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The Story So far…

Natasha Gennaro, a heiress and popular streaming model, has been kidnapped. Superheroine Mystica, who can control any man with her voice, is investigating. Her search for the missing girl leads her to cross paths with Detective Julianna Bennett, who suspects that Mystica may be involved with the kidnapping.

Mystica’s search for clues brings her to her old ally Lexa, a powerful witch. Lexa’s immortality is fading, and Mystica discovers that the witch intends to switch bodies with Natasha in order to maintain her youth! Before Mystica can discover the location of the missing girl, Lexa subdues the heroine, binds and gags her, and convinces Bennett that Mystica is really the one behind the kidnapping!

Helpless to speak, Mystica can only listen intently as Lexa tells Bennett that she is going to perform a spell to locate Natasha, when in reality she intends to banish Mystica to another dimension...

1.

The last time Mystica found herself tied to an alter, she had a candle stuck up her ass as part of ritual to get a voodoo goddess to take over her body. She was at least thankful that she had nothing shoved up her rear end this time, but Lexa rubbing oil all over Mystica’s nearly nude body was proving to be a challenge all on it’s own.

“Mmmpph mmm…” Mystica moaned and squirmed as Lexa’s hand worked over her bare thigh, the skin glistening from the oil the witch was massaging onto Mystica’s muscles.

“Ummm gmmfff, sttfffpp!” Mystica grunted and tugged on her bonds, but like the pillar earlier, she was well secured, this time with leather manacles.

Lexa chanted as her hands ran down Mystica’s slender leg. The chants meant nothing, gibberish, a show to put on for the audience of one, Detective Bennet. The detective was currently standing against the wall, watching with inquisitive, and suspicious, eyes.

“Mmmm…” Mystica looked up at the detective and tried to suppress a shudder as Lexa’s hands ran up her thigh, running very close to…

“Urfffmmm…” Mystica shuddered again, turned her head, closed her eyes, and bit down on her gag. She was still feeling the after effects of The Leech, namely the arousal.

Despite her best attempts, she couldn’t help but feel herself getting wet at Lexa’s touch. Mystica knew that the witch had to know that, and was probably enjoying it.

That’s her plan, get a little bit of fun in before getting rid of me. Mystica though, balling her fists and trying to quell the growing desire in her. Lexa was going to get her all wound up and then toss her through a portal to a waiting ogre.

“Gmm hmm… mmm…” Mystica opened her eyes and looked up at the chanting Lexa, rubbing her inner thigh. Lexa caught Mystica’s glance and winked at her.

“Grrrr…” Mystica growled through the gag.

Lexa walked around the altar, chanting as she did, while Mystica continued her futile struggles. Despite knowing what awaited her, Mystica wished that Lexa would cut the theatrics and just get on with it, but she knew the witch better than that. Not only did Lexa enjoy toying with the helpless Mystica, but it was all part of the show for Bennet. Lexa would pretend to do a phony ceremony for Julianna’s benefit but then – whoops – looks like something went wrong and Mystica got pulled through a vortex, and out of Lexa’s hair.

Mystica couldn’t let that happen, she had to get free and rescue Natasha.

“Mmmmpph! Mmnno!” She moaned, once again pulling on the manacles keeping her secured to the altar.

She was strapped spread eagled to the stone altar, the manacles were already there, which concerned Mystica. Had Lexa performed other sacrifices before?

Lexa rubbed oil over Mystica’s other thigh, keeping her head bowed and chanting as she did. Mystica squirmed under her touch, half out of struggling and half out of arousal. Every time Lexa’s hands dug into Mystica’s legs it sent pangs of want through her body. Her pelvis arched involuntarily, begging, crying out for release.

“Mmmmphh… ummm… gmmm…” Mystica moaned, her hands clutching at her manacles. She reached she could reach down, to get some release…

“Why does she sound like she likes it?” Julianna asked, stepping away from the wall.

“Ummfff!” Mystica spun her head.

“It’s the demon in her, tempting us.” Lexa answered, still rubbing oil on Mystica’s thigh.

“Uhh… is that necessary?” Julianna asked, biting her lip.

“It is very important to the spell, now please, we can’t interrupt the ceremony.” Lexa chided and then resumed her chanting.

“Offff fffrrr gddds scckk…” Mystica rolled her eyes.

Lexa finished rubbing oil on Mystica’s thigh and stepped away, leaving Mystica to struggle. Most of Mystica’s body glistened in the candlelight from the oil coating her legs, but her top half was oil free.

Oh no… Mystica realized, knowing what was coming next.

Still chanting, Lexa took up the bottle of oil and climbed onto the altar.

“Mmmphh! Ummm stppp! Nmmnnoo!” Mystica cried, twisting and struggle as she felt Lexa straddle her.

Still chanting her nonsense, Lexa poured the oil over her palms, rubbed them together, and leaned over the helpless Mystica.

“Uffff! Mmmmfff!” Mystica twisted and writhed as Lexa massaged the oil over her almost bare breasts.

The witch continued to chant, her face a mask of pure concentration, but in her eyes there was a mischievous glint of lust. Mystica tried to wriggle and writhe away, but Lexa locked her legs around the helpless heroine’s waist while putting all of her weight on Mystica’s pelvis.

“Uffff mmmfff…” Mystica grunted as Lexa cupped the undersides of her breasts.

“Urrmm grrttt ohffff!” She mumbled, still trying to resist Lexa as the witch groped at her breasts.

Mystica looked down, her breasts were well coated in oil, but Lexa didn’t care, she just wanted to keep touching Mystica.

“Mmmofff! Gmmfff Ohhfff!” Mystica moaned, and turned towards Bennet, still standing against the wall, arms folded and watching.

“Hlllpp! Pfffsss hmmmpp!” She implored the detective, but the other woman just continued to watch, though Mystica caught a hint of suspicion in her eyes.

Lexa sat up and threw her arms up, still chanting and gyrating, her hips rubbing against Mystica’s. It did nothing for the deep yearning in Mystica, and the gold c-string was getting soaked from Lexa moving her body against Mystica’s. Then the heroine realized that she wasn’t the only one turned on, Lexa was too!

I need to stop this before it gets out of hand! She thought, and resumed tugging on her restraints.

Lexa wore a short, loose skirt that rode up around her upper thighs, and Mystica cold feel the witch’s arousal through the tiny panties she had on under it as Lexa rubbed against her.

“Hmmmm mmmph!” Mystica cried.

Lexa arched her back and cried out, her chanting changing. Instead of now being unintelligible gibberish, she was now casting an incantation.

“Hmmmph!” Mystica’s eyes went wide. She knew what it was now, Lexa was beginning the spell. She was going to open the portal and send Mystica through to an ogre who would do who knows what to her.

“Mmmmph hmmmmpph!” Mystica grunted and angled her head towards her outstretched arm. If she could get close enough, maybe she could pull down the gag.

But Lexa noticed and took Mystica’s head in her hands, turning it to face her while still uttering the incantation.

“Mmmmnoo ummm hmmph!” Mystica pouted as Lexa continued to rub her pelvis along Mystica’s body.

As Lexa held her head in her hands and chanted, Mystica struggled and pulled at her manacles, hoping for a little give or slack or something…

“Eeep!” Mystica’s eyes went wide. There! She felt it, around her right wrist, the manacle loosened!

She pulled but it was still secure, but maybe she could keep working at it. Mystica knew she didn’t have much time, but this was the best chance she had. When Lexa had strapped her to the altar, Mystica had been struggling fiercely, maybe in her haste to secure her, Lexa hadn’t noticed the one manacle wasn’t as tight as the other.

Mystica continued to struggle as Lexa kept a grip on her head, hoping to keep the aroused witch distracted from her hand wiggling in the manacle. As Mystica struggled and fought, Lexa lifted her head and tightened her grip around Mystica’s cheeks, which caused Mystica to feel a slight bit of slack around the gag. Seeing an opportunity, Mystica sucked in her cheeks while using her tongue to push the gag out and then lifted her head.

“Detective, it’s a-ummph!” Mystica tried to cry out, but Lexa was quick and shoved the gag back into her mouth.

Lexa raised her hands and chanted louder, beckoning the portal to open. Mystica looked over to Bennet to see the detective step forward, a curious look on her face. Her tongue worked the gag in her mouth and she realized in her haste, Lexa hadn’t fully tightened it in Mystica’s mouth. She worked her tongue over the gag and looked up at Lexa, who was gesticulating wildly. The witch wouldn’t be able to use her hands to put the gag back in since she needed them to cast the spell.

Using her tongue and her jaw, Mystica worked the gag out of her mouth and with a flourish, spit the cloth out and let out a small gasp of breath. Still gesturing with her hands above her head, Lexa looked down at her captive with wide, panicked eyes. Despite this, she still kept muttering the spell in an ancient tongue. Mystica opened her mouth to cry out, but then paused, her eyes widening.

Wind was whipping around Lexa now, forming a vortex above the witch. There was a faint blue light inside of that vortex, and as the witch gestured and chanted, the blue light became stronger and stronger.

The Portal was opening!

“Bennet! Bennet listen! It’s a trick, she’s-UMMPPH!” Mystica cried out to the detective before she was cut off by Lexa.

Unable to use her hands to put Mystica’s gag back in, Lexa found a rather… unique way of keeping the heroine quiet, and while Mystica cried out, Lexa scooted forward, lifted up, and sat on the bound woman’s face.

“Ullmmmm bbbfff! Mmm gggmmbbmm!” Mystica blubbered, her face now eclipsed entirely by Lexa’s pelvis.

She twisted and struggled, trying to get out from under the voluptuous witch’s private area, but Lexa shifted all of her weight, pressing down on Mystica, and keeping her quiet.

“Ummm bbbmm hmmmfff hlllp!” Mystica blubbered.

Due to the witch’s short skirt, Lexa’s panties were planted directly onto Mystica’s face. Not only that, but the other woman’s panties were completely soaked from arousal.

“Hmmm bmmfff! Ulll ggggllggg!” Mystica continued to mumble through a face-full of Lexa’s wet panties.

She could still hear the witch chanting over her, as well as the wind picking up and whipping faster around them, but there was something else…

“Hrrggg gggmmm hmph!” Mystica protested again. As she did, she noticed a change in Lexa’s voice as she chanted…

“Mmmm hmmph…” Mystica mumbled, once again noticing a tremor in Lexa’s voice as she chanted. It was like a moaning or sighing…

She was enjoying it, the feeling of Mystica’s lips against her wet vagina! Lexa was doing her best to ignore and continue working the spell, but couldn’t hide her arousal. Suddenly Mystica had an idea. It wasn’t an idea she was crazy about, but it might be her best shot. Mystica hesitated at first, not wanting to accept that she was going to do what she was about to do, but with every passing second, the portal was opening wider and wider.

Mystica swallowed, then used her teeth to pull Lexa’s flimsy panties aside, and then ran her tongue along the edges of Lexa’s wet lips. The witch let out a long moan above her, breaking the rhythm of her chant. Not wanting to give Lexa moment to recover, Mystica once again ran her tongue along Lexa’s outer lips, soliciting another moan and a shudder from the witch mounting her.

Mystica continued working her tongue along Lexa, caressing the witch’s sex and exploring it’s every inch and crevasse while listening to Lexa moan and writhe above her. As Lexa quaked with pleasure on top of her, Mystica’s hand continued to work at the loose manacle, her wrist sliding through inch by inch…

Above her, Lexa mumbled, trying to resume the incantation, and Mystica’s tongue responded in kind, probing until it found it, Lexa’s spot. The witch let out a long cry of pleasure, and Mystica shifted her mouth and sucked on the witch’s moist clit, feeling Lexa scream and squirm in pleasure on top of her. As Mystica continued to pleasure Lexa, she could feel the wind slowing against her almost bare body. The spell was losing power.

Lexa stuttered, attempting to find words, and Mystica continued to flick her tongue over her clit, drawing more sighs and moans from the witch.

Almost there… Mystica thought, feeling her wrist slipping further through the restraint.

Lexa’s pelvis was tremoring against Mystica’s face, but the captive heroine continued to work her tongue between the witch’s legs.

Almost there… Her hand was almost through the restraint.

Her tongue was working faster now, as well as her lips, licking and sucking, each movement producing a louder scream from Lexa.

Finally, Lexa let out a long, passionate scream on top of Mystica, her entire lower body shaking and shuddering like she had just been rocked by an earthquake.

“Hey, what’s going on here!” Mystica heard Bennet cry.

“I… I… what?” Lexa fumbled.

“What is this?” Bennet asked again.

“I… oh no…” Lexa murmured, and then looked down at Mystica.

It was too late. With her wrist free, Mystica brought it up and shoved at Lexa with all of her might. The witch’s almond eyes went wide and she stumbled back, taken off guard…

And fell right onto Bennet, who was standing by the altar, her gun drawn. The detective cried out and fell back, awkwardly catching Lexa in her arms while Mystica used her free hand to remove her other restraint.

“Ugh, get off me!” Bennet cried, struggling to get out from under Lexa. 
Mystica risked a glance over as she undid her restraint, watching as a flushed Lexa struggled to get free from Bennet, her skirt had flown up, exposing her round, full and tanned buttocks in a small, black thong.

The restraint around her other wrist came free and Mystica shot up and worked at the ones around her feet.

“Hey, stop!” Bennet cried, finally wriggling out from under Lexa and diving for her weapon, which was lying a few feet from her.

Mystica freed one of her feet and went to work on the other.

“Freeze!” Bennet cried, and Mystica looked over her shoulder to see the detective standing with her gun drawn directly at Mystica.

Mystica froze, one foot free but the other still restrained.

“Detective, listen to me…” Mystica began.

“Be quiet and put your hands up!” Bennet ordered, stepping around to the end of the altar.

“Detective, you’ve been played. This woman is not on your side.” Mystica gestured to Lexa, who was struggling to her feet.

Bennet’s gaze shifted between both women.

“Don’t listen to her, she’s dangerous.” Lexa gasped, adjusting her flimsy top and smoothing out her skirt.

“Lexa is lying to you, she’s the one who kidnapped Natasha!” Mystica pleaded.

“Don’t listen to her!” Lexa cried, stepping forward. Bennet took a step back and aimed the gun at Lexa.

“Don’t move, either of you!” Bennet moved back, her gun shifting between both women.

“Why do you think she gagged me, so I couldn’t warn you!” Mystica explained.

“Listen, let’s just get her tied back down and finish the ceremony.” Lexa explained, taking a step towards Bennet.

“Stop!” Bennet aimed the gun at Lexa.

“You can’t trust her!” Lexa cried.

“Both of you are under arrest!” Bennet cried, and reached for her pocket. As she did, Lexa waved her hands and muttered something. There was a flash, and the gun flew out of Bennet’s hands. Before the other woman could catch herself, Lexa threw herself at the detective.

Though Bennet was caught off guard, she was still in shape and trained to fight, and caught Lexa by the wrists. As the two women grappled, Mystica went to work freeing her other ankle. She heard Lexa cry out and looked up to see Bennet twisting the witch’s arms behind her back.

Mystica freed herself from the remaining restraint and hopped off of the altar as Lexa kicked Bennet in the shin. The detective cried out, loosening her hold on the witch, who was able to pull free. Mystica charged at Lexa, but the witch saw her coming and backed away, muttering another incantation while making a gesture with her hands. There was a flash of light, a swirl of purple smoke, and Lexa was gone. That didn’t stop Mystica, who pressed into the cloud where the witch once stood but only found empty air.

“Don’t move!” Mystica barely had time to step away from the cloud of smoke before she heard Bennet come up behind her and grab her wrists.

“Bennet please, I’m trying to help!” Mystica pleaded.

“I’m taking you in as a suspect. You can help by answering questions.” Bennet dragged Mystica back out of the cloud of smoke that Lexa had disappeared into.

“Bennet, with every passing moment that girl is in danger, listen to me!” Mystica pleaded.

“I don’t know who to trust, but I’ll listen to you when your in an interview room.” Bennet barked.

Mystica swallowed, knowing what she had to do. Bennet was an ally in this, but for now, she was being a hindrance, and that could cost Natasha her body.

Mystica threw her weight back, catching Bennet off guard. As the detective struggled to keep her balance, her grip on Mystica’s wrists loosened and the super-heroine pulled one hand free and touched it to the amulet around her neck.

There was a flash of light, and Bennet cried out and fell back, stunned. Mystica’s skimpy c-string and pasties disappeared, replaced with her cape, hood, boots, and sling-shot bikini.

“I’m sorry detective, but that girl’s soul hangs in the balance.” Mystica said, not looking over her shoulder as she ran for the door leading out of the room.

“Hey, stop!” Bennet cried, and Mystica risked a look over her shoulder to see the detective stooping to pick up her fallen gun.

Mystica didn’t slow and pushed through a door and out into the hallway leading to the spa, her cape flowing behind her. She didn’t know where Lexa was but she knew that where she would be.

The museum, and Mystica had to get there first.

2.

Despite being bound, gagged, and almost cast into a pocket dimension to be a slave for an ogre earlier that day, Mystica found that she still couldn’t shake the deep, thriving lust inside of herself. If anything, the yearning inside of her had gotten more intense.

The fact that the museum guard under her thrall at the moment was incredibly young and attractive didn’t help things.

Come on Mystica, focus. A girl’s soul is at stake! She chided herself as the guard lead her down a long hallway towards the security room. As they walked, she tried to keep her eyes off of his firm, muscular behind in his tight uniform pants. She knew that if she wanted, she could command him to take her right there, but that wasn’t how she used her gift, and never would.

How long does it take for the effects of the Leech to wear off? She wondered, thinking that the arousal would fade as the day went, but if anything it got more intense. As much as she tried to focus on the task at hand, it seemed like any stray breeze would prompt her to get wet between her legs. After escaping Lexa, Mystica stopped at her sanctuary to shower, and just feeling the warm water cascading off of her nude body caused a… strange reaction. Every sensation, every feeling, unlocked a passion in her. It took all of her willpower not to pleasure herself, but she knew that if she started, she wouldn’t stop.

After showering, she headed straight for the museum, determined to get to the other half of the pendant before Lexa. At least if she had it, then Lexa couldn’t complete the ceremony, and Mystica could plan her next move after that.

And maybe jump this security guard’s bones. She shook the thought from her head. It was time to focus!

The sun had gone down by the time she arrived at the Chance City Museum, a sprawling, large building with marble white columns and wide stairs leading up. It had closed for the day, which was good, since Mystica was technically stealing from the place. She stopped outside the double doors and knocked, peering in through the windows to see a guard sitting at a desk. When he got up to answer she gasped.

He was young, mid-twenties, with slicked back, thick dark hair, a thick, muscular build, and large innocent brown eyes. As he strolled towards the door, she felt her legs buckle with yearning.

“The museum is closed…” He started as he opened the door, but then his eyes immediately fell on Mystica’s heaving cleavage in her skimpy costume. The image of him ripping her small, sling bikini off her body danced through her head and she fumbled for words.

“Umm, you have to…” His wide eyes met hers and she about buckled.

“I… I need you…” She stammered, and then stood straight and spoke with authority. “I need to you deactivate all alarms and then escort me to a certain exhibit.”

His eyes went blank, now under her spell, and he held the door open for her.

“Yes Mistress.” He obeyed, and she stifled a gasp. Having this man at her disposal was… too much.

Mystica kept her cape wrapped tightly around her as he lead her through the empty museum, past the empty display cases and arranged dinosaur bones to a door marked “Employees Only” at the back of a room. Thankfully, since the guard was under her spell, he wouldn’t be able to turn and leer at her. She had a feeling that if she caught his lustful gaze on her that she wouldn’t be able to control herself.

They pushed through the door and down the employee hallway, and she quickly realized that it was a mistake to walk behind him, as she couldn’t keep her eyes off of his firm, fit backside. Mystica tilted her head down and tried to ignore the pounding in her chest and her erect nipples against her small sling bikini. All she had to do was get the necklace and get out.

The thought came to her to maybe command him to put something else, like wrap himself in a cloth or something so he wouldn’t look so appealing to her, but she doubted that would help. Not only that, but the thought of commanding him was a slippery slope…

A slippery slope to commanding him to rip my clothes off. The intrusive thought danced through her head and Mystica fought it back.

But it had been so long since she had been with someone. Since she found the amulet she had devoted herself to studying magic and using her gift for good. The most intimacy she had was when that frog ran its tongue over her body or when Lexa was on top of her. It would be so easy to have this young, strong man here and now. Her body was yearning for it.

Who was she to deny her own needs.

Her cape parted, exposing her barely covered body. The sudden rush on her bare mid-riff caused her skin to raise and she suddenly became aware that she was unconsciously running her hands along her thighs.

“Here we are.” The enthralled guard said, temporarily snapping Mystica back to reality.

He pushed open a door and lead her inside. There was a loud, agitated voice coming from the room.

“Dan, what are you doing? Who’s that…” Someone bellowed as Mystica stepped into the room.

She was thankful that the other guard wasn’t attractive, in fact, he was far from it. Somehow, Mystica knew that she wouldn’t be able to contain herself if the room contained another young, ridiculously good looking guard.

The room was lined with a series of security camera feeds of the museum, with what looked to be a control panel at a desk below the monitors. Standing in front of the monitors was a portly, middle aged, balding man with a bushy mustache. His jaw dropped when he saw Mystica and his bloodshot eyes went wide, a greeting she was used to at this point.

“You will deactivate any alarms, motion sensors, and cameras.” She commanded before the portly guard could say any more.

He nodded obediently and turned to the control panel, flipping a series of switches. She watched as the camera feeds went down one by one.

There will be no one to watch when I ask this guard to have his way with me under the dinosaur exhibit. She thought, and once again shook her head. The intrusive thoughts and impulses were getting harder to resist. Mystica knew that she had to get the pendant and get out before she lost control, and without her favorite sexy security guard. The longer he was with her, more she came close to losing control.

“The half-star pendant, in the paper, where is it?” She asked the sexy guard.

“East-wing, Mesopotamian section.” He answered obediently.

“Thank you, both of you stay here.” She commanded, and with that slipped out of the room, using every ounce of self control not to look back.

She let her cloak flow behind her as she marched down the hallway and out into the museum. Her stride was fast and direct, she had a purpose, and keeping focused on that purpose was helping distract her from the still very fresh feelings of arousal.

Once I get the pendant, it’s back to the sanctuary, and then I can only hope that pleasuring myself can free me from this.

Mystica didn’t know what she would do if this constant yearning continued. She didn’t give any of the exhibits a passing glance as she marched out into the museum and towards the East Wing. This was snatch and grab, nothing more, nothing less. Though the guards were still under her spell, she also knew that she couldn’t delay either because they could come to their senses and sound the alarm.

The thought of the young guard grabbing her by the wrists and slapping cuffs on her…

Mystica sighed and stopped, feeling a fresh wave of desire rock her body. She bent over and felt the front of her costume. It was soaked. Her fingers stayed there, trembling, wanting to slip under and…

No, she had to move on. She stood up and hurried through the museum, aware that she was sweating. Another shower when she got back to the sanctuary, another shower and…

And…

A thousand thoughts raced through her head. The realization that she could have the company of any man she wanted this night if she so pleased.

But no, that was wrong. She never wanted to wield the power like that.

Mystica was so focused on her internal struggle that she almost passed by an archway with “Mesopotamian Wing” stamped on the wall next to it. She stumbled to a stop and looked through the archway to see a spacious room lined with glasses both against the wall and spread throughout. Her guard was up as she stepped under the arch. The amulet around her neck emitted a low vibrating, usually indicating that it was sensing magic. Though Mystica knew that the amulet was most likely sensing the pendant, part of her was tense, preparing herself in case Lexa or one of her coven was lying in wait.

Unfortunately, the pulsing from the amulet was having another effect on Mystica thanks to her perpetual arousal. She could feel the tremors coursing through her body as she moved into the room, and how wet the feeling was making her. Her hands moved to her breasts and down, following the signals the amulet was sending her, feeling as it got stronger and stronger…

She sighed and leaned over, her hand inserted itself under the front of her bikini.

“No!” She cried and stood, following the amulet’s signal.

She continued to grope herself, running her hands along the curve of her breasts and under her flimsy costume. Her arousal and the amulet’s pulsing were intertwined now.

Mystica gritted her teeth and forced her hands to her side. After she had the pendant, she could go. She kept telling herself that as she hurried forward. Her whole body felt like it was on fire, she had never felt a wanting like this.

She practically collapsed onto the glass case containing the pendant, as well as various other relics. It was one of several free standing cases in the center of the room. The pulsing and humming from the amulet was almost unbearable now. Mystica had to get the pendant and go. The thought of riding away on her motorcycle filled her mind, of feeling the biker roar between her legs…

She screamed and pushed the case over while balling her fists and gritting her teeth. The case shattered on the marble floor, scattering its contents as well. Without taking another moment, Mystica snatched the half star pendant from the case’s remains and hurried towards the archway, her eyes scanning for the nearest door marked EXIT.

Just as she cleared the archway, she felt a firm hand reach out and grab her wrist. Mystica cried out, more of arousal than surprise. The thought of the attractive security guard grabbing her, twisting her wrist behind her back, nuzzling her, it all flashed through her mind in an instant.

“Not so fast there!” Julianna Bennet’s voice echoed through the halls of the museum.

Mystica spun to see Bennet standing next to the archway, clutching Mystica by the wrist.

“Detective Bennet…” Mystica gasped and sighed. “How… how did you…”

“Lexa warned me that you might head here if you escaped.” With that, Julianna twisted Mystica’s arm behind her back.

“Please, listen to me.” Mystica sighed, just feeling Julianna’s wrist on hers, the contact of skin on skin.

Mystica wasn’t into women but she didn’t care, she wanted release and didn’t care who it came from.

“I’ll take that.” Another voice said and Mystica turned to see Andrew, Julianna’s partner, grab her other wrist and snatch the pendant from it.

Mystica’s knees almost collapsed from his touch. It took all of her self control not to throw herself at him… well and Julianna still having a grip on her wrist.

“Andrew, your tie.” Julianna commanded and grabbed Mystica’s other wrist, twisting it behind her back.

“What?” He stammered.

“Gag her.” Julianna ordered, a hint of annoyance in her voice.

“Ummm… gag her…” Andrew suddenly looked self conscious.

“Her voice, so she can’t use it.” Julianna sighed.

Mystica felt the cold metal of hand cuffs around her wrist, and then the other.

“No, please don’t gag me.” Mystica sighed, watching as Andrew loosened his tie, a look of reluctance on his face.

“Please, I promise I wont use my voice, I just… please listen to me…” Mystica pleaded.

Andrew looked uncomfortable as he stepped behind Mystica with his black tie and pulled it tightly between the super-heroine's lips.

“Ummhmmmm…” Mystica moaned a muffled sigh of pleasure, and leaned back towards the detective.

He wrapped the tie around her mouth several times and then knotted it at the back of her neck, eliciting sighs and moans as he did.

“Here, you take her, I’m calling headquarters.” Julianna handed the handcuffed Mystica to Andrew and took out her cell phone.

Mystica fell back against Andrew and let out a muffled moan at what she felt. Her eyes went wide with shock.

He was aroused! His cock was rock hard pressing through his dress pants. Mystica leaned back and took it in her cuffed hands.

“Oh hey…” Andrew stammered, stepping back.

But Mystica continued pressing back, rubbing her hands against his erect cock through his pants while moaning into her gag.

“Ummm hmmm… mmm…” She sighed, dimly aware of Julianna yammering onto her phone somewhere.

“Stop…” Andrew murmured, but did nothing to push Mystica away.

She pressed her body against his, feeling his cock pushing against her buttocks, and used her cuffed hands to push her cape aside, leaving nothing between his pants but her thong. Mystica felt Andrew throbbing against her and her cuffed hands ran along her thong, pulled it out, and pushed it aside, baring herself to him.

His breathing was hard and ragged as she rubbed herself up and down against him, and then her fingers found his zipper…

“Andrew!” Julianna called.

“Oh!” He snapped to attention and pulled back.

“Mmmnnnooo!” Mystica cried into her gag.

“Let’s go.” Julianna motioned with her head.

“Right, you lead on.” He stayed behind Mystica.

“What?” Julianna looked puzzled.

“We’re right behind you.” He nudged Mystica forward but kept her in front of him to hide his erection.

Mystica leaned back, her hands once again clutching for Andrew’s zipper. All the while there was a rational voice at the back of her head. It was like she was a prisoner in her own body, watching helplessly as she gave into her own lust.

What are you doing? Stop! Get a hold of yourself! Lexa is still out there with Natasha!

“Move!” Andrew barked, pushing Mystica forward before her hands could grab his erect penis through his pants.

“Mmmm!” She pouted, never experiencing such lust, such longing, like this.

Mystica wanted Andrew, but not just him alone, she wanted everything and everyone. There was an insatiable thirst deep between her legs. How much longer would she have to endure this?

Ahead of her, Julianna pushed over a door and there was a blast of warm air from outside. Mystica could already see the red and blue flashing lights from police cars pulling up outside. Andrew shoved her outside and she saw an unmarked vehicle parked at the bottom of the stairs, no doubt belonging to Andrew and Julianna.

“Get her in the…” Julianna turned to address Andrew but then her jaw dropped as her gaze fell to between Mystica’s legs.

Mystica looked down, forgetting that earlier she had pushed aside her sling for Andrew and was now completely exposed. Julianna grimaced, stepped forward, and placed her hand between Mystica’s legs, prompting a long sigh from the aroused heroine.

“Mmmmm…” Mystica moaned.

Julianna’s jaw dropped, no doubt feeling how wet Mystica was, and then she pulled the front of Mystica’s costume back in place.

“Jesus, what the fuck is wrong with you?” Julianna sighed.

“Ummm hmmm…” Mystica bit down on her gag, trembling from the detective’s touch.

“What the hell is going on here?” A middle-aged man demanded as he exited one of the police cruisers.

“This is a person of interest in the Natasha Gennaro case.” Julianna gestured to Mystica.

Andrew dragged the bound and gagged heroine over to the unmarked car and pulled open one of the rear doors.

“Why is she gagged?” The Chief asked.

“It’s… a long story,” Julianna sighed. “Here, enter this in evidence.” She handed him the pendant that she took from Mystica.

The Chief started to say something but Mystica couldn’t hear what as Andrew pushed her into the backseat of the car and slammed the door shut.

“Mmmfff!” Mystica grunted as she landed in the back seat of the unmarked police vehicle.

Looking out the window, it seemed like Julianna was in an animated discussion with the police chief, while Andrew stood by the car with his hands in his pockets, no doubt concealing the raging hard -on in his pants. Mystica’s eyes focused on the male detective and he seemed to feel her gaze on him and turned. She bit down on her gag and batted her eyes at him and his jaw dropped.

He likes seeing me gagged! She realized.

Andrew kept trying to avoid her gaze, but he kept looking back in the car at the bound and gagged heroine.

Mystica stuck her chest out, allowing him to see her large, natural breasts barely concealed by her sling bikini. Andrew’s jaw dropped and she thought she saw something stirring in his pants. Once again a voice at the back of her head screamed at her to stop and get control, but her lust had taken the wheel.

Mystica turned, shifting so that her cape fell to the side and exposed her thonged behind, giving Andrew a nice view of her full buttocks.

Just then Julianna turned and saw Andrew gawking at Mystica baring her ass to him. The detective shot her partner a dirty look and Andrew immediately turned away from the car. Julianna stormed over, motioning for Andrew to get in, and then opened the driver’s side door.

“Hmmmph!” Mystica pouted, sitting back as Julianna got in the driver’s seat and glared at the helpless heroine.

“Oh what, you can’t use your powers so now you’re trying to seduce men to get out of this?” Julianna glared at Mystica.

“Ummm hmmm!” Mystica shook her head.

“Pathetic,” there was genuine disappointment on Julianna’s face. “I should have known not to trust you.

Andrew got in the passenger side and Julianna flashed him a dirty look.

“Let’s get her back to headquarters.” Julianna barked and started the engine.

Andrew tossed one final look at Mystica, who winked at him as the police car pulled away from the museum.

3.

Julianna almost regretted the decision to put Mystica in the holding cells when she saw the faces of the men in lock-up as she dragged the bound, gagged, and moaning super-heroine into the room. There were about a dozen or men, all very rough looking, being held together in the large cell, and they all stood and ran to the bars like dogs at feeding time when they saw Mystica in her little costume being dragged past them.

I should just throw her in there with the wolves. Julianna immediately regretted that thought. There was no way she was throwing a bound and gagged woman into a cell with men who were already undressing her with their eyes.

As Julianna dragged Mystica closer, the men in the cell started to cheer and cat call, and the police woman shuddered to think what they would do to the super-heroine if left alone with her. Then again, Julianna also couldn’t help but wonder if Mystica would like it.

“Hmmm hruummph…” Mystica moaned and sighed as Julianna dragged her down the cell block, ignoring the cat calls from the men in the larger cell.

The scantily clad heroine was slick with sweat, and continued to emit moans and sighs of pleasure through her gag. At one point on the ride to the station they hit a bump and Julianna thought Mystica was going to orgasm in the back seat.

What is her deal anyway? Julianna wondered. She kept thinking of how wet Mystica had been when Julianna had adjusted the front of Mystica’s costume earlier that night.

Then there was the way she looked at Andrew, the way she moaned as he held her, and the way she was baring her ass to him in the car. Just the thought of it, and the way Andrew gawked at Mystica, got Julianna’s blood boiling.

“Urrrmm!” Mystica let out a sharp moan, and Julianna realized she was gripping Mystica’s arm like a vice.

The detective glanced at the heroine, who batted her brown eyes at Julianna from under her small domino mask. Julianna loosened her grip, gritted her teeth, and continued pulling Mystica forward. The calls from the men in the cell echoed throughout the holding area, further adding to Julianna’s dark mood.

Maybe a few hours alone in a cell will calm Mystica down. Julianna thought, but she also knew that she needed some time as well. There was no way she could interrogate Mystica in her current mood.

Andrew had insisted on helping her escort Mystica into holding but Julianna refused, using Mystica’s powers as an excuse, but that wasn’t it. Not only had she seen the way Andrew looked at the bound and gagged heroine, but she noticed the tent he was pitching in his pants earlier outside the museum.

Maybe that was Mystica’s plan, to seduce Andrew into letting her go.

They reached an empty cell at the rear of the cell block, and Julianna kept a hold on Mystica’s arm with one hand while using a key with the other to unlock it.

“Here you go, cool off in here for a little bit.” Julianna swung the door open and gestured inside with her head.

“Umm mmmoo! Mmmm!” Mystica protested.

“Sorry, you don’t get any say in this.” Julianna grimaced and shoved Mystica into the waiting cell. The heroine stumbled inside and before she could turn, Julianna had already slammed the door shut and was locking it.

Behind her, the men in the larger cell were voicing their disappointment at Mystica not being locked up with them.

“Mmmph! Ummm ggmm! Lssfffnn! Sttpp!” Mystica pressed herself against the bars and pleaded with Julianna, who pocketed the key, gave Mystica a final look of disgust, and turned to walk away.

“Mmmmooo! Ummm ggmmmmff! Mmm!” Mystica called after Julianna as the detective stormed down the cell block, ignoring the menagerie of men in the other cell as she did.

The holding cells were now filled with the salacious cries of the men in the larger cell as well as Mystica’s gagged protests. Julianna figured that by the time she filled out a report and talked with the captain, Mystica would be in a more cooperative mood.

At least she hoped. Julianna had given express orders that Mystica must remain gagged and that she would be the only one to question the super-heroine. She didn’t know how well Mystica’s power of suggestion worked, but she didn’t even want a man watching from an observation room when she interrogated the other woman out of fear that Mystica’s power would work on them.

Julianna still wasn’t sure if Mystica was a suspect in the kidnapping, but the super-heroine knew more than she was letting on. Not only that, but Julianna had her for interfering in a police investigation, breaking and entering, and burglary now. Then there was that Lexa woman, Julianna didn’t trust her either. Lexa had said something about Mystica wanting to perform a ritual on Natasha, could the necklace have something to do it?

Julianna was happy at least that the necklace, whatever significance it had, was in police custody at the moment. The museum wasn’t happy about it but they would get the necklace back at some point.

Still, Lexa was still out there, and she had an angle in this too, and then there were those sorority witches too… and that frog…

Lots of pieces, and Julianna was frustrated as to how it all fit together. Worse off, despite all of these developments, Julianna was no closer to finding Natasha.

Julianna stepped out of the holding cells and into the bullpen, closing the heavy door behind her, drowning out the men’s cat calls as well as Mystica’s muffled moans. She didn’t take two steps when she saw Andrew waiting for her, along with Captain Stottler. Stottler looked like every stereotypical police captain you would see on TV, he was a short, stout man with a receding hairline, protruding gut, and mustache. To add to his stereotypical nature, Stottler always seemed angry about something. Dealing with him was always a chore because he was either upset about something, or staring at Julianna in a way that made her deeply uncomfortable. Judging from the dark cloud hanging over his head, today he was upset about something.

The Natasha Gennaro kidnapping case was as high profile as a case could be, and Julianna knew that Stottler was under a lot of pressure from both the press and the missing girl’s family. Part of her hoped that bringing in a person of interest would help Stottler's foul mood a bit, but there seemed to be no such luck. Andrew avoided her gaze as Julianna stepped over to her partner and the captain. No doubt Andrew had dealt with Stottler’s wrath already.

“Yes Captain?” Julianna asked.

“What the hell is going on? A break in at the museum, and then you drag in some half naked woman?”

“That woman is a person of interest, and the break in has something to do with–”

“Look, I got the press and Salvatore Gennaro breathing down my neck-” Stottler’s face got redder as he spoke.

“I know-” Julianna interrupted.

“And you’re busting some hooker for stealing a necklace--” He continued.

“If you give me a minute to explain--” Julianna pressed.

“Look, I already tried--” Andrew interjected.

“Yeah, something about frogs and witches! What the hell is this?” Stottler looked like a tomato with a mustache at this point.

“Look, we’ve dealt with crazy stuff. You’ve seen the criminals turning themselves in like they’re in a trance or something, and then the Power Lifter stuff. How is this out of the ordinary?” Julianna hissed, stepping forward to get into the shorter man’s face.

“Hey, why don’t we just calm down.” Andrew tried to step between them but Julianna didn’t back off.

“Reporters have been hanging around here day and night waiting for a scoop, just be glad they didn’t catch you dragging in a half-naked, bound and gagged woman!” Stottler wagged a finger in her face.

“That woman is the best lead we have!” Julianna swatted his finger away, something that made Stottler so red that she thought his head might burst.

“So what am I supposed to say? That Natasha was kidnapped by witches?” Stottler stammered.

“Don’t say anything, let me interrogate Mystica and then go from there. If anything just say we have a person of interest in custody.”

“Oh so now you’re telling me how to do my job?” Stottler barked.

“Yes I am, because apparently that’s what you need!” Julianna blurted, and Stottler opened his mouth to fire back before Andrew stepped between them.

“Hey, hey why don’t we all take a minute, alright?” Andrew put his hands on both and pushed them away from each other.

Stottler glared at Andrew, and then Julianna.

“Just get me something that I can give to the press and the girl’s family that doesn’t sound ridiculous.” Stottler sighed, and stormed off.

Julianna glared as the captain retreated back into his office, and then Andrew turned to face her.

“Hey, calm down. What’s your deal?” He asked.

Julianna huffed, turned away, and crossed her arms.

What is my deal? She wondered, but her thoughts kept drifting back to the way Andrew stared at Mystica, and that bulge in his pants…

“Look, is your head in this?” Andrew put his hands on her shoulders and Julianna pulled away.

“I need to know that you have a clear head, this is a big case.” He pressed.

She frowned, knowing he was right.

“Look, yeah, I’m just tired and it’s been a lot.” She ran a hand through her hair.

“Do what you need to do, but I can’t have you working the case like this. Go home, get a shower, do something--” He began.

“No,” She cut him off. “No, I need to question her. Just, give me a bit. I’ll grab a shower and relax.”

“Good, take your time. She isn’t going anywhere.” Andrew reassured her.

True, but what about Natasha. Julianna bit her lip, but then again, they had the necklace too, whatever that meant. Andrew was right, they had Mystica in custody, she was gagged so she couldn’t use her powers, and Julianna knew she had to orientate herself before she got into the interrogation room with the super-heroine.

“Yeah, I’ll see you in a bit.” She nodded at him and then headed towards the locker room.

As she walked, she tried to push thoughts of the case, and of Andrew gawking at Mystica, out of her mind. Maybe that was Mystica’s plan, to try and get into Julianna’s head by seducing Andrew?

If she did, it’s working. She bit her lip and glowered. Just wait, she was going to rip that thong wearing super-heroine a new one in the interrogation room to show her what happens when she tries to mess with Julianna.

She hated that she was getting so upset over Andrew and Mystica. It wasn’t even like he was her man, Andrew had a girlfriend…

A girlfriend that you’ve been trying to steal him away from. The voice in her head said, and Julianna clenched her jaw, banishing the thought away. Mystica was getting into her head, and she couldn’t let that happen. She had a job to do and a missing girl to find.

She stepped into the locker room. Thankfully, since it was a later hour that meant it was empty, so Julianna could have a nice, long hot shower to think stuff over and relax. Given that she was a detective and used to working late and odd hours, she showered at work often and kept a change of clothes, towels, shampoo and everything else she would need in her locker. Julianna opened her locker, grabbed a towel and shampoo from it, and took another look around the locker room before undressing.

The locker room was still deserted, but Julianna couldn’t shake a feeling of uneasiness as she unlaced her boots.

Maybe it’s just because of everything that happened today. She told herself, stuffing her boots in her locker and quickly removing her socks.

Yes, that was it, with all of the weirdness that had been happening, and now Mystica under the same roof as her, she was bound to feel a little uneasy.

I needed this shower more than I thought. She realized.

Julianna needed to relax and clear her mind, hating that Mystica had gotten into her head like she did. There was no way Julianna could interrogate the prisoner in her current mental state.

She undid the top few buttons on her shirt, revealing her round breasts in a pink bra, imagining the look on Andrew’s face if he saw in that bra right now. He would probably be shocked to see Julianna in that color, since she shunned typically “girly” colors, but pink looked great on her. After undoing the remaining buttons, she opened her shirt and looked down at her cleavage, and then ran her hand over her rock solid abs. Sure, her breasts weren’t as large or full as Mystica’s, but they were still incredibly easy to look at.

But her current struggle now was getting her jeans off. Putting on her pants was always a bigger hurdle given the size and curve of her ass, but shrugging out of her skintight pants could be just as much of a chore. Julianna removed her belt, unbuttoned her jeans and then pushed down the zipper, exposing the pink panties underneath that matched her bra. Then she gripped either side and pushed, but the jeans did not want to let go of her ass that easily. She shoved and wiggled, the veins in her arms popping as her pants slowly lowered and revealed the back of her pink thong running through her tanned, rock solid ass cheeks.

Slowly but surely, her backside released its hold on her jeans and bared more of her plump cheeks. Mystica may have her beat as far as boobs, but few had a better ass than hers. Once her jeans fell below her cheeks, it was much easier to peel them off of her long, sinewy legs and toss them into the locker with the rest of her clothes. Finally, she unhooked her bra and tossed it into her locker, followed by her thong. Julianna stood naked in the center of the locker room and took a moment to look down and admire her toned body. She could see her muscles rippling with every movement she made, and despite how rock solid her physique was, it was still decidedly feminine. After another moment of admiring herself, she grabbed a towel and pressed it over her front, leaving her back exposed, and headed towards the showers.

Julianna didn’t particularly care about leaving her ass exposed, she regularly wore thong bikinis to the beach, and it was the feature she was most proud of. It was a short walk to the shower, and she hung the towel on a hook outside and went to step into the shower room when she paused. She was certain she could feel eyes on her, and spun to look at the locker room behind her. It was empty. Usually being naked in the locker room didn’t bother her, but Julianna suddenly had a flash of self consciousness and covered her breasts with one hand while her eyes scanned the locker room.

Nothing moved. It must have just been her imagination.

The locker room showers were like any other ones, a large room with several shower heads jutting from the walls. She stepped to one in the middle of the room and turned the water to hot. It only took a minute to heat up and she stepped under the cascade of warm water, closed her eyes, and let it run over her face and down her body, pushing her now soaked brown hair back as she did. When she opened her eyes, most of the room had filled with steam, and Julianna turned to let the water run down her back. The warmth of the shower was already doing wonders to calm her and she closed her eyes and let herself get lost in the feeling of the water running along her shoulders.

Julianna turned again and let the water run over her chest, and as she opened her eyes again, the sensation of being watched returned. She spun around, wiping the water from her eyes as she did. Steam obscured most of the room, and she was unable to see out into the locker room beyond because of it. Perhaps there was someone out in the locker room changing?

As she watched the mist, she realized that her muscles had tensed as well.

It’s just in your head, relax.

Julianna went to step back under the water when she saw a dark shape dart past just beyond the steam. Despite the warmth of the shower, her blood turned to ice and she balled her fists, stepping beyond the protective field of the hot water. She stood naked, water running along her bare body, waiting for another hint of movement? Could it be Mystica, could she have escaped somehow?

I knew it, I knew I should have checked to make sure her gag was tight! Julianna cursed herself, but before she could take another step, she felt someone press up against her from behind and a second later a hand was clamped over her mouth.

“Mmmmph!” Julianna cried as she was lifted back, another hand wrapping around her waist.

Her own hands rose up, trying to pull the one silencing her away.

“Surprise.” A female voice whispered in her ear.

“Hnnnph!” Julianna cried, trying to twist free from her attacker’s grasp.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Her attacked hissed.

“Ummm hmmmph!”

Julianna continued to struggle and pull. As she did she could feel the bare flesh pressed up against her from behind, and of the small, firm breasts pressed against her back. Despite her panic, she realized she recognized the voice, and it wasn’t Mystica.

It was Alisha, the witch from the sorority!

“What do you say we take you somewhere a little more private. Lexa has taken a liking to you.” Alisha continued, keeping her hand locked around Julianna’s mouth like a vice.

“Mnnnoo! Ummm ggmm!” Julianna tried to pull free.

Lexa! Was she the one behind it all?

“Just relax, first you, and then we’ll get that super-heroine out of the way too, after you show us where that necklace is at…” Alisha hissed in her ear.

“Nmmmff!” Julianna huffed, and then delivered a very sharp elbow right into Alisha’s ribcage.

The younger girl cried out and fell back, letting go of Julianna as she did. Julianna spun and delivered a punch to the witch’s jaw, sending her sprawling to the shower floor. Not wanting to give Alisha a moment, Julianna hurried towards the locker room, careful not to slip. She made it out of the shower and reached for her towel when she saw one of Alisha’s cronies, the short, curvier one with the massive tits, waiting outside. Both of them seemed shocked to see each other, but the witch recovered and raised her hands. Suddenly remembering the spells they could cast, Julianna dove to the side just as a blast of purple light shot from the witches hands.

The naked detective had no time to worry about clothes and scuttled behind a row of locker as another blast of purple light hit the wall where she had once been.

“Get her, stop her!” Julianna heard Alisha scream from the showers.

A moment later the curvy witch stepped around the corner and aimed her open hand at Julianna. Once again, Julianna spun and dove between a row of lockers as there was another burst of purple light where she once stood. She desperately wished that she could to grab her gun from her locker, but there was no time. Escape was her priority at the moment.

Steam hung in the air of the locker rooms from the still running shower, and Julianna pressed herself against the end of a row of lockers and craned her neck. The door was in sight, and once she got free of the locker room she could get help. The thought of running naked out into a police station filled with her coworkers was not a pleasant one, but it was the only option she had.

Julianna turned her head, looking up and down the rows of lockers to see if the coast was clear just in time to see Alisha, wet, naked, and angry, emerge directly across the room from her. The witch glared and raised her palm to blast the equally naked detective, who spun to the other side of the row of lockers she was hiding in…

And bumped into the curvy witch. Once again, both seemed surprised to see each other, but this time Julianna didn’t give the curvy witch time to act, and delivered a stiff punch to the younger girl’s jaw. The college age witch stumbled back and the naked detective booked for the locker room door. Her entire, lithe, nude body was slick with water from the shower and from her own sweat as she sprinted across the room. Without stopping to look back, she reached the locker room door, ripped it open, and dove into the hallway outside.

Emerging into the police station hallway, Julianna felt a flash of self consciousness realizing that she was naked and soaking wet in her workplace. Instinctively, she covered her breasts with one hand and placed another between her legs. She half expected to see a group of officers or something starring slack jawed at the naked detective who had just emerged from the locker room, but instead she found that she was completely alone.

Julianna stood for a minute, and then hurried away from the locker room door, expecting two angry witches to emerge from it any minute. The last thing she wanted to do was emerge into the bullpen completely nude, but she didn’t have much choice. She hurried to the end of the hallway, where it would turn leading to another row of offices before leading to the bullpen, occasionally tossing a look over her shoulder at the locker room, but neither of her assailants left.

As she moved further down the hallway, Julianna suddenly became aware of another noise, it sounded like… shouting?

She paused, listening…

From somewhere in the station, it was shouting, along with crashing!

Just then, at the end of the hall, there was a scream and a patrol man flew out from the other end of the hall and crashed into the wall, landing into huddle heap on the floor. Julianna gasped and stopped, hearing footsteps approaching from where the officer had just been tossed. Her naked flesh broke out in goosebumps and she tried the nearest door to her, finding it unlocked. Just as she turned the knob, someone on the other side opened the door for her. She gasped and jumped back just as the Frog-Man emerged from the office, his elongated tongue licking his lipless mouth at the sight of the naked detective.

Julianna screamed and jumped back, turning her head towards the end of the hallway where the unconscious officer was. The third witch, the thin one with high cheekbones and small breasts, was approaching. She turned to the other side of the hallway to see Alisha, still naked, and the curvy one standing and waiting.

She was trapped.

***

In her cell, Mystica’s attempts at ignoring her uncontrollable lust were proving unsuccessful. Still bound and gagged, she sat crossed legged on the cement floor, attempting to use meditative techniques to clear her mind. Her chest rose and fell from every breath she took and despite her best attempts to focus on her breathing, carnal thoughts continued to dance through her head.

Breathe…

Thoughts of Andrew gagging her with his tie…

Breathe…

Andrew’s rock hard cock through his pants…

Breathe…

Despite it all, Mystica could still feel the deep yearning, the wanting, inside of her. The front of her costume was soaked from her arousal. Not only that, but her gag was soaked as well from how hard she was biting on it, another vain attempt at controlling her lust.

Then there were the men in the other cell, who hadn’t been quiet since she was brought in. Despite her attempts at drowning them out, their voices filled the cell block as they laid out in great detail everything they were going to do with Mystica once they were alone with her.

The worst part was that she wanted them too. The more they talked and spoke of how they used her body, the wetter she got. Visions of the men filling her, using her, wanting her, caused her skin to raise in goosebumps. She hated that she wanted them, needed them.

This can’t go on for much longer! She thought, this constant state of arousal. Eventually something would happen right?

Either it would fade, or she would?

Death by horniness, what a terrible way to go. Mystica grimaced.

Her lips wrapped around the gag and she squeezed her eyes shut, once again attempting to focus on her breathing and clearing her head. She had to get this under control, it was her body, and she was not a slave to her lust.

“Hmmm…” She hummed into her gag. Mystica focused on the sound, emanating from her chest up through the tie used to silence her.

It wasn’t doing any good, as she heard the sound escape her gagged lips, she imagined Andrew gagging her, feeling his arousal as he did…

“Hmmm…” She hummed, biting on the gag tighter. Mystica didn’t think she could squeeze her eyes shut tighter than they were…

Then she thought she heard a sound from somewhere in the police station, and her eyes snapped open.

“Wummff…” She strained to listen. The lust was still there, but now she was focusing, curious…

That couldn’t have been…

She thought she heard the sound again, and stood up. It was hard to discern over the voices of the men in the large cell…

But she heard them murmuring too amongst each other.

Mystica pressed herself against the bars, ears perked and eyes wide. Even the men in the other cell were leaning close to the bars, listening.

There it was, a series of loud pops.

Gunshots.

A chill ran down Mystica’s spine. A moment later there was another round of gun fire. It was coming from multiple weapons. The men in the other cell went quiet, and Mystica heard more now, the sound of men yelling, and crashing…

“Hmmmfff!” She exclaimed as the amulet thrummed against her chest. Usually that was a sensation that didn’t bother her, but given her aroused state, it was almost too much.

The amulet continued to hum, signaling her that magic was near, and her knees buckled from how wet it was making her. Mystica leaned against the bars of her cell for support and closed her eyes as she tried to focus.

Gunfire… magic…

It had to mean that Lexa and her forces were at the police station, coming for the necklace while Mystica was here, bound, gagged, helpless, and uncontrollably horny in a jail cell.

Worse, if Lexa wanted her out of the way, this was the perfect time to do it. Mystica was literally helpless, trapped.

As if on cue, Mystica detected a presence in the cell with her. A moment later a warm body pressed up against her from behind and Lexa cooed in her ear.

“Oh Mystica, we have got to stop meeting like this.” She purred, and a moment later Mystica felt Lexa’s hands cup her breasts.

“Mmmmph! Nmmm!” Mystica tried to resist, but the arousal, complete with her amulet’s humming, made her week, and Lexa pulled her back away from the bars while still keeping her hands wrapped around Mystica’s breasts.

“Nmmm…” Mystica sighed, wanting to pull away, but just feeling Lexa’s hands on her breasts made her knees quiver. She fell back against the other woman as Lexa groped her.

“Oh Mystica, what have you gotten yourself into this time?” Lexa giggled, massaging Mystica’s breasts through the front of her costume.

“Ummm hmm…” Mystica sighed, her head lulling. It felt like her nipples were so hard that they were going to poke through her costume.

“Oh someone’s a bit excited.” Lexa squeezed Mystica’s breasts, prompting an excited moan from the bound and gagged heroine.

No, I can’t… I have to…

But she was no longer in control of her body, and pressed herself up against Lexa.

“Poor Mystica, trying to summon a leech. You didn’t know about the lust…” Lexa giggled.

The witch’s hands reached under the front of Mystica’s sling bikini and pulled the fabric aside. Mystica’s large breasts fell free but Lexa was there to catch them and feel every inch, every curve.

“Umm mnnoo…” Mystica cried, nearly collapsing against Lexa.

“They say the lust can be overwhelming, and last for up to a day.” Lexa continued to purr. One of her hands continued to grasp at Mystica’s breast while the other slid down the heroine’s mid-section towards…

Towards…

“Umm… hmm…”

“I wonder what will happen…” Lexa’s hand moved past Mystica’s navel.

“Ummm hmm…” Mystica nodded.

“If we added a little something extra to that.” Lexa finished, and then moved her hand just before it got to Mystica’s pelvis.

“Mmmph!” The aroused heroine cried in frustration.

Lexa kept on hand on Mystica’s breast, and with the other lifted a dropper filled with a liquid into Mystica’s view.

“Hmm?” Mystica’s brow furrowed. Her mind was beyond rational, she didn’t care about the attack on the police station, or the kidnapped girl, all she wanted was release…

“Remember this? It’s arousal potion…” Lexa giggled.

“Wummff!” Mystica’s eyes went wide, rational thought suddenly returning to her.

Arousal potion!

She did remember it well, and saw Lexa under the effects of it. Combining the arousal potion with her current predicament was… not good.

“Nmmmff!” Mystica cried, trying to pull away. Lexa cupped a hand under Mystica’s chin and pulled the heroine close.

“What will happen if all that horniness has nowhere to go?” Lexa laughed, holding the dropper over Mystica’s face.

“Hmmph! Mmmoo Hmmp! Hlllp!” Mystica tried to pull away, but Lexa kept her hand wrapped around the heroine’s chin as she dangled the dropper.

“In a way, I envy you. You could probably have the most intense orgasm of your life… if the horniness doesn’t kill you first.” Lexa laughed and depressed the dropper over Mystica’s mouth.

The gag, already soaked with saliva, was doused in arousal potion. Mystica tasted the sweet, strawberry taste of the concoction as it filled her mouth.

Lexa laughed and stepped away as Mystica coughed into her gag. It was impossible to spit up the potion or anything, it had already been soaked up into the gag, which was filling Mystica’s mouth. Behind her, she could hear Lexa laughing.

“Well Mystica, it’s been fun. I hope you don’t get too hot and bothered, you might wear yourself out!” The witch laughed, and Mystica spun around to see that Lexa had already disappeared in a cloud of purple smoke, leaving her alone in her cell.

Already, she could feel the potion kicking in, the tingling between her legs was become more intense, like an angry hornets nest, she was sweating heavier, and her heart was starting to beat faster…

***

“Ugh, get off me!” Julianna grunted as the two witches dragged her by either arm towards Alisha.

One thing the detective was slightly thankful for was that she wasn’t the only one naked, as the younger girl stood in the center of the hallway still completely nude. Still, Julianna couldn’t help but feel her skin crawl at the way the Frogman’s bulging eyes leered at her nude body, or how that tongue of his licked his wide, lipless mouth…

“Ronnie, keep it in your pants.” Alisha sighed at the Frogman standing next to her.

Still, Ronnie didn’t avert his eyes from Julianna’s naked, heaving breasts, though she did notice how it took a great, almost superhuman effort for the amphibian not to leer at Alisha’s naked body. Julianna met the witch’s gaze and did her best to lift her chin and remain defiant, despite the fact that she was naked, helpless, and outmatched.

“Jesus Alisha, put some clothes on.” A voice called from behind Julianna, and a moment later Lexa stepped over.

Alisha seemed to bow her in deference to Lexa and waved a hand over her body. A moment later, her nudity was covered with a form fitting, slinky black dress with a plunging neckline.

“There, that’s better.” Lexa smiled, stepping next to the young witch and folding her arms over her considerable cleavage. Julianna glared back at the witch.

“So, you played me?” The naked detective sneered.

“I know a useful idiot when I see one. It doesn’t help when they’re as easy on the eyes as you.” Lexa smiled and stepped towards the naked detective.

Julianna pulled again but the witch’s on either side of her kept a tight grip on her arms. As she struggled, she felt her breasts heave up and down and noticed the Frogman’s eyes widen. Lexa noticed Julianna’s gaze, turned to Ronnie, and smiled.

“Oh Ronnie, you can’t help yourself can you?” She chided, and the Frogman bowed his head in obedience.

“Ronnie here used to be a young, strapping man full of promise,” Lexa gestured to the humanoid amphibian. “Until he decided to grope my breasts while I was bound, gagged, and helpless. Now, witness his punishment.”

Julianna almost pitied the Frogman in that moment, but still kept her chin high and glared at Lexa.

“You’re sick.” Julianna snarled.

“Why thank you.” Lexa smiled, leering at the naked detective.

Julianna wished she could shrink back, or cover herself. Something about the way Lexa looked at her made her feel worse than when Ronnie did.

“I’ll make this simple. Show us where the evidence lock-up is so I can retrieve my necklace, and you will be treated well as my slave.” Lexa stepped forward and cupped her hands over Julianna’s breasts.

The detective tried to pull back as best she could but the two witches held her in place. Lexa’s hands cupped over Julianna’s nipples and her large, brown eyes drank up the detective’s sinewy, nude form.

“I can treat you very, very well.” Lexa licked her lips.

“Go fuck yourself.” Julianna spat.

“Such language,” Lexa gasped and stepped back. “Let’s see if we can find other way to make you cooperate.”

She stepped away from Julianna and signaled to Ronnie. The Frogman’s elongated tongue licked his mouth and his eyes leered at the naked detective.

“Ronnie, why don’t you see if you can make Detective Bennet a little more cooperative.” Lexa smiled as the Frogman lumbered over to Julianna.

“No, no!” Julianna cried, a chill running down her spine as Ronnie’s slobbering tongue unfurled from his mouth.

“Freeze!” Someone called from behind Julianna, and she – along with her captors – turned to see Andrew standing at the other end of the hallway, gun drawn.

Julianna’s heart leapt at the sight of Andrew, standing there, his eyes cold steel as he leveled his weapon at her captors, but then her feelings of elation were instantly followed by shame and embarrassment at this being the first time he saw her naked.

“Let her go!” Andrew ordered. Even in a situation like this, Julianna could see that it was taking all of his willpower not to stare at her naked ass.

There was a blast of purple light, and a split second later Andrew flew back, his gun flying, and crashed into the wall behind him. He crumbled into a heap and Alisha stepped forward, hands raised, her fingers glowing with the light from the concussive blast.

“No! Stop!” Julianna begged as the witch stepped towards her fallen partner.

Andrew wasn’t moving as Alisha leveled her hands at him.

“Stop! Don’t hurt him!” Julianna cried.

“Alisha, wait!” Lexa ordered, studying Julianna.

“You care about this one?” The witch smiled.

“I’ll show you the evidence locker, just don’t hurt him!” Julianna pleaded.

Lexa didn’t say anything, only kept smiling at the naked detective.

“Please!” Julianna begged.

“Fine, Alisha, leave him be.” Lexa ordered.

Julianna breathed a sigh of relief, and looked back to see the younger witch stepping away from the dazed Andrew looking considerably disappointed.

“Show us the way.” Lexa smiled and stepped back.

“Fine.” Julianna glared at the busty witch.

She felt the two witches let go of her arms, but no sooner had they let go than Lexa lifted her hand, revealing a set of leather manacles. Julianna’s eyes went wide as she recognized them, they were the ones used in the video where Natasha was kidnapped! She watched as Lexa waved her hands and the manacles flew towards the naked detective, and a second later Julianna felt her arms pulled behind her back and the manacles wrap around either wrist and then lock them together.

“Wha-UMMMPH!” She was cut off by what felt like a leather muzzle suddenly wrap around her mouth, gagging her.

“Hhmmmph mmmph!” Julianna protested, testing her bonds, but they held tight.

“You don’t need to talk to show us where the locker is,” Lexa stepped aside and gestured down the hall. “Lead on detective.”

“Grrrrmm…” Julianna glared at the witch, but with no other choice, she strutted down the hallway, doing her best to keep her head high despite being naked and now bound and gagged.

She took one more look at Andrew, still lying in a heap and groaning, and then turned away to lead her captors towards the evidence locker.

***

Mystica arched her hips up in the air, feeling a slight tinge of pleasure as the fabric from her costume rubbed against her smooth vagina. Every movement, every gust of air sent shockwaves of arousal through her body. Her legs were shaking so bad that she couldn’t even stand, and was now writhing on the cold cement floor of her cell.

“Umm… hmm…” She didn’t even notice the feeling of the concrete on her half naked body, as her skin was completely soaked with sweat, and her heart was racing so fast that it felt like it could burst at any second.

“Ummm hmmmph mmmm…” She closed her eyes, bit onto her gag, and rolled around on the floor of her cell, pressing her legs together now. Her cuffed hands clenched her sweat soaked buttocks and there was another flush of moisture between her legs.

Thoughts came to Mystica in broken fragments. Part of her knew that she had to get out of the cell, to stop Lexa, but the urges, the arousal, overrode everything else. There was another part of her that knew that the way her heart was pounding wasn’t healthy, that her body couldn’t keep up with how turned on she was. If she didn’t do something about this soon, she could very well die of horniness, but there was nothing else she could do but lay on the floor in her cell, writhing and quaking from the burning between her legs.

How to counteract arousal potion… Mystica tried to think, but was incapable of irrational thought. All she could think of was being penetrated, of Andrew’s raging cock pressed against her through his pants…

“Uggh…” She moaned, rolling onto her side. Just the thought of Andrew sent a painful jolt of arousal throughout her body.

The pleasant tingling of being turned on had turned into a raging inferno, a fire spreading up from between her legs to her whole body.

“Mmmm hummfff… hmmfff…” She grumbled, trying to banish the thoughts of Andrew from her mind, but still, like an invasive species, they spread…

Pressing her body against him…

Lowering his zipper…

Andrew tightly gagging her…

“Urrrrmmm mmmph…” Mystica squeezed her legs together and rolled on the ground, each thought of Andrew felt like it was stoking the flames of her own destruction.

She wanted him, wanted the young detective to find her and fill her with his rock hard cock, to fuck her deeply and…

“Urrgg gggmmm…” She cried into her gag, feeling like she was a hot poker being pressed to a fire.

As much as Mystica wanted release, actually having sex may be deadly, the thing that drives her body into overdrive…

I’m damned if I do, damned if I don’t…

Still, the burning lust inside of her only grew hotter, the gag in her mouth was soaked, as well as her cloths from her own perspiration. How long would this torture last, how long until it consumed her?

Mystica rolled over, squeezing her eyes shut and attempted to once again focus on her breathing, but the rapid flutter of her heartbeat made it impossible.

Then she heard a jingle of keys behind her, and then a metal clank as her cell door was unlocked.

“Hmmmph…” She moaned and rolled back over, half expecting to see Lexa returning to finish her, or the ravenous pack of men in the other cell…

Instead she saw Andrew standing in the cell doorway, staring down at Mystica with wide, shocked eyes. His hair was a messy tumble on his head, his clothes dusty and frayed. Both of them stared at each other for what seemed like an eternity. Mystica blinked, half expecting him to be a lust-fueled hallucination, but he lingered there, framed in the cell door, staring down at the handcuffed and gagged heroine.

Mystica sighed, her breasts heaving up and down at the sight of him. She noticed how Andrew’s eyes immediately fell on her bare breasts.

“I need… I need your help.” He swallowed and stepped towards the bound heroine.

Mystica sat up, beckoning him with her big brown eyes. Andrew tried to avert his gaze from her gagged mouth as he stepped over to her.

“They… they have Julianna…” He stammered, and kneeled next to the helpless Mystica.

“Ummm hmm…” She nuzzled his shoulder as he reached to remove her cuffs. Even though she heard what he said, his words felt hollow to her.

“We need…” He began, but she shifted, pressing her body against his while arching her bound hands away from her.

“We need… she needs our help.” He swallowed, and reached for her cuffs again.

Mystica scurried, moving her cuffed hands to the side while also pushing her cape away to reveal her thonged ass to him. Andrew stopped, his hands hovering inches from her backside. She leaned back, each cheek falling perfectly into his palms.

“Ummfff…” She moaned.

Andrew withdrew his hand and grabbed her wrists, and Mystica leaned back even more, pressing her rear against his waist. He cried out and fell back, and Mystica followed, planting her ass on his lap while nuzzling him with her gagged mouth.

“Gmmm…” She sighed, her cuffed hands reaching between his legs.

“Listen!” He barked, grabbing her by the chin with one hand and the waist with the other.

“Ummmph!” She moaned in pleasure and leaned her head back, feeling Andrew get hard against her.

“Cmmn mmn…” She wriggled against him, sighing through her gag.

Then Andrew’s hand clamped over her already gagged mouth and he pulled her tight against him.

“Mmmpfff…” She moaned, her whole body shivering against him.

His other hand, pressed against her mid-section, moved lower. Mystica gyrated her pelvis against him, feeling him pressing through his pants against her. Her cuffed hands worked away at his belt. There was a distant, tiny voice at the back of her head telling her not to do it, that it could be the end of her, that Julianna and Natasha needed saving, but that voice, that reason, was no longer in control.

Andrew’s hand slid down the front of her costume, and Mystica didn’t think it was possible for her to get any more wet, but just feeling him down there sent shudders and convulsions through her. She was so aroused that just his fingers tracing the lips of her vagina caused her to orgasm.

“Ummm fffffmmm! Ummff!” She moaned, rocked by the sensation as Andrew’s fingers moved in, causing yet another orgasm.

She had never experienced a sensation like this before. Her jaw went slack and her gag barely did anything to silence her cries of passion as she came. Her heart was fluttering like the wings of a hummingbird. Then Andrew’s finger found it, her spot, and did a dance on her like she had never felt before. With each movement of his nimble digits, her body liquified. All she could do was spasm under his touch, each orgasm coming in rapid fire succession. Mystica was no longer capable of rational thought, and gave herself over to the experience, to the pleasure.

Andrew’s fingers continued their wonderful movements between her legs, and Mystica moaned and spasmed with each successive orgasm. Her breathing came in ragged gasps, and Mystica realized she could barely open her eyes. In fact, she couldn’t control her body all, instead just riding wave after wave of intense, overwhelming orgasm. The way her heart was pounding felt like she had run the longest, most intense marathon of her life.

“Hey, are you alright?” Someone said, but the voice felt so distant, like the end of a long tunnel…

It was Andrew, but he was pressed up against her, his fingers…

No, they weren’t. Andrew had pulled his fingers out from between her legs, but the orgasms continued. With each one that finished she felt the successive one waiting in line, and the line was endless, stretching further back than she could possibly imagine.

“Hey…” Andrew shook her.

Mystica’s head lulled to the side. She didn’t even have the strength to moan into her gag, her body just rocked and quaked with each orgasm as it came. It was intoxicating, mesmerizing, the pleasure, the release…

She was floating, leaving the cell behind. Mystica didn’t care about Lexa, Julianna, or Natasha, all she wanted was to experience this passion, this wave of pleasure. It felt like she was a buoy being tossed around on an ocean of rapture. It was a feeling that she never wanted to end. With each orgasm, she felt less and less connected to her physical body and the material world. In all of her years studying spirituality and meditating, nothing had come close to this transcendent experience. People searched their whole lives to experience the overwhelming joy she was now feeling.

Higher, higher she went. Everything that had happened before felt so small, so distant.

Higher…

And higher…

There, Mystica could feel it! This was all leading towards something. Her conscious mind was ready to let go, to experience the greatest feeling of pleasure a human could. She didn’t know what was on the other side of that final orgasm, but she welcomed it, ran towards it with open arms, ready for it to take her up in its warm embrace…

“MMMURGGH!” She screamed, suddenly assailed by the harshest, coldest sensation she had ever experienced.

Mystica was pulled back into her body like a retracting wire, snapped back to the moment by the blast of the icy water against her face.

“Ummm mmphff!” She cried, tossing her head back and opening her eyes. Her body was shivering, but not from the never ending waves of orgasms.

Mystica was sitting on the cold, tile floor of a shower being pelted with a jet of freezing cold water. Her entire body shivered and trembled under the relentless turret of liquid ice.

“Hurrmmm mmmurrmmm…” She grunted, looking around.

Andrew loomed over her in the entrance to the shower, the look of concern on his face changing to one of amusement. After a few more seconds, he reached out and shut off the water.

“Mmmmph!” Mystica grumbled into her gag, shivering from the subarctic temperatures of the shower.

“Sorry, sometimes you just need a cold shower.” Andrew smiled and shrugged

To be continued...
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