
“I fucking hate undercover missions.” michael 
moaned as she stomped closer to her target. 

“I’ve been under a spell for weeks that turned 
me into the girl before you. Weeks! I knew more 
than anyone else about your organization. I had 
the best chance at finding evidence. the only way 
I could get in the organization was being hired 
as a server at your bar and starting a personal 
relationship with someone inside.”

“To have the best chance at getting hired, I had 
to look like this. I’ve been wearing heels and 
skirts every day. Getting closer and flirting 
with you. All to find out that you aren’t even the 
head of the organization. the boss of my own 
agency is?!”

“He’s planning on leaving me here stuck as a 
mobster’s girlfriend, so I can never report the 
evidence without ending up in prison myself.”

“but this is what is going to happen. You are 
going to tell me where I can find the boss, and 
you are going to tell me if you know anything 
about undoing this spell, and maybe I’ll let you 
walk out of this parcking garage under your 
own power.”

“What do you mean there is no way to undo 
spells?”


