

A Captive of the Coven

The Perils of Madame Mystica Volume 2, Part 4

By Valereya James

The Story So Far…

Superheroine Mystica’s magical amulet gives her the ability to control men with her voice, and she uses that power to help people. When heiress Natasha Gennaro is kidnapped, Mystica suspects that something more may be afoot, and during her investigation she crosses paths with Detective Julianna Bennet.

As Julianna and Mystica continue their investigation, Mystica discovers that the buxom, immortal witch Lexa is behind the kidnapping. Lexa’s powers are fading, and with them, her immortality, and she plans to take over the body of the young and beautiful Natasha. In order to complete the body switching spell, Lexa needs two amulets on display at the Chance City Museum. In order to prevent Mystica from stopping her, Lexa manipulates Julianna into thinking Mystica is behind the kidnapping.

Mystica attempts to stop Lexa from obtaining the amulets, but is arrested, gagged, and thrown into a holding cell. Julianna takes the amulets as evidence, but Lexa and her coven attack the police station and take Julianna hostage...

1.

At first Mystica found it strange that Andrew turned his back while she took off her wet clothes, after all, his fingers had just been inside of her moments earlier, but she knew that not everyone was as comfortable with nude bodies as she was.

There was more too, she could tell that the detective was also clearly not proud of letting his passion get the better of him in the cell. Now that her mind was clear, she thought back to the museum, and him gagging her, and in the cell and how she threw herself at Andrew when he walked in. He was barely able to resist the sight of the bound and gagged heroine.

“Here,” Andrew, with his back still turned to Mystica, handed her a towel. “We should hurry.”

“Yes, give me a moment.” She agreed.

Her cloak, mask, and boots lay at her feet, completely soaked, and she pushed down the straps of her sling and quickly slid out of it, standing completely naked, and wet, behind the detective.

“Thank you.” She said as she took the towel.

“Don’t mention it.” His head turned slightly, but not enough to get a look at her nude body.

Mystica ran the towel over her hair and down over her breasts, but still kept sneaking looks over her shoulder to see if Andrew was watching her. She realized that it wasn’t because she was worried about him looking, in fact, she wanted him to look.

At first she wondered if it was still an effect from the Leech/lust potion making her want Andrew to want her, but her head felt completely clear. Andrew’s idea of a cold shower was one of desperation, but effective. Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling of his hardness through his pants, of his hand over her mouth…

Mystica shook her head. This was not the time for that, people were in danger. She was quick towel off, getting as much moisture from her body as she could, still, she wasn’t fully dry but it was alright, the air would do the rest. There was no time to lose, and she tossed the towel aside and turned to face Andrew.

“Alright, I’m ready.” She pressed a hand to her amulet as she spoke.

Andrew spun around and his eyes widened at the sight of Mystica’s bare breasts a split second before there was a flash of light and she stood before him, fully clad in her costume again.

“Let’s hurry.” She declared and moved past him.

There was a shower room near the holding cells, which was where Andrew had dragged her once she started orgasming uncontrollably, and she stepped out of the shower room and into a hallway at the end of the cells.

“The evidence locker is this way.” Andrew took the lead, and Mystica followed.

As he pushed open the door and out into the now devastated police station, Mystica once again found herself questioning her actions. Part of her wanted him to have that quick glimpse of her naked body before her costume rematerialized. She enjoyed seeing the look on his face for that brief moment, it was at fist a look of surprise, then lust.

Once again, Mystica found herself questioning if the effects of the lust potion hadn’t fully worn off, but thoughts about Andrew were banished from her mind as she took in the sight of the hallway around her.

It looked like a war zone. Office windows were shattered, doors splintered, dust and debris littered the hallways as lights flickered above them. Mystica could hear moans of pain coming from somewhere in the station.

“Oh my god…” She muttered.

“They walked in and just hit us, bolts of light from their hands, that Frog-Man, we had no chance.”

All of this to serve Lexa’s vanity. Mystica shook her head. The witch would pay for what she had done.

They continued to move down the hall, but Mystica could see Andrew’s hesitation. His head moved up and down, scanning for fallen comrades, and every time there was a cry of pain, he perked up. She couldn’t help but feel a pang of sympathy for him, the detective was drawn into something bigger than him that he didn’t fully understand. Andrew’s concern for the safety of his partner and of his fellow officers was commendable.

As Andrew continued to lead Mystica through the ruins of the station, she couldn’t help but feel like she couldn’t put any more in danger. Andrew’s partner, Julianna, was already a prisoner of Lexa, and who knows what Lexa would do once Julianna stopped being useful. Mystica couldn’t let any more get hurt.

“Andrew..” She put a hand on his shoulder.

“Yes?” The detective stopped and turned around.

“I must insist that I go on alone. What lies ahead may be too dangerous, even for you.” Mystica explained.

“Mystica, I’m not letting you go up against these people alone.” He countered. She could see the concern, the protective instinct, in his eyes.

“This is something beyond you, or any other police officer. Just tell me where the evidence locker is, and I’ll face Lexa alone.” Mystica stood her ground.

“Look at what they did, you can’t-” He began.

“I am grateful for you helping me,” Mystica cut him off. “But it is too dangerous.”

“What about Julianna?” Andrew asked.

“I will bring her back safely, now please, help your wounded officers and tell me where the evidence locker is. With any luck I can catch them still there.”

Andrew chewed his lip, still clearly uncertain about things.

“You know, I can command you.” Mystica added. She didn’t want to resort to that, but if Andrew continued to push, she would for his own safety.

“Fine,” Andrew grimaced. “Elevator at the end of the hall, take it to level 3. Evidence lock-up is at the end of the hall.”

“Thank you,” She bowed her head. “Go help your fallen officers.”

With that, she took off down the hallway.

“Mystica!” Andrew called after her.

The super-heroine stopped and spun around.

“Be careful.” Andrew’s face was drawn, concerned.

“Thank you.” Mystica smiled. Something about the way he looked at her, the concern, those wide, brown eyes of his…

She turned and continued down the hall, trying to ignore her feelings about the detective. It took all of her will not to look back as she continued down the hallway.

Come on Mystica, now is not the time for this.

Once again, she tried telling herself it was the after effects of the lust potion, but part of her knew that something had been awakened in her. Once she was finished with Lexa, she would address those feelings. For now, she had to be a superhero.

Mystica pressed on down the hall, trying to push all thoughts of Andrew from her mind, still, like a persistent fly she couldn’t swat, they continued to buzz around in her mind.

It had been so long since a man had touched her like that…

She shook her head. There was no way she could rescue Julianna and Natasha while thinking of Andrew’s hands on her, groping her, kissing her…

NO! Mystica balled her fists. How could she be thinking about sex at a time like this? Once again she tried telling herself that this was the lust potion, but this was a different yearning, this was beyond physical, something deep in her soul…

At the end of the hallway she saw the elevator, and swallowed, stood straight, and marched to the end of the hall. Her finger jabbed at the call button incessantly, willing the elevator to arrive at light speed. She was anxious, not only from what happened with Andrew, but also because she didn’t know what she was walking into once she got down there. For all she knew, once she got off the elevator Lexa and her cronies could be waiting to pounce on her.

Mystica took a breath, telling herself she had the advantage. Lexa thought she was in her cell, that meant the witch would be cocky, her guard down. The element of surprise was on Mystica’s side.

After what seemed like an eternity, the elevator arrived. Mystica slid in before the doors were fully open, hit the close button, then hit the third floor button. Once the elevator was moving, she stepped to the side, just in case there were any surprises waiting for her. A few moments later, the elevator arrived at her destination and the doors slid open. She hung back in the corner for a moment, anticipating a surprise, but nothing happened. After a moment, Mystica stuck her head out to see an empty hallway in front of her.

There were clear signs Lexa had been through. Office windows were smashed, and a few unconscious officers lay strewn about the hallway. Mystica’s instinct was to check on them but she had to check on the evidence lock-up first. Keeping her cape pulled tight around her, she stepped over the debris and fallen officers as she hurried down the hallway, not liking how quiet it was. She passed several rooms, and stopped to peek in, but they were all empty.

There was a cold blue light coming from a room ahead, and Mystica braced herself as she stepped towards it. Lexa and her coven would be formidable adversaries, but if they had the Frog-Man with them, Mystica would have a better chance since she could control him. She reached the doorway and peered in, seeing wall of monitors against a wall.

It was a surveillance room.

Mystica smiled, this could work to her advantage. Perhaps the surveillance cameras would give her an idea of Lexa’s location. She took another look down the hall, and then hurried into the room. Surprisingly, all of the monitors were intact. Her eyes scanned the screens, each one showing a different scene of devastation. The police station was destroyed, officers either fallen, wounded, or assisting other fallen officers. As she looked over the monitor, Mystica found herself starting to despair, worrying that Lexa had come and gone already with her prize. If that was the case, Mystica had no idea how she would find the witch.

There!

She gasped, Lexa was still in the evidence lock-up. She was leading her group through a room filled with metal shelves, each shelf filled to capacity with boxes and bags. Lexa carried a bag in her hand containing a black, oddly shaped object.

The pendant.

The trio of witches and the Frog-Man followed, pushing along a bound, gagged, and naked figure in front of them…

Julianna.

The detectives still seemed willful, and was resisting as the young witches pushed her forward. Mystica smiled, if she could get the detective free, it would increase her odds since she would have an ally.

Then something else on another monitor caught her eye, and Mystica gasped.

It was Andrew, waiting at the elevator.

No, no, no, no…

He was coming down to help her!

Mystica grimaced, feeling her heart flutter. There was something sweet about Andrew deciding to come help her anyway despite her admonitions, but this was already too dangerous…

She noticed a radio sitting on a desk below the monitors and realized that she could use it to warn him off. Though she couldn’t be sure if Andrew had his radio on him, there was a good chance he did.

Mystica reached for the handset to the radio when she noticed movement on her left. Her head tilted, and she saw long, spindly legs scurrying across a filing cabinet. She arched her head and saw the large, hairy spider perched, it’s multiple eyes staring directly at her.

Mystica barely had time to register the spider before it reared back and a white, silky substance came jetting out of it’s mouth. A split second later, something sticky covered the entire lower half of Mystica’s face.

“Mmmmpp!” She cried, reaching up with her hands and feeling the webbing around her mouth. It was completely sealed!

Lexa’s familiar, the spider from her spa!

Mystica reached out, intending to squash the arachnid before it warned it’s master, but there was another blast of white silk from it’s mandibles and then Mystica’s arms were pinned to her side by the sticky substance.

“Mmmmm nnnmmo!”

Before she could react, her legs were wrapped in the webbing as well, and she wobbled, struggling to maintain her balance.

“Urrggh ghmmm!” She cried as the spider sprayed her with more of the sticky silk.

Mystica strained and flexed, and despite the webbing’s soft, silky appearance, it held her firm.

“Ulllgggh gggllugg…” Mystica cried through a mouthful of webbing, struggling to maintain her balance as layer after layer of webs were sprayed on her.

“Ummmp hmmph!” She moaned as most of her head was covered in the sticky substance, blinding her.

“Mmmm mmmphh! Ummmph!” Mystica shuffled forward, a mistake, as she felt herself lose balance and pitch forward.

“Mmmmrrggggh!” She screamed, falling to the floor.

“Mmmmm ugggg! Mmmfff! Hlllp!” She wiggled helplessly in her cocoon, feeling more and more webbing cover her body, growing tighter and tighter…

Then it stopped, and Mystica wriggled and squirmed, wrapped head to toe in webbing. The only part of her left exposed was her nose so she could breath.

“Ummm ummm hmmm! Mmmmph!” Mystica squirmed, straining to lift her arms and break free, but the webbing held tight.

She was completely helpless.

“Well, well, well my baby, looks like you caught a little fly.” A voice chortled from above.

“Mmmph! Urrgggh!” Mystica twisted and squirmed.

Lexa!

It sounded like the witch was in the entrance to the room, but Mystica couldn’t be sure. Heels clicked on the floor as Lexa walked over to the cocooned heroine.

“I must say, I’m impressed that you managed to get out of your cell and overcome the effects of the lust potion. You’re more persistent than I thought.” Lexa’s voice came from directly above Mystica now.

“Hfffff hmmfff! Blllmm mmmmh!” Mystica retorted, still squirming and trying to free herself from the cocoon.

“Well Mystica, I think I’ll just have to find a way to handle you, permanently.”

“Ummmff!” Mystica froze.

“Pick that up! We have everything we came for, it’s time for the ceremony!” Lexa commanded someone.

A second later, Mystica felt someone pick her up by her upper half, while someone else wrapped their arms around legs, and lifted her off the surveillance room floor.

“Mmmnno! Psssfff! Sttpp! Mmmmmggg!” Mystica mumbled into her mouthful of webbing as she was carried out of the surveillance room, helpless to do anything else but wriggle in her cocoon.

2.

I’m really going to miss these tits. Lexa thought, caressing her own massive breasts as she admired them in the mirror. Her breasts were exquisite, but she was proud of her body as a whole. After all, she had become quite comfortable and accustomed to it over the many millennia she had been alive.

The witch stared deeply into her own reflection, her tanned skin, full, red lips, deep brown eyes, and auburn hair. She had been exotic in her time as a high priestess eons ago and was exotic now, the one thing that had been constant during her long life, but of course, change was inevitable.

Change…

Even after all this time, this body of hers, the perfect body, was changing. She leaned forward, inspecting her reflection in the mirror, and zeroed in on it, the sign, the messenger that age was catching up with her…

The hair, the one white hair growing out of her temple, brushed back behind her ear along with her mane of thick, brown hair. She still remembered the first time she had seen it and how her heart leapt to her throat. At first she thought it was an aberration, a sign that the effort to spread her powers to Alisha and the others had taken a toll on her, and she plucked it out. A few weeks later the hair had returned exactly where it had been before. There had been other signs too. Lexa started noticing how exhausted she would feel after performing the most basic of spells. It was harder for her to get up in the mornings too.

She was aging, finally. In passing off her powers to others in the hopes of restarting her cult, she had taken away the one thing keeping her from fading away like her god, Sol. The thought of slowly aging, decaying while alive, becoming old and feeble, terrified her to her core. She would not allow herself to become one of those wrinkled husks waiting for death.

Lexa had everything she needed though, soon she would be in her new body, a younger body, a body with access to millions of followers online, a vast fortune, and one day, one of the biggest communication empires in the world.

She turned to admire her rear end in the mirror, and pressed her hands to her cheeks, barely covered by the skin-tight, green skirt she wore. Lexa had always been proud of her ass, but having a backside like Natasha’s would be… something new. Going from having giant tits to a massive ass seemed like a natural course for her.

Lexa turned back around and smiled. Poor Natasha would be in for quite the ordeal when she got trapped in Lexa’s old body. The ogre from a pocket dimension that she regularly did business with, the one that she had sold that big-breasted, demon possessed pain in the ass Tatiana to, was told that he would be receiving a woman trapped in Lexa’s old body for him to sell on the slave markets. A crooked smile spread across the ogre’s misshapen face as Lexa explained her plan to him, which didn’t surprise her. Anytime she interacted with him, she noticed how the ogre’s gaze never left her breasts, and she suspected that he might enjoy some time with her old body before selling it.

Part of her pouted at getting rid of this exquisite form to be sold on the ogre trade market. It deserved better, but she had to move on, and keeping Natasha around in her old body would be a risk, and she couldn’t have loose ends. The smile continued to spread across her face as she thought about how neatly all the loose ends in this particular problem had been tied up. Mystica and Julianna were her prisoners. More so, since she now had Mystica, she had the amulet.

Maybe I should check on my guests, see how they’re doing. Lexa stepped away from the mirror, deciding it would be nice to pop in on Mystica. After all, she owed it to the heroine to say goodbye.

She stepped out of her small bathroom and into the adjoining bedroom, it was large, spacious with a king sized, four poster bed. During the day, the windows on the other side of the room showed the rocky cliffs just beyond overlooking the ocean, but now there was just the sight of the full moon illuminating the inky black waves below. Lexa stopped to admire the view of the evening for a moment, knowing it was the last time she would be looking at the moon through this particular set of eyes, and then opened the heavy oak door leading out into the stone hallway.

An eccentric millionaire had purchased a plot of land on the cliffs decades ago, and then proceeded to build a monument to his greed and decadence on that spot: a castle, tall, dark, gothic, in sharp contrast with the modern city in the distance. Lexa though had always appreciated relics of the old world, and decided that such a beautiful oddity was wasted on an old man with too much money and not enough time. It didn’t take her long to ingratiate herself with him, seduce him out of his house and money, and then get rid of him. Like many of his kind, time had forgotten him, which suited Lexa fine.

Walking down the corridors of the house made her feel like she was a queen prowling the halls of her castle, and soon she would be just that, and this house, the center of her new kingdom. There were just a few loose ends to tie up first.

Well, they’re already tied up, just need to be dealt with now. She giggled.

Lexa reached the first stop on her journey, another heavy wooden door set in the stone wall. She gripped the metal handle and pulled it open, greeted immediately by the sound of Mystica’s muffled cries on the inside.

“Hmmmfff mmmfff! Lmmfffuuhhh! Pffsss!”

Lexa smiled, it was music to her ears. She stepped inside and closed the door behind her, looking down at the wriggling form on the bed before her.

“Urggh gmmmff! Mmmm!” Mystica grunted, twisting and straining against the webbing cocooning her.

Lexa crossed her arms and smiled, watching as the super-heroine writhed helplessly. She could see Mystica’s muscles straining against the silk covering her body, but Mystica could struggle all she wanted, she would never be able to break free from the webbing. The heroine was wrapped head to toe completely in the webbing with only her nose exposed so she could breath.

“Hello Mystica, I trust you’ve been comfortable, all wrapped up like that.” Lexa strolled across the room towards the helpless super-heroine.

“Mmmmp! Ummm nnmmfff!” Mystica lifted her head, trying to pinpoint Lexa’s location in the room.

Sitting on a nightstand next to the bed was Evey, her loyal familiar, the spider who had caught Mystica, now standing guard over her prize. The spider’s multiple eyes never left her master as Lexa sat on the edge of the bed next to Mystica.

“I have to say, I never get tired of seeing you wriggle around all helpless.” Lexa laughed and stroked a hand over the webs covering Mystica’s mid-section.

“Hlllp! Ummm mmmoo!” Mystica tried to wriggle away, but Lexa laughed and rolled over, wrapping her arms around the wriggling heroine.

“I must say, I’m really going to miss this game of ours.” Lexa pulled Mystica tight against her.

“Hmmp?” Mystica stiffened.

“Pity,” Lexa’s hands caressed Mystica’s cocooned form. “I really did like you, but you’ve become far too much of a nuisance.”

“Hrrrmmph!” Mystica tried to pull away but Lexa held her tighter, clasping her hands over Mystica’s web covered breasts.

“Urrmmfff hmmph! Sttpp!” Lexa felt a jolt of excitement as Mystica struggled in her grasp.

“Shh, shhh, shh, just relax and enjoy the moment.” Lexa whispered to her helpless prey.

“Mmmnno!” Mystica responded defiantly.

“You really have spirit,” Lexa laughed. “It would be cute if it wasn’t annoying.”

She sat back up, letting Mystica fall flat on the bed.

“Urrggh! Hmmmurggh! Grrrmm!” Mystica grunted, flexing under the layers of webbing covering her body.

“Please don’t, you’ll tire yourself out.” Lexa laughed, kneeling on the bed over her prey.

“You could have posed a serious problem for me, thankfully Evey, my faithful familiar, was on guard. I’m impressed that you managed to get over the effects of the arousal potion and out of your cell, you really are tenacious.” Lexa’s fingers stroked her helpless victim, prompting more wiggles from Mystica.

“But you played into my hands as well, you and that little amulet of yours.” Lexa pressed on Mystica’s chest, feeling the bulge of the amulet under the cocoon.

“Umm?” Mystica froze.

“I was just going to wait you out, until the end of your mortal life, and then pluck it from your cold, dead form. After all, I owed you one, but now you’ve gone and pissed me off.” Lexa leaned over the table and gestured for Evey, who obediently crawled into the palm of her hand.

“But there’s more exciting news, Every here is about to lay eggs!” Lexa cooed down at her loyal familiar.

“Wummmf?” Mystica froze.

Lexa laughed and set the spider down on Mystica’s webbed pelvis.

“When those eggs hatch, her babies are going to be hungry, and they’ll have a nice, warm meal waiting for them.”

“Mmmmnno! Mmmmff!” Mystica cried, wriggling and shaking with more desperation. Evey though, held firm to the webs encasing the helpless heroine.

“Once they’ve picked your bones clean, that amulet will be mine for the taking.” Lexa sneered and sat up, watching as Evey nested in the webs around Mystica’s body.

Despite the heroine’s struggles, she couldn’t shake the spider free, and soon those webs covering almost every inch of Mystica’s body would be filled with spider eggs.

“Well Mystica, I must be going. Next time I see you, it will be with younger eyes.” Lexa laughed, looking down as Mystica futilely tried to shake Evey free.

“Mmmoo! Whhht! Lmmmfffaa! Stpp!” Mystica pleaded through a mouth full of webbing.

Lexa didn’t stop, only laughed at her captive’s plight and stepped out into the hall, closing the door behind her. It was time to visit her other guests. She continued down the winding, narrow stone hallway and down a twisting staircase which lead to the main chamber of the castle. At one point, the previous owner had used it as their living room, but under Lexa, it had become a place of worship. A stone alter was placed against a far wall, with a magic book placed at the center of the altar, along with jars of various potions and powders. The sigil of Sol was etched into the wall above the altar. On the opposite wall, a massive fire roared in a large fireplace.

It was here, in this chamber, that she shared her powers with Alisha, Brooke, and Imani in an attempt to recreate the cult of Sol and summon back her old god. Her aging began in this room, and in this room she would be reborn.

Ronnie the Frog-Man, huddled in the corner, watching the other witches go about their activities with hungry eyes. He didn’t notice Lexa stepping into the room and she saw his elongated tongue run across his lipless mouth.

Still a pig. She shook her head. Once she had found herself bound and gagged in a basement, a prisoner of voodoo priest Papa Noire, and a frat boy had snuck into the room. At first Lexa believed him a rescuer, but instead he groped her helpless form and stripped her almost naked. Lexa swore that after she got free she would find that boy and turn him into a frog.

Now here he stood, her loyal slave, cursed to resemble a repulsive amphibian until she deemed it time to remove the curse, or so he believed. In truth, Lexa would let him remain as a frog monster for the rest of his days.

The object of Ronnie’s attention was in the far corner of the room: Julianna, the detective. She was still stark naked and bound to a post, her hands strung above her, and her mouth gagged with a leather muzzle. She was struggling furiously as Brooke and Imani painted ceremonial symbols over her nude body. Imani, smaller and thinner, ran a brush over Julianna’s bar thigh, painting runes from a long dead language onto the detective’s nude flesh, while Brooke, thicker and curvier, was covering the detective’s bar breasts with symbols. Most of Julianna’s naked body was covered in black paint depicting the ancient, runic patterns. Alisha stood behind the other two, a book open in both hands, chanting while the sacrifice was prepared.

“Mmmmooo! Stttpp! Mmmoooo!” Julianna wriggled and struggled as the witches continued, undaunted, covering her body in runes.

“Relax detective, let the girls do their work.” Lexa approached.

“Yffff! Wrrryy yhhhh bbbfff!” Julianna spat through her muzzle.

“Oh detective, good thing we gagged you. What a mouth you have on you.”

Julianna’s bare breasts heaved up and down as she glared at her captor.

“You disappoint me detective, I thought you could be a useful idiot. Instead, you’re just an idiot.” Lexa smiled.

“Hurrrmmph!” Julianna’s eyes blazed with fury.

“You still have a part to play though, don’t worry. You will get a front row seat to my rebirth, and then after that, a sacrifice to my god.” She turned and motioned to the etching of the spider on the wall.”

“Hmmm?” Julianna’s eyes shifted from anger to concern.

“Your sacrifice will ensure that Sol returns to this sphere, and restore me to my rightful place as his high priestess.” Lexa gestured to herself, once again imagining the throngs of people bowing before her, worshipping her.

“Uggggh! Mmmm! Mmmno! Llmmfff mmmhh mnno!” Julianna twisted and writhed against her bonds, her face contorting against her gag as she struggled to free herself.

The three young witches didn’t acknowledge her struggles, instead continued going about their work as Lexa turned away from the future sacrifice.

That was where she failed last time, she didn’t have a sacrifice for her god. Now, she had a beautiful, young woman waiting for him. If there was one thing she knew, it was that Sol had a weakness for an attractive woman, but there was another woman in the room, a very special, important woman.

“How’s the main attraction of the night? I trust that you’re comfortable?” Lexa smiled and stepped in front of the bound and gagged Natasha.

“Hrrrrmmp! Hllllp! Hllp!” The young girl cried through her gag.

Natasha was strapped to a heavy wooden chair, much like the one Lexa had tried to restrain Mystica in but only ended up in herself. The young girl was still clad in her leather bra and thong, with her wrists and ankles strapped to the chair, and a white cloth tight tightly around her mouth, gagging her.

“Don’t worry Natasha, soon it will be over and I’ll have a brand new body to play with.” Lexa lifted the gagged girl’s chin with her finger, only for Natasha to pull away.

“Nnmmmo!” She moaned, and resumed her struggling.

An identical chair was on the opposite side of the room, also with restraints. Lexa would sit in the chair, allow Alisha to strap her in, and then cut both her finger and Natasha’s finger. They both would be wearing the necklaces, which meant their souls would switch bodies, but Lexa would need to be restrained so Natasha wouldn’t run when she found herself in Lexa’s body.

“Hlllp! Hllp!” Natasha continued to cry, wriggling and struggling in her seat.

Lexa turned away from the helpless girl, it was time to begin. She made her way over to the altar where the two halves of the pendants sat next to the book of spells.

“Oh girls,” Lexa turned to Alisha and the other two witches. “Once you’re ready, it’s time.”

“Whmmmtt!” Julianna cried.

“Nnnoo!” Natasha joined in.

A chill ran down Lexa’s spine, now, finally, the moment had come. She picked up her half of the pendant and placed it over her head so that it hung by her neck, nestled directly above her large breasts. Just feeling the pendant, and the latent power within caused her nipples go hard under her small bra-let. She turned to Natasha with the other pendant in her hand.

“Oh Natasha, I think this will look just wonderful on you.” Lexa smiled and approached the other girl with the pendant in hand.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmph! Nnnooo!” Natasha shook her head. Even though she didn’t quite understand magic, she knew that the pendant wasn’t good.

“Nnnmmoof! Sttppp! Mmmmooo!” Natasha continued to cry as Lexa leaned over and placed the pendant around her neck.

“Mmmmhh! Mmmph!” Natasha looked down at the half pentagram dangling above her breasts.

“Oh look at that, we match.” Lexa laughed and lifted her half of the pendant.

“Ummmph! Mmm mmph!” Natasha twisted in her chair, almost like she was trying to shake off the pendant.

Well, she never was one for brains. Lexa rolled her eyes and stepped over to the opposite chair.

“Alisha, it’s time.” Lexa sat down, waiting for the other witches to strap her in.

Alisha strolled over, followed by Imani and Brooke. Brooke stooped down and strapped Lexa’s feet into the chair while Imani strapped her wrists and Alisha retrieved a small, sacrificial dagger along with the spell-book from the altar. Lexa felt her stomach flutter at the sight of Alisha approaching and wiggled involuntarily in her chair. After all this time, the moment was upon her.

“Hggg mmmm! Mmmph! Mmmnno!” Natasha cried, struggling valiantly against her own bonds as Alisha paused over Lexa.

“With this blood and this pendant, may this soul untether itself from it’s body.” Alisha recited from the book, and then leaned over Lexa with the knife.

The witch’s heart was pounding so fast from the excitement that she barely felt it as the knife sliced across her finger, drawing a trickle of blood. She felt a rush of excitement, and broke out into a light sweat as Alisha strolled over to Natasha. As Lexa watched the younger girl hover over the helpless captive, she found herself growing wet.

So close… so close…

In just a few seconds, she would be in a new, younger body…

Alisha leaned over Natasha, who recoiled in her seat.

“Mmmmooo! Hlllp! Hurrrmmph!”

Then, much to Lexa’s shock, Alisha didn’t recite the second half of the spell or draw blood from Natasha. Instead, she leaned over and lifted the pendant from around Natasha’s neck.

“Wummmf!” The other girl cried, her eyes wide with relief and shock.

Lexa’s jaw dropped and her heart skidded to a halt in her chest.

“Alisha, what are you doing!” Lexa screamed and pulled on her restraints, but she was securely bound to the chair.

“Lexa, I started to think,” Alisha dangled the pendant from her fingers while eying up the helpless Lexa. “What could I do, once I had you all helpless like that?” She strutted over to the bound Lexa, still taunting her with the other half of the pendant.

“You… you can’t do this! Hey!” Lexa called to Brooke and Imani, who stood by the altar, watching. “Help me!”

“Oh please Lexa,” Alisha laughed. “I worked it out with them weeks ago.”

“I can’t believe this, after all I’ve done for you!” Lexa’s giant breasts heaved as she struggled against her restraints.

“Well, that was your mistake,” Alisha taunted, still dangling the pendant. “I mean, now that we have your power, what do we need you for?”

Lexa gasped, the nerve!

“You ungrateful little –”

Alisha laughed and stepped away from Lexa.

“What are you doing? Hey, come back here!” Lexa cried, still pulling on her restraints, but it was no use, she was helpless.

“You see, we started thinking…” Alisha gestured to the other two witches. “What would make an even more appealing sacrifice to Sol? What about a former high priestess? Full of magical power for him to feast on and restore his strength? How could a god resist such an offer!”

Lexa’s blood froze.

“You’re going to sacrifice me! Me! I made you!”

“Yes, and now we have no use for you, you’re old, weak, whereas we’re young, hot, and powerful.” Alisha smiled and put her hands on her hips.

“And we already have a sacrifice all ready.” She continued and gestured at Julianna.

“Wmmmttt!” Julianna’s eyes went wide.

“Don’t worry Lexa, you’ll still get your new body.” Alisha laughed.

A chill ran down Lexa’s spine. Instead of taking the time to prepare her for a sacrifice, they were just going to throw her soul into Julianna’s body, then sacrifice her as planned!

Lexa had to give it to Alisha, it was a solid plan.

“What about my body, or Natasha here?” Lexa motioned with her head to the still bound and gagged Natasha

“We know your ogre buddy is coming to collect your old body, we’ll just tell him he gets a special bonus too.”

“Wummtt?” Natasha furrowed her brow.

“Nngggmph!” Julianna also protested.

“Then I’ll go take care of that annoying little superhero in the other room and take that amulet for myself.” Alisha smiled and sashayed over to Julianna.

Lexa fumed. This bitch was going to steal everything out from under her!

“Get back here! I’m gonna get out of this, do you hear me! When I do you’ll regret ever thinking of this!” Lexa screamed, straining against her bonds with all of her might, but they held firm.

She twisted her head to see Alisha hanging the other half of the pendant around Julianna’s neck.

“Hrrrmmph! Ummm ggmmph! Hllp!” The detective cried, every muscle in her impressive nude body straining against her bonds.

“With this blood and this pendant, may this soul untether itself from it’s body.” Alisha recited, lifting the knife towards Julianna’s hands, bound above her head…

3.

Mystica could not think of a worse way to go than to be devoured alive by hundreds of baby spiders. As she wriggled helplessly in her cocoon, she was imagining their tiny feet crawling over her helpless body, digging down through the webbing, their teeth sinking into her flesh.

“Emmph!” She cried at the thought, once again twisting her helpless form in an effort to shake the nesting spider free.

It was no use, Mystica could feel the spider settling into the webbing, perhaps already laying a few eggs. She had no idea how long it would take for them to gestate, days, weeks maybe?

There was no way she could lay here, wrapped in webbing for that long rotting, waiting to be eaten alive by spiders. She had to find a way out, and quick, but she had no idea how. Her entire body was covered in webbing, even her eyes. Mystica had no idea where she was or what she could use to escape. For all intents and purposes, she was absolutely helpless, and with every passing moment, Lexa was closer to stealing Natasha’s body, if she hadn’t already.

“Hrrrmmph!” She grunted, once again flexing and straining every muscle in her body against the webbing, but it held firm.

“Urrgghh gmm! Hmmph!” She strained, twisting her body to no avail.

Then she felt the webbing ripple around her, something was moving!

The spider! It was crawling up along her body!

Now what?

“Eeep!” She cried, knowing this couldn’t be good. Had it laid a batch of eggs and was moving to lay more, or perhaps to cover her in another layer of webbing to stop her squirming?

It was the second one, as no sooner had the thought crossed Mystica’s mind then she felt the webbing around her body constrict and tighten as the spider spun another layer over her.

“Mmmmm mmmnnooo!” She moaned as her body spun to the side. Despite the fact that the spider was much smaller than her, it was spinning her body with supernatural strength, like she was just a small fly caught in it’s web.

“Mmmmmhh!” She cried, feeling her body spin around and around, layer after layer of webbing being spun over her.

The cocoon around her felt heavier and heavier, and she knew that with a few more layers, she would be completely immobile.

“Urgggmmmm…” She moaned as the spider continued to spin her in a circle, looping layer after layer over her helpless body…

“Hey!” Someone cried, a male voice. It was muffled due to the layers of webbing over her body but Mystica recognized it…

Andrew!

There was a cry, and she stopped spinning, falling flat on her back. Mystica lay there completely still for a moment, waiting, holding her breath…

Had the spider got Andrew too?

“Mystica?” She heard him ask.

“Hrrrryy!” She cried through the layers of webbing over her mouth.

“I thought I recognized your mumbles. Lay still, I’m going to get you out of there.” He reassured her.

“Ummm kkyyy…” She managed to nod.

A moment later she heard a tearing sound and felt a blast of air on her bare legs as the webbing came loose. There was more ripping and she felt the layers of webbing ripped from her body. Another rip, and the webbing was pulled free from her face. Mystica gasped and blinked as her eyes got used to the light, and then her heart fluttered as she realized she was looking up at Andrew.

“You alright?” He asked, closing a pen knife and putting it back in his pocket.

“I think I will be.” She gasped and sat up, brushing some stray webs from her shoulder.

“How did…” She asked, looking around the room.

“I saw them carrying you and Julianna out of the precinct. I figured that if I attacked head on that would be suicide but I decided to follow thinking that maybe that would lead to where Natasha was as well.”

Mystica nodded, that was smart.

“The spider!” She realized, bolting up.

“Don’t worry,” Andrew grabbed her shoulders. His touch felt calming, soothing. “I took care of it.”

He motioned to a smashed up pile of goo and guts that used to be Lexa’s familiar lying on the stone floor. Mystica didn’t pull away as she took in her surroundings. It seemed like she was in a castle of some sort. The room she was being held in was a stone bedroom, and she had been placed on a small, low cot against the far wall. She leaned against Andrew and embraced him, clutching him tight. He felt strong, comforting…

As she held him, she felt the amulet throbbing against her chest.

Magic! Her heart leapt and despite every instinct in her body telling her no, she pulled away from the detective.

“We have to hurry.” She jumped up.

“Right!” Andrew pulled away and stood as well, his hand going towards his shoulder holster.

Mystica bolted out of the room, using the amulets throbbing as a guide.

“Follow me!” She shouted over her shoulder, not bothering to slow, knowing that Andrew would keep up.

Mystica let the amulet guide her, following the pulsating signal that it was sending through her chest. Her body was screaming at her for rest after everything she had been through that day, the leech, the arousal potion, being tied up, then webbed, but she ignored her sore muscles, praying that she would be fast enough to stop the body switch.

Mystica sprinted down the cavernous hallway past rows of solid, wooden doors. Her mind didn’t even pause to consider why it seemed that she was in a castle, that was something she would figure out after she saved Natasha. Despite her speed, it still felt like time was moving in slow motion, and the humming from her amulet grew more and more intense. Finally, the hallway ended in a winding stone staircase and she hurried down them as fast as her aching legs could carry her.

The stairs opened into a wide room that reminded her of a medieval throne room or dining hall. Mystica stopped and her mind suddenly took in everything at once. There was a roaring fire place with the sigil of Sol above it, and a chair with a bound and gagged woman strapped in…

Natasha!

Then she saw Lexa, also strapped to a chair, and the two college age witches, the thinner one and curvy one standing guard, and she saw the Frog-Man lurking in the corner..

There was a muffled cry and Mystica turned, seeing Julianna, completely naked with sacrificial runes painted on her nude body, chained to a post with her hands above her head and gagged. Alisha stood before her raising an ornamental knife.

Mystica took this all in in just a split second. Time was slowing down, Alisha raising the knife, Julianna trying to twist her nude body away, the Frog-Man in the corner spotting her, poising to strike…

“Stop her!” Mystica commanded the Frog-Man, gesturing to Alisha.

Time spend up to normal in that moment. Alisha paused and looked up at the stairway in shock as her two cronies spread their hands to attack.

“Freeze!” Andrew cried, coming up next to Mystica, his gun trained on the two witches.

“Mmmmph!” Julianna cried in surprise.

The Frog-Man pounced, landed a few feet away from Alisha, and whipped out his tongue, wrapped it around her wrist and yanked, sending the knife flying. The thinner witch sent a blast of purple energy into The Frog-Man’s back, knocking him to the floor, meanwhile, the curvy one was preparing to blast Mystica and Andrew as they came down the stairs, but Andrew fired a warning shot above the young witch’s head, causing her to duck down, breaking her concentration and preventing her from casting the spell.

“Get Julianna, I’ll take care of these two.” Mystica told Andrew. The detective ran for his bound partner as Mystica hurried for the center of the room.

“Protect me.” She commanded the fallen Frog-Man. The anthropomorphic amphibian stood up, his eyes glazed from the combination of Mystica’s ctontrol and the blast.

“Stop her!” Alisha commanded, diving for the knife on the other side of the room.

“Get he-ummph!” Mystica tried to command the Frog-Man, but the curvy witch had come up behind her and clamped a hand over her mouth.

“Here, gag her!” The curvy one commanded, and the skinny one came running over with a cloth in hand.

“Ummmph! Mmmmph!” Mystica grunted, trying to twist out of the curvy witch’s clutch.

But her command on the Frog-Man was still in effect, and as the skinny one came running over, his tongue came lashing out, wrapped around her waist, and lifted her up. The young girl cried out, but her scream was immediately cut off as the Frog-Man’s mouth engulfed her upper body.

“Imani!” The curvy witch cried out. Mystica used the distraction to elbow the young woman in the ribs.

The curvy witch fell back, and Mystica spun and delivered a punch to her jaw. Mystica turned back around to see Imani’s slender legs kicking as The Frog-Man attempted to swallow her whole, her flimsy skirt flying up to expose the girl’s white thong panties as her legs kicked.

“Spit her out!” Mystica commanded.

The Frog-Man obeyed, and the witch landed in a heap at his feet, soaked in saliva. Mystica heard gunshots and turned to see Andrew standing in front of the bound and gagged Julianna, firing at Alisha, who was ducking into a nearby hallway. Turning away, Mystica ran to Natasha.

“Hmmmph!” Natasha cried and recoiled at the masked woman looming over her.

“It’s alright, I’m here to rescue you.” Mystica tried to reassure the young girl.

“Ahh, thank you…” Natasha gasped as Mystica removed the white cloth that had been gagging her and threw it aside.

“Are you alright?” Mystica asked as she started on the straps around Natasha’s wrists.

“Are you like… a superhero or something?” Natasha asked with genuine awe.

“I… guess so…” Mystica shrugged, finishing undoing the straps around Natasha’s wrists.

“That is so cool!” The girl exclaimed.

Mystica finished loosening the straps around Natasha’s ankles and the girl stood and stretched.

“God, that chair was so uncomfortable.” She complained, and then reached behind to rub her considerable posterior. Mystica knew that Natasha was known for her backside, but it was even more impressive in person.

“Mystica, hey, want to let me go while you’re at it.” Lexa begged from the next chair. Mystica put her hands on her hips and leered at the helpless witch.

“You know, this really hasn’t gone my way.” Lexa shrugged and smiled Mystica, who only shook her head.

Mystica looked over the helpless Lexa to see that Andrew had freed Julianna and was covering her with his suit jacket as best he could. The nude, painted detective leaned against her partner, and Mystica found herself feeling a pang of jealousy at the sight.

A cry caused the feeling to flee from her mind as she spun and saw Alisha standing with her knife to Natasha’s throat, Imani and the curvy witch coming up behind their leader. Natasha’s eyes were wide with fear and surprise.

“Don’t you dare set your attack frog on us or I’ll…” Alisha pressed the tip of the blade against Natasha’s throat, causing the girl to cry out in alarm.

“Let the girl go, it’s over.” Mystica tried to reason with the witches.

“This isn’t over, just wait until I get out of this.” Lexa sneered from behind.

“Lexa, please be quiet.” Mystica sighed.

“She’s our insurance policy,” Alisha and her cronies backed towards a hallway at the other side of the room. “Let us go and we’ll return her safely.”

Mystica followed, keeping a few paces behind them.

“I can’t let you do that.” Mystica added.

There was the sound of a hammer being pulled, and Andrew came up next to her, gun at the ready. A moment later there was heavy, wet breathing, and the Frog-Man, still under Mystica’s spell, sauntered up next to her.

“Get them.” Mystica ordered.

The Frog-Man leapt, and Alisha turned, running down the hallway with her knife still pressed to Natasha’s throat. Imani and the curvy one sent out blasts of purple energy, wild shots that exploded in the air, and then they followed their leader, The Frog-Man in hot pursuit.

“Watch her!” Mystica turned to Julianna, pointed to Lexa, and took off down the hallway, Andrew following close behind.

4.

Julianna pulled Andrew’s jacket tight over her nude body, telling herself that it was the cold of the stone chamber that made her nipples hard. His jacket provided minimal cover, with her ass and vagina still completely exposed, and her eyes scanned the room for something to cover the rest of her body.

Though part of her imagined Andrew coming back in the room and seeing her standing there, completely naked, his eyes falling to her bare, painted breasts.

“Hey, come on let me go.” Lexa cried from her chair, snapping Julianna out of her fantasy.

She grimaced at the helpless witch. Part of her hated the idea of Andrew and Mystica rushing off together to save the day, but she tried telling herself that this was no time to be jealous, especially since they had both just saved her life.

Still, there was that look in Andrew’s eyes as he rushed over to untie her, like he was taking in the sight of her bound and gagged form, and then when she hugged him, there was that bulge in his pants…

“It’s not like I actually sacrificed you, no hard feelings right?” Lexa called again.

Julianna sighed and stormed over to the bound woman, keeping one hand between her legs to protect her modesty.

“Oh come on, it’s not like I haven’t seen you naked.” Lexa smirked as Julianna stood over her.

“Do you really think I’ll let you go?” Julianna sneered at Lexa.

The buxom witch’s breasts heaved as Lexa tested her bonds, but they held firm. Julianna smiled, there was something delicious about this, Lexa betrayed by her own cronies, now helpless.

“I mean, it wasn’t personal.” Lexa shrugged and batted her eyes at the nearly nude detective.

“You played me for a fool, you humiliated me, you kidnapped me, tried to sacrifice me…”

Julianna leaned forward, deciding to give the bound Lexa the full force of her wrath.

“Not only that, but you kidnapped a helpless young girl.” She was gripping the arms of the chair now, face to face with Lexa.

The witch recoiled as Julianna narrowed her icy gaze at her.

“For that, I intend to see you rot in a cage for the rest of your unnatural life. I will burn you at the stake, I will, ouch!”

She felt a sudden sting, and looked down to see that Lexa had scratched her hand with one of her fingernails, drawing blood…

***

Mystica pushed through the double wooden doors at the end of the hallway and was greeted with a blast of fresh, ocean air. The full moon hung in the sky, and waves crashed on rocks somewhere close. She could now see that they were on a clifftop overlooking the ocean, and ahead, she saw the three witches hurrying their hostage along, Natasha’s large cheeks jiggling up and down as Alisha pushed the heiress forward, knife still held to her throat.

Imani looked over her shoulder, saw they were being pursued, and said something to Alisha. The leader spun around and held Natasha in front of her while Imani and the other one fanned to the sides, holding their hands out with their palms up, the purple energy gathering around their fingers.

“I told you not to follow me.” Imani spat, pressing the knife harder against Natasha.

“Give it up, it’s over.” Mystica paused, Andrew and the Frog-Man taking up positions next to her.

“We’re taking fat-ass here,” Alisha pulled Natasha close. “And going, and you can’t-”

“Hey, my ass is great!” Natasha interjected.

“Shut up!” Alisha gritted her teeth.

“You were always jealous.” Natasha turned her nose at her captor.

“Wha… I…” Alisha fumbled.

For a moment, Mystica couldn’t tell if Natasha was deliberately trying to get into her captor’s head or if it was genuine ego, either way, whatever she did worked. Alisha eased the pressure on the knife held to Natasha’s throat and the other girl noticed, throwing her weight back and hitting her captor with the full force of her considerable backside. The witch cried out and fell back, and Mystica, Andrew, and the Frog-Man descended.

Before Alisha could recover, Natasha slapped her across the face, sending the other girl tumbling to the ground and the knife flying.

Andrew aimed his weapon at Imani, but the witch acted quicker, sending a blast of purple energy directly at the detective.

“No!” Mystica cried, watching as he took the hit directly and flew back.

Mystica saw red after that, losing all control of her emotions, she cried out and leapt forward, falling on Imani before she could gather her energy for a second attack. Imani was smaller and skinnier, lacking the muscle definition and coordination of Mystica,and the super-heroine grabbed one of Imani’s arms and twisted it behind her back, followed by the other one. The young witch cried out and tried to twist away as Mystica swept her legs out from under her and forced her to the ground.

“Mmmph!” Mystica heard, and looked up to see the curvy witch with the Frog-Man’s tongue wrapped around her mouth. He was retracting, pulling her across the ground as her feet kicked helplessly.

“Gluummph!” Mystica heard another cry, and saw Natasha. She had Alisha on the ground and was rubbing her large, thonged ass in the witch’s face.

“How do you like this big ass now?” Natasha giggled.

“Hmmmph!” Alisha responded.

Imani cried out under Mystica, and she grabbed at the witch’s form hugging skirt and tore at it. The thin fabric ripped easily, exposing Imani’s ass and her small, white thong. The super-heroine lashed the fabric around the witch’s wrist and then extended a length of it to her kicking feet. Mystica crossed Imani’s ankles and bound them with the other end of the length of skirt, hogtying the squirming witch.

Imani continued to cry out and squirm, and Mystica grabbed the back of the girl’s white thong and pulled with all of her strength, ripping the underwear clean off, and then tore another length of fabric from the girls’ already tattered shirt.

“Oh you bitch, just wait until I get out of this, I’m gonna-MMMMPPH!” Imani’s screams were cut off by Mystica shoving her ripped thong into her mouth.

“Mmmph! Gggggg ggmmmph!” Imani continued as Mystica pulled the length of fabric from her shirt tight between her lips and knotted it at the back of her neck, securing the witch’s own panties in her mouth.

“Mmmmm hhhmmphh! Mmm!” Imani cried and squirmed as Mystica stood and planted her foot on the small of Imani’s back, feeling the helpless young girl wriggle under her.

The super-heroine allowed herself a smile, there was something satisfying about being the one doing the tying for once.

Andrew!

She suddenly remembered the fallen detective, and stepped away from the helpless, wriggling Imani and ran to where she had seen him fall.

“Andrew!” Mystica cried out.

He was groaning and sitting up, the front of his shirt and suit jacket in tatters. Mystica fell to her knees next to him and clutched his shoulder.

“Are you okay?” She asked, clinging to him like he might evaporate at any moment.

“I think… I feel like I got hit by a bus…” He groaned.

“Here.” Mystica helped him up, supporting him on one shoulder and suddenly feeling embarrassed for her emotional outburst earlier.

She helped Andrew forward, scanning the area around her. The bottomless Imani still squirmed on the ground, moaning into her gag, but the Frog-Man and the curvy witch were nowhere to be seen, but trampled grass around where they were showed that he must have dragged the other witch off somewhere.

But where? Mystica furrowed her brow, feeling a pang of guilt for letting her emotions get the better of her and not watching the Frog-Man closer.

Ahead, under an ancient, twisted tree, was Natasha, still sitting on the face of a struggling, moaning Alisha.

“Mmmmph! Bmmm! Ummm gmmmf!” Alisha moaned and kicked as Natasha looked pleased with herself.

“What should I do with her?” Natasha asked, grinning from ear to ear.

“Ummmf!” Alisha protested.

“Well, you’ll have to get off of her, she needs to breathe.” Mystica answered.

Natasha pouted but obeyed, and stood up. Alisha let out a gasp and scurried away.

“I can’t… I have never…” Alisha gasped and sat up. Her eyes widened to see Mystica, Andrew, and Natasha looming over her.

Andrew stepped away from Mystica, reached for his gun, realized he lost it when he got blasted, and pulled a set of handcuffs instead.

“It’s over.” Mystica placed her hands on her hips.

Alisha continued to scan the area, her eyes falling onto the bound and gagged Imani. The witch continued to search for a sign of her other compatriot, but with no luck.

“Come along quietly.” Andrew took a step forward.

Alisha let out a cry and jumped up, her hands outstretched. Everyone froze. The witch’s eyes were frenzied, wild, like a cornered animal. With another cry she made a gesture with her hands, there was a flash, and then Alisha vanished in a haze of purple smoke. Everyone blinked and jumped back, then Andrew rushed forward to wear the witch once stood.

“No,” Mystica grabbed his arm. “She’s gone, but she couldn’t have gotten far.”

He stopped and scanned the area.

“We can’t just let her get away.” Natasha added.

“No,” Mystica stepped forward and rubbed Natasha’s shoulders. “But that’s our job. You have been very brave, but now we have to get you home.” She smiled and patted the younger girl’s shoulders, and then turned to Andrew.

“I’ll call back up.” He reached for his phone.

“Yes, and we have to find out what happened to the other one.” Mystica frowned, wanting to know out of personal curiosity than anything what the Frog-Man did with the other witch.

“But first,” She continued and looked back at the castle. “I have to check on something.”

Mystica hurried her way back to the castle, not trusting leaving Julianna alone with Lexa. She knew that the police woman was capable, but Lexa could be… slippery.

Cape flowing behind her, Mystica hurried through the large main doors, down the corridor, and in a few moments she was back in the large central room. There she saw Julianna, Andrew’s jacket open to expose her rock solid abs and side-boob, looming over a bound, gagged, and struggling Lexa.

“Hrrrmmph! Mmmph!” Lexa grunted into her gag, straining at the restraints keeping her in the chair.

Julianna jumped when Mystica entered, like she hadn’t been expecting the heroine to come in. Mystica stopped to catch her breath and eyed up the nearly naked police woman and the gagged Lexa.

“Oh Mystica… I didn’t expect you back so soon.” Julianna stammered and pushed her hair out of her face.

“Hllp! Ummm hrrrummp mmmhh!” Lexa pleaded at Mystica through her gag.

Julianna’s eyes shifted to the struggling Lexa.

“Shhh ummmm mmhh! Uummm mmmhh gmmdd! Hlllpp!” Lexa beckoned Mystica, her eyes were wide, desperate, pleading.

“I came back to check on her.” Mystica nodded to Lexa.

“Ummm hmmmph! Ummm hmm!” Lexa nodded enthusiastically.

“Oh she’s fine, not going anywhere.” Julianna patted one of Lexa’s massive breasts.

“Urrrggmm!” Lexa glared at Julianna.

“Why is she gagged?” Mystica asked, raising her eyebrows.

“Ummm hmmph!” Lexa nodded at Mystica.

“Oh,” Julianna stepped away from the furiously struggling witch. “I just got tired of her running her mouth.” She smiled.

“Mmmnno! Ummm mmnnoo bbffff!” Lexa blubbered.

Mystica relaxed a little, knowing how manipulative Lexa could be. It seems that Julianna had figured that out as well and found a solution.

“Ah good move, it’s about time someone shut her up.” Mystica eyed Lexa and smiled.

“Wmmmff! Mnnnoo! Ugggmmm bmmffggmm bbhhmm!” Lexa prattled into her gag.

“So, did you get those witches?” Julianna asked, placing a hand on the armrest of the chair Lexa was strapped to.

“Mmmmm gggmmm hmmmph! Ummm nmmhh ggddd…” Lexa kept mumbling as Julianna and Mystica spoke.

“We’re searching for them now, but Natasha’s safe.” Mystica answered.

“Oh good,” Julianna stepped away from Lexa. “Well don’t let me hold up if you want to go look for them.”

Mystica’s eyes shifted from Julianna to Lexa.

“I’m worried about leaving you alone with her, even if she is gagged.” Mystica responded.

“Oh, her?” Julianna laughed and patted Lexa on the shoulder.

“Hrryyy!” Lexa grumbled.

“I can handle her, isn’t that right?” She turned and patted Lexa on the gag running over her cheeks.

“Mmnno! Ummm hllp! Ummm gghhdd!” Lexa’s breasts heaved up and down as she pulled on her restraints.

“Well, Andrew called for backup.” Mystica motioned over her shoulder.

“Oh good, when they get here I’ll make sure she gets carted off.” Julianna turned and smiled at Lexa.

“Ummm gggmmmm mmnnoo!” Lexa glared at the detective.

“Right…” Mystica eyed both of them. “I’m going to go help Andrew.”

“Cool, we’ll be here.” Julianna smiled and crossed her arms, seemingly unbothered by her nudity.

“Mnnoo! Sttpph! Hhrrrpp!” Lexa pleaded at Mystica through her gag.

Mystica stopped for a moment, staring at the bound and gagged witch, who seemed to be begging through her gag.

“Ummm gggmm! Cmmnn hnn!” Lexa beckoned with her head.

Mystica bit her lip, there was something about Lexa, something different…

Then she smiled, realizing what it was.

“What Lexa, don’t enjoy the reversal here, that you’re the one bound and gagged?” Mystica gloated.

“Whhmmf!” Lexa’s eyes filled with shock.

“Maybe I’ll tell Julianna to leave you like that for a bit, really let you sweat.” Mystica laid it on. She noticed Julianna smiling at that.

“Ummm mnnoo! Mmmph!” Lexa pleaded, heaving in her chair.

“But, I’m going to go help Andrew,” Mystica turned to Julianna. “Keep an eye on her.”

Mystica turned, taking another look at Julianna’s lack of clothing.

“If other police officers are coming, you may want to find something to wear.” Mystica’s eyes ran over Julianna’s tone body.

“Oh, right.” Julianna giggled and closed the suit jacket. That didn’t solve the fact that she was pantsless.

“Right, let me know if you need anything.” Mystica spun and headed towards the hallway.

“Whhhttt! Ummm gghdd! Mnnno!” Lexa cried as Mystica sprinted down the hallway, the witch’s muffled cries music to her ears.

***

What an odd out of body experience. Lexa thought, looking down at her old body, struggling bound and gagged in the chair.

“Hrrrrmmpp! Ummm gghhh! Mmmph!” Julianna, trapped in Lexa’s old body, cried and moaned into the gag as she pulled on the restraints.

It was strange, alluring, and oddly… sexy, watching her old body, strapped to the chair and gagged, while her old breasts bounced up and down. She had played with her own boobs many times over the millennia, but this, this was… something else. Lexa licked her lips, mesmerized as those giant tits which used to be hers bounced up and down with every struggle and pull.

“Well, detective, that was a close one, wasn’t it.” Lexa smiled and stood over the bound captive.

“Ummm hmmmph! Mmmm!” Julianna cried up at her through the gag.

“I must say,” Lexa leaned over. “Thank you, if you hadn’t have forgotten to take that necklace off, none of this would have happened.” She reached out and caressed one of her old breasts as she spoke.

“Ummmmm gggmm!” Julianna cringed and retracted in the chair.

“I think I’m going to enjoy this body of yours.” Lexa stood back up, opened Andrew’s suit jacket, and admired her new body.

Julianna’s former body, which she now resided in, was rock solid, toned, and muscular. The breasts were small but firm and round, clearly surgically enhanced. Lexa loved the rock solid six-pack abs, and then reached behind and felt her bare buttocks. They were firm and full, Julianna clearly spent a lot of time in the gym.

It seemed that Julianna did serve a final purpose as a useful idiot, because Lexa thought she was trapped, but then the beautiful detective started gloating over her, getting closer, and closer. Once Lexa realized that Julianna still had the other half of the necklace on and that most of the spell had already been performed, she knew that just drawing the tiniest bit of blood would do the trick. After scratching Julianna’s hand, the detective had a split second of realizing what had happened before their souls switched bodies. Lexa quickly gagged Julianna, now trapped in her old body, knowing full well that Mystica or Andrew could return at any moment. Then of course Julianna removed either half of the necklaces from both her old and new body and smashed them, ensuring that a switch back could never happen. For better or for worse, this body switch was permanent.

There seemed to be a moment or two where Mystica seemed to suspect something was up, but that quickly subsided. After all, the super-heroine had other things on her mind, it would take a big leap of logic to suspect that Lexa had switched bodies with Julianna while she was out chasing the other witches.

“Urrgg gmmm! Hmm!” Julianna continued to mumble into her gag.

Lexa looked up from admiring her new body’s perfect abs and down at her old body. There was something about hearing her gagged mumbles in a voice that used to belong to her…

“You know,” She purred, leaning over the captured former detective. “You once told me to “go fuck myself.”

“Hmmmph…” The large brown eyes that used to belong to her went wide.

“What if we tried that?” Lexa licked her lips, leaned over and pulled down the side of Julianna’s top, exposing her bare breast.

“One thing about me is that I’ve always had extremely sensitive nipples.” Lexa continued, and then leaned over and ran her tongue over her old nipple.

It was intoxicating. She felt her new vagina growing wet as she ran her tongue over her old nipple and felt Julianna squirm and quake in the chair, helpless, under her control.

“Hmmmmph! Mmmm!” Julianna cried, shaking in the chair as Lexa licked her now erect nipple.

Lexa stood back, and reached out and massage Julianna’s now saliva soaked breast with one finger while using her free hand to expose her other breast.

“Mnnooo! Stppp!” The bound woman whined as Lexa licked one nipple while massaging the other with her fingers.

“Ummm ggmmm! Hmmmp!” Julianna shook in her seat. Lexa knew her old body, and knew that Julianna was getting overstimulated, fighting the overpowering arousal.

Lexa withdrew one of her hands and slid it between her legs, feeling how wet her new pussy was. With a new body, that meant all new erogenous zones to explore, but some things never changed. Licking and fondling one of her old breasts, Lexa used her fingers to pleasure her new body, feeling the jolts of pleasure as she explored what this new form had to offer.

“Ummmm mnnoo…. Mmmm…” Julianna sighed, her body slick with sweat.

Lexa knew just how sensitive her old nipples were, how playing with them too much could be overstimulating, but now that she was on the outside, she could go as far as she wanted to.

She pulled her lips away from Julianna’s nipple to moan, feeling her new body convulse with pleasure. Meanwhile, Julianna, trapped in her old body, was moaning weakly into the gag. Lexa leaned forward, flicking her tongue over Julianna’s erect nipple and lowered her hand down…

And down…

“Mmmnno…” Julianna sighed while pushing her pelvis forward.

Lexa’s hand slid under Julianna’s skirt and felt how wet she was, both her old and new body aroused, in tandem, but she didn’t give Julianna relief, and instead slowly, gently, massaged the outer edges of her lips, feeling as Julianna’s pelvis slowly shuddered with every touch. While she did that, her hands moved over her new clit, sending electrical shocks of pleasure through her new body.

While she pleasured herself, she just imagined what Julianna must be experiencing, trapped in a new body, feeling new, overwhelming arousal, of the near painful tingling in her nipples, and how her body was crying out for release, for ecstasy…

Lexa’s new body came and she placed a hand over her mouth, worried that Mystica or Andrew might be around to hear her orgasm. Instead she pushed forward, onto the lap of her old body, and finished. Something about that just sent a fresh tingle through her as she felt Julianna squirming under her.

“Mmm… mmmfff…. Ggmmm…” Julianna squirmed, her body now completely aroused with no way to get relief.

But Lexa had no intention of giving the former detective release. Instead she pushed off of her and smiled, looking down as the bound and gagged detective trapped in her old, aging body, squirmed and wriggled while pressing her thighs together.

With near perfect timing, there was a blast of air behind Lexa, and she turned to see what looked like a massive hole opening in thin air behind her.

She smiled, watching as the hole got bigger and bigger, until it was taking up most of the middle of the hall. On the other side of the hole she could see a blue sky and a lush, green forest, and coming towards her out of the forest was a massive, thickly muscled, green skinned ogre. It’s long hair hung back in braids, red tattoos covering it’s massive biceps, and long, sharp tusks jutting up from it’s lower jaw.

Ajax, the ogre slaver. He stepped out of the hole and surveyed Lexa in her new body, raising his eyebrows to show approval.

“Hmmmph! Hlllp!” Julianna squealed at the sight of the massive creature.

“Lexa, I see you’ve changed.” He grumbled.

“It’s not the body I was intending, but I like it overall.” She smiled and struck a pose.

Ajax grunted and then eyed the still wriggling Julianna, her new, massive breasts still exposed.

“Ah, I still love this old body of yours.” The ogre eyed Julianna with hungry eyes.

“It’s all yours.” Lexa motioned to it and stepped back.

She had considered what to do when Mystica or Andrew asked what happened to Lexa, and she decided to tell them the easiest version of events: That a hole opened up in mid-air and that a big, green, monster came and took her away. Of course she would embellish, since they didn’t know that this was Lexa’s soul residing in Julianna’s body, so she would say that she was scared, frozen in shock and fear as the thing appeared out of nowhere, plucked Lexa from her chair, and disappeared just as quickly.

It was perfect, wrapping everything up with a bow. Mystica knew that Lexa was going to sell her old body to an ogre slaver, so she would assume that the ogre came and took what was owed. Sure, Mystica was a sucker so she might be a little sad over it, but in the end, that would mean that Lexa was out of her hair, and Mystica wasn’t stupid enough to go into the Fairylands alone to rescue someone who had previously tried to kill her.

“Well have fun with her.” Lexa smiled and gestured to Julianna.

“Hmmmph! Nnmmmmoo!” Julianna squealed and sat back.

Ajax chuckled and leaned over, ripping the restraints away from Julianna’s wrists and ankles. Julianna immediately started swatting at the ogre as he pulled her up and out of the chair, and then grabbed her wrist and held them together with one massive hand while pulling a length of rope from his belt with another. With surprising dexterity and speed, Ajax lashed Julianna’s hands together and then slung the struggling and kicking former police woman over his shoulder.

“Ummm ggmmm! Mnnno! Hlllp! Hllp!” She cried, kicking and moaning into her gag as Ajax turned and made his way back towards the portal.

“Pleasure doing business with you as always.” He nodded at Lexa and then stepped out of the chamber and back into the lush forest of the Fairylands.

“Nmmmmp-” Julianna’s muffled cries were cut off by the portal closing just as quickly as it had opened, leaving Lexa alone in the main chamber of the castle, in her new body.

A smile spread across her new face. Despite how everything turned out, she had, in a way, won. Mystica clearly thought this was a victory for her, and Lexa would let her believe that, for a time. After a while, the heroine would drop her guard, and then, Lexa would finally have that amulet.

Until then, she would sit back, relax, and enjoy this hot new body of hers.

The End
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