
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Perils of Madame Mystica

Volume 2: The Case of the Missing Heiress

By Valereya James

Prologue

How am I going to fit my ass in that? Natasha wondered as she stared at the small leather thong resting on a bed of tissue paper inside of the gift box. Not for the first time, she found herself wondering if her sizable posterior had finally met its match. Even if it did fit, she doubted it would be comfortable.

One of her fans, username BDGFAN97 had sent the thong, along with a matching bikini top, along with a sizable tip for her to wear it on her livestream that night. Natasha had always prided herself on making good on viewer requests, especially if they tipped as well as BDGFAN97 had. Still, more often than not when a viewer sent her something to wear, it would barely fit her backside, or not fit at all. Sometimes she could make it work and squeeze into a bikini or lingerie long enough to do her stream, but sometimes there was no possible way she would be able to make something work.

She reached her perfectly manicured hands into the box, looped her fingers around either side of the thong, and lifted it up, eying it with suspicion. It looked small, and tight. Natasha turned her head to look over her shoulder at the full length mirror hanging on her dorm room wall and was greeted by the sight of her large, round, tanned and curvaceous buttocks in her small white thong panties.

No way it will fit. She frowned and held the thong behind her back and over her almost bare backside. It definitely didn’t look like it would fit.

Still, people would be watching her stream that night, and almost 2 million viewers tuned in every night to see her ass in various types of bikinis and underwear. Natasha was thankful that her dad had paid a little extra and got her a private dorm where she could do her streams relatively undisturbed, she could only imagine how a roommate would deal with her dancing around in little bikinis every night.

Sure there was more to her streams than just her butt, every now and then she would play a game, watch a movie, or do a Q&A, but she knew the real reason why people tuned in every night, and followed her on social media: her ass.

Her buttocks had their own gravitational field, drawing countless fans and admirers into her orbit. If she wore the wrong size underwear or bikini, it could be devoured completely by her behind. Natasha loved her ass though, and was proud of it. She loved showing it off, loved that people worshipped it, and loved that it was the source of her income. Despite her curvaceous backside, the rest of Natasha’s body could be described as “slim-thick.” Though her breasts were small, they were perky and round, and with the right top she could produce some impressive cleavage, and her stomach was flat with the hint of a six-pack.

She had a head of long, dirty blond hair, hazel eyes, a small nose, full red lips and a wide mouth that produced a dazzling, toothy grin. All together, she presented an alluring, sexy, and cute package. Natasha felt the eyes of every boy on campus on her wherever she went, and was fairly certain that a good portion of them probably watched her stream every night too.

Maybe one of them was who sent her the small leather thong.

Then they can come help me get out of it if it gets stuck up ass. She thought, setting the thong down and turned to her laptop.

Five minutes until stream time.

Natasha sighed, knowing she couldn’t waste any more time. She would have to try on the thong.

She slid her panties off and kicked them into a pile of laundry in the corner of her dorm, and then turned to look at her bare ass in the mirror. There was a very prominent, thong-shaped tan-line on her behind that only  further accentuated her large, tanned butt cheeks. Natasha loved her tan-line, but wasn’t quite ready to go showing off her bare butt on her stream just yet, though some of the bikini bottoms she wore were small enough that her tan-line was visible.

Maybe after graduation. She smiled while still admiring her backside. Natasha only had one more semester to go at Chance City University, and most of her tuition was still being paid by her father. Once she was done and out on her own, she could do whatever she wanted, but for now if her dad found out she was showing off her ass on the internet to strangers for money, he would probably disown her.

Natasha giggled, there was a thrill to that somehow, being Daddy’s little girl but having the naughty side. At first she worried that her father would find out about the streams and that she would get an angry call from him, but her dad wasn’t on social media, and she doubted that anyone close to him was. Plus, he had a major corporation to run, it wasn’t like he had time to constantly check on what his daughter was doing.

Standing bare-assed in the middle of her dorm, Natasha held up the leather thong, took a breath, and bent over to step into it. As she pulled the bikini bottom up along her thighs, she fully expected it to stop halfway up her buttocks, yet another article of clothing defeated by her dump-truck ass. Instead, to her surprise, she felt the tough leather slide perfectly into place between the twin mounds of her butt cheeks and the straps rest comfortably along her hips. She let out a gasp of surprise and turned to look in the mirror to see the black thong fit her perfectly. Not only that, but it looked great on her too, the black leather somehow complementing her tanned skin.

Natasha turned, admiring her rear end a little more, and then reached behind her back and undid the clasp on her white bra. She discarded the bra into the pile of laundry in the corner, and retrieved the matching black leather one from the box. Much to her surprise, the leather bra fit perfectly, and when she turned to face the mirror, saw that it pushed her breasts up and together quite nicely, giving her some very formidable, cleavage. It was distracting actually, how great her breasts looked in the top, and she stood admiring herself in the mirror, lifting her heaving cleavage with her hands and caressing her breasts in the tight leather top.

I can’t stand here admiring my own boobs all day, I should start the stream.

It felt like it took all of her willpower to pull away from admiring herself in the mirror and step over to the computer to log on. There were already several viewers in the waiting area for her, including BDGFAN97. Natasha’s hands flew over the keyboard,  and a countdown appeared at the top of her screen telling her she had ten seconds until she was live. As her laptop counted down the seconds, Natasha pulled over a chair, sat, crossed her legs, and smiled as the final few seconds passed. Then her computer beeped, telling her she was live, and a blue dot glowed next to her webcam, telling her she was being recorded.

There was a steady stream of messages next to the image of her on the computer screen, mostly guys complimenting her, others lewd omments about her body, and seas of hearts from viewers sending her likes, but no tips, yet.

“Hey guys, how’s everyone doing tonight?” She smiled and leaned forward in the chair, watching more hearts dance across the scrolling message screen.

“Thank you guys for joining my stream and thank you to a very special fan for this sexy new outfit.” She giggled, leaned forward, and ran her index fingers under the straps of her top, watching as the likes exploded, along with a few tips.

There were quite a few responses asking to see the back.

“I see some of you want to see what this looks like from behind.” She giggled and tossed her head to the side, watching as several people commented enthusiastically.

As she watched, several hundred more had joined her stream.

“Oh I don’t know, doesn’t seem like you guys want it enough.” She fake pouted, watching as she received another outpouring of likes and tips.

“Hmm, you really want to see the back?” She shifted slightly more in her seat. There was another outpouring of likes and a few additional tips.

“Well fine, you’ve convinced me.” She giggled, stood, pushed her chair back, and turned, displaying her thonged ass to the camera.

There was a flurry of tips, along with plenty of comments about what her viewers would do to her rear end if they could.

“Do you like?” She ran a hand along the curve of her butt cheek, and then did the same with her other cheek. Her efforts were rewarded with more tips.

“I think it fits me quite well.” She cupped her hands under her cheeks and jiggled them up and down, giggling as she did. Even she found the movement of her own ass mesmerizing some times.

After jiggling her cheeks up and down for a minute longer, she turned back around to face her screen, seeing that her online tip jar was filling quite nicely already.

“I have to say, I think this looks great on me.” She ran a finger along the strap running along her hip as she watched the messages scroll across her feed.

There was a message from BDGFAN97. Natasha leaned forward to read it, expecting the usual praise about how great she looked in the leather bikini. Instead, she furrowed her brow as she read his messages to her.

That’s not all of it. The first message read.

Check the box. Was the next message.

She stood back up and saw that BDGFAN 97 had deposited another tip for, a very generous one.

“Well everyone, looks like I have more surprises for you.” Natasha smiled, turned so that her viewers would get a nice, long view of her ass while she retrieved the box.

Once she found the box, she sat back down in front of her computer and rifled through it.

“Let’s see what else we have to play with…” She cooed while rifling through the layers of tissue paper to find what else BDGFAN97 had in store for her.

Her hands found something and she lifted what looked like a set of leather manacles from the box and held it up in front of her face, not only for her viewers to see, but so she could inspect it as well.

Oh no, I’m not getting freaky for this guy. She thought as her jaw dropped at the thought of doing a bondage show. Natasha did many things, but kink wasn’t her style.

“Oh, these could be fun!” She smiled and looked at the camera, intending only to imply the bondage angle but then brush it off.

But when Natasha looked at the steady scroll of messages on her monitor, she saw countless, enthusiastic messages from her fans.

Oh yes!

Put them on, please!

This is getting so hot!

Not only that, but they were tipping too, and tipping well.

Then she saw another message from BDGFAN97, along with another generous tip.

Put them on. The message read.

But Natasha continued holding on the manacles, biting her lip. All she did on her streams was show off her ass and goof around, not get kinky. If she did this, then other fans would start to expect something…

But the tips, and messages encouraging her kept coming. Natasha also had a reputation as a streamer, and if she turned down a fan request after he paid her, then it might reflect poorly on her.

“Okay! Let’s do it!” She exclaimed.

Her fans responded with a myriad of enthusiastic messages and tips. As they showered her with praise, she inspected the manacles. It looked like they were linked by a buckle on each side. She unhooked the restraints from each other, held up a wrist, and put on the manacle like a watch. After securing the strap, she put on the other manacle. Since they were detached from each other, it just looked like she was wearing leather bracelets.

“Oh these are cute.” She giggled, pressed her wrists together to give the look that they were chained together while simultaneously using her biceps to press her breasts together.

“Do you guys like me tied up?” She laughed and leaned forward for her viewers to get a good view of her raised cleavage.

There was an outpouring of responses in the overwhelmingly positive. Part of Natasha worried that she was opening a can of worms with this, but then she saw the tips. This might have been her best earning night ever.

Then she saw another message from BDGFAN97

Keep looking. It said, with another tip. Every tip he was giving her was larger than the last.

Natasha stuck her hands back in the box and came back with another set of leather manacles, she assumed these were for her ankles

Does he expect me to tie myself up? She thought. There was no way she was unless she had a partner with her, but she usually did her streams solo.

But still, he was tipping, and so was everyone else.

“Well,” She smiled and looked right at her webcam. “This fun just isn’t stopping.” She unhooked the manacles from each other, held them in either hand, and winked at her webcam.

Natasha stood and turned, once again so her viewers could see her ass, and lifted one leg, planting it on the chair. She ran her hands over the curve of her buttocks, once again cupping them just below her leather clad ass, and giggled again. Then she took one of the manacles and fastened it around her ankle. Lowering that leg and shifting so that her viewers got a view of the opposite side of her ass, she lifted her other leg onto the chair and fastened the other restraint into place.

“What else do you got for me?” She turned around, running her hands over her leather clad breasts.

Look in the bag. One more thing. BDGFAN97 responded, with another tip.

This one was so large that Natasha’s jaw dropped at the sight of it. This was the kind of customer most streamers dreamed of.

Still, she had to have a limit, boundaries. If she let him keep doing this then he could think she would do anything for him. But still, so far it was harmless, and her other fans were tipping extremely well.

What harm was there in playing along? She thought and licked her lips.

Once again, Natasha dug through the box, and this time pulled out a thick, white cloth. She held it up in her hands and inspected it.

What does he expect me to do with this? She wondered, holding the cloth out for her viewers to see.

As if reading her mind, BDGFAN97 responded.

Put it in your mouth. There was a massive, massive tip. Natasha’s heart fluttered, there was no way she could say no for the money he just gave her…

A gag! Another message from another fan said.

She’ll look so hot gagged! Said another fan!

Gag yourself!

Do it!

Stick it in your mouth!

Natasha bit her lips, looking at the outpouring of support, and tips from her followers.

Only for this once, it can’t hurt! She shrugged.

“Okay boys, time to shut me up!” She smiled, to her fan’s enthusiastic response, and then opened her mouth, pressed the cloth between her lips, wrapped it around her head and tied it at the back of her neck.

“Mmmm…” She moaned, biting down on the gag.

So hot!

I love it!

Stay gagged!

Do you like it?

“Ummm hmm…” Natasha sighed at the last message and rubbed her hands along the leather bra, watching as more and messages, and tips, came through.

“Hmmm mmm…” She moaned, standing and running her hands along her hips.

Might as well give them a show. She thought. Usually she would chat and answer questions, but since she couldn’t talk, it was hard to do that. That was alright though, she could entertain her fans in other ways.

Natasha turned, baring her thonged ass to the camera, and bent over, running her hands along her backside.

“Mmmm… hmmm….” She cooed, turning her head to look at her message feed. Her fans were eating it up.

“Ummm hmmm…” She continued, moving her hands along her hips.

“Ummm!” She cried, suddenly feeling a pulling sensation.

Her wrists, it felt like the manacles were magnets being drawn to each other.

“Hmmmph!” She grunted, resisting as the invisible force, but despite her best efforts, her wrists locked together behind her back.

“Hrrrry!” She cried, and then heard a click as the manacles latched together.

“Whfffftt!” Her eyes widened and she looked over her shoulder at her wrists, now linked together behind her back.

“Ummm mmmoo! Mmmph” She cried, trying to pull the manacles apart, but they were latched securely.

Magnets couldn’t do that, could they? Make a latch open and close?

“Hllppp! Ummm ggmmdd!” She turned to her monitor to see that her fans were loving it.

Oh my god I love how she struggles!

The noises she makes are so hot!

“Nrrroo! Mmmmph! Stttph!” She moaned, leaning forward to read more from her message feed.

Instead, the tips kept coming. They thought this was part of the show!

“Urrrmmm mmph! Hrrrmmph!” She stepped towards the monitor, then wobbled as her ankles were suddenly pulled together.

“Urrrrrmm!” She screamed, eyes wide as she toppled, losing her balance..

“Offff…” She grunted, landing on her side and hearing the latch on her ankle restraints click into place.

What is this?

“Mmmrroo!” She turned her head and looked at her feet, now connected by the small metal latch on either side of the manacles.

“Urrrmm mmmmmph! Mmmmph!” She twisted and writhed on the floor, trying to pull her ankles apart as well but the restraints held.

“Ummm mmph! Mmmph!” Natasha rolled around, struggling against her bonds to no avail. She twisted on her side and looked up at her monitor to see her message scroll was still active, though being on the floor, she was no longer in view of the webcam.

Hey, where did she go?

I can still hear her!

This just got boring!

“Urrggh!” She spat. Couldn’t any of them see that she needed help?

“Ummm… uffff…” She moaned, rolled onto her back, and sat up. What was this? Was it someone’s idea of a joke?

Whatever it is, I’m not doing bondage again! She thought, and bit into her gag. Somehow, she had to find a way out of this.

Just then, the door to her dorm burst open. It took the bound and gagged girl a moment to register that it had been kicked open until she saw the splintered door jamb.

“Hrrrryy!” She screamed, her heart fluttering again. At first she thought it might be help, someone who heard her muffled cries, or a fan who had been watching the stream and came to her aid.

Instead, Natasha felt her blood freeze and her nipples go hard against the leather bra as she realized help was not coming.

Instead, it was two women, but she could only tell that they were women from the curve of their breasts under the tight, black leather jackets they wore. Both women wore tight black leggings too, and judging from how form fitting their clothes were, they were very in shape. Their faces were covered with black ski masks that only left their eyes exposed and they wore black leather gloves as well.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmm gggmmm!” She cried, and tried to push herself back as the two masked women stormed across her small dorm towards her.

Natasha didn’t know her strategy beyond just to get away from the kidnappers – at least, that’s what she suspected they were – but they were on her in seconds.

“Urrrrggg hmmmph! Mmmph!” She twisted and cried as one women stepped behind her and hooked her hands under the bound girl’s armpits while the other women wrapped powerful arms around her bound ankles.

Neither woman said a word as they lifted the struggling, thong clad girl off the floor.

“Mmmph! Mmmm! Hllllp! Ummm hlllp! Ummmph!” Natasha kicked and thrashed as her masked kidnappers carried her out the open door without a word.

1.

Well ain’t that a pickle. Detective Julianna Bennet thought as she watched the video on her phone of the two masked kidnappers carry the girl with the big ass out of her dorm room. Despite the three of them being out of frame, Natasha’s muffled cries could still be heard faintly as she was no doubt carried down a hallway.

“Guys really like that stuff, don’t they?” She set down her phone and turned to her partner, Detective Andrew Reed, who was focused intently on the video of the girl being kidnapped.

“… what? Like what?” He stammered and turned towards her. As he did, she noticed something stirring in his black dress pants.

Is he turned on? She wondered, and her suspicions were confirmed by him crossing his legs to hide the erection.

“I mean, we all have different tastes, don’t we?” He muttered.

“I meant the girl’s gigantic ass.” Julianna smiled, prompting a blush from her partner.

She couldn’t blame him by being turned on, and imagined there was a lot of pent up sexual energy in Andrew. His girlfriend was one of the most strikingly beautiful women Julianna had ever met in her life, but she was also extremely religious and vowed not to have sex until marriage, despite Andrew’s attempts to get her to… loosen her convictions.

“Well,” Andrew tugged at his tie. “She had… has… quite a following.

“And how would you know?” She flashed him a mischievous smile.

“I…let’s get that wire on you.” He blushed and got up, rifling through the surveillance van.

Julianna smiled, stood up, and untied the knot holding her tiny shirt together above her abs, and then undid the two buttons above them, baring her perky, round breasts in the pink bra for her partner. Andrew turned back around with the wire in hand and his eyes practically bulged out of their sockets at the sigh of her holding her shirt open for him. His barely concealed erection gave a twitch of approval.

To this day, Julianna couldn’t understand what Andrew saw in his girlfriend, yes she was beautiful, but not enough to go three years now without sex, especially for a guy like Andrew, who was good looking and in shape, he could have any woman he wanted. He wore a dark suit over his athletic frame, with his thick, dark hair combed back, and his large, brown eyes fought against lingering on Julianna’s breasts for long.

“Right…” Andrew cleared his throat and approached.

“You think this costume is too much?” She batted her eyes at him.

“No, it’s… appropriate.” Andrew stammered.

Julianna was wearing a short button down that bared her complete mid-riff and plenty of her cleavage, and extremely short cut-off shorts that clung to the curve of her thick buttocks and bared most of her butt cheeks, which she had caught Andrew sneaking glances at several times during the stakeout. She didn’t mind it, in fact she liked feeling his eyes on her. Plus, she had a fantastic ass and she knew it.

“I just don’t get why guys like that girl’s chunky, fat ass when they could have someone with a butt like this?” She decided to have fun with Andrew and turned, showing off her partially exposed, tanned buttocks in the cut-offs.

“A guy could like both.” He looked away and approached with the wire.

Julianna was something of a gym rat, and when she wasn’t working a case, spent most of her free time working out, and her tanned, toned glutes were something of a point of pride for her. Her ass was firm, solid, and sculpted. She was fairly certain that in a contest of who had the best ass between her and Natasha, she would win. Fitness had been her passion since high school, where she excelled at athletics, and attended college on a swimming scholarship.

In college, it wasn’t long before talent scouts noticed and approached her with acting and modeling opportunities thanks to her striking features. In addition to her lithe but muscular physique, she had large, grey eyes, full lips that accentuated her dazzling smile, and high cheekbones that gave her a regal look. Despite the various offers to model, Julianna turned them all down. Law enforcement was her only passion beyond the gym.

Julianna grew up in the town of Shepherd, Georgia, a small town where everyone knew everyone. She still remembered vividly the night when she was a little girl and was woken up in the middle of the night hearing a window shatter downstairs and someone entering her home. Her parents immediately called the police and she remembered just how safe and calm she felt when the officers showed up, how clean and crisp their uniforms were and how bright their badges were. In that moment, at 8 years old, she knew she wanted to be a cop.

After college, she moved to Chance City, enrolled in their police academy, and made detective right out the gate. Immediately, she was partnered with Andrew and remembered being absolutely speechless when he introduced himself to her. Julianna was always confident and sure of herself, and knew what she wanted, but when he walked over to her, with his piercing large eyes and lop-sided, shy smile, she stammered for the first time. That was three years ago, and though she had gotten over her nervousness around him, he hadn’t with her.

“Uh…” Andrew held the wire out, looking for a place to put it on Julianna’s body, a hard thing to do given how skimpy her outfit was.

“Here.” She turned and lifted her shirt, exposing the back of her bra to him.

This was one of many nights they had spent in a cramped surveillance van. At first Julianna felt guilty about moments like this where she was clearly toying with him, but now it didn’t bother her. Evidently Andrew didn’t mind that his partner was practically throwing herself at him while his actual girlfriend didn’t want to even sleep with him.

She shivered a little bit as she felt him place the power pack of the wire between her shoulder blade and hold it in place with tape, and then ran the wire under her arm pit, securing it with tape to her bra. Then he came around front with the small microphones, holding them right in front of her breasts.

True, Andrew’s girlfriend, Darlene, had much bigger breasts than Julianna’s, but hers were still quite perky and large, which she was proud of.

“Well…” He swallowed, and Julianna took the microphones and stuffed them up her bra from the bottom.

“We’re partners, you think you would be used to this.” She winked at him as she finished securing the wires in place.

“Just be careful in there.” He sat down at the wall of monitors and equipment taking up one whole side of the van.

“It’s a college party, what’s the worst that could happen?” She shrugged and started to put her shirt back on.

“We are looking for a kidnapper.” He raised his eyebrows to emphasize his point.

“I can handle myself.” she smiled, picked up a small handgun, and dropped it into her purse.

“I just… you know I worry.” Andrew sighed.

“Hey,” she flashed him a smile. “I feel better with you watching my back.” To emphasize, Julianna stuck out her rear end in the small cut-offs, watching as Andrew blushed and turned away quickly. She giggled, opened the rear doors to the van, and stepped out into the cool October night.

Julianna’s boots hit the pavement and she looked to either direction to make sure she wasn’t being watched, and then closed the van door, slung her purse over her shoulder, and strutted down the sidewalk towards the frat house. Even this far, she could hear the sounds of laughter and music coming from the Halloween party.

Trick or treaters darted up and down the sidewalk as Julianna made her way past the large, well kept houses towards the party. Autumn was strange in Chance City, as there never really were seasons in this part of the country. Nights and mornings were a little cooler, but the leaves never changed or fell off the trees. It felt like they were having Halloween in May.

“Maybe I’ll find a nice boy at this party to make an honest woman out of me.” She muttered into the microphone and smiled, knowing that Andrew was probably cursing her for not taking this assignment seriously.

He would probably say something about how big this case was and how she shouldn’t be joking, but what else could she do?

This would be the third such party that Julianna had gone undercover at, but the first two gave her nothing but horny frat boys salivating over her. No one knew anything about the kidnapping of Natasha Gennaro from her dorm room a week prior. Seeing how it had been three days before anyone even reported the girl missing, Julianna suspected the worst.

The video she had been watching in the van was the last anyone had seen of the girl, all several million of her subscribers. Natasha evidently was a very popular “streamer,” which meant that lots of men liked to watch her play video games in little bikinis. After that stream, many had assumed that her being dragged out of her dorm by two masked women was part of the show. Then Natasha didn’t do a stream the next night, or the night after. Some friends had noticed how she wasn’t showing up for classes either, and her parents soon called the police when they couldn’t get in touch with her either.

Natasha was a social media and internet star, but as was the case with most “influencers,” Natasha’s internet fame was born out of the fact that her daddy was rich, in fact, he was one of the most powerful men in Chance City: Walter Gennaro, founder and CEO of Gennaro Communications, a telecom giant.

When the case came across Julianna and Andrew’s desks, they assumed at first that it must be ransom, but there had been no note or no demands. Their best guess now was seeing how her kidnappers were female that maybe a jealous rival was behind it, and the possibility of an obsessed stalker being their third, and least likely, theory. The girl did have a long list of ex-boyfriends, and Julianna and Andrew interviewed most of them out of protocol but none of them seemed to fit the type, and most had alibis.

In the end, Julianna had a bad feeling about this case. This long with no word from the kidnappers usually wasn’t good, and the fact that the missing girl’s father was one of the most powerful men in Chance City meant that he was breathing down the police’s neck about it. No doubt he had probably hired the most expensive private detectives he could find to also look into the cast.

But what worried Julianna most was the circumstances around the kidnapping. She had watched the video of the stream countless times, and the way the cuffs seemed to move by themselves was… odd to say the least. The working theory she and Andrew had was magnets, but they both knew it seemed flimsy. Neither of them wanted to acknowledge that it might be something else.

There had been plenty of weird things in Chance City, which had its very own super-heroine, Power Lifter, who usually handled all of the “weird” stuff. Julianna had done her best to avoid the out of the ordinary cases, and hoped that would continue. Still, there were signs that the stranger side of Chance City was spilling over. A few months ago there had been some business with Power Lifter, a robot, and two women with super-powered butts or something, and then there were more and more whispers of another super-heroine. Men were turning up at police stations, seemingly in a trance-like state, saying that someone called “Madame Mystica” had commanded them to turn themselves in and confess. They all described the same woman, a strikingly beautiful black woman in a skimpy outfit, cloak, hood, and a mask, with a silky voice that they just couldn’t resist.

It was unrealistic, given all these stories about superheroes, for Julianna to think that she never would encounter anything like that during her time as a detective, but she wanted nothing to do with the strange or out of the ordinary as a cop. Let the heroes deal with the strange and fantastic, she just wanted to help people.

Still, she couldn’t shake that image of the wrist restraints moving on their own, locking Natasha’s wrists behind her back. If it was magnets or some other technology, why would someone go to such lengths to kidnap her? It made Julianna think that there was something personal around this kidnapping.  

She shook that unease though as stepped onto the front walk outside the frat house. Now was not the time to be nervous, now was the time to be a carefree party girl looking for a good time. The front lawn to the house was filled with inflatable, light up Halloween decorations, and fake cobwebs, lights, and dummies dressed as monsters, ghouls, and other spooky characters decorated the front of the large, two story home. Music blasted from inside and through the large front windows the detective could see many young bodies in various garish costumes drinking and dancing.

There was a line of costumed young people leading up to the door to the frat house, and a muscular young boy dressed in a mummy costume with a buzz cut stood at the door with a clipboard in hand. Evidently this was an invite only party. Julianna took her place the back of the line and lifted her chin, trying to look relaxed and like she belonged. After all, she was an attractive, fit woman with nice cleavage and half of her ass hanging out, she could easily charm her way into the party.

Plus, she liked a challenge.

As she waited in line she caught the doorman’s eyes shifting up to her as he checked IDs and asked names. Evidently this was a frat that didn’t believe in underage drinking. It didn’t take long for the line to move along and Julianna stepped forward, subtly sticking out her cleavage and smiling at him.

“Hey there sugar.” She batted her eyes at the doorman, who blushed and turned to his clipboard.

“Uhh, name?” He stammered.

“Julianna.” She answered, knowing that Andrew would be grumbling in the surveillance van over her using her real name, but she didn’t care. There was no way they would know she was a cop unless they did a strip search on her.

“Last name?” The Doorman asked, flipping through his clipboard.

“I’m a friend of Mike’s.” She added, leaning in close against the Doorman.

Every frat had a Mike.

“Which Mike?” He raised an eyebrow.

“Oh you know. Mike won’t like to hear that you’re keeping his lady waiting.” She still smiled but placed her hands on her hips.

“I… I can’t let you in if you don’t tell me your last name or which Mike it is.” The Doorman swallowed.

“Look, go get Mike and he’ll clear this all up. He’s waiting for me.”

“I can’t leave the door.” The Doorman apologized and looked over Julianna’s shoulder at the line that was building behind her.

Good, that’s what she wanted, to put the pressure on him. He seemed young, must be a freshman or a pledge.

“Fine, I’ll get Mike” She sighed and reached into her purse for her phone.

“Uh wait, just hold on…” He put his hands up, his eyes once again straying to the line behind her.

“No I’ll get Mike, it’s fine.” She huffed and retrieved her phone from her bag.

“You know, it’s fine. Go ahead.” The Doorman stepped aside and motioned to the raging party behind him.

Julianna dropped her phone back into her bag and flashed him a toothy grin.

“Ain’t you so sweet,” She said in her most southern drawl. “Thank you honey.”

With that, she strolled past the nervous Doorman and into the party, bathed in purple light and fake fog as she stepped over the threshold and into the house.

Julianna stopped just inside, taking in the sights and sounds of the party. It smelled like fake fog, beer, and sweat. People mingled, laughed, and yelled over the music that was blasting from a room deeper in the house. Most women were dressed in revealing costumes of some kind, while the men wore a variety of different outfits.

Julianna was just about to step further into the house, take the plunge when she heard the Doorman ask the name of whoever was in line behind you.

“You will let me pass.” An accented female voice answered.

“I will let you pass.” The Doorman answered obediently.

Wait, it can’t be that easy? Julianna furrowed her brow and turned, wondering who this woman was that had such power over the Doorman.

She stepped aside and saw a dark skinned woman in the most revealing costume Julianna had ever seen step into the house. The woman wore a black, sling-shot bikini that looked like it was struggling to contain her massive breasts and showed off her perfect, six-pack abs. Her brown eyes took in the sight of the party under a black mask and she wore a long, black cloak with the hood up. An orange ruby of some sort hung by a pendant around her neck and rested just above her large breasts, and her shapely legs were hidden by black, thigh high boots.

The woman in the cloak and slingshot didn’t even look at Julianna as she strolled past her and into the party, but Julianna couldn’t take her eyes off of her, watching as the mysterious woman walked through the sea of young people like she didn’t have a care in the world.

Is that her? Here?

The outfit certainly matched the descriptions given by all the criminals who had turned themselves in, and there was the voice, the silky, smooth voice that the Doorman seemingly felt compelled to obey.

Madame Mystica, the mysterious super-heroine who had been whispered about for the past two years.

“Andrew,” Julianna tilted her head and whispered into her cleavage. “Things just got complicated.”

***

Mystica was used to her costume drawing stares, after all, it left little to the imagination. Most of her evenings were spent running around Chance City in little more than a slingshot bikini, though thanks to the fact that the bikini was magically generated, she didn’t have to worry about her generously sized breasts ever popping out. Tonight though was Halloween, which meant that most of the woman at the frat party were wearing outfits just as revealing as Mystica’s. She hoped that the plethora of skimpy costumes would afford her some level of anonymity, but she could still feel eyes on her as she drifted through the party, her cape flowing behind her.

The super-heroine stayed close the wall and the corners, hoping the shadows would afford her some cover as her eyes scanned the party. A haze hung over the evenings activities from multiple fog machines working overtime. She pulled her cape tight to her toned body as she slunk through the large living room where music blasted from a set of speakers. Young people mingled around her, their bodies pressed tightly against each other. Occasionally she would notice a young man’s eyes drifting over to her as she passed and she would glance back, hoping to reel one in. Not just any man though, she was on the hunt for certain kinds of targets.

Mystica could use her power on any man at the party, but she preferred to use her abilities sparingly, not draw attention to herself, especially in a situation that could be as delicate as this one where a girl was missing. The kidnappers were female, at least judging from the video she had seen online, and her powers were useless against women.

Ever since she had discovered the amulet that gave Mystica the power to control men with her voice, she had vowed never to abuse her gift and only use it to help others, especially women who found themselves in trouble. For the past two years, she had prowled the city at night, helping those in need and fighting crime. Though her hand to hand skills were decent, most of the time she just had to say a few words to the men perpetrating the crime and that was enough. The kidnapping of Walter Gennaro’s daughter had been the biggest story in the city, and would have drawn Mystica’s attention even if she didn’t suspect magic was involved.

The cuffs…

The way they seemed to move on their own in the video. Mystica had felt her blood chill in her veins when she watched it. It looked like the cuffs had been under an enchantment of some kind, and if so, then whoever kidnapped Natasha Gennaro had something truly nefarious in store for the poor girl. She had spent several nights skulking around the college campus, questioning men who knew the girl or knew her friends. Most knew nothing, though eventually she was told several interesting rumors about a certain sorority and was given a name of a certain boy who might have some information…

“I see what you’re hiding under that cape.” A male voice slurred at Mystica, and the heroine spun to see a short boy with messy dark hair holding a plastic cup filled with beer. He didn’t look to be wearing a costume, instead wore a dark jacket over a poorly fitting wrinkled shirt.

After she turned, his eyes immediately fell on her barely contained cleavage.

“If I buy you a drink can I have a better view?” He slurred, not bothering to make eye contact.

Mystica sighed and rolled her eyes, once again thankful that her amulet gave her the ability to dispel of pests like this easily.

“No you may not, and do you know who Anthony is?” Her voice felt heavy, the extra power of the amulet flowing with every word.

The young man got a distant look in his eyes and for the first time, met her gaze.

“This is Anthony’s party.” He said in a flat tone.

“Can you take me to him?” Mystica asked, her voice once again imbued with the power of the amulet, which she felt humming against her chest.

“I don’t know him,  a friend of a friend got me in. I’m just here for the chicks.” He said, still with the faraway look in his eyes.”

“That will be all, go stand in a corner, finish your drink, and don’t talk to anyone for the rest of the night.” She commanded.

The young man nodded his head and obediently walked off to the nearest corner while Mystica drifted off through the party. She didn’t seriously expect him to stand in a corner all night. The effects of her powers were different with each person, but generally it didn’t take long for her spell to wear off. In a few minutes, an hour at most, the young man would find another woman to harass. There were times when Mystica wished the effect of her voice lasted longer, but she also always used her powers ethically and never for personal gain, and was thankful that whoever she used her voice on regained their free will after a time.

Mystica kept her cape tight around her body as she walked through the party, her eyes scanning the crowd for anyone who could be a potential useful mark. As she walked she continued to feel male eyes on her body, and she braced herself for more drunken men to make a pass at her.

Then she passed into a dining room, once again filled with bodies. A large table sat at the center of the room filled with snacks and candy, and from the back of the room she heard a large group of people yelling and cheering. Mystica stepped around the table and drifted through the crowd towards the commotion.

“Chug! Chug! Chug! Chug!” They were chanting.

There was a large group of them, mostly men but some women, gathered at the back corner of the dining room. Mystica calmly approached the crowd of onlookers, their cheering almost deafening as she got closer.

“Chug! Chug! Chug!”

She shouldered past a young man at the back, who spun to face her with a look of surprise.

“Step aside.” She commanded, and he obeyed.

“Let me pass.” Mystica commanded another young man.

“Please part.” She said to two tightly knit men, and then she was at the front of the crowd, watching as a very muscular young man was standing upside down on a keg, held up by two other men. The muscular man doing the keg stand was chugging from a hose being held in his mouth by a smaller boy, and the hose ran to the keg. While she watched, Mystica noticed a few of the onlookers glancing at her.

The muscular boy doing the keg stand had a white t-shirt on reading “Ki Delta Gamma,” the name of the frat throwing the party.

This could be a useful development.  She smiled.

“Chug! Chug! Chug!”

The muscular boy in the frat t-shirt showed no signs of slowing down as he guzzled alcohol from the hose. Mystica sighed, not having patience to wait, and bent over to address the smaller boy holding the hose.

“You may stop now.” She commanded, and he obediently pulled the hose away from the muscular boy’s mouth.

“Hey, what the…” The muscular boy gasped, spitting up alcohol as he did.

“Set him down.” She commanded the two holding his legs, who unceremoniously let go, allowing the larger boy to spill to the ground.

Mystica winced, she should have worded that better.

“Ouch! Hey!” The muscular boy sat up and glared at the other two, noticing the vacant looks in their eyes, and then he looked at Mystica.

“Just who the hell are you? I was going for a record!” He started up, eyes filled with fury.

“Are you Anthony?” Her command stopped the muscular boy in his tracks, and he stood straight with the empty look in his eye.

“No, I’m Todd.” He answered.

“Can you take me to Anthony?” She asked.

“Yes I can.” He answered in a monotone.

“Good, lead the way.” She gestured for him and then looked at the two other boys who had been holding his legs and the one who had been holding the hose, all three still under her spell.

“You three follow.” She commanded. It would be good to have back-up in a situation like this.

Todd lead the way, followed by Mystica and the other three boys, as the onlookers watched, confused. They made their way out of the dining room and down a long hallway, passing by several couples making out in the shadows, then out into the living room where Mystica had entered. A few people turned to watch them pass but most were distracted with other things.

Todd lead the group up the stairs and onto the second floor. Though not as crowded as the first, there was a decent line for the bathroom and a few people mingling and having hushed conversations. The spellbound frat boy took her down the main hallway passed several closed doors, though Mystica knew most of the rooms were occupied judging from the light coming out of the cracks under the door and sounds coming from inside.

Todd stopped at a door at the end of the hallway and gestured with his head.

“Anthony’s in here.” His voice flat and monotonous.

“Ask for him.” Mystica commanded.

Todd gently knocked on the door.

“What?” An annoyed voice called from inside.

“It’s Todd…” Todd answered, shifting uncomfortably.

“Go away, I’m busy.” The voice answered.

“I… I was told to ask for you.” Though Todd’s eyes were still vacant, he was looking to Mystica for guidance. The spell she cast with her voice had some limitations.

“Tell him you need to talk to him.” Mystica commanded.

“I need to talk to you.” Todd repeated.

“It’s urgent.” Mystica added.

“It’s urgent.” Todd followed up.

“Not now!” Anthony growled from inside.

“Tell him there’s a woman out here who wants to see him.” Mystica went on.

“There’s a woman out here who wants to see you.” Todd repeated obediently.

There was a sound inside, Mystica heard what sounded like a woman’s voice, and she didn’t seem happy. Anthony seemed to be arguing with her.

“I don’t know what you mean, I already got a girl.” Anthony responded in a performative tone.

“Tell him Alisha sent me.” Mystica added, knowing that was a gamble.

Her powers had limits, and unfortunately she had to be able to see someone to use her powers on them. That door was all that was keeping Anthony from falling under her sway.

“She says Alisha sent her.” Todd repeated.

There was complete silence from the other side of the door, and for a moment Mystica worried that her gamble didn’t pay off and that she would have to have her crew of mesmerized bodyguards break down the door.

Then she heard a click of door unlocking, and a second later a tall, well built black man with a shaved head stepped out. Like every other boy there, he looked to be in his early twenties, and only wore a pair of boxers.

“What are you doing?” A female voice called from in the room.

“It will be just a minute babe, I swear. This is important business.” Anthony called back into the room and then glared at Todd.

“What the fuck, I told that bitch not to-” He began barking at Todd while turning to look down the hall.

“I’m sorry, Alisha didn’t really send me.” Mystica smiled and nodded her head.

“Who… who are you?” Anthony asked, his eyes falling on her cleavage.

“I want you to take me to Alisha.” She commanded, watching as Anthony went rigid and his eyes turned vacant.

He started down the hall but Mystica stepped in front of him, realizing she had forgotten something.

“Wait, put on some clothes first.” She added, and then without a word Anthony turned and headed back into his room. A few moments later he emerged wearing a tight fraternity t-shirt and jeans. Mystica could hear the woman in the bedroom shouting at Anthony and asking what was wrong, but the entranced frat boy ignored her.  

Anthony lead on as Mystica commanded the other boys under her sway to follow, all of them falling in line behind her as they made their way down the hall towards the stairs.

Mystica knew this was the easy part, if this Alisha really did know something about Natasha’s disappearance, or was responsible, getting answers out of her would be difficult since Mystica’s voice only worked on men. It would be even more challenging if all of the things she had heard about this Alisha were true.

From questioning people all over campus and at other parties, Mystica had gathered that this Alisha girl had a long standing problem with Natasha, evidently stemming from the fact that Alisha had tried to get into streaming at the same time Natasha did. While Natasha found success, Alisha didn’t, and evidently blamed Natasha and the fact that she had a rich father for her failure.

There were other, more… concerning rumors about Alisha. From what Mystica had gathered, Alisha was the head of a sorority which had been plagued with rumors of “witchy stuff” for the past few months. More-so, the talk of the campus was that Alisha believed herself to be a witch and had spoken about placing a “curse” on Natasha. Other rumors said that the entire sorority was secretly a coven, with Alisha at the head.

While Mystica hoped this was all most likely rumor, nevertheless it was still the only lead she had. What concerned her was the apparent use of magic in the kidnapping, followed by rumors of a bitter rival who thought she was a witch. Most of the people that Mystica encountered who dabbled in magic had no idea what they were doing and had no real power to speak of, but the thought of a young college girl accidentally stumbling upon witchcraft and wielding a power she didn’t fully understand was… concerning.

According to people Mystica had talked to, it was an item for debate as to whether Anthony and Alisha were still a couple. Seeing how Mystica had just caught him with a woman, she was leaning towards the answer being “no” but their relationship was none of her business, only finding the missing girl.

Mystica felt like she was being flanked by a security detail as Anthony lead them down the stairs, into the living room, and out the front door, but that’s what the group of men under her spell were: her bodyguards in case things did get ugly. She spotted several confused looks from partygoers as they stepped off the front porch and across the yard to the sidewalk. As they walked, Mystica would occasionally repeat her commands to the men surrounding her, not wanting the spell to wear off and them to start trouble.

They walked several blocks, trick or treaters of various ages running up and down past them, occasionally flashing a glance at Mystica as they did. As they walked Mystica found that she couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. The super-heroine turned her head, scanning the street around them, noticing a few stern looking parents flashing her judging glances, and a few prepubescent boys gawking at her. Her intuition told her that wasn’t the source of the strange feeling though. Mystica had learned to trust her instincts over the years, believing that she had tapped into a spiritual force that guided her. She believed that force is what lead to the amulet choosing her to be its wielder, as she was someone who would use it for good and not abuse that power.

Now that force was telling her that someone was watching her. She kept glancing around the street but couldn’t spot anyone following. Perhaps someone at the party had noticed Anthony with her and had warned Alisha and her coven? Mystica tried to ignore that feeling, after all she had no idea if Alisha was actually a witch, just rumors. All she knew was that she had to be on guard.

“Stay alert, someone may be following us.” She ordered her hypnotized entourage, who all nodded obediently.

Anthony lead the group down a narrow side street, illuminated by few street lights. This particular street had a few scattered homes along it, but most were dark, and the absence of trick or treaters was a stark contrast to the rest of the neighborhood. The sounds of children laughing and running drifted into the darkness behind them as the group walked down the middle of the seemingly deserted road, and soon an unsettling quiet descended on them. Despite the warmth of the October night, Mystica felt her skin raise under her cloak.

“How much farther?” She asked Anthony.

“Just at the end of the street.” He answered.

“Stay close.” She ordered, the group of hypnotized men forming a protective circle around her.

Mystica couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched, and her eyes kept scanning the shadows around them.

What kind of sorority picks a house this far off the beaten path? She wondered, getting a bad feeling the further they traveled down the street. There were no more houses, just dark woods and empty lots. Despite the chill she felt, Mystica let her cape flow behind her now, exposing her skimpy slingshot bikini and toned legs.

At the very end of the street was a lone house. It was large, three stories, but in bad repair, the paint chipping around the windows and the outside was covered in dirt and grime. The yard was overgrown and filled with weeds and dead plants, but there were lights on inside and Mystica saw movement through the windows.

This must be the place. She thought, steeling herself for a fight.

They stopped just outside the dilapidated looking house, Mystica’s security team surrounding her, and she turned to Anthony.

“Go inside and get her.” She commanded, and Anthony nodded and obeyed.

The young man made his way up the front walk towards the house, and Mystica once again found herself watching the shadows, still unable to shake the feeling of being watched. Everything was so quiet on the street, not even a dog barking.

Then Mystica thought she heard something moving in the shadows! She perked up, listening…

The woods surrounding them were almost pitch black, but she thought she could hear the sound of someone trying to sneak around in the darkness.

“Do you hear that?” She whispered to the boy closest to her, who nodded.

“Go find out who it is and bring them to me. Don’t hurt them.” Mystica commanded softly, and the boy nodded and slipped off towards the sound.

The scantily clad heroine turned her attention back to Anthony, who was standing on the front porch, the old, rotted wood creaking under him. Mystica thought for a moment the porch might collapse under his weight. Without hesitating for a moment, Anthony raised his fist and pounded on the heavy wood front door. Almost immediately someone answered.

“Where’s Alisha?” Anthony asked.

“She can’t come to the door right now.” A female voice answered.

“Send her out.” Anthony barked.

“I said she’s busy.” The woman answered with a hint of annoyance.

“Tell her I need to see her.” Anthony pushed.

There was an exasperated sigh, and then the door slammed shut in Anthony’s face. Anthony turned to Mystica who opened her mouth to give him another order when she heard a cry from the shadows next to her.

“Arggh get off of me!” It was a woman’s voice, along with the sound of bushes rustling and twigs snapping.

Mystica turned to find the boy she sent off into the woods to locate the sound of footsteps emerging from the darkness, gripping a strikingly beautiful woman by the shoulders and pushing her ahead of him.

“Hey, let go!” She protested in a heavy southern drawl.

Mystica watched as the boy shoved the woman forward. To call her attire skimpy would be an understatement, though it was nowhere near as revealing as Mystica’s outfit. The woman seemed to be wearing a Halloween costume of some kind, and wore extremely short cut-off shorts, cowboy boots, and an extremely small button down top tied off just below her breasts to show off her perfect six-pack abs. Her skin was a deep tan, and she was extremely athletic, with long, thick brown hair, fetching grey eyes, and high cheekbones.

Mystica stepped forward as the boy pushed the woman towards the heroine, and the woman in the short-shorts stopped her struggling and looked at the masked, sling-bikini clad heroine.

“Hey, what is this?” The woman demanded in her thick southern accent.

“I could ask you the same thing. Why are you following us?” Mystica asked.

“Oh what, a girl can’t take a shortcut through the woods?” She giggled and batted her eyes.

Mystica frowned, and not for the first time, found herself wishing the amulet worked on women as well.

“I’ll ask again, who are you?” Mystica demanded, stepping forward and puffing out her chest.

“Might wanna watch it with those things, doesn’t look like that outfit can handle much more.” The woman smiled and shifted her eyes down to Mystica’s large breasts under the skimpy bikini.

Mystica gritted her teeth, not liking that she might have to step up the intimidation tactics on this woman.

Then the door to the sorority house opened, pulling Mystica’s attention away from the woman in the daisy duke shorts.

“Make sure she doesn’t run off.” Mystica ordered and turned to the house.

This situation was quickly getting complicated, she didn’t like it.

On the porch, three young women came strutting out of the house. The one in the lead was a young black girl that looked to be in her early twenties, with long, straight black hair parted in the middle, large brown eyes, and a small nose. She was slender but fit, wearing a skimpy witch Halloween costume with an extremely… extremely, low-cut front showing off her round, natural cleavage, and a high cut skirt baring most of her slender leg. It could have been a skimpy evening dress if not for the black, pointed witch’s hat on her head. On her left was another black girl, this one shorter, but just as beautiful, with a strong jawline, long, wavy hair, and pronounced cheekbones. This one seemed to be dressed as a princess of some sort, and wore a thin, sheer blue sarong over a high cut aqua blue thong bikini, a matching bikini top over her small breasts, and a cheap headdress of some sort. The girl on the right was shorter, darker skinned, with large eyes, a curvier build with large breasts and an even bigger ass, and seemed to be dressed as a superhero, wearing a blue thong, a white bikini top, blue mask, and a short, red cape that stopped just above her large, round buttocks.

The girl at the front in the witch costume glared at Anthony, and then pushed past him to glare at Mystica.

“Just what the hell is this.” She demanded, putting a hand on her hip.

“Alisha, I presume?” Mystica stepped forward, flanked by her team of bodyguards.

“Who wants to know?” Alisha glared at Mystica.

“Anthony, you can come back now.” Mystica demanded, and Anthony obeyed, stepping off the porch and returning to Mystica’s side.

The woman in the daisy duke shorts watched this all silently, her grey eyes wide, shifting from Mystica to Alisha.

“Anthony, I can’t believe you let her get to you.” Alisha sighed and glared at Mystica.

“So you know who I am?” Mystica asked.

“I’ve heard stories,” Alisha stepped off the porch, flanked by her cronies on either side. “What do you want?”

She glared at Mystica, obviously not intimidated.

“I want to ask you a few questions, and then I’ll go.” Mystica stepped forward, her men moving forward with her and pushing the woman in the daisy dukes along with them.

“Ow hey!” She protested.

“If you do, why don’t you use that magic voice of yours on me.” Alisha dared, taking another step forward.

“I was hoping we could be civil about this. After all, I just want to talk.” Mystica held her ground as Alisha smiled at her.

“Or could it be that your little power only works on men?” Alisha taunted, watching for any reaction from Mystica.

The heroine cracked a smile, this girl had guts, and brains.

“I don’t want things to get ugly. I just want to talk.” Mystica pressed.

Then she noticed the other two girls fanning out, eying up the men making up Mystica’s security team.

“What did you hear about me? That I’m a witch, that my sorority is a coven?” Alisha started to pace, the girls still spreading out.

Mystica tensed, taking a step back.

“Alisha, please, this doesn’t have to turn into a fight.” Mystica pleaded. The last thing she wanted to do was command these men to overpower the girls, but if it came to that then she would have no other recourse.

“You hear that,” Alisha turned to face the other two girls, who were fanning with their hands at their sides, palms up. “She doesn’t want a fight.”

Alisha stepped towards Mystica, her arms to her side, palms up as well.

“Grab them!” Mystica cried, taking a step back, and she saw her men lunging at each of them women, who all threw their hands up defensively.

Behind her, she heard one of the men cry and spun to see the brunette woman in the short-shorts elbow him in the stomach and plant her boot right into his shin. As he jumped back, crying out in pain, the woman pulled away, reached into her small purse, and pulled out a small handgun.

“Okay everyone freeze!” She shouted in her southern drawl, waving her gun back and forth with a practiced stance.

Mystica didn’t even have to guess, she was a cop. She spun to see her hypnotized male security team wrestling with the three women, who were putting up spirited fights.

“I said freeze! Hands up!” The woman in the short shorts cried again.

Mystica spun around to face her again and threw up her hands.

“Wait, just listen to me…” Mystica started and took a step forward.

“Not another step lady!” The cop warned, leveling her gun at Mystica.

“This is not what you think!” Mystica pleaded.

“I don’t know what this is, but you all better fall in line or I’ll-” The cop stopped as there was a blinding flash of purple light.

Mystica spun to see one of her security team falling back, Alisha standing over him with her hands up, purple sparks fading around her palms.

So they do know a few spells. Mystica’s jaw dropped. The girl had just used a low level repellent spell. Alisha locked eyes with Mystica and before the superheroine could open her mouth to issue an order, Alisa called out.

“Ronnie!”

Ronnie? Mystica furrowed her brow, but no sooner did she then a hulking mass came leaping out of the shadows behind the young girl. It landed first on the cop, knocking her back and sending her gun flying. The super-heroine spun just in time to see the thing leap off of the scantily clad police officer and directly at her.

“Protect me!” She screamed at her security detail as she dove out of the way.

Mystica landed on the ground, rolled and landed in a crouch and watched as the thing landed where she once stood, sitting bow-legged like a frog…

Not like a frog, it was a frog!

Mystica stood and stared at the thing in wide eyed disbelief. It was the size of a linebacker, wearing jeans but no shoes, leaving its webbed feet exposed, and wore what looked like a college letter jacket over a hoodie. The hood had fallen back revealing a smooth, slimy head, massive yellow eyes, and a wide mouth. Her and the frog thing that apparently answered to “Ronnie” stared at each other for a second before Mystica’s hypnotized men descended on it.

Ronnie though spun, kicking one man back with his webbed feet while simultaneously opening his large mouth and lashing out with a massive, slobbery tongue! The tongue wrapped around the ankle of another man and lifted him from the ground before letting go and whipping another one of the men across the face and knocking him flat.

Just then Mystica shook off her initial surprise, realizing that if this thing was “Ronnie” then it was a man! Her powers could work on it!

“St-” Mystica started before Alisha cried out at the top of her lungs.

“Don’t let her use her voice!”

Before Mystica could finish her command, Ronnie spun around and lashed out with his tongue. She spun and tried to scurry away but a split second later felt the long, slippery organ wrap around her mouth.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” Mystica cried and felt the frog man pulled her back.

The super-heroine fell to the ground, clutching at the oversized tongue wrapped around her mouth.

“Grrrmmm mmmmurrr! Sttpp!” She kicked and fought, prying at the slippery organ with her bare hands but it was suctioned tightly to her face.

“Urrrmm!” She cried, feeling herself being pulled back along the ground while she kicked and clawed helplessly.

“Ohhfff mmmmmph!” Mystica looked up to see that she was being dragged towards Ronnie’s gaping maw, his wide eyes watching her with hunger… and lust.

“Nrrrmmph!” Mystica grunted and tried planting her feet, determined not to be eaten by a giant frog.

All around her there were purple flashes from repellent spells, and she turned her head to see Alisha and her two cohorts blasting the rest of the men, knocking them to the ground. Behind the witches, Mystica noticed movement and saw the cop in the short-shorts scurrying for her gun, the cut-offs riding high and exposing even more of her buttocks. One of the witches, the curvy one dressed as a superhero, spun and saw the cop crawling towards the weapon.

“Hrrrrummph!” Mystica cried, but the police woman couldn’t hear her through the muffling tongue.

The curvy witch cast a repellent spell and sent the gun flying. The cop stopped and turned to see the witch holding her hands up, each of them glowing purple, and surrendered, putting her hands up.

Mystica looked back up to see the frog’s gaping mouth just above her head, the tongue ready to pull her in…

“Ronnie stop!” Alisha ordered, and the frog froze, it’s eyes shifting to its apparent master.

Mystica too stopped her struggles and looked up at the coven leader, who stood among the pile of fallen men. Behind Alisha, the curvy one lifted the cop to her feet and pushed her forward, keeping one glowing hand raised like it was a loaded gun.

“Well, I bet you thought you were smart, rolling in her with your little posse.” Alisha smiled at Mystica.

“Grrrllummm mmmrrr! Gmmmpph!” Mystica protested and kicked at her.

“Listen, I’m a cop! Do you know how much trouble you’ll be in if you hurt me!” The cop grunted as the curvy witch pushed her forward.

Alisha looked at the cop, and then at Mystica, who glared back at the young witch, doing her best to look defiant despite the oozing tongue silencing her.

“Take them to the basement,” Alisha smiled, locking eyes with Mystica. “There, Ronnie, you can have all the fun you want with them.”

The frog’s eyes bulged and he uttered something unintelligible – since his tongue was currently wrapped around Mystica’s mouth, and then he turned to the house, dragging the struggling super-heroine with him by his tongue.

“Urrr mmmm gggmm!” She grunted, once again kicking and trying to pry the tongue away from her mouth.

“Hey, come on!” The cop protested as well, being shoved forward by the other two witches as Alisha followed, smiling with sadistic glee.

2.

The only good thing Julianna could say about her current predicament was that at least she wasn’t gagged, unlike the scantily clad super-heroine that was captured along with her. They were both securely bound hand and foot with strong rope to solid wooden chairs in a dungeon like subbasement of the sorority house.

“Comfortable?” Julianna asked her fellow captive, the mysterious heroine known only as Mystica.

“Urrrf…” Mystica mumbled into her gag and rolled her eyes.

Before tying the dark-skinned heroine to the chair, they had shoved a dirty looking rag into her mouth and then tied another deeply stained cloth over her lips to keep the gag in place. The heroine had struggled and tried to shake the gag loose, but to no avail. All of her struggling had caused the dark hood covering Mystica’s head to fall back and reveal her mane of thick, dark hair falling around her shoulders, though she still had her mask on. From what Julianna overheard from her captors, Mystica’s voice didn’t effect women, but that didn’t stop the college girls from making sure the heroine still couldn’t use her powers, hence the gag.

Mystica’s sling bikini outfit left little to the imagination, and her toned, muscular body was coated in a sheen of sweat, as was Julianna’s, thanks to the large, roaring fireplace at the other side of the room. The stone walls of the subbasement gave it a dungeon feel, but Julianna also sensed that it was something of a kitchen. Shelves lined the walls filled with pots, pans and jars while dried herbs dangled from the ceiling, and cabinets lined another wall. Something about it called to mind artist renditions Julianna had seen of witch’s huts, all it needed was a cauldron.

Witches…

That couldn’t be what these women were, could it? But Julianna had seem some impossible things that night, Mystica controlling men with her voice, the sorority girls flashing strange purple lights, and a giant… frog? Part of her still couldn’t believe it but she had seen it, with her own eyes, and something told her that whatever they had in store for her and Mystica, it wasn’t good.

“Hey,” Julianna called over to the gagged heroine. “I’m gonna get us out of here, okay?” Julianna didn’t trust the barely dressed heroine, but for the moment they were on the same side.

Or at least it seemed that way.

“Mmmm mmnnph!” Mystica replied, rolling her eyes.

“I have a partner, he’ll be here to rescue us anytime now, isn’t that right, Andrew?” She directed the question towards her cleavage, where the wire was hidden. Her captors hadn’t discovered it… yet.

“Wummttt?”

“Listen, Andrew,” Julianna continued speaking into her cleavage. “I’m gonna sound crazy but these women are witches, honest to god witches…”

“Nnnmmff! Stttmmff!” Mystica protested through her gag.

“We’re in a dungeon or something, and there’s like, a giant frog…” She continued, hoping that Andrew could still get a signal.

“Ummmm gggmmm mmff! Hmmm fffmmm mmmph!” Mystica implored through her gag.

“I’m here with that superhero lady that we kept hearing about. She’s real! Look, get back up or something because this situation is-”

“Mmrrrgg ggmm hmmph! Ummm mmph gggm!” Mystica continued to prattle on.

Julianna sighed and looked up at the bound and gagged heroine.

“Look, I’m sorry but I can’t understand a word you’re saying.” She huffed.

“Gllmmm hmm mmm! Mmm!” Mystica continued.

“Look, honey, I’m working on getting us out of here, just -”

Julianna was cut off by the sound of footsteps approaching. She looked up through the open, arched stone door leading to the kitchen and the corridor beyond, and saw a hunched, misshapen shadow coming around corner.

“Look, someone’s coming, just hurry up!” She hissed into her cleavage mic, and then sat up.

A moment later she saw the Frog-Man step around the corner and shuffle down the hall towards them. Julianna lifted her chin and did her best to look defiant, thankful that she wasn’t gagged. She would have to try and keep the Frog-Man talking in order to buy time for Andrew… if the Frog-Man could talk?

God, I hope he does. She found herself wishing as the letter jacket wearing Frog-Man stepped through the arched doorway and looked down at the two tied up women. His wide mouth lowered and the lip of his tongue ran over where his lips would have been if he had any.

“Well, well, well…” He croaked. “Look at you two honeys.”

Julianna cringed, there was something off about being objectified by a giant amphibian.

“You both look so… delicious…” Frog-Man croaked as he bent over Mystica and extended his tongue, lapping at the side of her gagged mouth.

“Urrrrggg!” Mystica shivered, squeezing her eyes shut as the tongue left a trail of slobber in it’s wake and retracted back into the frog’s mouth.

Julianna shivered at the sight, and once again found herself willing Andrew to hurry up. There was another part of her, the part that cared for her partner, that worried for him and didn’t want to draw him into this madness. That part wanted him to stay far away so he wouldn’t get hurt.

Then the Frog-Man turned to face her, licking the outside of his mouth with that disgusting tongue of his. Julianna shivered and stiffened as she walked over to her.

“Oh and you, you just look delightful.” He croaked as he approached the bound detective.

“Just watch where you stick that tongue, buddy.” Julianna lifted her chin and glared at him defiantly.

The Frog-Man let out something that sounded like a choked chuckle, and then extended his tongue. Saliva dripped from it as the wet, sopping tongue lapped at her cheek, and then down her neck, to her chest…

Julianna recoiled, terrified that the Frog-Man would find the wire, but his tongue moved past her shirt and then ran along her glistening, six-pack abs. She watched with disgust as the Frog-Man seemed to shiver with delight and then stood, its gaze shifting between the two bound women.

“You’re both so delicious, who shall be first…” It licked the outside of its mouth again, but it had never taken its bug-eyes off of Julianna’s heaving cleavage.

She froze and retracted into her seat, if it found that wire, not only would she be dead, but Andrew...

“Ullllmmm lllmmm ggghhh…” Mystica muttered into her gag.

The Frog-Man spun to face the bound and gagged heroine.

“Ulluggg mmmuggg llhh…” She repeated into her gag

Julianna looked up at the bound and gagged heroine as well, whose massive chest was heaving up and down as the Frog-Man leered at her.

“Seems like you have something to say…” The thing chuckled as he shuffled towards the bound and gagged heroine.

“Urggg mmmm ggmm! Mmmph!” Mystica continued to mumble into her gag as the Frog-Man hovered over her helpless form.

She’s distracting it!

“Don’t you know it’s rude to talk with your mouth full, little lady?” The Frog-Man stepped behind Mystica and lapped his tongue down her shoulder, across her chest, and down between her breasts.

“Hmmmm mmmrrggh…” She whined and squeezed her eyes shut as the tongue slid under her skimpy sling bikini and wrapped around one of her large, sweat coated breasts.

Julianna kept her jaw clenched shut, and Mystica opened her eyes and nodded at the police officer. The heroine was intentionally making herself a target so that the monster wouldn’t find the wire on Julianna, therefore giving them a chance at escape.

She’s got guts, I’ll give her that. Julianna thought. She still didn’t trust the mysterious masked woman, but she earned her respect.

The Frog-Man switched to Mystica’s other side, leaned over her shoulder, and extended his tongue down her chest, under her bikini top, and ran it over her other breast.

“Mmmrrrmmm gggmmm…” Mystica cried, stiffening in her seat.

Though her breast was covered by the strap of the sling bikini, Julianna could see the tongue moving underneath it, circling over Mystica’s nipple, lapping at it. The heroine tensed and shifted in her seat as the Frog-Man licked her, and a moment later retracted the exaggerated tongue back into its mouth.

“You taste so sweet, like candy.” The Frog-Man chuckled.

“Urrgg gmmm hmm! Mmm!” Mystica cried, looking over her shoulder in defiance at their amphibious captor.

Andrew, please hurry up before this gets any farther. Julianna could only dread what Frog-Man had in store for them next. At least Mystica had succeeded in making herself the target.

The Frog-Man then grabbed Mystica’s cape, bunched it up in it’s slimy hands, and pulled. With one mighty tug, the cape/hood ripped free from the amulet holding it up. Unfortunately, the cape was also what was keeping the tops of the heroine’s sling bikini in place.

“Mmmmmm! Mmmmnno!” Mystica cried as her bikini fell, exposing her heaving, glistening breasts.

“Oh, so sweet.” The Frog-Man leaned over Mystica’s shoulder again and extended his tongue, curling it underneath the curve of her left breast.

“Urrgg gmm…” Mystica could barely contain her disgust as the tongue ran over her breast and circled her nipple.

“Urrggh…” The heroine shuddered, closing her eyes.

Julianna too shuddered, but found that she couldn’t take her eyes away from the grotesque display.  As she watched, the Frog-Man switched his tongue to Mystica’s other breast, tracing the underside of it before lifting it up and licking the edge of the squirming heroine’s nipple, leaving a trail of thick saliva in it’s wake.

“Mmmurrgghh mmmm!” Mystica screamed into her gag, every muscle in her impressive body flexing against her bonds.

The Frog-Man withdrew his elongated tongue, his saliva dripping from Mystica’s breasts onto her lap. The bound and gagged heroine looked down at it in disgust, up at her captor, and then to Julianna, who just shrugged.

Andrew, hurry but please be careful!

“You taste so sweet,” The Frog-Man turned away from Mystica. “But I think I know just what to add to make you sweater.” It cackled.

“Hmmmpph wmmmfff?” She turned to look over her shoulder to see what their amphibious captor had in mind.

The Frog-Man was rustling around in one of the cabinets as Mystica tried to crane her neck to see what he was after, and then turned to Julianna as if the equally helpless detective could give her some reassurance, but all Julianna could do was shrug. A moment later The Frog-Man turned back to face Mystica while a bottle of chocolate syrup in his webbed hand.

Oh no… Julianna swallowed, knowing exactly what The Frog-Man had in store for the heroine.

“Wummfff! Whhtt?” Mystica lifted her head. Her eyes went wide when she saw the syrup in the Frog-Man’s hands, knowing exactly what he intended to do with it.

“Mmmoooh! Mmmmnno! Mmm!” She shook her head, flexing her powerful arms in a vain attempt to break free from her bonds.

The Frog-Man leaned over the bound and gagged heroine, cackled, and tipped over the bottle of syrup.

“Ufff! Mmmfff ggg!” Mystica grunted as chocolate syrup poured over her head. Her already discolored gag turned brown from the thick substance running down her face.

“Ummmffff ggmm!” Mystica shook her head, chocolate now coating her thick, wavy hair.

Then the Frog-Man moved the bottle forward and leaned over, squirting syrup over Mystica’s luscious, bare breasts.

“Mmmm gggmmm! Ummm!” She cried, trying to wriggle away as her large breasts were coated in the sweet, sticky substance.

The Frog-Man let out another choking sound that must have been his laugh, and then set the syrup down on the table behind him. Seated in front of him, the half naked, bound and gagged Mystica’s entire upper torso was almost completely covered in chocolate syrup. Unfortunately for Mystica, it seemed that the anthropomorphic amphibian wasn’t finished, and he turned back to the cabinet behind him and emerged with a giant container filled with rainbow sprinkles.

Oh no… Julianna clenched her jaw.

“Wufffttt! Ummmffftt!” Mystica lifted her head, noticing the look on her fellow captives face. She looked up just in time to see The Frog-Man dumping the containing of sprinkles over her head.

“Mmmmrrgggh! Urrrggghh gmmmff!” Mystica grunted as she was showed in sprinkles.

The Frog-Man croaked out a laugh as he finished shaking out the container over the bound and half naked heroine and then set it back in the cabinet behind him. Mystica’s head, hair, and chest was coated in chocolate syrup and rainbow sprinkles.

“Mmmph! Urrrgg ggmmm!” She cried, looking down at her sprinkle coated breasts and tugging on her bonds.

Julianna stiffened and cringed, knowing what was coming next, as The Frog-Man grabbed Mystica by the shoulders, leaned forward and extended its tongue down between the heroine’s bare chest.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmmm ggmmm!” Mystica moaned, looking down with wide eyes and the tongue slithered between her syrup coated breasts.

The tongue lapped over her abs, licking up the syrup and sprinkles and leaving the heroine’s mid-section bare, except for trails of saliva left behind.

“Mmmm, so good.” The Frog-Man’s mouth curled in what could only be an attempt at a smile, and then he extended his tongue again.

“Mmmnoo! Mmmoo sttpph! Mmmnno moohh!” Mystica pleaded and shook her head, trying to pull away as the tongue lapped at her chest just above her breasts, licking away at the chocolate and sprinkles.

The Frog-Man would lick, retract his tongue back into his mouth, and then lick some more, all the while Mystica could only wriggle helplessly.

“Mmmohh! Stppph! Mmmph!” She shook her head and pleaded, looking down at the chocolate syrup now dripping from her nipples.

The Frog-Man only emitted his choked sounding chuckle and extended his tongue again, down her chest and along her breast, cleaning away the syrup and sprinkles as it went.

“Urrrggghh mmmm!” Mystica cried, tossing her head back and twisting in her seat.

The tongue lapped over her nipple now, circling it, cleaning away the syrup and leaving a trail of wet saliva dripping from Mystica’s bare breast.

“Umfff mmmff! Mmff!” Mystica shook her head, pleading with the tongue to cease it’s intruding exploration of her breasts, but after it was finished with her nipple, it curved to the side, lapping the syrup up from the side of her breast before circling underneath it.

“Mmm ggmmm hmm!” Mystica shook her head, and then the tongue retracted again, leaving one of her breasts clean of syrup and glistening from saliva.

It was now time for her other breast.

“Hmmm gmmmfff! Mmmfff!” Mystica cried, trying to shift to the side as The Frog-Man leaned over her other shoulder and extended his long, probing tongue.

The tongue slid down her shoulder, to her chest, and along her breast, licking away the syrup and sprinkles as it went. All Mystica could do was squirm and moan as the slimy tongue slid further down her bare breast. Just before it got to her nipple, the Frog-Man retracted his tongue and closed his large bug eyes, like he was savoring her.

“Ahh, so sweet…” He croaked, and then flicked out his tongue, lapping at Mystica’s syrup and sprinkle covered nipple.

“Mmmmrgggh ummm ggmm!” She cried, and tried to squirm away in her seat as the tongue circled her nipple and the area around it, licking away the syrup, and then down under her breast.

“Mmmmm gggmmm! Mmmmph!” Mystica closed her eyes and leaned her head back as the tongue cleaned out underneath her large breast, making sure to lick up every inch of syrup.

Once both her breasts were clean and glistening from saliva, the tongue drew back into The Frog-Man’s mouth and he stepped around to leer at the heroine. Her face and hair were still covered in sprinkles and syrup, but her chest and abdomen were completely cleaned off. Despite the humiliation she had endured and her nudity, Mystica still glared up at The Frog-Man defiantly.

“Oh yes, you’re so sweet, so tasty.” The Frog-Man drooled, leering at the helpless super-heroine.

“Ummm hmm! Gmmmff!” Mystica mumbled defiantly.

“I think I’ll have you first.” The Frog-Man’s wide mouth curled into a twisted smile.

“Whhmmmff?” Mystica leaned back, eyes wide.

Julianna’s heart pounded at hearing that. What on earth could this monster have in store next?

“Oh you’re going to be so delicious as the main course.” The Frog-Man laughed, and stepped behind the topless heroine.

“Hey, hey wait!” Julianna tried to plead with their captor.

“Mmmmnnoo! Nnnmmmfff! Stppp!” Mystica pleaded, shaking her head as The Frog-Man undid the ropes securing her to the chair.

“You had your fun, leave her alone!” Julianna begged, tugging at the bonds keeping her secured to the chair.

“Ummmmfff! Mmmmph!” Mystica screamed, trying to pull free from her bonds.

The Frog-Man undid the ropes keeping her tied to the chair, but Mystica’s hands and feet were still tied together. Once she was unsecured from the chair, The Frog-Man stepped back around, leaned over, picked up the struggling, half naked heroine and slung her over his shoulder. Mystica’s bound feet kicked and the Frog-Man noticed the thin strip of fabric from her costume hanging on for dear life between her ass cheeks. With a chuckle, he pulled the remains of her costume out from between her legs and then gripped her bare buttocks with a webbed hand.

“Ummmmfff! Gmmmmph!” The heroine kicked and struggle, naked now except for her boots and the amulet around her neck.

The Frog-man swatted Mystica’s plump, firm ass and then looked at Julianna, who was still struggling to get free from her bonds.

“Oh don’t worry, she’s just the main course. You’re desert.” The Frog-Man chuckled.

“Just wait until I get out of here! You won’t be laughing then!” Julianna cried, but The Frog-Man ignored her cries and turned to leave the room with the struggling Mystica over his shoulder.

“Mmmmoh! Pfffftt mmmmfff mmnnnwwwn! Urrrggggmmm!” Mystica cried as she was carried out of the room.

The heroine’s muffled cries echoed throughout the hallway beyond, and then faded away, leaving Julianna alone, bound and waiting for The Frog-Man to return for her. She tugged at the ropes securing her to the chair but they held tight.

There’s gotta be a knife or something sharp around here! She thought and swiveled her head, scanning the room for anything that help her get free, but saw nothing but old cabinets and tables.

Come on Andrew, hurry up! She thought, once again tugging futilely on her bonds.

She didn’t know how long had passed with her alone in that room, but eventually Julianna started to realize that it had felt like quite a long time had passed, or maybe it had only been a few minutes. There was no way of knowing in that dungeon. Between her struggles she kept turning to look out the door at the stone corridor but didn’t see any movement. What was The Frog-Man doing to Mystica that was taking so long?

“Hey!” Julianna cried. She wasn’t sure what she expected to hear back, maybe reassurance that she hadn’t been forgotten down here in the dungeon?

“Hey!” She called again, only hearing her voice echo around her.

This time, something did hear her, and a moment later a shadow emerged at the end of the corridor, and it was moving towards her. Julianna froze and swallowed, suddenly regretting feeling scared and alone. She sat, helpless, and watched as the thing moved closer in the corridor, and suddenly found herself not wanting to know what Mystica’s fate was.

The shadow grew bigger as it came around the corner, and Julianna tensed and sat up, ready to give Frog-Man hell. There was no way she was letting that slimy monstrosity cover her in syrup and lick her body. She would fight him every step of the way, make him regret leering at her.

Her heart went from pounding out of her chest to a flutter, and she let out a deep sigh of relief when it wasn’t the Frog-Man that stepped around the corner, but Andrew. He had his gun drawn and eyes wide and alert, scanning every corner for potential danger. Julianna sat up and resisted the urge to call out to him, not wanting to alert her captors. Their eyes met as he made his way down the corridor towards her, and she nodded to let him know the coast was clear.  Once he got the signal, Andrew hurried into the room.

“Hurry, I don’t know when he’ll be back.” Julianna urged as Andrew holstered his weapon and rushed to her side.

“Jesus, what is this place?” He muttered, looking around the room.

“Are you okay? How did you find me?” Julianna asked.

“Am I okay? Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” Andrew arched an eyebrow at her.

“Just hurry up and untie me.” She nodded to her bonds and Andrew knelt down and went to work on the ropes around her ankles.

“I like you from this angle.” She smiled and winked at her partner as he untied her, and Andrew let out an exasperated sigh.

“I see that you’re fine.” He grunted, stood, and went behind her to undo the ropes securing her to the chair followed by her hands.

“Listen, there’s some crazy stuff, like stuff you wouldn’t believe.” Julianna explained as Andrew untied her.

“I heard you over the wire, Frog-Men? Witches? Mystica?”

“It’s all real,” She exclaimed. “There’s something big going on.”

“Let’s just get out of here.” With that, Andrew finished untying her and Julianna stood up, rubbing at her wrists.

“Wait, we can’t just yet.” Julianna tugged on Andrew’s sleeve as he stepped to leave the kitchen.

“What?” His jaw went slack.

“That super-heroine, Mystica. He took her somewhere, I can’t just leave her.”

“Do you have any idea how hard it was for me to sneak into a sorority house that, according to you, is a coven of witches, and then sneak all the way down to a subbasement to find you, and now we have to get back out?” Andrew’s voice was filled with annoyance.

“I can’t just leave her, plus…” Julianna shrugged. “I think she knows something.”

Even though she was unarmed, Julianna lead the way out of the kitchen area, with Andrew at her side, gun drawn.

“If you see something that looks like a giant frog, you just pull that trigger, don’t hesitate.” Julianna said as they made their way down the stone corridor.

“You don’t have to tell me twice.” Andrew agreed.

They moved together down the hallway. Julianna felt naked, not because of the fact that she was running around in booty shorts and a crop-top, but she felt exposed and helpless without her weapon. All she could do was ball her fists to give herself some feeling of control, but she knew that if they came across the Frog-Man or witch that her fists would be useless. Hell, a gun might not be enough.

“Where were the others when you snuck in?” Julianna asked, feeling herself breaking out into a cold sweat. She kept expecting them to come across something terrifying around every corner.

“They had all gathered on the second floor, I don’t know what for, and I didn’t stop to look.”

Julianna nodded, there was something she didn’t like about that.

“Let’s just find Mystica and get out of here.” She added.

They turned another corner and saw another stone archway at the end of the hall, this one seemed to lead to a much larger, more expansive kitchen than the one Julianna and Mystica had been imprisoned in. Both Andrew and Julianna froze just outside the room and shared a look. They didn’t detect any movement inside, but they both had a feeling. The partners nodded at each other and pressed forward, Andrew taking the lead since he was armed.

The room was massive, with high ceilings and rotted, wood shelves running up most walls. A massive hearth, bigger than the one in the other room, was set in a far wall, and the blazing fire was big enough to illuminate the entire room. It was warm too, and within moments both Andrew and Julianna were sweating as they entered the room.

There was something else, on the wall above the fireplace. It took Julianna a moment for her eyes to adjust to the lighting in the room and comprehend what she was staring at.

Painted in red ink on the stone wall above the fireplace was a symbol of some kind, it looked like a massive spider. As Julianna took in the sight, she found herself questioning whether the symbol was actually red paint or…

“What kind of sorority house is this?” Andrew muttered, sweeping the room with his gun.

“I hate to think of what their initiations are like.” Julianna added, turning away from the spider symbol.

The room was cluttered with old tables and counters, all of which looked to be old and rotted like the shelves, and Julianna grabbed a rusted old knife from one of the tables as they made their way through the room. It wasn’t much but it made her feel somewhat safer.

Pots, pans, and dried herbs hung from racks suspended above the tables, adding to the “witchy” feel of the kitchen. Julianna even spotted a few large, rusty cauldrons sitting in corners as well. The oddest thing though about the room was at the center of it, sitting on the ground next to a large, sturdy table was two massive cupcakes.

Both Julianna and Andrew stopped and exchanged another look. The cupcakes were about three feet high and maybe as wide. No human could eat cupcakes these sizes, in fact Julianna shuddered to think of what would eat a cupcake this size.

As they both stared at the two giant sized cupcake, one of them shook. Both Julianna and Andrew cried out and jumped back, him raising his gun while she raised her rusty knife.

The cupcake continued to shake back and forth as they watched, almost as if…

As if there was someone inside!

They continued to watch, slack jawed, and then realized the cupcake was making noise.

“Mmmph mmmph mmmph!” The cupcake cried, still shaking back and forth like someone was trying to get out.

“Ufffff mmmfff ggmmmfff…” The sounds continued from the cupcake.

Andrew and Julianna shared another look then they rushed forward and gripped the top of the cupcake, which was covered in white icing, and felt for a seam. All the while the person inside continued to struggle.

“Mmmph gmmmm mffff!” They cried, shaking the cupcake prison back and forth.

Julianna set down her knife and Andrew holstered his weapon and they groped under the top of the cupcake, and found a break between the top and the chocolate sides. They lifted and tossed the top of the cupcake to the side, exposing that the inside was hollow.

Inside of the hollow cupcake was Mystica, completely naked, covered in chocolate syrup again, and still bound and gagged.

“Mmmmph mmmm!” Mystica sat up, syrup running along her bare breasts.

Andrew’s eyes widened and his jaw dropped at the naked, syrup covered woman.               

“Shh! Shh!” Julianna cautioned, putting a finger to her lips.

“Hmmmfff mmmmph mmmmfff!” Mystica mumbled through her gag.

“Shhh!” Julianna chided Mystica again and looked over her shoulder. They seemed to be alone but she couldn’t be sure in a place like this.

She turned back to the naked, bound, gagged, and syrup covered heroine, and then to her partner, who was still staring at Mystica with wide eyes.

Was this what he was going to do to me next? Julianna wondered, was The Frog-Man going to stuff her into a giant cupcake and… presumably eat her?

What a strange day.

Julianna reached to take out Mystica’s gag but hesitated, remembering what Alisha had said about Mystica’s powers only working on men.

“Ummm hmmm! Umm hmm!” Mystica nodded, indicating for Julianna to take out the gag.

The police woman hesitated though. Andrew was still susceptible to Mystica’s powers, and despite everything, Julianna didn’t know if she could trust Mystica. For all she knew, once that gag was out, Mystica would tell Andrew to overpower Julianna while she made her escape.

Julianna lowered her hand, deciding to keep the heroine gagged, for the moment.

“Wummfff?” Mystica’s eyes went wide.

“Andrew, lift her out of there but keep her bound and gagged.” Julianna stepped away from the giant cupcake.

“Hmmmph!” Mystica glared at her.

“Uhh, you sure.”

“Yeah, trust me. Just get her out of there.”

Andrew stepped forward, reached out, and lifted the syrup covered heroine out of the cupcake. Mystica didn’t struggle but protested into her gag the entire time.

“Ugggg ggmmm hfff! Mmmfff! Ummm ggmm!” Mystica mumbled at Julianna.

“Ugh, my suit.” Andrew looked down at the syrup now ruining his nice suit, and then zeroed in on Mystica’s chocolate covered breasts.

“There you are!” Something croaked behind them.

Julianna spun around to see The Frog-Man standing in the doorway, glaring at them with his giant bug eyes.

Andrew’s eyes went to his shoulder holster, but his hands were full with Mystica.

“Run!” Julianna cried.

Andrew didn’t need to be told twice, and took off towards the opposite end of the room with Mystica in his arms, Julianna following close after.

There was a whoosh of air, and The Frog-Man landed on one of the rotted tables in front of them. Andrew spun to run in the opposite direction but The Frog-Man lashed out with his extended tongue, wrapped it around Andrew’s ankle, and yanked. Julianna watched as Andrew crashed to the floor, Mystica on top of him. Both of them stumbled over each other as The Frog-Man leered up at Julianna, whose eyes fell on the knife she had set down on the table.

She dove for the rusty weapon, but The Frog-Man was there first, landing on the table directly on top of the knife. Before she could turn to run, he lashed out with his tongue, which wrapped around her throat and squeezed.

Julianna gasped and choked, the tongue twisting around her neck, cutting off her airways. She grasped at it, but her fingers couldn’t get a grip thanks to the slippery saliva. The Frog-Man seemed to croak with laughter as his tongue tightened around her neck. Her lungs burned, crying out for oxygen.

She fell to her knees, barely able to gasp for air, her vision was going blurry, the last thing she would see would be the out of focus Frog-Man croaking…

“Release her!” A voice cried out, and suddenly the tongue retracted.

Julianna gasped and clutched at her neck, suddenly lightheaded from the rush of air. Her hands clutched at her neck as she took big gulping breaths.

Once she collected herself, Julianna looked up towards the sound of the voice that had been her savior, and saw Mystica standing on the other side of the room, still naked and covered in chocolate, but free of her bonds and the gag. One of the rusty knives was in her hands, which must have been how she got free.

“Go attack your masters.” Mystica commanded, and without missing a beat The Frog-Man bounded out of the room.

Julianna gasped, her lungs still somewhat burning and saw on the ground behind Mystica was Andrew, staring at the naked heroine’s ass in a stupor.

“Come,” Mystica stepped over to Julianna and extended a hand. “I may have bought us some time but we have to hurry.”

Julianna could only stare at the naked, syrup covered super-heroine in awe as she continued to gasp for air.

3.

One thing Julianna had to give to Mystica: The heroine had no problem running around with little to no clothes on. Granted, she shouldn’t have been surprised given how skimpy Mystica’s “costume” was, since it consisted of only a sling bikini, mask, and cape, but after they escaped from the dungeon below the sorority, Mystica seemed totally comfortable running around the streets completely nude. The heroine covered her breasts with one hand and had another between her legs, but she didn’t act self conscious or embarrassed at her nudity.

Julianna, though, did not appreciate was the way Andrew couldn’t take his eyes off of the dark-skinned heroine, and when they made it out of the sorority, he fell back to “cover their rear.”

More like cover Mystica’s rear. Julianna grumbled, knowing that Andrew was staring at Mystica’s ass the entire time to the car. Part of her hoped that he was at least admiring her ass in her little shorts too. After all, Julianna knew she had an amazing ass, but she had to give credit where it was due: Mystica’s ass was also pretty great, and her tits were amazing, large, round, and completely natural, unlike Julianna’s.

They were able to escape the sorority without incident, though they heard sounds of crashing and fighting coming from the second floor, no doubt the Frog-Man wreaking havoc on his masters like Mystica commanded him. Part of Julianna wanted to look around the place for evidence or to see if the missing girl was there, but after what had happened earlier, she decided it was better to cut their losses and move on and come back with back-up.

“Oh they’ll be gone by tonight,” Mystica said when Julianna revealed her plan to come back with back-up. “They probably have several coven houses all over the city.”

Once they piled back in the surveillance van, Julianna ordered Andrew to take them back to headquarters. She knew there was no way her superiors would believe her, but maybe with Mystica, they could show them.

“No,” The naked super-heroine objected, sitting in the bench seat in the back, still covering herself with her hands. “We should go to my sanctuary.”

“Your what?” Julianna blinked.

“My sanctuary, they won’t be able to watch us there and I believe I can find more information about this coven.” Mystica added.

Julianna and Andrew shared a look. She didn’t like it, but right now, Mystica was their best lead.

“If that means you get to put on clothes, then fine.” Julianna sighed.

Mystica directed from the back, occasionally stepping up front to point out something, and Julianna thought Andrew was going to crash the van from the way his head spun to look at her breasts.

Mystica directed them to a run down neighborhood on the outskirts of town. It was close to the beach and when they parked Julianna could hear the waves crashing in the distance.

“Here we are.” Mystica motioned to one of the closed shops, moving her hand from between her legs to do so.

The shop she was motioning towards was a small shop apart from the others called “Spiritual consultation and Curiosities.” The windows were dark and Julianna could see an unlit neon sign hanging in the window. Mystica stepped up to the door, waved her hand and muttered something, and then they heard a click, followed by her opening the door and leading the two detectives inside. Once inside, Mystica lowered blinds in the front windows and switched on lights revealing a large, round table at the center of the room, old wooden shelves decorated with strange ruins, taxidermy, books, and other strange things.

Mystica continued leading them through the shop, and Julianna realized that the “Sanctuary” as Mystica referred to it, was much bigger than they thought. The naked heroine lead them into a large back room that could be best described as a library, with shelves lined with ancient looking texts, some of which had titles that Julianna was sure she couldn’t pronounce.

Mystica lit candles and turned on lamps as she went, and at the center of the room was a sitting area with chairs arranged in a circle and tables and desk.

“Please make yourselves at home. I think I need to take a long shower before we can talk.” Mystica gestured to the now dried syrup clinging to her naked body.

“Yeah you do that.” Julianna agreed.

The naked heroine disappeared through a door and a moment later they heard the scream of water from a shower head. With nothing else to do, Julianna and Andrew browsed the shelves while they waited. As they looked around, Julianna couldn’t help but notice Andrew continually taking out his phone and furiously tapping with his fingers.

“Sorry, Darlene,” He shrugged when he noticed Julianna staring. “Telling her it’s going to be a long night.”

Julianna only nodded. What did Darlene care? It’s not like she and Andrew were having sex.

“What do you make of all of this?” Julianna gestured to the books and other curiosities filling the room.

“I… it’s a good thing she’s on our side.” Andrew nodded, and then took out his phone to answer another text message.

“I’m not sure she is.” Julianna frowned.

“I mean, she did help us escape.” Andrew said as he texted.

“I’m also saying that we shouldn’t trust her just yet. We should still consider her a person of interest in this case.”

“I don’t know, she seems to want to help…” Andrew started before his phone vibrated and he took it out to answer another text.

“Is this a bad time?” Julianna crossed her arms and leaned against a shelf.

“No, she’s just… worried.” He swallowed and went back to his text.

“If you need to go, go and I’ll finish up here.” Julianna frowned, glaring at him while she spoke.

“Look I’m not leaving you alone with her.” Andrew put his phone back in his pocket.

“I thought you trusted Mystica.” Julianna retorted.

“No… I mean… well we don’t know. She seems to want to help but-” Andrew trailed off as a door opened.

Julianna followed his gaze and saw Mystica step out of the door she had stepped into a few minutes earlier, her body covered in water droplets, wet hair falling around her shoulders, and holding a towel over her front torso. She still wore her amulet, which shimmered from the moisture on it. Andrew’s jaw dropped at the sight of the freshly showered but still nude heroine standing in the doorway to the bathroom, steam rising from behind her.

Jesus, doesn’t she know how to wear a towel? Julianna fumed.

“Ah, I feel so much better and refreshed. I apologize for having you wait.” Mystica stepped out of the doorway, still clutching the towel to her chest. Her giant breasts were doing their best to escape the oppressive piece of cloth as she walked.

“We can wait a little longer while you get dressed.” Julianna grimaced. She never thought she would feel overdressed in booty-shorts and a half-shirt but here she was.

“Can I get you two some tea?” Mystica turned and gestured towards a stove set against a back wall.

“No thank yo-” Julianna began.

“Yes please.” Andrew finished, prompting a glare from his partner.

Julianna heard Andrew’s phone vibrate in his pocket, but he was too focused on Mystica, whose back was towards them as she headed towards the stove. Since she was only holding the towel over the front of her body, her bare, naked ass was exposed to them.

“Aren’t you going to get that?” Julianna asked, glaring at the mesmerized Andrew.

Mystica was bending over the stove now, arching her ass out towards them.

“What?” Andrew shook his head and looked at Julianna.

“Your phone.” She gestured to his pocket.

“Come, sit down.” Mystica turned and gestured to her guests. There was a small table at the kitchenette area in the back of the library.

“Sure.” Andrew shrugged, still not answering his text.

Julianna sighed and followed, hearing his phone vibrate again. She knew that Darlene didn’t like being ignored.

“Tea will be ready in a few moments.” Mystica smiled at her guests and leaned against a cabinet and lifted the towel to dry her hair, exposing her full naked body to the detectives.

Julianna thought she would have to scoop Andrew’s jaw off the floor as he gawked at Mystica’s breasts heaving up and down as the heroine ran the towel through her hair, and Julianna had to give the heroine credit, the way her breasts moved was quite hypnotic.

“You know, we can take care of the tea if you want to finish drying off.” Julianna offered.

“What, oh,” Mystica giggled and lowered the towel over her breasts. “I’m sorry, am I making you uncomfortable?”

“Not at all.” Andrew answered, and Julianna turned to glare at him. 

His phone vibrated again in his pocket.

“I believe that one should be comfortable in their own skin, don’t you agree.” Mystica nodded at Julianna while she went back to running the towel through her hair.

“To a certain extent, yes.” Julianna answered through gritted teeth.

“If it makes you more comfortable, I can do this.” Mystica offered, and then touched ruby at the center of her amulet. There was a shimmer, and suddenly the woman was clad in a black bra and thong.

Julianna blinked and sat back.

If she could do that the entire time, why didn’t she?

“It’s a little better.” Was all Julianna could manage to say.

Andrew still gawked as Mystica turned and sat the towel down. The thong she wore was an extremely small one, with two straps that curved over the heroine’s buttocks and down between her crack instead of the usual t-back.

“I apologize, I’m so comfortable here in my sanctuary that I often go bare. I feel so free.” Mystica leaned against a counter and folded her arms under her breasts, all the while Andrew’s jaw was on the floor as he watched.

“Yes, well… that’s your business.” Julianna continued, suddenly all too aware of her own bare buttocks on the wood of the chair beneath her, and tugged at the bottom of her shorts as if she could will them to get longer.

Just then the kettle on the stove whistled, breaking the awkward silence between the three of them.

“Ah, the tea!” Mystica exclaimed, and turned to shut off the burner.

The thong clad heroine reached for a cabinet above her and retrieved two mugs, both of which had two teddy bears on them and a said “Warmth and cuddles!”

“I thought they were adorable.” Mystica smiled sheepishly and placed the mugs down in front of either guest.

Julianna shook her head. This woman possessed a magic power that caused her to control the mind of any man she wanted and ran around fighting crime half naked but liked cute teddy bear mugs.

“Yes, well,” Julianna cleared her throat. “It’s been a long night so if we could…” She trailed off as Mystica came over with the tea kettle and leaned over to pour some into Andrew’s mug.

Julianna didn’t know what was worse, the way Andrew’s eyes never left Mystica’s cleavage as she poured or the fact that as Mystica bent to pour the tea, her thonged ass was directly in Julianna’s face. At first she tried not to look at the woman’s backside, turning her head to admire the room and the oddities around her, but then Andrew’s phone vibrated again and her gaze darted to him.

“This is a special calming blend, made from rare herbs and spices…” Mystica went on as Julianna’s gaze shifted from Andrew to the small string separating Mystica’s backside from total nudity.

“… it should help you recover from your ordeal. I know that encountering the unknown for the first time can be unnerving.” Mystica smiled at Andrew as she poured.

He smiled back and ignored another buzz from his phone.

Why is it taking so long for her to pour? Julianna grimaced.

“Andrew, are you going to get that?” She glared at him.

“Oh…” He stammered and reached into his jacket to check his phone.

Mystica finished with his tea and turned to pour Julianna’s. Somehow she thought that would be better than having the heroine’s ass in her face but she was wrong, it was worse.

Now Mystica’s ass was in Andrew’s face.

Her partner gawked at the dark-skinned woman’s backside as Mystica leaned over to pour Julianna’s tea, still prattling on about magic and whatever nonsense.

“There’s a hidden world out there, and it can be shocking to discover that what we thought was reality is just a thin veil…” Mystica went on, but Julianna barely paid attention, instead watched as Andrew held his phone in his hands but didn’t look at it, instead just stared at Mystica’s ass cheeks as she poured.

“I think that’s enough for me.” Julianna smiled at Mystica, who didn’t seem to hear her as she poured more tea.

“These past few years I’ve immersed myself in the strange and esoteric. It changed my fundamental core as a person and I…”

“I think that’s all the tea I need.” Julianna sat up, but Mystica was too focused on her soliloquy on the strange and fantastic.

Just then Andrew’s phone went off, vibrating incessantly in his hands. He jumped and dropped it, giving Mystica’s ass a final look before bending to retrieve it.

No doubt Darlene calling. Julianna sighed. For a woman that wouldn’t fuck Andrew, she sure as hell was worried about him fucking someone else. Not that Julianna could blame her.

“Everything okay?” Mystica turned to check on Andrew.

“Right, yeah, sorry, just…” He stammered, retrieving his buzzing phone.

“It’s just his girlfriend, she worries.” Julianna glared at him as he put his still buzzing phone in his pocket.

“Are you going to answer that?” She asked, raising an eyebrow.

“What, oh it can wait.” He shrugged.

“I think you should answer it, ease her mind.” Julianna’s tone was flat and cold.

“But we’re in the middle of…” He trailed off, sneaking one more look at Mystica’s ass as the heroine stood and gave him a concerned look.

“Go, I’ll handle this.” Julianna indicated for him to get up and answer his phone.

“But…” He started.

“Go!” Julianna gritted her teeth.

Andrew nodded, jumped up, and put his phone to his ear.

“Hey, yeah honey sorry I was on a stake out…” He started as he wandered off to have his conversation.

Julianna turned her attention back to Mystica, who had returned to the counters and was pouring herself some tea.

At least she’s not bending over this time. Julianna thought, some what relieved.

“I’m sure you must have many questions for me about this new world you’ve discover.” Mystica added as she finished pouring her tea and turned back to return to the table with the detective.

“I have many but I don’t think I know where to start.” Julianna admitted.

Mystica took a seat opposite of Julianna, crossed her legs, and sipped from her mug.

“You haven’t tried your tea yet.” Mystica motioned to Julianna’s mug.

“Oh sorry, still processing.” She shrugged.

“It will help calm you, really.” Mystica smiled, trying to reassure the detective.

In truth, Julianna didn’t feel comfortable accepting any food or water from this woman she had just met earlier that evening. Not only was Mystica a total stranger to her, but she still didn’t know if she should trust her. Julianna took a look at the steaming mug in front of her, and then up at the thong clad heroine sitting across from her, watching with wide, expectant eyes.

“I’m sorry, is there anything I can do to make you feel more at ease?” Mystica asked.

There was genuine concern in her voice, and for a moment Julianna thought that maybe the heroine could be trusted, but the cop in her told her to remain on guard, at least until she knew more. Despite everything that happened that night, she was no closer to finding Natasha, but the field of suspects had become more clear.

“I just…” Julianna stammered, and found herself staring at Mystica’s heaving breasts under the bikini top.

Mystica too noticed the detective staring and looked down at her large breasts.

“I apologize, is this still too revealing?” She asked, putting a hand to her chest.

“Well, it’s a little distracting, yes.” Julianna admitted.

“Here…” Mystica touched the gem in the center of the amulet and a moment later her scantily clad figure was clad in a thin, black silk robe. Despite being tied at the waist, it did little to hide her large breasts.

Good enough. Julianna thought and looked up at Mystica’s brown eyes.

“So, your questions?” Mystica prodded and took a sip from her tea.

“I just,” Julianna stammered. “I don’t know where to begin, like, who are you and what were you doing there tonight? Who were those women? What do they want with Natasha?”

Mystica smiled and finger the amulet around her neck.

“Do you see this?” She asked.

Julianna nodded.

“I believe that it was fate that lead me to it. The power that resides in this was meant to find me. I realized that this was a gift to be used responsibly and for the protection of others. You and I have the same goal, to find that missing girl.”

“So you’re a concerned citizen?” Julianna narrowed her eyes at Mystica.

“In a way,” Mystica smiled again. “I think that much like how it was fate that lead me to this amulet, maybe it was fate that brought us together.”

“How so?” Julianna asked.

“To help each other. I don’t know what that coven wants with that girl but I believe that her life is in danger. Together, we can save her.”

Julianna sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. She had no idea how to explain to her captain that she was working with a super-heroine who could control men with her voice to find a girl kidnapped by a coven of witches.

“I just…” Julianna rubbed her face. “So, witches? What do they want with her?”

“That I do not know,” Mystica leaned back. “But after tonight I am certain that they have her.”

“Do you know anything about them?” Julianna asked.

“Of that I am not certain either.” Mystica shrugged apologetically.

Julianna sighed, Mystica wasn’t turning into much of a lead. It seemed that the super-heroine knew just as much as she did.

Wait! Julianna’s eyes went wide. Wait, there was something!

“I think…” Julianna stood, her eyes searching the room.

“What?” Mystica rose as well.

“I saw…” Julianna kept scanning the room. “Do you have paper and a pencil?”

“Yes!” Mystica ran over to a shelf, retrieved a leather bound journal and pen, and brought it to Julianna.

The detective set the journal down on the table, turned it to a blank page, and quickly sketched the spider image she had seen in the kitchen. She was far from an artist, but what she drew was a decent enough approximation of what she saw.

“Does that look familiar to you?” She stepped back and looked at Mystica in time to see the color drain from the other woman’s face as she looked at the crude sketch.

“Are you okay?” Julianna asked.

“Oh yes, I know it.” Mystica nodded and swallowed. She seemed scared.

Suddenly Julianna felt herself break out in goosebumps. If this drawing scared Mystica then what the hell were they up against? This woman had just gone up against witches and a Frog-Man without a moment’s hesitation. What was it about this symbol that would spook Mystica?

The heroine got up from the table, still with the grave look on her face, and approached a nearby shelf. Julianna followed, equally intrigued, excited, and worried. If Mystica knew what this symbol was then it would be a legitimate break in the case, but Mystica’s concern over the symbol made her nervous, not to mention that she still wasn’t sure if she should trust Mystica. On the surface, Mystica seemed like she had good intentions, but Julianna was a cop, that meant she naturally didn’t trust people. Even if Mystica wasn’t involved in this, she couldn’t believe that the woman was just a “concerned citizen,” there had to be an angle.

Not to mention Mystica’s power, the ability to control men with her voice. To have a such a gift and not abuse it seemed… almost too good to be true. Perhaps Julianna was jaded from her years in law enforcement but she didn’t believe in a person doing something out of the goodness of their heart.

She stayed a few paces behind Mystica as the dark skinned woman browsed a shelf filled with very old volumes of books of various sizes and shapes. Some were leather bound while others looked like they would wither to dust with a single touch. As Julianna watched, Mystica pulled a very old but sturdy book from the shelf and started flipping through the pages. Finally, Mystica stopped and held up the book for Julianna to see. It was open on a page with a very old looking drawing.

It was the exact symbol Julianna saw on the wall in the kitchen. She looked at the drawing for a moment, and then nodded at Mystica.

“That was it.” She swallowed, watching as Mystica looked at the image and frowned.

“It is as a feared.” Her voice was solemn.

“What is it?” Julianna asked.

Mystica replaced the book and walked off deeper into the rows of shelves, Julianna following.

“What does it mean?” Julianna asked again, hurrying to catch up with the other woman.

“It is the symbol for Sol the Spider-God, an ancient deity from a time before recorded history.”

“Of course.” Julianna rolled her eyes. This was insane, all of it was insane, but she had to keep reminding herself that she had just been captured by a witch sorority with a Frog-Man henchman.

Mystica stopped by another shelf, this one overflowing with statues, trinkets, and curios, and opened a drawer in the middle.

“I once crossed paths with a former high priestess of Sol…” Mystica said absentmindedly while rifling through the drawer.

“So people still worship this god?” Julianna asked.

“No, he abandoned this sphere of existence eons ago.” Mystica responded.

“Of course.” Julianna sighed. With every answer Mystica gave, Julianna had ten more questions.

A second later, Mystica retrieved a very old looking gold coin from the drawer and held it up for Julianna to see.

“She gave me this if I should ever need to call upon her again.” Mystica said, and then stalked past Julianna in the direction of the table they had been sitting at.

“So wait, this person can help us?” Julianna hurried after Mystica.

“Perhaps, to be honest I do not know if she’s friend or foe.” Mystica said over her shoulder.

“Umm… right…” Julianna stammered.

They arrived back in the sitting area of the room to find Andrew placing his phone back in his pocket with a dour look on his face. It seemed that his conversation with Darlene had not been a good one.

“What did I miss?” He asked.

Julianna opened her mouth to respond, but realized she had no idea where to begin. A Spider-God and a high priestess? None of it made any sense.

Mystica placed the coin on the table, and then produced a very long pin with a sharp looking end. Before Julianna could figure out where Mystica got the pin from, the other woman used it to prick her thumb, grimaced, and then placed her bleeding thumb on the coin. Andrew rushed towards Mystica with a look of concern but Julianna stepped over and placed a hand on his chest.

“Wait…” She cautioned and quickly withdrew her hand, not trying to think of how thickly muscled Andrew’s pecs felt.

“But…” He gestured to Mystica smearing the blood on the coin.

“It’s like a spell or something.” Julianna stepped back, taking Andrew with her. She didn’t know what to expect, but wanted to be safe.

Mystica moaned and gripped the now blood stained coin in her palm, and then let out another sigh. She continued to hold the coin, moaning and sighing, and then started to break out in a sweat.

“Is she…” Andrew swallowed.

Julianna didn’t say anything, just watched. Mystica continued to moan and sigh as she clutched the coin, and with her free hand opened her robe, exposing her sweat coated cleavage and bare midriff. Andrew swallowed again as he watched the heroine moan and clutch at her heaving cleavage. Then Mystica’s hand, still grasping the coin, jerked towards her body. It was a quick, sudden movement, like it had been pulled by an outside force. Her other hand gripped at her forearm, trying to pull back the hand attached to the coin, but it seemed that there was little she could do to stop it.

Mystica moaned and grunted, but the hand holding the coin seemed possessed, and forced its way towards her stomach, and lower…

The heroine gasped and clutched at her other hand, trying to stop it, but the coin seemed to be pulling it, possessing it. Despite her protests, Mystica’s hand slid down the front of her bikini bottoms with the coin and she let out a loud, orgasmic cry.

Julianna turned to Andrew now to see that he had broken out in a light sweat, but when he noticed his partner was watching him, blushed.

“So should we… do something?” He asked.

Julianna shrugged, so far this had been the strangest night of her life and was just getting stranger.

Mystica collapsed into one of the chairs, moaning, writhing, and sighing with one hand down her bikini bottoms. It seemed like her other hand was still trying to pull the one holding the coin out, but with no luck. Her legs were quaking and her moans becoming louder and more frequent.

“So… we’re going to go…” Julianna turned and motioned towards the door, not sure what else to do.

“No… I’m close…” Mystica sighed, slick with sweat.

“Yeah, this seems like a private thing, we should leave.” Julianna grabbed Andrew by the bicep and turned towards the door.               

“Wait, I’m almost…” Mystica cried and then let out a long, loud moan of erotic pleasure, followed by a sigh of relief. Then she collapsed back in her seat, pulled her hand out of her bikini bottoms and dropped the coin on the table.

“I…” Mystica gasped for breath. “I know where she is.” She looked up at the two cops, who could only exchange a confused look.

“Natasha?” Julianna asked, feeling a flutter of hope inside of her. She couldn’t believe that she might be buying into this magic stuff.

“No,” Mystica stood up, her face turning serious. “Someone else.”

“Well then let’s go, if she has information--” Julianna started before Mystica cut her off.

“No, I have to do this alone.” Mystica’s voice was somber, apologetic.

“What?” Julianna growled at the other woman.

“I think there’s more to this than I initially thought, and the danger will be too great for you two. I cannot in good conscience put you at risk.”

Julianna glared at the heroine and balled her fists.

“What? What about destiny bringing us together and all of that?”

“I am terribly sorry, but until I know more, I cannot get you involved.” Mystica tilted her head.

“I can’t believe…” Julianna started, but Andrew grabbed her arm.

“Julie…” He started.

“No!” Julianna shouted. Andrew jumped, taken aback by her outburst.

“She could have vital information for the case and she’s keeping it from us!” Julianna cried, shifting her gaze between Andrew and Mystica.

“Once I discover the location of the girl I will share-” Mystica started, but Julianna charged forward, getting into the scantily clad heroine’s face.

“Either you tell me what you know or I’m slapping cuffs on you and dragging you to the station, maybe an evening in the cell will make you more cooperative.” Julianna glared at Mystica.

“Hey, maybe we can work something out.” Andrew put an arm on Julianna’s shoulder but she ignored him.

“Please listen to me, you’re getting in over your head.” Mystica pleaded.

“She might be right.” Andrew pleaded with Julianna.

“I can’t believe you’re taking her side,” Julianna whipped her head and snapped at Andrew. “We’re cops and she’s a person of interest in an active investigation withholding evidence!”

“Yeah but… we’ve seen some shit tonight…” Andrew stuttered.

“Please, I’m sorry but based on what I just saw, it would be best if you stayed out of it.” Mystica added.

Julianna whipped back around to face her.

“Either I’m coming with you-”

“Please-” Mystica interrupted.

“Or you’re coming with-”

“Take her home, make sure she’s safe.” Mystica commanded to Andrew, and suddenly Julianna felt his hands lock around her biceps.

“Hey, what? Get off of me!” Julianna grunted and pulled, but Andrew’s grip was like a vice. She looked up to see that he had a faraway, distant look in his eyes.

“I can’t believe you!” She turned to Mystica.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t want to but it was the only way.” Mystica’s eyes were remorseful.

“You can’t do this! I’ll be back! You tell him to let me go this instant! Do you hear!” Julianna struggled and pulled as the hypnotized Andrew dragged her away from the super-heroine.

“Get off of me! Stop! Let me go!” Julianna cried, pulling and kicking but to no avail as she was forcefully carried out by her partner, now under Mystica’s spell.

4.

Mystica drew back her cape, exposing her slender thigh and long, black boot, and watched as the men at the end of the alley all practically drooled at the sight of her bare flesh. Having the ability to control men with the sound of her voice was useful, but her skimpy attire did a lot work as far as drawing them in.

She leaned against the brick wall, watching as the group of five burly men all gaped at her and chuckled. It was too far to hear what they were saying to each other, but she didn’t have to. Mystica had heard it all thousands of times before. Her almond eyes beckoned them under her mask, and as they admired her leg she slowly pulled her cape back more to reveal her bare, toned midriff. Once they saw her full, large breasts that barely seemed to fit in the black sling, the men let out a unanimous roar of excitement.

Everyone in Chance City avoided The Docks, and a woman walking around the neighborhood dressed like Mystica was practically asking for trouble, which, in a way, was what Mystica wanted. Once a bustling seaport, times changed, less and less boats started using the docks for shipping, and the economy of Chance City moved on. Now, the docks were practically abandoned, and the lowlives of the city flocked to it. Not even the police went to The Docks unless they absolutely had to. It was an area where, for all intents and purposes, anything was allowable.

The fact that it was the middle of the afternoon in broad daylight meant nothing to the men who were now slobbering and shambling down the alley towards Mystica. They knew that The Docks were their hunting grounds, and rarely was anything served up to them on a silver platter like Mystica was. To help sweeten the deal, she turned her back, looked over her shoulder, and brushed her cape to the side, giving them a view of her plump, thonged posterior. Upon seeing her almost bare buttocks, the men howled like wolves.

The alley was next to a bar called The Seafarer, once a prime destination for sailors at the port and dock workers. Now the bar was a favorite local hangout for criminals and scum of all varieties. Mystica didn’t have to wait in the alley long before a group of unruly men stumbled out of the bar smelling of liquor and lust.

Mystica heard the men calling after her as she sashayed down the alley, making sure to accentuate her backside as she went and turned a corner. They took their time following, knowing she had nowhere to go. She assumed this was not their first time following a woman down this alley and knew that it came to a dead end. Faced with a brick wall lined with dumpsters, Mystica turned, threw her cape back, and waited for the men to catch up.

It didn’t take them long, and a moment later the men turned the corner, gawking and yelling obscenities at the super-heroine as they advanced on her.

“Oh she’s waiting for us.”

“I can’t wait to rip that outfit off.”

“Those tits!”

“Oh she wants it! Look at how she’s dressed!”

Mystica just cracked a smile and they drew closer and began to fan out. She knew that they were getting ready to encircle her like the predators they were.

Too bad she was the apex.

Just as they began to surround her, she opened her mouth and spoke.

“Stop.” She commanded, watching as the men all froze, now under her spell and awaiting her command.

Mystica always tried to be responsible with her gift and only use it when absolutely necessary. She felt horrible having to use it on Detective Reed the previous night, but it was for his protection and Detective Bennet’s as well.

But as for these ruffians, Mystica felt no such remorse. The fact that they all were advancing on her like a pack of dogs told her all that she needed to now.

“Now gather ‘round,” Mystica smiled. “And listen…”

***

If there was one thing Julianna knew as a cop in Chance City, it was that you never went to The Docks unless you had a SWAT team with you, and even then, you might want to bring a second team. Mystica though just got on her motorcycle, drove there, and strolled down the sidewalk like it was nothing.

Andrew would probably have a heart attack if he knew that Julianna was alone in The Docks, and as she sat in her car watching a group of men had stumble down an alley after Mystica, she couldn’t help but feel a little naked. If something happened to her, nobody knew she was there. She had heard plenty of stories of cops going to The Docks and never coming back. But with Mystica’s power, Andrew was a liability, which meant Julianna had to fly solo. Then again Andrew would have told her not to bother shadowing Mystica, or he would have insisted on them having a full surveillance team, which took time. Julianna didn’t want to wait, and took matters into her own hands. Most of the men on the force would be useless against Mystica anyway.

At least that’s what she told herself. Part of her still fumed at Andrew for dragging her out of Mystica’s Sanctuary the previous night, even though she knew that Andrew had no control. She didn’t know why she was so angry, but now, a day after, she used that anger to hide the fear she had of being in The Docks alone. Even though she was sitting in her car with the doors locked and her gun in her shoulder holster, Julianna still felt exposed. It wasn’t even like she was dressed like she was the previous night, she wore tight jeans, a black tank top, and leather jacket. The tank top exposed plenty of cleavage, and she zipped her jacket up as much as her shoulder holster allowed to hide her heaving breasts. It felt like too much, even for The Docks. Some of the stories she had heard about the area made her skin crawl.

In a way, Mystica was the safest woman in the world in the docks because of her power. She could command an army if she wanted.

Was that what she was doing? Julianna wondered as she sipped her large coffee. She was running on four hours of sleep, and debated on if she wanted anothher sip of the caffeinated bevearage because even getting out of her car to go to the bathroom in The Docks would be too much of a risk.

Julianna woke up bright and early before sunrise to stake out Mystica’s Sanctuary. Around eight in the morning, the super-heroine emerged from the front door. Mystica wasn’t clad in her cape or sling bikini though, but instead wore black tights, boots, and a mid-riff baring black crop top. Much like the sling that Mystica wore, her breasts seemed to be doing their best to escape the extremely low cut top that also exposed her perfect abs. The ever present amulet rested comfortably above Mystica’s bouncing cleavage as she stepped over to a sleek, black motorcycle, put on a helmet, and sped off with Julianna following.

Julianna’s blood ran cold when she realized they were heading to The Docks.

Was Natasha being held somewhere here? It would make sense, no one would look for a missing heiress in the worst neighborhood in the city. Julianna shuddered at having to explain to Andrew that she went to the Docks alone if this did turn out to be a break in the case. No doubt he would give her a lecture on being partners and how risky it was going there alone, but she already had her counterargument ready that Andrew would have just been a liability.

Mystica parked her motorcycle outside of The Seafarer, a bar that had a reputation for catering to the worst of the worst. Once again, instinct told Julianna that Mystica had a death wish, but one word from her lips meant that Mystica would be protected against most danger. Julianna pulled over to a curb and sat back, hoping her car wouldn’t attract attention as she watched Mystica.

Instead of going in the bar, Mystica touched the amulet dangling above her breasts and in a flash, her normal, civilian outfit disappeared and was replace with her skimpy super-heroine costume.

Any woman wearing a costume like that in this neighborhood is asking for trouble. Julianna shuddered, and realized that part of her resented Mystica. Things that posed as a danger to most women didn’t faze the heroine at all thanks to her ability. Mystica flaunted the power she had over men and the privilege it afforded her. While Julianna was hiding out in her car scared to show herself in this neighborhood, Mystica was running around half naked because she didn’t have the fears that most women did.

Julianna continued to watch as Mystica strolled down an alley next to the bar, cape flowing behind her in the ocean breeze and revealing her thonged, tone buttocks. From where she was parked, Julianna was unable to see down the alley, and chewed her lip as she debated her next move. Getting out to get a closer look risked exposing her not only to Mystica, but to the criminal element of the Docks, but if she lost track of the super-heroine then this would have all been for nothing.

A few moments after Mystica disappeared down the alley, a group of very big, rough looking men emerged from the bar, laughing and talking loudly. Even though she was in her car with the windows up, Julianna could swear she could smell the alcohol on them. As the men stumbled away from the bar, they stopped to admire Mystica’s motorcycle, the sleek black a sharp departure from the layer of dirt and grime that seemed to cover everything in the Docks. Then the men looked around, clearly trying to locate the owner of the motorcycle, and something down the alley caught their eyes.

Julianna didn’t even have to look down the alley to know it was Mystica, she could tell by the way all of their jaws dropped. The men started patting each other on the shoulders and laughing while gesturing down the alley. She also didn’t have to roll down her window to know that the men were no doubt making lewd comments about Mystica’s body. All of them definitely thought that Mystica was ripe for the picking.

Then they all stumbled down the alley, fanning out like predators closing in for the kill. Once again Julianna had to fight her instincts to rush out and help and swallowed the feeling of revulsion that she felt creeping up. The men had no idea what they were in for. A few moments later, Mystica emerged from the alley, and a few paces behind her were the men, all with that strange, far away look in their eyes that Andrew got when Mystica had him under her spell.

Bodyguards… Julianna shook her head. It was like what she saw Mystica do with the frat boys the previous night, she used her powers on unsuspecting men to create her own personal attack squad. Just the thought of that caused Julianna’s resentment for the woman to go up.

Mystica got on her motorcycle, and the men all piled into a nearby, beat up pick up truck. Then Mystica took off, cape flapping in the wind behind her as the men followed in their truck. Once they passed her, Julianna started her engine, pulled a u-turn in the middle of the uneven brick road, and followed after the truck.

***

ETERNAL YOUTH LUXURY SPA read the sign above the white brick building set between two other shops, one a restaurant and the other a fashion outlet. There was a bust of Aphrodite in the window and past it, Mystica could see an immaculate, white marble waiting room. She stopped her bike on the curb in front of the fashion outlet and watched in the rearview as the truck pulled in behind her. The men inside had their orders, and once the spell wore off Mystica would hopefully have got what she came for.

Mystica stayed on her bike and watched in her rearview mirror as the burly, blustery men all filed out of the truck, laughing and yelling as they did, and headed directly for the front entrance to the spa. The group of smelly, dirty men reeking of alcohol would stand out like a sore thumb in the immaculately kept spa, and hopefully distract the receptionist enough for Mystica to slip by.

The men opened the front door and spilled inside, staying just as loud and rowdy as Mystica told them. She still waited on her bike for a moment, still watching the spa in her rearview mirror, knowing that the men needed time to really get under the receptionist’s skin, but she also knew that she couldn’t wait outside on her bike forever, someone was bound to notice a woman in a mask, cape, and skimpy costume in broad daylight.

As she waited, she could hear the muffled shouts of the men inside, and after a few more moments, stepped off her bike, wrapped her cape close around her body, and scurried towards the spa. She stopped at the door and peered in to see the men all crowding around the receptionist desk, forming a barrier between the desk and the rest of the waiting area. Mystica pulled the door open enough to squeeze through and then gently pulled it closed behind her. Inside of the spa was filled with the loud voices of the rowdy men.

“Okay, I’ll have to ask all of you to –” The Disgruntled receptionist cried over the steadily increasing voices of her male patrons.               

“What? We can’t get a massage?”

“What about a happy ending?”

“You can put your hands on me anytime!”

All of the men shouted and jeered at the receptionist, asking endless questions and making inappropriate comments. Mystica stayed low as she slunk through the lobby and saw a door set against a wall between a row of pristine, white couches.

“I’m warning you all!” The Receptionist shouted.

“Oh you hear that!” One of the men shouted and they all joined in a chorus of laughs.

Mystica felt a pang of pity for the girl, but in a moment the men would all turn, get back in the truck, and head back to the docks as they were told.

Still staying low, she scurried to the door, opened it just wide enough to squeeze through, and then gently shut it behind her, cutting off the loud chorus of male voices in the lobby. Mystica found herself in a long, lavishly decorated hallway with open doors on either side. Her all black costume was a stark contrast to the white marble and tile of the spa, and despite usually feeling comfortable in her skin and skimpy outfit, Mystica couldn’t help but feel exposed. The feeling only grew worse as she made her way down the hall, and soon Mystica started to feel like she was being watched and drew her cape around her. Busts of various gods and goddesses sat on pillars throughout the hall, and their blank, marble eyes seemed to watch her, only adding to Mystica’s unease.

She has to know I’m here. Mystica thought, her eyes scanning the hall and the empty rooms as she passed. Despite Mystica’s knowledge of magic, she was still a novice, and Lexa had a millennia of experience over her. She had tried to use the coin given to her by Lexa to find the witch many times before, but it had never worked. The fact that it had been successful the previous night meant that Lexa wanted Mystica to find her, which made her uneasy. Despite all of her caution, she couldn’t help but feel that she was walking into a trap.

Mystica peeked into the empty rooms as she passed, but all were empty and nothing out of the ordinary, just rooms that would be found in any spa, some containing massage tables and others meant for relaxation. Part of her started to doubt that Lexa was even at the spa, but the coin showed her this place for a reason.

It could still be a trap. She thought, still keeping her guard up as she searched each room.

Finally, she came to a closed door and tried the handle, finding it unlocked. Mystica stiffened, knowing that if there was a spot for an ambush, this would be it. Still tensed, Mystica backed up, drew her cape around her again, and kicked the door back. Then Mystica dove into the room, rolled across the floor, and rose into a crouch with her fists up, ready for an attack or surprise of some sort. She waited there for a moment, eyes scanning the room in every direction for an attack, but nothing happened.

“You sure know how to make an entrance.” A sultry voice purred from a corner, and Mystica spun, still staying low.

Part of the room was partitioned off with white, sheer curtains, and a familiar, voluptuous form was slinking towards her between them. Mystica recognized the outline of the large, perfect breasts, the curve of her full buttocks, and the outline of her thick, dark brown hair as Lexa moved towards her.

“You could have just knocked, why did you have to set those men on poor Natalie and give her a headache?” The curtains parted and Lexa stepped out, her deep brown eyes settling on Mystica.

Lexa wore a dark brown top that seemed to be struggling to contain her massive, tanned breasts and a form fitting, long brown skirt. Her pouty, large lips seemed to cling to every word as she spoke. Mystica stood, still keeping her fists up, and glared at her old quittance.

“Oh please relax, you look like you’re ready for a boxing match.” Lexa laughed and strolled across the room.

Mystica circled, always keeping her eyes on the other woman. The room was ornately kept, with totems, fetishes, and other symbols adorning the walls and shelves, along with books, vials, and potions. A small, waist high table covered with candles and what looked like a thick tome sat against a far wall, and Mystica didn’t even have to give it a second glance to know it was an altar.

“Well you’ll excuse me for not letting my guard down, last time we saw each other you left me bound and gagged with a vibrating coin down my pants.” Mystica grimaced.

“I thought you would like my parting gift.” Lexa giggled and reclined in a large, high backed wooden chair with ancient symbols carved into it.

The witch crossed her legs and regarded Mystica with her deep, lust filled eyes.

“To what do I owe this pleasure?” She smiled.

“I tried using the coin to find you before.” Mystica lowered her fists but kept her guard up.

“Sorry, you were catching me at bad times.” Lexa seemed to be undressing Mystica with her eyes, causing the heroine to unconsciously pull her cape tight around her.

“Where’s Tatiana?” Mystica paced around the room, as if somehow expecting to find the still shrunken woman among the curios lining the shelves.

“Oh her, well having a voodoo goddess sharing her body meant she was far feistier than anticipated. Thankfully I found an ogre from a pocket dimension who was willing to pay a handsome price for such a beauty.”

“You sold her!” Mystica blurted, glaring at Lexa.

The other woman still smiled, knowing that she got under Mystica’s skin. In the two years since they had last saw each other, Mystica had lost many night’s sleep wondering what had become of Tatiana as Lexa’s prisoner.

“Oh please, that woman stabbed you in the back and you still worry about her.” Lexa laughed and stood, approaching Mystica. Instinctively Mystica stepped back as Lexa drew closer.

“Why are you drawing away? I don’t bite.” Lexa smiled.

“You’ll excuse my bad manners, but I don’t feel quite comfortable around you.” Mystica drew back as Lexa approached her like lioness stalking her prey.

“Because of that little thing?” Lexa pressed forward, her large breasts brushing Mystica’s, and drew a slender finger across the amulet around Mystica’s neck. The heroine suppressed a gasp and pulled back.

“Please,” Lexa smiled, still advancing on Mystica. “Like I haven’t been keeping tabs on you. I’m letting you have your fun with it, but you’re mortal, and I’m not. Once your time is up…” Lexa licked her lips and her large, almond colored eyes glittered as they stared at the amulet.

Mystica continued backing up, trying to tell herself not to let Lexa get into her head but knowing it was too late. She felt the curtains part around her as she moved back, Lexa keeping her body pressed against Mystica as she moved the heroine back.

“Someone is restarting the Cult of Sol, would you know anything about that?” Mystica asked, trying to regain control of the situation.

“Sol? He hasn’t had interest in this world for ages.” Lexa sighed, drinking up Mystica with her eyes.

Mystica glared back at Lexa, trying to remain defiant. As she did, something started registering in her mind. There was something different about Lexa, something off, but she couldn’t place what…

“So a new coven worshipping your old god emerges just as you’re willing to see me again, and you have nothing to do with it?” Mystica leveled her gaze at Lexa.

“Oh Mystica, as always you’re no fun.” Lexa stepped away and circled the heroine.

Mystica turned to watch Lexa pace around her. They were in another section of the room, surrounded by the white, sheer curtains, there was another chair with ornate carvings, with an identical chair across from it.

“A girl is missing, I bet you wouldn’t know anything about that either?” Mystica asked, watching to see if Lexa reacted at all.

“All these questions, is this anyway to greet an old friend?” Lexa pouted.

Mystica continued to watch the woman pacing around her, trying to place what exactly was off about her.

“It’s a curious coincidence, that’s all.” Mystica added.

“Look, I’m just a business owner, I live a simple life for now.” Lexa stopped and smiled at Mystica.

“Then you won’t mind if I look around?” Mystica asked, once again watching Lexa for any reaction.

“Oh please, help yourself.” Lexa sat again, crossed her legs, and smiled, regarding the super-heroine with her large brown eyes.

Mystica took a step forward, opened her mouth to retort, and then stopped, suddenly noticing what was off about the other woman. It was such a small thing, minute, most wouldn’t even notice it.

A single, white, hair, right at Lexa’s temple.

The witch noticed Mystica’s gaze and for a moment her facade crumbled, her once poised face filled with insecurity and self consciousness, and she brushed her hair back with one of her slender hands.

“Ah, you’ve noticed that little development.” She smiled, regaining her composure, her large breasts heaving up and down.

“You’re aging?” Mystica asked, somewhat shocked as well.

“Rub it in.” Lexa stood, all of her bluster gone.

“That means…” Mystica muttered, the implications of it just hitting her.

“I’m losing my powers, yes.” Lexa sighed, folding her arms under her still heaving breasts.

Mystica paced the room, chewing her lip. It couldn’t be a coincidence, Natasha’s kidnapping, this new cult of Sol worshippers, now Lexa losing her powers.

“Is this why you let me find you?” She asked.

“Look, I watch the news, I know about the missing girl or whatever, and I don’t care. But you tell me about this new group of witches worshipping Sol and suddenly this makes sense.” She pointed to the single gray hair on her head.

“So you really have nothing to do with any of it?” Mystica furrowed her brow and asked, her voice filled with concern and sincerity.

“Nothing, nothing, nothing,” Lexa sighed. “But it works in my favor to help you because if we can deal with this new group of young bitches then maybe I can get my powers back and not worry about growing into a shriveled up old hag.”

Mystica found herself relaxing. Now it was all making sense. Lexa’s motives may not be altruistic, but it seemed that she really had nothing to do with Natasha’s disappearance.

“I believe you,” Mystica relaxed, letting her cape fall around her. “You help me find the girl, and I’ll help you regain your powers.”

“Oh what a peach you are.” Lexa smiled, regaining her composure, and took a seat again.

“Perhaps we should sit and…” Mystica began, making her way over to the chair opposite Lexa, but then something caught her eye. She paused, looking at a set of sheer curtains near the back of the room.

There was something behind it, something familiar.

Lexa followed Mystica’s gaze and Mystica noticed the other woman stiffen.

I should have known better than to trust her. Mystica glared at Lexa.

“Look, that’s nothing. Why don’t you sit down and let’s talk.” Lexa rose and gestured to the chair that Mystica was originally going to sit in.

“You know, for a moment you almost had me.” Mystica shook her head as Lexa approached.

“Look, Mystica, I can explain.” Lexa held her hands to her side, as if to show she could be trusted, as she approached. Mystica continued to back up as the other woman advanced on her.

“Look, that’s nothing behind the curtain, take a seat and I’ll explain everything.” Lexa tried to calm Mystica as she continued advancing on her.

Instinctively, Mystica realized she was backing up…

Towards the chair.

Her eyes widened and suddenly Lexa sprang on her, grabbing her shoulders and pushing the heroine back. Thankfully, Mystica had excellent reflexes, and spun, grabbed Lexa by each wrist, and twisted. The buxom woman cried out and stumbled forward, Mystica spinning with her, and with a shove, Mystica threw the other woman into the chair meant for her. Lexa’s breasts heaved as she landed in the sturdy oak chair and no sooner had she planted in the chair then restraints appeared out of the arm wrests and locked around Lexa’s wrists. Similarly, restraints appeared out of the legs of the chair and locked around Lexa’s ankles.

The woman cried out and pulled against the leather restraints locking her to the chair, her own plan backfiring against her. Mystica allowed herself a small smile of satisfaction and stepped back, realizing that the magical restraints in the chair reminded her of the ones in the video where Natasha was kidnapped.

Lexa heaved and struggled against the restraints in the chair and then glared at Mystica.

“Well done, but you gotta admit, I almost had you.” Lexa smiled at the heroine.

Mystica turned away and strolled over the curtain that had drawn her attention the first place and pulled it open to reveal another altar, this one with the symbol of Sol the spider-god etched in the wall above it. A very ancient, very thick spell book was open on the altar, its pages yellowed and worn with time. Next to the book was an ornate pendant with what looked like half of a pentagram dangling from it’s chain. There was also a glass case in which a large, hairy tarantula reared up at her.

Looks like I found her familiar. Mystica frowned.

“Hey, come on why don’t you let me go and we can talk this out.” Lexa called from her chair as Mystica leaned over the altar, inspecting the book and the pendant.

The book was open to a page detailing a ritual, a very old ritual that required a lot of power. Her eyes scanned the page and she felt her heart fluttering in her chest as she read. The directions for the ritual included an image showing the pendant lying next to the book and a second pendant containing the other half of the star. Inside of the glass case, the tarantula was throwing itself against the sides attempting to break itself free with no avail.

The ritual, along with the pendant, allowed whoever cast the spell to switch bodies with anyone wearing the matching pendant.

Oh no… Mystica broke out into a sweat and noticed something else on the altar.

A newspaper article, The Chance City Chronicle, detailing a new exhibit at the museum on the occult…

The article had a picture of a display case containing the second pendant.

Mystica turned and glared at Lexa, who flashed her a crooked smile and shrugged.

“You caught me.” She giggled like a child caught misbehaving.

“You’re going to switch bodies with that girl?” Mystica cried, strolling towards the restrained Lexa.

“This body is aging, how many grey hairs are going to follow this one?” She turned her neck to show the single gray hair in the ocean of auburn.

“So you wanted one that’s still young and vibrant?” Mystica crossed her arms.

“She’s young, beautiful, and commands a following of millions…” Lexa licked lips at the word millions.

“You want to restart the Cult of Sol. Those witches, they work for you!” Mystica realized.

Lexa was the mastermind behind this all.

“I thought that maybe if I shared my gifts with a few eager pupils that together we could send out a beacon if you will, draw my old master back into this world.”

“Restore your place in a position of power.” Mystica paced, glaring at Lexa.

“Yes, I would be a goddess again, worshipped, ruling at Sol’s side.” She beamed at the thought.

“So what went wrong?” Mystica asked.

“I had never attempted anything like that. It exhausted me, spreading my powers to those three… oh and turning Ronnie into that frog, but he deserved that.” Lexa explained.

“So you lost your powers to them, and with that, your immortality.” Mystica almost laughed. Lexa was her own undoing.

“I admit, I flew too close to the sun.” She shrugged again.

Mystica bit her lip, an idea coming to her, and strode back over to the altar and started flipping through the spell-book.

“Hey, hey what are you doing?” Lexa craned her neck, her voice trembling, but Mystica ignored her as she flipped through the pages of the book.

Mystica didn’t answer as she scanned pages and then flipped to another. There didn’t seem to be a way to reverse the spell Lexa cast to disperse her powers among the sorority girls, but maybe there was a different spell…

“Mystica, girlfriend, talk to me...” Lexa pleaded her voice trembling more and more. The nervousness told Mystica that there was something in the book Lexa didn’t want her to see.

“Hey Mystica,” Lexa pleaded. “I still keep in touch with that ogre I sold Tatiana to. I’m sure he could sell her back to you for a good price.”

But Mystica ignored the former witch’s pleas, too engrossed in the spell-book to acknowledge Lexa. She flipped through page after page, searching for any sort of spell that could accomplish what she wanted.

Then the super-heroine stopped flipping. Her eyes scanned a page of the book, lighting up briefly, and then she read the page again, and again…

“Hey, what is it?” Lexa called, still struggling from her chair.

Mystica read again. It was a difficult spell, and she would be putting herself in a lot of danger trying to pull it off.

But it’s the best option I have. The Cult of Sol is too dangerous to be left running around Chance City.

Mystica set the spell book down on the altar. Inside of it’s glass case, the tarantula familiar was throwing a tantrum, but Mystica paid little mind to its protests. With the spell open, she stepped back and looked to the shelves around her.

“Hey Mystica, come on, don’t do anything drastic here.” Lexa pleaded from her chair.

But Mystica continued to ignore her, and instead grabbed a stick of red chalk from a shelf and used it to draw a large circle on the floor.

“Oh no, no don’t…” Lexa muttered, her eyes wide with alarm at seeing the summoning circle.

Inside of the circle, Mystica used the chalk to draw a series of runes around the circle’s inner perimeter, the incantation to summer the entity she wanted to make contact with.

“No wait! Come on!” Lexa cried, her massive chest heaving up and down with shock at seeing the runes inside of the circle.

“A leech! Even for me that’s low!” Lexa whined.

Maybe I should have gagged her. Mystica rolled her eyes.

Even though there was no spell for retracting the powers that Lexa had given the sorority sisters, there was another spell to summon a Sanguis, a powerful entity that fed off of the powers of others.

A magical leech.

It was tricky, as Mystica had to lure the entity into her and allow it to take possession of her body, and then she would use it to absorb the magical powers from Alisha and her friends. Without their abilities, none of them, including Lexa, would be able to work the body switching spell.

But first she had to lure the leech, which meant making herself as presentable as possible to a disgusting, low supernatural entity. Leech’s were spirits that tended to like women, and were drawn to the more… provocative ones.

Mystica stepped into the summoning circle, threw back her cape, and pressed the amulet dangling from her throat. There was a flash, and suddenly she was wearing much less clothes. Her costume already left very little to the imagination, but now there truly was nothing hidden… almost.

Every inch of her body had been coated in gold glitter so that she shimmered with every movement in the brightly lit room, and her mask, cape, sling bikini, and boots were gone. Instead, she wore gold sandals with laces running up along her calves and gold pasties over her nipples. Mystica’s hair was now pulled back into a tight braid, and her only other covering was a gold c-string panty that covered her vagina and then ran halfway up her buttocks, leaving her hips and part of her behind completely bare. Gold bangled bracelets hung from her wrists which rattled with every movement she made. It was a ceremonial outfit, something made to seduce and entice.

Standing in that circle, almost completely naked except for the pasties and c-string, Mystica began chanting, reciting the summoning spell written out in the runes around her. As she chanted, she swayed her body, sticking out her hips and arching her back, performing a dance as she chanted. The bracelets around her wrists jingled with every movement as she spun and gyrated to the beat of her own chanting. As she sung, the lights in the room began to dim. Mystica tuned everything out, the dimming of the lights, the gentle breeze picking up in the room, and Lexa’s protests, and she continued chanting, curving and swaying her body seductively with every word.

She felt the otherworldly breeze in the room brush across her naked breasts, causing them to break out in goosebumps, and then another breeze across her buttocks. The Leech was near, if not in the room then it was sizing her up. Mystica tried to push down the feeling of revulsion and continued her dance, turning and swaying her body, jiggling her butt up and down to appease the disgusting spirit that wanted inside of her. Dimly, in the background she could hear Lexa’s protests but Mystica tuned the witch out.

Mystica increased her sensual dance, running her hands along her breasts, down her midsection to her thighs. As she bent over and arched her neck, she felt ghostly fingers run along the curve of her buttocks. She fought the urge to swat them away and instead stood up, cupping the bottom of her bare breasts, and felt the same invisible fingers stroke her abs, and move up. She turned around, swaying her hips, and now those fingers were running down her thighs. Her hands moved along her thighs to behind and down along her backside, and she felt the ghostly hands under her breasts where her own hands were moments prior.

Mystica sighed and leaned back, feeling an invisible presence press on her from behind. There was a pressure between her nearly naked ass cheeks, as if something was pressing between them. She didn’t react and instead leaned further against it. Around her, it seemed as if the room was in a maelstrom, the curtains billowing in the wind, the sound of which was now drowning out Lexa’s protests. Meanwhile, the invisible hands moved down from Mystica’s breasts and along her mid-section again.

“Ahh..” She sighed, the hands becoming more forceful, pulling her tighter against the presence behind her. Whatever was pressed between her cheeks was throbbing now.

She could feel the hands stroking her upper thighs now. Her seduction was working, the Leech was getting closer. Mystica leaned back and shifted her backside up and down along the invisible shaft pressed against them, and could have swore she felt the presence behind her shudder.

Then the hands grabbed her with more force by her almost naked breasts and pulled her back. She gasped but turned the sound into a sigh of arousal as the invisible organ between her buttocks moved up and down, rubbing against her soft skin and the small bit of gold between her cheeks. Invisible fingers pressed into her breasts and moved along them, groping and massaging. Mystica moved a hand behind her head and felt an invisible neck and caressed it. An invisible hand tilted her chin up and around, a gesture far more gentle and caring than the other ones.

She tilted her head up and turned, the invisible hand still holding her chin while the other cupped one of her breasts, and felt a pair of lips plant against hers. The throbbing organ continued to rub up and down between her buttocks, faster this time. Mystica increased her movements in kind, rubbing up and down against it. Then felt something slip down her throat and almost gagged, her instinct to pull away, but she stopped herself.

This is it! It’s coming into me!

She continued kissing and rubbing the Leech, feeling as the rubbing intensified along her buttocks. Mystica could feel it inside of her, flowing down through her throat and spreading throughout her body. It was exploring every inch of her. An electric tingling shot through every corner of her body, and she realized that she was aroused, growing wet under the thin gold c-string. The more the Leech filled her, the wetter she got. Her nipples went hard against the gold pasties. A sigh escaped her lips and she felt her hands moving down along her thighs, wanting, needing, relief.

This is part of it! It needs me to orgasm so it can be part of me!

She didn’t like that thought, but felt the throbbing, thick shaft between her buttocks, and knew that The Leech wouldn’t finish unless she did. They had to sync up and then they would be one.

Mystica’s hands moved along her pelvis, feeling the edge of the thin gold panty protecting her from total nudity.

“Help! Stop her! She’s going to kill me!” Mystica heard Lexa shout over the wind whipping through the room.

Her eyes flew open, realizing that Lexa was talking to someone, and Mystica turned. The curtains were whipping up and down in the wind like there was a tornado, and there was a figure trudging forward through the chaos. Mystica tried to see through the dim light and billowing curtains who it was as they drew closer. Then she saw the dark brown hair whipping across the woman’s face, and the drawn pistol.

“Oh god please help me!” Lexa cried, playing the helpless damsel.

Detective Bennett! Mystica realized, her eyes going wide.

“Gghhggguullp!” Mystica tried to cry, gagging on the Leech currently going down her throat.

Then the leach stopped, the throbbing organ between her buttocks pulling away. Mystica tried to speak again but her mouth was too full.

“Ugggg ggmm!” She cried, choking on the leech.

Then the presence that she had felt previously filling her started to retract, pulling out as fast as it went in. Mystica gagged, threw her head back, and convulsed, feeling the Leech drawing away.

Detective Bennet shouted something but Mystica couldn’t hear her over the roar of the wind, which was becoming violent, angry. Books and jars flew from shelves while papers swirled around. Mystica still attempted to speak but could only gag while her body shook back and forth from the spirit leaving her. She could see Detective Bennet trying to aim her gun at her while barking orders that were drowned out by the wind, but the tumult of activity made it hard for the police woman to get a shot. Bennett struggled to even stand in the frenzy of activity.

Mystica could feel herself draining from the Leech pulling out. Every muscle in her body quaked and she was coated in sweat. Despite all of this, the detective pressed on, trudging through the gale-force winds whipping at her.

There was a wet popping sound as the last of the Leech pulled free from her mouth and Mystica gasped, suddenly feeling cold, and stumbled forward. She lifted her head, trying to open her mouth to say something but instead was greeted with the sight of Julianna bringing the butt of her gun down on Mystica’s head.

Then everything went black.

5.

As she returned to consciousness, the first sensation that Mystica became aware of was the intense arousal she still felt. She was still wet under her small, c-string bottoms, and there was a deep, yearning lust within her. Her nipples were hard against the gold pasties covering them. The Leech had left her aroused, wanting, needing more. All she wanted was relief, to satiate this deep lust taking over, and instinctively she tried to bring her hands around to pleasure herself…

Then she felt the rope lashed tightly around her wrists.

“Urrrmmm…” She grumbled, feeling her lips wrapped tightly around the gag in her mouth.

“Ummm hmmph?” She lifted her head, feeling the throbbing around her temple…

What happened? Her head lulled and she struggled to open her eyes, suddenly aware of the aching in her skull as well as the near uncontrollable lust.

“Hmmfff…” She grunted and tried to move, suddenly feeling the solid marble of the post she was tied to and the rope around her ankles.

“Umm…” Mystica opened her eyes.

“Urrggh…” She grunted, the brightness of the room causing a lightning crack of pain to rip through her skull.

Her eyes snapped shut, and after a moment she slowly lifted her lids to let herself get used to the light.

By the looks of it, she was still in Lexa’s spa, tied to one of the marble pillars spread through the place. She looked down, seeing that she was still almost naked from her attempted seduction of The Leech. Her half naked body was still covered in gold flecks and glitter as well as the pasties and c-string.

“Ummfff…” She grunted and tested her bonds, but they were tied securely.

As she struggled and pulled on the ropes securing her to the post, pieces of what had happened came rushing back to her.

Summoning The Leech to deal with Lexa’s coven…

Lexa being bound to a chair…

Detective Bennet bursting in…

Detective Bennet! Mystica’s eyes went wide! Where had she come from, what was she doing at Lexa’s spa.

“Urrgggh mmmphh!” She bit and chewed on her gag. It was tied tightly, preventing any attempts at communication on her part.

“Oh good, you’re finally awake.” A voice called from behind.

“Ummphh whmmff?” Mystica replied and turned her head to see Lexa approaching from behind her.

“I gotta say, well played, you had me worried there for a minute.”

“Ummmphh mmmm!” Was Mystica’s muffled reply.

“Sorry for the gag, but I can’t have you blabbing my plan to your detective friend.” Lexa patted Mystica on the cheek as she stepped in front of the helpless heroine.

“Gummfff…” Mystica grunted in reply.

“Speaking of Detective Bennet, where did you find a cute little police woman like her at?” Lexa smiled and pressed her voluptuous frame against Mystica’s.

“Grrrm…” Mystica bared her teeth as best she could through the gag and once again pulled on her bonds to no avail. She was secured tightly and at Lexa’s mercy.

Mystica could feel Lexa’s massive breasts against hers as the witch pressed against her bound form.


“You know, maybe I’ll have a little fun with her later, to repay her for getting me out of that little spot of bother.” Lexa smiled and caressed Mystica’s nearly naked breast.

“Ummm gggmmph!” Mystica tried to pull away from the witch’s touch but she was helpless. Despite her best attempts to resist, she felt her skin raise as Lexa caressed her.

“Oh, someone’s excited.” Lexa smiled and leaned in.

“I’ve wanted you like this for a long time, helpless, half-naked, squirming…” Lexa nuzzled Mystica’s cheek.

“Gllubb!” Mystica cried, turning her head away from the witch, but Lexa grabbed Mystica’s head and turned it. Before the heroine could react, Lexa planted a kiss on her gagged lips.

“Mmmm mmph!” Mystica cried, grunting and squirming as Lexa pressed her body against hers. It was a deep, sensual kiss despite the gag in Mystica’s mouth.

Lexa broke off the kiss but then planted both palms firmly on Mystica’s breasts.

“Mmmm sttthhpp!” Mystica cried and tried to squirm away, but the pole that she was lashed to kept her firmly in Lexa’s clutches.

“I wish I could just keep you tied up here and have fun with you, but unfortunately, you have forced my hand.” Lexa’s hands massaged Mystica’s breasts as she spoke, and all Mystica could do was moan into her gag.

“Grrrm hrrrmmm mmph! Pfffsss!”

“It all worked out actually, with your cop friend here, I was able to give her a handy scapegoat in you.” Lexa laughed.

“Whummff!” Mystica’s eyes went wide. Lexa giggled again and stepped away from the bound and gagged heroine.

“Oh officer, thank you for helping me,” Lexa swooned, acting like a damsel in distress in an old movie. “She’s crazy! I’m a good witch and she’s a bad witch!”

“Urmmm mnnnno! Ummff!” Mystica tugged on her bonds, feeling the fury rising in her.

“She was already suspicious of you so it was easy to convince her that you know where the kidnapped girl is and just wanted to throw her off the trail.”

“Urrrgggmm murgggll ggmm!” Mystica mumbled into her gag.

“She’s hot, but she isn’t too bright. I told her I’m going to perform a ritual, a spell to make you reveal the location of the missing girl.”

Mystica ceased her struggles and froze, her bare chest heaving up and down. She didn’t know what Lexa had up her sleeve, but it couldn’t be good.

“Oh of course the spell will backfire, at least that’s what I’ll tell her. In reality, you’ll be banished to the same pocket dimension I sent your friend Tatiana. There’s already a big ugly ogre waiting on the other side to scoop you up as his new slave.”

“Mmmmph! Mmmmoo! Gmmmf!” Mystica resumed her struggles, squeezing and flexing every muscle in her impressive physique, but the ropes held fast.

“I hate to do that to you, but I can’t have you messing this up for me.” Lexa shrugged.

“Everything okay?” Another voice called from somewhere in the spa.

Detective Bennet! Mystica’s eyes went wide.

“Hmmmph! Hlllpp! Dhhttcctfff! Mnnoo!” Mystica tried to speak through the gag.

A moment later Detective Bennet stepped over to Lexa and eyed the bound and gagged Mystica with cold eyes.

“It’s alright Detective, the prisoner has just woken up.” Lexa eyed Mystica.

“Mnnff! Nnnmmo hllp!” Mystica pleaded at Bennet through the gag.

“I should have known you were hiding something.” Bennet glared at Mystica.

“Mmmooo pssff! Ummm wrrrffnt!” Mystica tried to explain.

“I’m just glad you came when you did, or else she would have absorbed my powers and would be even more dangerous.” Lexa thanked Bennet, a smile in her eyes.

“Urmmm mmnoo!” Mystica shook her head.

“You sure this… spell can help us find Natasha?” Bennet’s eyes shifted from Mystica to Lexa. Mystica thought she saw suspicion on the Detective’s face.

“Oh yes, once I bond with her, a window should open and it will reveal the location of the missing girl.” Lexa gave Bennet a reassuring smile.

“Mmnnnoo! Stttpp! Ufff hssmmntt mmttt!” Mystica continued.

“Should we take the gag out, seems like she’s got a lot to say.” Bennet took a step towards Mystica.

“Yssss! Psssff!” Mystica nodded.

“No.” Lexa ran up and grabbed Bennet by the arm. Bennet eyed her with suspicion.

“She’s manipulative, deceiving, and not only that, but the entity she was trying to summon when you found me may still be in there. She must remained silenced for our safety.”

“Nmmmphh! Ummm gmmff!” Mystica cried in frustration, once again struggling futilely against her bonds.

Bennet eyed Lexa, and then Mystica. It was clear to the bound and gagged heroine that Bennet still had reservations as to who to trust in this situation.

“Come,” Lexa took Bennet by the arm. “We have to prepare for the ritual.”

“Mmnnoo! Mllssstnn!” Mystica begged through the gag.

Lexa lead Bennet away from the bound and gagged heroine, but the Detective gave a final, unsure look at the bound heroine before Lexa pulled her away.

Then Lexa looked over her shoulder at Mystica and winked.

6.

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.

7.

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.

8.

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

9.

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.

10.

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…

11.

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.

12.

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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