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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.

To be continued...
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