’ve never heard of a crystal that required an incantation.”

		 

		“WAIT!” A voice yelled from across the room. They looked to the metal doorway where Joseph was sweating and panting. He waved his smartphone’s screen around frantically. “Captain Detective Christopher, you’re needed downtown. All healthy witch hunters have been summoned. There’s been an attack.”

		 

		“An attack?”

		 

		“There are multiple buildings burning,” he said as he approached them. His smartphone’s screen showed photos of burning apartment buildings. “The Agency’s Observers noticed heavy magical activity and called in special forces. But it isn’t enough. We need every able man on the ground until we can get more witch hunters from around the world. You’re needed right now. All of you.”

		 

		Tammie’s heart stopped. “Is it Annette?”

		 

		“The witch is Maggie Popov,” Joseph said sadly. “She’s already killed thirty operatives. We think there are hundreds of human casualties too, since an apartment building collapsed. It’s only going to get worse.”

		 

		Tammie’s fists were trembling as she looked to Christopher. The old detective’s face was frozen with uncertainty. He glared at the ground and crossed his arms. For a moment, the old woman thought that he was going to refuse to go. But Christopher Hitch was a man of duty and responsibility. As one of the main captains at the Agency, he had a role to play in putting this threat down.

		 

		“This will have to wait, then,” the old detective. “Let’s go. I’ll use the emerald afterwards.”

		 

		Tammie was much too weak to be of any use in the fighting. As she watched them disappear in a white flash of light, she sighed and made her way to the library, only to notice that somebody had snatched the emerald from her desk.

		 

		


		 

		Alex Miller

		The young detective had never seen so much chaos and destruction in his life. He understood the historic calamities caused by witches and how destructive they had been, but seeing it firsthand was surreal to him. Nothing in present day conflicts matched what he was seeing. It was like a human war, except in the small confines of a city street. It was something straight out of a nightmare.

		 

		The bodies of dozens of operatives in their shining black body armor were scattered along various areas of the city’s downtown core. Body parts and blood were everywhere he looked. Some were still alive, twitching and groaning from their endless torment. Not for long, he thought sadly to himself while he gazed upon the red barrier surrounding the area. How could so much destruction happen by one person?

		 

		The air was hot and full of white dust. It was difficult to see, but he could just barely make out the jagged mountains through the blood red shield in the background. The sound of screaming came from all directions as humans frantically sought refuge behind crushed cars and fallen debris. Some of them were buried beneath rubble.

		 

		Christopher coughed violently while he looked up and down the street. For a moment, there was only chaos. Where is she? Alex thought bitterly. The fact that he was the cause of all of this pushed him over the edge. If I hadn’t been so careless, if I hadn’t decided to toy with her, then she wouldn’t have stolen Maggie’s body.

		 

		“My god,” Joseph whispered.

		 

		“It’s too dangerous here,” he told the Agency Observer. “You need to get back to the HQ.”

		 

		“The shield’s up,” Alex said. “He can’t get back through teleportation.”

		 

		“Yes I can. Agency Observers can teleport in and out of the barrier.”

		 

		Christopher nodded. “If you can convince the rest of the Board to send more people, it just might help. You need to get them to expedite the request.” Nodding, Joseph snapped his fingers and disappeared in a flash of white light while the two detectives stared out at the confusion around them.

		 

		“You know, Bernie would have loved to see something like this. He always liked destruction like this. Same as Tim. They loved conflict. They became witch hunters and complained that our job was too relaxing.”

		 

		“Alex,” the old witch hunting detective said with a serious tone. He pointed down the street where the clouds abruptly blew outwards. “Get down! Now!”

		 

		He could sense an enormous amount of power beginning to surge from down the road. Without wasting another second, Alex quickly fell to the ground behind the nearest car with his boss. It was a red Toyota Tercel with multiple dents at its side. A loud, high-pitched noise screeched and echoed around the shielded portion of the city as an explosion of air and deadly magic erupted from within the white fog. The sound of thousands of small objects whistling through the air caused multiple parts of the street to explode and crack. The asphalt roads shattered as massive chunks of the street and snow flew into the air.

		 

		The red car shifted loudly and just barely protected them. The young detective peered over the side of the car as the white fog drifted away from the road. He could see Maggie in a red dress walking out of a crater of dust and fire. There were tears streaming down her face as her screaming head seemingly twitched. What the hell is wrong with her?

		 

		Suddenly, an armored agent stepped out of a nearby alleyway. He was several meters behind Maggie’s body as he raised a single hand. A ball of white light emerged from his fingertips that shot forward, but before it could pierce the possessed transwoman from behind, the light spiraled and vanished into steam. She spun around and swung her left fist at him, and the ball of white light struck the man in the leg. The man let out an agonizing scream as he fell over. He became engulfed by a white flame that completely turned him to ash.

		 

		“Redirection magic,” Christopher whispered. “There’s something strange about it. It’s not normal.”

		 

		Normal redirection magic involved taking another caster’s spell and physically throwing it back at them. However, this type of magic usually required grabbing the spell. Annette was somehow doing it without paying attention. “Can an ancient witch like her be that powerful?”

		 

		“We’re not dealing with an ordinary witch,” Christopher realized. “She knows magic that isn’t in our records. African magic was always dangerous.” The old man rose from behind the car and snapped his fingers. A flash of orange light came from his right hand as a long sniper rifle materialized. He set the black barrel of the sniper along the top of the car. He looked through the scope. “Her hands are shaking.”

		 

		“Do you think Maggie’s still in there? I saw her head twitching a little while ago.”

		 

		The old man looked down at the ground while his hands readjusted along his materialized sniper rifle. “Even if she’s in there, you know what’s going to happen to her.”

		 

		Alex knew exactly what would happen to her. Despite being possessed by a complete psychopath, Maggie still allowed all of this to happen by using the mask. The Agency’s Board and the Catholic Church would deem her unfit for rehabilitation or execution. The usual punishment was eternal suffering, which involved extracting her soul and trapping her in hellish magic. The thought of it made Alex shiver.

		 

		“You aren’t going to try saving her, are you?” Alex asked.

		 

		Christopher shook his head while he looked through the scope again. “She’s always been troubled,” he said. “But she doesn’t deserve the punishment she’s going to receive. I’m going to do it. I’m going to kill her before they can do it.”

		 

		Alex held his breath and waited for the old man to pull the trigger, but as seconds went by, he realized that Christopher was waiting for something. They looked down the road as fifteen operatives teleported onto the street, only for Annette to lash out at them with fiery strings of fire that shot out from her fingertips.

		 

		They maneuvered skillfully around every lash before lobbing balls of fire towards the body thief. The possessed Maggie walked left and right, dodging every single ball of fire except for one. The ball of fire vanished and rematerialized in the palm of her hand as she threw it back at a short-haired redhead. They tried to move out of the way and was unlucky.

		 

		The ball of fire consumed their masked face as they fell backwards onto the icy ground. They screamed horrifically, and Alex realized that it was a woman. She desperately clawed at her burning face until she slowly stopped moving. Before the group of operatives could retaliate, a strange aura filled the city streets. A dark, horrifying sensation ran up Alex’s spine as the hairs along the back of his neck began to rise. Christopher continued to watch through his scope.

		 

		“She can only redirect a single attack,” he deduced.

		 

		“How are you so sure?”

		 

		“She wouldn’t have dodged every single one of those attacks to look cool,” Christopher stated. “There’s a limit. If there’s a limit, she can be stopped. It doesn’t matter how skilled she is. Even the best will fall to numbers.” A smile stretched across his lips. “She’s sweating. And she’s trembling. It looks like Maggie’s still trying to fight for control.”

		 

		“Does that mean she can be saved?”

		 

		“It means we can kill her.”

		 

		The young detective went silent until a loud crack boomed across the street. “Oh my god,” Alex whispered. He pointed at the group of agents. “We need to get them away. NOW!”

		 

		A green glow had appeared from around the body thief’s right hand, and the towering red brick building behind the group of agents began to quiver. They looked over their shoulders and tried to teleport away, only for falling debris to loudly crash down onto them in a blossoming cloud of grey and black dust.

		 

		The sound of multiple detonation-like booms echoed across the city. The ground shook as Alex brought his hands together to try summoning an invisible support beam to keep the building up. But he was too late. The street became engulfed with white, toxic smoke as the two detectives hid behind the car. A twisting pain squeezed at his chest as he cradled his forehead against his hands. All of those people, he thought tearfully. There had to have been hundreds of people in that building. And they’re all gone.

		 

		“Snap out of it,” Christopher said in a low voice. Plumes of smoke, snow, and cold air blew past their car. “I know it’s hard. I know it’s terrible. But you can’t buckle down and give up. We can’t buckle and yield when faced with hardship.”

		 

		“W-What?”

		 

		The old man seemed calm. There was a dead look in his eyes. “I know you’re thinking of them. And I know you were trying to help. Concentrate on what we have to do next, Alex. Concentrate on stopping her before she does it to another building.” He pointed upwards at the other buildings nearby. People were peering fearfully over the edges of their balconies.

		 

		“We’re about to have more casualties if we wait any longer.” Christopher stood up from behind the car and rested the barrel of his sniper against the top of the car. He squinted through the scope and simply waited. “Keep watch and make sure she doesn’t circle around us. Watch my flank in case she tries attacking us from behind. She might use the smoke to her advantage.”

		 

		“Understood,” Alex said weakly.

		 

		“I see her,” Christopher whispered. The young detective looked at where his boss was aiming his weapon. He saw multiple shadows. The figures bounced against each other, their black shadows dancing elegantly through the white fog while the old man’s finger rested on the trigger.

		 

		When the sound of thunder echoed from down the road, the old man pulled the trigger. A loud gunshot echoed throughout the street while Alex looked to the shadowy figures. Suddenly, a loud crack and whistle flew by Alex, and he watched an explosion of blood, bone, and flesh erupt from Christopher’s left shoulder as he screamed in agony. The old witch hunting detective fell over while his sniper rifle faded into dissipating dust.

		 

		“Chris!” Alex cried while he ducked behind the car again. The old man groaned painfully. His shoulder had become splinters of bone and muscle. Just seeing all of the blood made him want to throw up. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!”

		 

		“Oh fuck is right,” Christopher groaned. “Jesus, I don’t think I shot at the right moment.” The old man’s shoulder and arm looked completely blown away from his upper body. A pool of blood expanded beneath him in the snow as Alex tried to perform healing magic. He could do nothing right, though. Nothing was working as he struggled to focus his energy. “Stop, Alex. It’s fine. I was wrong. I know that now.”

		 

		“Somebody help!” He yelled.

		 

		“Alex, shut up,” he hissed. His eyes looked wild and hopeless as they shifted left and right. “Listen to me. Please. I was wrong. Multiple attacks aren’t going to stop her. She can redirect whatever we throw at her.”

		 

		“She’s invincible,” Alex said miserably.

		 

		“Not completely,” he whispered. “Take out the emerald from my pocket. I’d do it myself, but I can’t feel anything.” He closed his eyes. “I can’t move at all.”

		 

		“What? You took the emerald from Tammie?” His eyes widened when the old man nodded. His hands reached into the detective’s pocket, and sure enough, the emerald was right there. He took it out and stared at its shimmering surface. “But why? When did you even get a chance to snatch it?”

		 

		“I took it in case I needed to use it,” he said. “I’m going to possess her.”

		 

		“But she’s already barely possessing Maggie.”

		 

		“That’s the point,” Christopher said while his face twisted with pain. “Please, put my hand over it. Let me touch it. What were the words that Annette said before she used it? Do you remember?”

		 

		“I … I … it was harir ruhi. I don’t know what it means, but that’s what it sounded like. But sir, I don’t think you should. We need to get you away from here.”

		 

		“I’m a dead man,” he said while violently coughing up blood. A redness dripped down the left corner of his lips. “You don’t know this, but this is more than a shoulder injury. The bullet erupted like a shotgun shell. I can feel it. My organs are all bleeding. No amount of magic can fix me in time. And my chest is starting to hurt. I’m going to die soon if I don’t do anything.”

		 

		“So, what, you’re going to possess her and keep on living?”

		 

		Christopher laughed. “You don’t get it, do you? I’m going to reduce her defenses with them both inside of me. I want you to deal the killing blow.”

		 

		Alex’s hands began to shake even more. “No…”

		 

		“Maggie’s struggling in her body,” the old man said. “If she’s struggling, then I can struggle too. If we’re both struggling, then we might be able to keep her from protecting herself. Obviously, this is all a gamble. But that’s all we have.”

		 

		“Please, Chris.”

		 

		“There’s no other way to stop her,” he continued. “We have to use the magic she’s been using for decades. The very magic that she’s been using to steal young bodies. I can’t stop a witch that has decades of experience over me. You can see it in her skill level. She’s not a normal witch. Besides, I feel like you’re the perfect person to do this for me.”

		 

		“But…”

		 

		“Alex – this is the profession we’ve chosen. We serve others. We help others. We save others.”

		 

		The young detective felt tears flowing down his face. He fought the urge to cry, but it kept forcing itself out. He did not want to do this. He clutched the emerald in his hand and summoned every ounce of strength in him to force his head into a nod. He had to do this if it meant saving more people. Detective Christopher Hitch was a man of responsibility and duty, and this was the end of his life. Let him live the last of it how he wants, he thought. He deserves that much.

		 

		“Okay,” he said while placing the emerald in the old man’s weak hand. He could hear a sizzling heat as he left the green item with Christopher. “I’ll do it. I’ll kill you.”

		 

		Christopher Hitch smiled and lightly gripped the emerald. It began to glow a faint red. “You’ve always been a son to me,” he said. “No matter how difficult life gets for you from here, I want you to know that it was an honor working with you.” The old man smiled warmly. “Harir ruhi.”

		 

		


		 

		Annette Benhaim

		As Maggie finally lost full control over her body, Annette felt unbelievably powerful. She thought that the young transwoman had screwed her over by alerting the entire Agency to her location. But, upon seeing just how weak this generation of witches truly was, she felt a sense of overwhelming supremacy. Her strength only grew as she fought the witches around her.

		 

		After being a human for so many decades, she had forgotten how it felt to have powerful magic surging through her fingertips. The pure fury and anger that emerged from her body sent hundreds of people to their graves, and it seemed like nothing was getting in her way. It was all just so easy to her.

		 

		“You thought you could overwhelm me,” Annette laughed scornfully. “Your Agency was just as pathetic. I couldn’t believe I was so afraid of them.”

		 

		The transwoman whimpered in her mind like a spoiled little child. You’re going to run out of steam soon. That’s when they’ll strike.

		 

		“Oh, really? I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but none of them seem to know how to break through my counter spells. Such a pitiful display of power! I expected a lot more, you know. It’s a shame you never knew how to use your body correctly. You could have been an extremely powerful witch.”

		 

		The more Maggie lost control, the more her memories began to emerge in her mind. She could remember the touch of her dead boyfriend. She remembered how she felt as she fucked with the Mask of Desire upon her face. She remembered the pleasure and the ecstatic intimacy. “You had quite a bit of fun, didn’t you?” She teased. “Your boyfriend was quite a man.”

		 

		Go fuck yourself.

		 

		“The taste of his cock was wonderful,” Annette continued. “I can tell you enjoyed it too. The feeling of his seed dripping down your cunt. You really wanted to bear his child, didn’t you? A shame that the mask doesn’t make you a real woman.”

		 

		The old woman’s red dress flapped as she hopped up onto a collapsed streetlight. She balanced herself and playfully looked around at the mix of white snow, blood, and foggy dust all around her. She could barely see through the white fog, but the dark shadows were beginning to back away from her. The Agency was starting to give up, and in the distance, the blood red barrier that surrounded her was finally starting to fade away.

		 

		“I’ll be able to teleport soon,” Annette realized out loud. “Once that happens, I’ll be able to escape for good. I’ll have to come back for the emerald … and the mask. But I know I won’t have too many issues. If this is the best the Agency has to offer, then I’ll walk all over your HQ. But the mask … Jesus, it’s probably in the rubble. But I’m sure the remnants of the Agency will find it for me.”

		 

		Go to hell, Maggie said.

		 

		The old women smiled and crossed his arms, her wonderfully firm breasts spilling over her forearms. “They’ll have to listen to me. Submit to me.” She was about to say something else to the young transwoman when a pain surged through her body. She stumbled and fell from the collapsed streetlight. She painfully writhed on the icy ground. It felt like something was trying to kick out of her chest.

		 

		What’s the matter? Feeling sick to your stomach?

		 

		“What’re you doing?” She asked.

		 

		I’m not doing anything, Maggie insisted. Annette winced and pushed herself up from the ground. There was a faint throb at the back of her mind. Suddenly, she realized what she was happened. Before she could cast a spell to suppress the soul taking over her body, she felt her arms and legs beginning to stiffen.

		 

		Hey, you’re still here, an old man’s voice said. I’m sorry you had to go through with this. It’s not your fault, Maggie.

		 

		Christopher? I’m sorry for being such an asshole. I shouldn’t have brought up your sons like that.

		 

		The old man laughed. It’s unfortunate that this had to end this way. It was a pleasure to work with you.

		 

		I liked working with you too.

		 

		“Do it now, Alex!” Annette’s lips yelled.

		 

		Her arms stretched out as the magical, invisible aura protecting her suddenly faded away. The old woman tried to fight for control. From the corner of her eye, she saw a shadowy figure emerging from the white fog. The figure let out a long, angry battle cry.

		 

		Suddenly, a familiar, slim-faced man with clothes covered in white and grey soot sprinted at her with a hand surrounded by a green glow. He lunged forward, his long brown hair flowing behind him as he shoved his glowing hand deep into her chest. She let out a painful shriek as his hand cut deep into her chest.

		


		Epilogue

		The sun glowed brightly above them as the three detectives walked past the winding hedges and looming trees. Surprisingly, it had not snowed like the weather forecast suggested, so Alex felt overdressed in his black trench coat. He was starting to sweat by the time they reached their destination with his bouquet of flowers.

		 

		Exactly three years had passed since the Battle for Salt Lake City ended. A total of two hundred thirty-one humans died, while fifty Agency agents were killed by a rogue Agency witch. The event was jotted down as a terrorist attack from a far eastern country by humankind, but that could not have been further from the truth.

		 

		Millions of videos were posted of the battle, and many of them mysteriously vanished over the months to follow. It was the largest coverup in history, yet it had to be done. The world would have freaked out if they found out that magic was real.

		 

		Alex was standing at the center of a massive graveyard where Christopher Hitch rested. He set down his purple flowers and closed his eyes. It’s been a while, he thought.

		 

		After proving himself during the battle, Alex was promoted to a senior captain role in the Agency. He had his own team of junior detectives that he mentored and oversaw on thousands of different cases. Experiencing the hellish evils of witchcraft had turned him into a hard, formidable leader who took his career even further. You’d be proud, he thought quietly as his eyes read his former boss’ tombstone.

		 

		Despite becoming stronger as a person, the deaths of so many still bothered him. He could barely sleep at night after seeing so many people suffering. Coming to Christopher’s grave reminded him of everybody who should have been here. You would’ve told me to keep remembering them, he thought. You would’ve told me to stop buckling down. I won’t buckle down. Maggie, Bernard, and Tim had started years after he began working as a junior detective, and yet they were all gone. Alex was the only survivor left.

		 

		He let out a sigh before turning to Katherine and Elinor, his two new team members. They were a lesbian couple who thought that he had no idea about their secret. Katherine was a broad-shouldered and busty woman with long, blonde hair and light green eyes. She smiled sweetly at him. “You okay?”

		 

		Alex nodded. “We have one more place to stop by. You two don’t mind, do you?”

		 

		Elinor, an African American woman with straight black hair, shook her head. “We’ll do whatever. But we still have that meeting with the constable, remember? We have to keep that in mind.”

		 

		“Of course,” Alex said. “We’ll definitely meet up with him. He has the mask, after all.”

		 

		“The mask?” Katherine asked confusedly.

		 

		“It’s a little hard to explain,” he admitted. “Basically, we had a general idea as to where it may have been. It’s part of our long-term investigation for the Battle for Salt Lake City, remember? The one we keep working on every couple of months.”

		 

		The blonde woman scratched her forehead. “That’s the thing, though, sir. I don’t think either of us know what this mask is about. How is it linked?”

		 

		That was one of the hard things about being a senior detective at the Agency. Christopher always seemed distant, and he understood why. The Agency’s Board refused to let everybody at the facility know everything. Only key people were allowed to know the details of certain things, and this particular case was highly classified because of the death count.

		 

		Upon getting promoted, Alex was given the sole responsibility of closing the case completely. While Annette Benhaim was now gone, the only remnants of her existence were in her astral projection crystal and her transformation mask. The Agency quickly destroyed the astral projection crystal to make sure nobody could use it again, but the transformation mask remained lost.

		 

		Dozens of teams scoured the rubble and debris, yet nobody was able to locate the item. Alex went through the painstaking process of sifting through pulverized human remains and belongings alongside dozens of others. After over a week of combing through the debris, it was decided that it would be best to analyze the rubble in a separate location, so the witches of the Agency sealed away much of the evidence for review back at HQ.

		 

		Even with the privacy of the HQ’s walls, nobody could find the mask. It was like it had been stolen. It remained like this until earlier today on the anniversary of the battle, where Alex received a phone call indicating that a construction worker had discovered the mask in a battered luggage that had survived the collapse of a building downtown.

		 

		Apparently, he found the mask before the Agency took everything. His son allegedly had it and had gone missing a few days ago. The senior detective had to go out and confirm the findings, but the lead seemed extremely strong. The son probably used the mask to have a little fun. I just hope it doesn’t lead to Annette ever coming back.

		 

		It all felt bittersweet in the end. After experiencing the rabbit hole that the team went through, the case mostly came to a close. The investigation started off as a suspicious death in a hotel and evolved into an intricate body stealing plot that they unearthed and solved together as a team. In the end, they potentially saved the world from a witch that could have secured world domination with the power that she had. Despite having so much power, the Agency prevailed. Sure, hundreds died in order to secure their victory, but they were able to kill an extremely dangerous witch in the end.

		 

		Alex smiled before continuing. “Like I said, it’s a little hard to explain. We’ll talk about it a little on the way there. I promise, you two. Let’s visit Bernie’s grave next before we go.”

		 

		Katherine and Elinor sighed and reluctantly followed along.

		 

		


		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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