
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Perils of Madame Mystica

Volume 1: Origin

By Valereya James

1.

All eyes turned to watch the witch as she passed. She wasn’t like any witch they had ever seen before, though none of them had ever seen a real witch to begin with. Most would describe a witch as looking like a bent over old hag with a gnarled, twisted nose with a wart on the very tip and a mane of brittle grey hair, plus the standard broom and pointed hat. Of all those things, the only similarities shared between this witch and what most imagination a witch to look like was the broom and pointed hat. This particular witch wore a black dress that clung to her frame like a second skin, accentuating her every curve under the all too thin garment. Her dress was extremely low cut, exposing her large, full, deeply tanned cleavage that swayed with every step she took. The thin fabric of her dress was stretched to its limit across bountiful, heaving ass cheeks, suggesting that if she took too large of a step that the skirt may rip entirely and expose her backside to the world.

Her entire complexion was as deeply tanned as her cleavage, and the wide brim of her hat cast a shadow over her full, pouty lips and penetrating brown eyes. Instead of a wart, she had a small mole on her cheek, and thick brown hair fell in waves around her shoulders. The witch walked calmly down the sidewalk, ignoring the ghouls, goblins, superheroes, and other oddities as they raced past her as if these were every day common sights to her. Countless hungry eyes watched her from the shadows, under doorways, or from behind windows, and if she knew about these covert observers, she didn’t give any sign that she cared.

After all, if she couldn’t show her real nature on Halloween, then when could she? While children raced up and down the street around her with bags of candy in their hands pretending to be something they weren’t, she was showing what she truly was: a witch. Most of the year she spent in disguise, looking and dressing like a normal, every day woman, but always drawing hungry gazes from both men everywhere she went.

Men… She sighed. Such animals, so easy to use, and yet also so difficult. Her luscious body granted her a limited power over men’s minds, but the sad truth of it was that they still had a will of their own, and needs of their own. They would only serve her for so long before they started wanting things of their own, or making demands.

But soon, soon that would all change…

She could feel the power, growing and pulsating deep within her with every step she took. The wind blew, her flimsy costume offering little protection to her skin, and she felt the power on the wind, calling her.

Close… so close after all these years…

Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric of the costume. Excitement coursed through her veins at being so close to her goal after all these decades… or had it been centuries? It was hard to tell, time lost it’s meaning to her long ago. People would not be salivating over her now if she looked her true age, but magic had it’s benefits.

The witch continued along the sidewalk, feeling closer and closer with every step she took. It felt like the power was practically carrying her along a wave to her final destination. She drifted along, feeling a deep throbbing inside of her with every step she took.

And to think, it was here all along, a nondescript suburban street. She thought about how these families had no idea of what was hidden literally in their backyard. Had it always been here? Or was this the latest stop in a long journey stretching back before known history?

The throbbing turned into a pulsating, coming up from the ground and into her bones. Her eardrums pounded, and she broke out in a sweat which caused her skin to raise in the cool October breeze.

So close… so close…

Then the pulsating throbbing changed, mutated into something else…

Music?

And laughter… young voices filled with happiness, and alcohol… lots of alcohol.

She stopped outside of a large, two story home. The yard was packed with large, garish inflatable decorations, and fake spider webbing covered the trees and hedges. Inside, the house looked to be overflowing with young, nubile bodies joined together in celebration. The witch wondered if they knew what this day really meant, or if they were like the others and had forgotten the old ways. Her eyes fell again to the obviously fake spider webs decorating the trees and bushes in the yard.

If only they knew… She thought remembering back to a time ages ago when she felt the embrace of the soft silk of Sol, the Spider-God. It was time when men worshipped her, when she didn’t have to hide her true nature. Masses bowed down and worshipped her, chanting her name…

Lexa, High-Priestess of Sol.

Now times had changed, and if they knew what she was capable of they would hunt her down and condemn her.

The pulsating of the power combined with the heavy vibrations coming from the music and party inside the house. Was this it? Was the power here? She rolled her eyes in disgust at having to navigate a party full of drunk young people in order to get to the power. Lexa extended her hand and let the wind brush her fingertip, waiting and listening…

No, the power wasn’t at the party, but it was close…

“I think you found what you’re looking for.” A voice slurred.

Lexa opened her eyes to see a bleary eyed youth smiling at her. He looked young, maybe early 20s, but was well built. He was dressed in a white tunic meant to replicate the style of ancient Romans which also allowed him to show off his thickly muscled physique. She smiled, if the youth only knew that she had seen the time of the Romans, and they certainly did not dress as he was now. The smile was a mistake though, as his face lit up and he flashed her a crooked smile and stumbled towards her. Even though he was a few feet away, she could smell the alcohol on his breath.

“What makes you say that?” Lexa cocked her head quizzically.

The youth in the tunic stopped, turned, and gestured to the party happening behind him.

“Because here’s the party.” He smiled and swayed.

“What makes you think I’m looking for the party?” She asked, raising her eyebrows.

“Well… because you’re way too hot to be doing anything else!” He exclaimed. The youth was now standing at the edge of the yard, his eyes falling square on Lexa’s impressive cleavage.

“Maybe I’m out trick or treating.” She smiled.

“You’re too old for that!” He giggled, and Lexa smiled again. If he only knew that she was older than his grandparents.

“I do have a treat waiting for me, now if you’ll excuse me…” She continued down the sidewalk and the youth stumbled out of the yard and in front of her, blocking her path.

“Hey now, come on, come in and have a drink.” He slurred, his bloodshot eyes never leaving her heaving breasts.

He’s probably wondering if they’re real. She thought, smiling again. Lexa did enjoy male attention as much as the next witch, but she had other matters to attend to.

“Thank you for the invitation, but I have other plans.” She moved to step around him but the youth shuffled back into her way.

“Hey, come on! What do you have that’s better than the annual Thi-Delta Gamma Halloween Party? It’s the must attend event of the year.”

“I’m sure it is, but I must-” She tried to step around him but once again he moved to block her way.

Lexa’s nostrils flared and she glared at the youth. The insolence!

“Come on! You’re like… the hottest women I’ve seen all night!” He smiled and stumbled forward.

“Please get out of my way.” Her tone was cold, and her patience running thin.

“Or else…” He giggled.

“Or else I’ll turn you into a toad.” He laughed at the threat, but her tone was deathly serious.

Men, always so difficult...She grumbled. The problem with men was that they could only be controlled to a certain extent.

“Come on… one drink!” He was only a few inches from her now, and Lexa had a death grip on her broom as she glared at him.

“Listen, you try my patience--” She said through gritted teeth.

“Just one drink.” He cut her off.

Lexa glared at him and took a deep breath.

“Fine,” She huffed. “One drink.”

“Really?” His eyes lit up.

“One, out here, then I must be on my way.” She stated her terms.

“What… of course! Yes!” He stammered, still seemingly shocked that she agreed.

More like gave in.

“Well, go get me a drink!” She motioned to the party.

“Oh… right!” His eyes lit up again and he stumbled towards the house, no doubt buoyed by thoughts of drunken lovemaking with Lexa.

She watched him stumble through the front door and continued on her way, the corner of her mouth lifting in a smile.

Just imagine, what I could do… How easy would it have been to tell him to go away without making him think that he won? That was the thing with men, you could earn their loyalty, but at the price at appeasing their often fragile egos. Soon though, soon she wouldn’t have that problem.

After a few more steps she stopped again, feeling the deep, throbbing power inside of her. Not only inside of her, all around her. It was almost deafening, drowning out the sounds of the party behind her. Lexa knew she had to be quick, or else the drunken youth would be out with a drink and once again impede her plans. The last thing she wanted to come between her and a centuries long quest was a drunken frat boy. It occurred to her that he didn’t give her his name, nor did he inquire of hers. No doubt that he cared more for discovering what was under her flimsy costume than he was in knowing her name.

Lexa turned, feeling the pull of the power. She ached for it, yearned for it. Before her lay an old, decrepit ruin, a house once as large and as grand as the frat house next door. But time had ravaged this house, and it must have sat abandoned for years, maybe decades. The siding, once white, was now grey and ravaged with dirt, dust, and decay. Windows were broken or boarded up, and it looked like the roof had caved in at points. The large yard was overgrown with weeds and vines that were also encroaching on the house as well. Despite the age and decay of the house, she could feel the power emanating from inside of it.

This was it, this was her destination.

She took a look behind her to make sure that her drunken friend wasn’t following, but there was no sign of him, and then she stepped onto the broken cobblestones of the step leading up to the yard. With every step she took closer to the house, she could feel the power pulsating inside of her. Lexa’s whole body was vibrating now from her proximity to the power and a sigh escaped her lips. All these years searching, now to finally have it in her grasp.

Then she stopped, her sigh turning into a gasp of surprise. She was only a few steps from the front door, and could now see that the door to the dilapidated house was slightly open. Lexa stiffened, feeling the blood rushing in her veins, and balled her fists. Was someone already here, in the house? Darkness waited for her beyond the door, and nothing else.

It was Halloween, the door could have been forced by kids looking for a fun time. At least that’s what she told herself, but she knew it couldn’t be a coincidence that she finally found the resting place of one of the most powerful magical artifacts of all time only to find that someone may have been there before, or was still there.

Still, she still felt the power buzzing in the air around her, that meant it was still here. All Lexa knew for sure was that she would have to be on her guard.

I should have known it couldn’t be that easy. She smiled and continued forward, fists still clenched. Her jaw hung open, ready to cast a spell against anyone who would try and surprise her in the dark. Lexa stepped up onto the porch, never taking her eyes off of the slightly open door, but as far as she could tell nothing else stirred inside the house. Maybe it was just kids who broke into the house looking for a place to drink and have sex without adults finding them, kids who had no idea of the power that resided inside the house.

Lexa reached the door and nudged it open some more, peering in at a large living room decorated with rotting furniture covered in dust and webbing. The witch stood at the threshold, hands at her sides, watching and waiting to see if the house had any surprises in store for her, but nothing happened. All she could sense was the great power dwelling within. It was almost overpowering now, and it took all of her will to concentrate and stay alert.

It was calling to her from somewhere deep in the house, beckoning her, and she yearned for it. Lexa couldn’t take it anymore and took a step into the house and felt the rotting floorboards creak beneath her. She looked down towards the sound and noticed shafts of light coming up from underneath the rotting floor. A gasp escaped her lips and she stiffened.

Someone else was here!

She clenched her fists and looked down at the vertical beams of yellow light escaping from underneath the floor, and then a moment later she heard a voice...

A male voice…

She lingered for a moment, waiting for any sign that the speaker had heard her. Whoever it was spoke again in a sharp, commanding tone, but it was directed at someone else. Lexa stood frozen, every muscle in her body tensed, when the smell hit her. The witch’s nostril wrinkled and she placed a hand over her mouth to stifle a gag. A shudder ran through her body as she realized that it was the familiar stench of rot.

Suddenly, she realized that she knew who was in the basement, and another involuntary shudder ran through her body.

Oh no…

Her eyes went wide. Suddenly what she thought would be a simple case of retrieving her prize had become several times more complicated. The smell of rot only meant one thing…

He was here.

Lexa got down on her knees and bent forward to peer through the floorboards down to the basement, her whole body having broken out in a cold sweat.

How was he here before her, and how had he figured it out?

She pressed her eyes against one of the cracks in the floor, which had been widened thanks to time and rot, and looked down into the brightly lit basement. Through the crack she could see that the large, expansive basement was brightly lit by work lights around the perimeter. What was once a cement floor had been completely demolished and a small crew of shirtless men were now digging several large holes in the foundation.

The men were the source of the smell, and her own trepidation. They were working with inhuman focus, and despite the speed and level of exertion, none of them were sweating. Their blank faces betrayed nothing as they dug tirelessly, and the smell of rot was from their decaying flesh instead of the normal body odor.

Zombies.

They were once men who were exhumed from their graves and resurrected as free labor. It was a practice that went back generations. Their skin was a sickly gray, and their eyes completely white except for black pupils. Maggots fell from a few of the reanimated bodies as they moved, and the only garment the undead laborers wore were raggedy pants. Zombies were a favorite tool of voodoo high priests, who would dig up dead bodies and resurrect them to use as muscle or labor until the bodies rotted away to a point where they were no longer useful, and then they would dig up and reanimate more.

A man spoke, barking a harsh word in a foreign tongue. Though she didn’t speak the language, Lexa recognized Haitian when she heard it. Then she saw him pacing among the ever-growing holes in the ground, barking a sharp command to his undead hordes every few paces.

Papa Noir, the Voodoo High Priest.

Dozens of charms hung from his neck over his bare, muscular chest, and his ebony skin was slick with sweat, no doubt from the warm lights and exertion of the spell over his minions. He wore a tattered black sports jacket over his bare chest, and among the charms dangling over his chest was a plain, white doll-like figure made of woven twine.

A voodoo doll.

Lexa stiffened. A voodoo doll was a powerful weapon, but as long as Papa Noir didn’t get a strand of her hair or any of her personal items, she would be alright. Still, she remained tense as she watched the Voodoo Priest pace among his slaves. Her and Papa Noir had crossed paths before, and he could be a formidable opponent.

His face was covered with white face paint in the image of a grinning skull, and to complete the image he wore a tattered, dirty top hat covering his face. Judging from the orders he barked at his slaves and the fact that none of them had broken away from their holes, that meant they hadn’t noticed her presence yet.

That’s good…

She breathed a sigh of relief there, but still didn’t like how this situation was unfolding. Lexa could hold off Papa on her own, but with his zombies she could be easily swarmed and outnumbered. Somehow she needed to get past them to look for the power, or get them out of the house. Papa had the advantage with his zombies in more than one way because they wouldn’t ever get tired and could work all night and day until they found what he was looking for.

Her heart was pounding against her chest. She could feel the power emanating from the basement and knew she was close, but Papa was closer. After all this time, she couldn’t let him steal it out from under her. Lexa’s mind raced for a plan. If she was able to get rid of Papa’s zombies then she was fairly confident that she could easily deal with the voodoo priest. After all, during her several centuries on this world, she had a few tricks up her sleeve that the voodoo master didn’t.

Just then the floorboards let out a loud protest beneath her. The sound of the creaking old wood seemed to reverberate throughout the entire house. Every muscle in Lexa’s body stiffened and she sat frozen in her spot, eyes glued to the crack in the floorboards. In the basement, Papa Noir froze, and with a sharp order all of his zombie laborers froze as well in the exact same moment. The zombies stood perfectly still, almost like statues, while Papa’s eyes shifted to the floorboards above him. Lexa held her breath, hoping that Papa would dismiss the sound as the house settling.

Then the floor let out another protest beneath her, and another. Suddenly Lexa realized what was about to happen and jumped to her feet, but she wasn’t fast enough, and a split second later the decaying wood splintered beneath her feet. Lexa could only cry out and grasp futilely for a handhold as she plunged through the floor. Every thing was spinning and she let out a cry of surprise before landing on her ass in soft pile of Earth.

Lexa groaned, sat up, and brushed the dirt off of her flimsy outfit. She had landed in a dirt pile next to one of the massive holes being dug, which thankfully had broken her fall. The witch looked down at her heaving cleavage but was thankful to see that her large breasts were still contained inside the plunging neckline of the costume, but her skirt had ridden up, exposing her slender, tanned legs and the black thong panties she wore underneath. Her hand shot down to pull down her skirt and preserve her modesty but then she looked up and realized that she had bigger things to worry about.

Papa Noir stood glaring at her, flanked on either side by his zombie minions.

Lexa lowered her hands to her side and did her best to look defiant at the voodoo priest and his horde.

“Well, well,” Papa chuckled. “Nice of you to drop in, Lexa.”

“Papa,” She smirked, sat up and smoothed down her dress in an effort to seem defiant. “Still keeping poor company I see.”

The voodoo priest smiled and shifted his gaze to his undead horde.

“They have their uses.” He smiled.

“I hear the up-keep is terrible.” Her skirt now pulled down, Lexa stood up, meeting Papa’s gaze.

“So, why do I have the pleasure of your company tonight?” Papa asked, crossing his arms.

“Oh you know, I was in the neighborhood, thought I would drop in.” Lexa smiled back.

“You’re a long way from home.” Papa mused.

“I could say the same about you.” She slid further down the dirt pile, preparing to stand, when she noticed zombies flanking her on either side.

“I’m sure this has nothing to do with a certain artifact.” Papa narrowed his gaze at her.

“Oh, whatever do you mean?” Lexa’s eyes widened and she place a hand on her chest. Maybe she could get out of this by playing innocent.

“Do not patronize me, witch,” Papa’s voice became cold and harsh. “I know that you seek it as well.”

Lexa dropped her doe-eyed gaze and glared directly at Papa Noir.

“And if I am?” Now her tone was cold and harsh.

“You will find that I can be… most disagreeable.” Papa retorted.

“Do you seriously think you will be able to wield the Talisman’s power?” She asked, dropping all pretense.

“The ability to control the minds of men is an… appealing one.” He smiled.

“I’m sure that it has nothing to do with your smelly friends here?” She motioned to the rotting corpses around Papa.

He chuckled. “Granted yes, controlling a living man will be much more useful than an undead one, but there are other uses. Imagine the power! I could command nations!”

Lexa’s eyes shifted to the zombies flanking her. They were still motionless, waiting on their master’s orders.

“Small thinking.” She jabbed.

Papa glared at her.

“And what would you use it for?”

“That’s personal.”

Papa glared at her for a moment and then turned, motioning to the stairs leading up.

“Well, since I am so close to my prize, I’m feeling generous,” He began. “I give you this one chance to walk away. Leave, and our matters will be settled, but get in my way again…” To emphasize, he rubbed his hands together and grinned while glaring directly at her heaving cleavage.

Lexa glared back at him.

“Yeah, that’s not gonna happen.” She smirked.

Papa’s face hardened into a look of pure rage and hate and he clapped his hands. A split second later, the two zombies flanking her advanced, but Lexa was ready for this attack and jumped to her feet, held her hands out to her side, and uttered a quick incantation. Gigantic tongues of flame spewed from her fingertips, blasting both of the advancing zombies point blank. Since they were dead, they did not feel pain, or fear, and continued their advance against the onslaught of heat. The flames engulfed them and liquified their flesh as they approached but the zombies continued, unfazed until they collapsed at her feet, reduced to nothing but piles of charred bones.

She lowered her hands, letting the flames die out, and turned to face Papa with a smile on her face. His face was contorted in rage and his mouth quivered, ready to bark an order that would send his horde of zombies against her. Lexa lifted her hands, prepared to unleash another torrent of flames directly at her aggressors, but then Papa waved his hands and uttered another incantation. Before Lexa could react, stream of white gauze shot out of the ground on either side of her and wrapped around her wrists. More streams of white, sticky gauze emerged from the ground at her feet and wrapped around her ankles and thighs.

The witch cried out in surprise, doing her best to keep her balance as the gauze pulled her wrists together. With lightning speed, more gauze wrapped around her chest just below her breasts, pinning her arms to her mid-section. Her feet were now wrapped together at the ankle and more gauze was encircling her thighs as well. Lexa let out another cry and tried to twist free of the sticky substance, but she was secured tightly. Finally, she toppled over onto her side, unable to maintain her balance with her legs and feet wrapped together. More gauze wrapped around her upper shoulders, furthering help keep her arms pinned down, but still leaving her cleavage exposed.

Typical… She rolled her eyes. Papa was if anything, a perv, and would want to admire her body while keeping her helpless.

“There,” The voodoo priest gloated. “That should hold you until I figure out what to do with you.”

“Oh please,” She taunted. “You have no idea what to do with a woman like me.”

The look on Papa’s face told her that was the wrong thing to say. His eyes narrowed to small slits of anger and his lips pursed. Lexa cursed herself, realizing she had made a mistake. Papa waved his hands again and almost immediately more gauze sprung out of the ground, this time wrapping tightly around her mouth.

“Ummmph!” She cried in surprise as a layer of the sticky substance sealed her lips shut, and then another layer, and another.

“Mmmmph!” Her eyes widened as layer after layer of the sticky gauze wrapped around her mouth.

Papa waved his hands again and the stream of gauze stopped, leaving several layers wrapped around the witch’s mouth.

“Urrrggh ggllmmm mmmph!” Lexa protested, doing her best to speak through the sticky substance sealing her mouth.

“I’m sorry,” Papa chuckled. “I’m having trouble understanding you.”

“Orrgggh ggmmp!” She retorted. Not only was her mouth covered by several layers of the gauze, but her lips were completely sealed. Despite her best attempts, she wasn’t even able to move her mouth under that gag.

No doubt magic has something to do with this too! Lexa thought and grumbled into her gag.

“Grrrmmp!” She snorted and glared at Papa, who continued to smile down at his new captive. He snapped his fingers and one of his zombies stepped forward.

“Go put our guest somewhere out of the way until we’re finished,” He smiled and leered down at the helpless witch. “Then I’ll figure out what to do with her.”

“Mmmoo! Ummmm ggmmph! Mmmph!” Lexa protested as the undead henchman shambled over to her. She twisted and writhed against her bonds, but they held tight. All she could do was squirm.

“Mmmoo! Ullpp gmmph!” She moaned as the zombie bent over.

With inhuman strength it picked her up and cradled her in it’s arms as Papa laughed and clapped his hands in amusement.

“Oh poor Lexa, coming this far only to be outclassed. This truly is a precious moment.” He smiled at his wrapped and gagged captive.

“Ummm ggmmph! Mmm!” She spat through her gag.

Papa laughed again and made a dismissive gesture with his hand, and then the zombie turned and carried the captive witch towards the stairs leading up.

“Ummmfff gggmm! Mmmfff! Mmmmo!” Lexa moaned, squirming and struggling, but the zombie had a tight grip on her struggling form and continued undaunted towards the staircase.

She struggled and squirmed the entire time as the zombie carried her up the stairs to the first floor, but to no avail. The undead henchman didn’t seem daunted or fazed by her struggles, and once it reached the living room, it unceremoniously dumped Lexa on the floor.

“Urggh ggmmph!” She cried at the zombie, which paid her no heed as it turned and shambled back to the basement.

“Ummmm ggmmm!” She muttered, more in frustration than anything. A moment later, the zombie turned a corner and descended the stairs back to the basement, leaving her alone again.

“Hmmph!” She glowered and fumed at her situation. Not only was she bound and gagged, but she was helpless to do anything to stop Papa. He could take his time searching the house while she struggled against her magical bonds.

It was smart of him to not only bind her hands, but her mouth as well. Both were important to casting spells, but now she was unable to use either of them.

“Mmmff ummfff…” She shifted and pulled against the gauze again. Despite her struggles, it didn’t seem to loosen, that meant the bonds were most likely magical. Would she be able to perhaps find a sharp corner and cut her way free? Or was Papa the only one who could undo the spell?

That was the worst case scenario.

Not only did Papa have all the time he needed to search the house, but she shuddered to think of what he would do to her now that she was his prisoner. If Papa found what he was looking for and kept her as a prisoner…

“Ummm…” She shuddered. That couldn’t happen. Lexa had to get free and stop him.

Her eyes scanned the room around her. There had to be a sharp edge or something that she could use to work herself free.

Then she noticed movement out of the corner of her eye.

“Mmeeep!” Lexa turned towards one of the windows. The window was once boarded up, but now the rotted wood hung in tatters while the stained and torn curtains billowed in the wind.

Had it been the curtains she saw? She had only caught a brief glance but it looked like person had been outside. Lexa tried not to get her hopes up, since it was quite possible that Papa could have stationed zombies outside as guards. That didn’t seem right though, because she would have come across them on her way in.

A shape flitted past another window.

“Mmmph!” She cried. There was definitely someone outside.

But who? A trick or treater that didn’t know this house was abandoned? Or perhaps it was a kid trying to break in to show his friends how tough he was? Either way, maybe she could use them to get free.

“Grrrmm…” She grumbled. Lexa, high priestess of Sol, centuries old, now bound and gagged and having to rely on mortal children to be her savior.

Papa would pay for this when she got free.

“Urrbb bbbmm mmm bfff…” She grumbled to herself, on edge. Her chest heaved up and down with anticipation and her body was coated in a cold sweat as strained for another glimpse of whoever was creeping around outside.

She heard old wood protest under a footstep and turned to face the front door. It was still open from where she had entered, and light blasted up from the hole in the floor that she had created. There was a shadow outside on the porch. Yes! There was someone outside!

“Hllp! Hllpp mmmfff! Mmmph! Ummm ggmm!” Lexa cried, beckoning at the shadow.

The shadow took a hesitant step forward and then stopped.

“Ummm! Uggggg gmmmph!” Lexa cried, hoping whoever it was could hear her muffled cries through the gauze.

Another step and another groan of wood, and she prayed that Papa didn’t hear.

“Cmm mmmn! Hllpp pssff!” It pained her to behave like a helpless damsel, but she preferred this to being a prisoner of Papa Noir.

The shadow stepped closer and she could now see the thickly muscled frame, and the small tunic hanging from the shoulders and waist…

Oh no…

The drunken youth from the frat party stood in the doorway, staring at the bound and gagged witch with wide eyes.

“Hlllp! Mmmmmfff mmph!” Lexa implored him. He was not the ideal rescuer, but he would have to do.

But the youth stood in the doorway, blinking at her through a haze of alcohol.

“Oh hey, I was looking for you…” He slurred.

“Ummfff ggmmm! Hllp!” She motioned with her head for him to come over.

His eyes settled on her heaving cleavage.

“Grrrmmm…” She grumbled.

Men…

“Hrrry! Mmmmph!”

“How did you… so are you into some kinky stuff?” He stammered.

“Orrrff ffrr ggmmfff…” She rolled her eyes.

“Uh… just hold on…” He took a step forward, unaware of the yawning chasm leading to the basement below.

Lexa’s eyes widened. Last thing she needed was him to plunge through the hole as well and end up a prisoner of Papa alongside her. Then again Papa could very just kill the youth and make him a zombie because unlike Lexa, he had no value to Papa as a prisoner.

“Mmoo! Stttpp! Ummm mmmoo!” Lexa leaned forward, eyes wide and pleading.

The youth took a step forward and stopped, finally noticing the hole in the floor just in front of him.

“Oh, whoops.” He shrugged and chuckled.

“Ommm ggmm! Hllp!” Lexa cried.

As the youth stepped around the hole, she now saw that he held two bottles of beer in one of his hands, prompting her to roll her eyes again.

“You know,” He started as he crossed the room to her. “I thought maybe you had run off before we could have that drink.”

“Mmmmpph gggmmf!”

Get me free and I’ll have all the drinks you want with you!

Finally he stood over her, teetering from side to side. He reeked of alcohol and she was afraid he would fall over at any second.

Lexa grumbled again. One of the many spells she knew was one of instant sobriety, but the sticky gauze over her mouth prevented her from speaking it.

“Ummff! Mmmpph ggmmm!” She twisted her bound form, hoping he would get the hint.

“So uh… how did you end up like this?” He stammered.

“Ummm mmm!” She twisted her body and resisted the urge to stamp her feet, afraid to draw Papa’s attention.

“You know,” The youth stopped to take a swig from one of the drinks. “I had the feeling that you were kinky.”

“Grrrrr…” She grumbled and glared at him.

He took another sip from the drink and took a seat next to her.

“I bet you like being tied up huh?”

“Mmmph! Mmmo!” She cried and twisted back in forth, half in frustration and half to show that she wasn’t like this by choice.

“Oh yeah, you look good when you’re angry.” He giggled and took another sip.

“Muurrrgg!” She glared at him. Once she got free then he would pay too. Maybe she would live up to her promise of turning him into a toad.

“I bet you would love it if I set you free right now.” He giggled.

“Ummm hmm!” She nodded.

“Do you want me to release you?” He giggled again.

“Mmmmss!” She huffed into her gag.

Then she realized that the entire time his eyes had been locked onto her heaving, sweat soaked cleavage.

“Hurrrm…” She squealed, not liking where this was going.

“Well come here, let me see how I can help you.” He stammered, and then wrapped his arms around her and pulled her over to him.

“Hrryy!” She cried, realizing that his intentions were not pure.

And she was right. No sooner had he wrapped his arms around her then she felt his clammy palms cup her breasts.

“Mmmmooo! Stttpp!” She groaned, kicking and wriggling in his grasp. The youth tightened his grip and pulled her closer.

“Oh you seem cold.” He drunkenly giggled and pulled the helpless witch onto his lap.

“Mmmmmph! Urrggg gmm!” She cried, doing her best to wriggle out of his grasp, but he had a tight grip on her.

She had never been so humiliated as this night! All of these people would pay!

The youth held her tight against him, his fingers digging roughly into her breast as all she could do was squirm helplessly in his grasp.

“Mmmoo! Sttpp! Ummm gggmmff!”

As she twisted and struggled in his grasp, she felt something hard and throbbing pressing against her from under his tunic.

Oh no…

“MMMMMPPH!” She moaned, feeling his erect penis pressed against her ass cheeks.

“Oh don’t worry, I’ll free you from those restrictive clothes.” He laughed, and with a flourish dug his hands under her top and gripped the flesh of her breasts.

“Mmmmoo! Ummm ggmmph!” She shook her head, wriggling and writhing as he pulled her breasts out of her top.

At this point she didn’t care if she drew Papa’s attention, she would enjoy watching Papa destroy this boy.

He continued to massage her now exposed breasts as he pressed his now sweating body against her.

“Umm ggmmph! Ummm!” She twisted helplessly, feeling his greedy hands as they exposed every curve of her breasts.

Then his hands slid down along her body to her thighs.

“Ullllmm! Ommm ggmmm!” She cried, still trying to pull away from him.

The youth’s hands grabbed the fabric from her skirt and tried to lift it but met resistance from the gauze around her thighs.

“Oh, this is kinda tough.” He grumbled, still pulling.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” She kicked and squirmed, trying to take advantage of the momentary roadblock.

Then she heard a sharp tear.

Oh no… Her eyes went wide when she heard part of her skirt rip under the youth’s hands.

She didn’t have to look at him to see that his eyes had probably gone wide with inspiration, and then his greedy hands grabbed the back of her skirt, pulled at it, and ripped.

“Mmm! Nnnnoo!” She moaned as he tore open the back of her skirt, exposing her juicy, round buttocks and the small black thong running between them.

“Oh nice!” He exclaimed and cupped the bottom of her ass with his hands.

“Mmmp! Ommm ggmmf!” She continued to writhe and struggle, unsure of what else to do.

When I get out of here, he will regret every moment of--

“Eeeep!” She cried, freezing at the sound of Papa’s voice coming from the basement.

The youth froze too, hearing the voice as well. A moment later there was the sound of footsteps ascending the stairs. Lots of footsteps.

“Is there someone else here?” The youth stammered.

Lexa remained frozen, listening to what sounded like an army coming up.

“Is there someone else with you?” He asked as if she could answer.

“Well!” He shouted. The footsteps were almost on the first floor.

“Ummmff!” She spat and glared at him.

“Shit! Shit! Shit!” He let go of Lexa, letting her roughly fall back against the wall.

“Ummff!” She groaned as her now bare ass hit the floor.

The youth stumbled to his feet, knocking over both beer bottles as he did while his hands shot between his legs to cover his raging erection.

“Dammit! You didn’t tell me there were other people here!” He barked at her. The footsteps were on the first floor now, in the dining room and heading their way.

“Ummm ggmmph!” She retorted.

He gave her a final glare and scurried out the door, hands still between his legs.

Just as the youth reached the front yard, Papa Noir strode into the room, his zombie horde at his heels. The voodoo priest held something shiny in his hand.

No… Lexa sat up, her eyes wide. He found it.

Papa Noir stopped and looked down at his captive’s exposed breasts with wide, excited eyes, and then he turned towards the open front door.

“Well, this is quite the Halloween treat.” He smiled, once again marveling at her naked breasts.

“Mmmmphh mmmmp!” She glared at him. Lexa did her best to look defiant but she was sure that Papa was savoring the sight of her heaving naked chest.

“I thought you would appreciate looking upon the fruits of my labors. Behold the Amulet of Maeve!” With a flourish he held up a brilliant gold amulet with an orange ruby at the center.

Lexa forget about her nudity and helplessness and stared in awe at the amulet dangling from his hands. It was shining brightly despite the darkness around them.

“I’m sure you know the story,” Papa lifted to admire it. “It was said that Maeve, Queen of the Fairies could command the minds of any man when she wore this amulet, but it was lost for centuries… until now.” He smiled at his captive.

Lexa couldn’t take her eyes off of the Amulet. After all this time, she was now so close…

“Ummm ggmmm…” She moaned.

Papa laughed, and in a final insult to her, slipped the amulet over his neck, where it joined the dozens of other charms.

“Well, let’s get you wrapped up. I have so much in store for you.” He smiled.

“Wummff?” Her eyes widened, but no sooner had she then he waived his hands once again.

More gauze sprang from the ground around her, running up along her legs, layer after layer after layer…

“Mmmmmm!” She cried as gauze ran up along her chest, covering her breasts, and then her neck…

“Mmmoo!” She was plunged into darkness as gauze covered her eyes.

“Mmm… ggmmm…” She cried, covered completely from head to toe in gauze, with the exception of her nose so she could breath.

“Mmmm ggmmph! Mmmph!” All she could do was squirm helplessly, unable to see or speak.

Strong hands lifted the struggling, mummified witch and she felt herself tossed over a burly shoulder.

“Mmmm ggmmph! Mmm!” She twisted and writhe as a strong hand held her in place and then they were moving, carrying her out of the house and towards an uncertain fate, and the only sound she could hear over her own muffled cries were Papa’s laughing…

2.

Tatiana had everything the cameras should love: a tan, dark complexion, wide, expressive brown eyes to match her skin tone along with naturally dark hair (lightened just enough to shimmer in the afternoon sunlight), and massive breasts. Her gigantic breasts, what she thought would be her meal ticket as a model, were being barely contained by a turquoise bikini top that was quite small on her. The top really only covered her nipples, and one wrong movement could lead to exposure. She had paid good money to make her breasts as eye-catchingly large as they were, and she figured that with her penchant for physical fitness that her modeling career would take off naturally.

Now she stood under a palm tree, the warm summer breeze blowing against her bare ass cheeks with her arms crossed under her massive breasts as Hector, the photographer that was supposed to be taking pictures of her, leered at Mystica, who was currently doing Yoga stretches at the edge of the beach.

Couldn’t she do those later? Tatiana rolled her eyes. Mystica had all morning before the photo shoot to do her yoga and then all day after the shoot, but here she was, almost like she wanted to steal the attention away from Tatiana. Of course, knowing Mystica, she would say something like the energy around the ocean waves was too good for her to pass up.

The waves crashed around Mystica’s bare feet as she bent forward, sticking out her thonged buttocks. Tatiana watched as Hector raised his camera, hesitated, and then lower it. Apparently taking a picture of an unsuspecting woman was too creepy even for him.

Mystica’s white thong bikini was in stark contrast to her black skin, which glistened in the afternoon sun thanks to the light sheen of ocean spray. Her frizzy dark hair bounced around her shoulders as she shifted her body to another pose. She stretched one leg out behind her while bending her other leg forward and stretched one arm straight out in front and the other behind, perfectly showing off her thick shoulder muscles which fed into her well built arms.

Tatiana could only glare at the well built guru. While Tatiana had a short, squat but well built and curvy body, Mystica was tall, in shape, and perfectly proportioned. Her round, solid posterior perfectly accented her toned body and her naturally large breasts were in proportion with everything else, unlike Tatiana’s large, fake breasts.

Just as Mystica started to change poses, a large waved crashed over the beach, hitting Mystica in the face with a large spray of water. She giggled and jumped away from the beach, flashing her brilliant, infectious smile while wrapping her hands around her chest, pushing her heaving breasts up as she did. Mystica tossed her thick mane of now wet hair back and laughed again, just now noticing that Hector and Tatiana were watching her.

“Oh I’m sorry, did I interrupt something?” She asked innocently, speaking with a light Dominican accent.

Tatiana opened her mouth to say something when Hector stepped forward. “Not at all.” He smiled.

Tatiana glared at the photographer.

Of course she’s interrupting!

“Well please, don’t stop on my account.” Mystica smiled and brushed some water away from her six pack abs.

“Have you ever tried modeling before?” Hector asked, still approaching the bikini clad woman. Tatiana followed, staring daggers at the photographer.

This is supposed to be my shoot! She glared at him as he continued to approach Mystica. Granted, Tatiana wasn’t paying the man, but still…

“Oh no, I don’t think I ever could do that.” Mystica giggled and blushed, crossing her arms over her chest in what could have been a show of self consciousness.

“I don’t know, I think you definitely got “it”” Hector smiled, obviously enchanted by Mystica.

Tatiana continued to glare and placed her hands on her hips. Like every man, Hector had fallen under Mystica’s spell. It was moments like these that made Tatiana regret hiring the “guru”.

Tatiana’s first few years trying to make it as a model were hard ones. She had moved from Peru to Florida, spent a fortune on bikinis and her new breasts, and figured that America would be the place where she made her fortune.

Except nothing happened. She did a few photo shoots, but they were at her expense since she had to pay the photographer. Between shoots Tatiana had taken jobs as a bartender and a cocktail server at local bars and clubs, and was close to giving up and moving back to Peru when her sister Kat, a physical trainer, had given her a suggestion.

Kat had a friend, a fellow trainer and “Spiritual, Self Help Guru” named Mystica Jones. According to Kat, Mystica’s teaching had helped her achieve her place as a successful online coach (and part time model), and could do the same for Tatiana. Desperate, Tatiana had gone to visit the Dominican guru in her small home in a forgotten Miami neighborhood.A sign hung above the door reading “Madame Mystica: Mental and Physical Spiritual Trainer.” Tatiana had expected a bent over old woman with gray hair and a shawl to answer the door, but instead she’ll never forget how her jaw dropped when she first saw Mystica.

The Dominican woman had greeted her at the door, wearing a black, slingshot bikini and a black, see-through cover up over it. The bikini barely contained Mystica’s large breasts and the plunging neckline showed off her perfect abs.

Mystica never explained her skimpy attire as she lead Tatiana to a table and produced a deck of Tarot cards, telling Tatiana that the spirits would decide if they would form a partnership or not.

Apparently the spirits approved of Tatiana, and Mystica told her that the cards foretold of a “life-changing partnership” between them.

The guru spent the rest of the day talking about how Tatiana had a “dark aura” and how her energy had been tainted by negative experiences. According to Mystica, if Tatiana altered her energy to a lighter aura, she would start to attract positive things. From there, Mystica had taught her physical as well as mental exercises meant to improve Tatiana’s “spiritual and physical well being.”

That was months ago, and Tatiana’s modeling pursuits had not improved.

“Keep the faith, keep positive.” Mystica consoled her.

And now here she was, schmoozing with the photographer.

Hector continued to chat up Mystica, who blushed and laughed along with his empty compliments.

Mystica isn’t even her real name! Tatiana fumed, watching as Mystica placed her hands on her hips and jutted out her breasts towards the eager photographer. Granted, Tatiana didn’t know the Dominican’s guru’s real name, but she sincerely doubted that she was born with the name “Mystica”.

So what if her breasts are proportional to her body!

Mystica had a wealth of contacts that she claimed she would be using to help Tatiana fulfill her dreams, but so far nothing had come from it. Tatiana suspected that came from the fact that Mystica was always there at every shoot, wearing very little. In fact, Tatiana had never seen Mystica fully clothed, she was always clad in tiny bikinis that showed off her fit, muscular body. While Tatiana was used to her giant breasts drawing stares wherever she went, Mystica’s body drew genuine awe from people. The guru looked like a heroine stepping out of a comic book or something.

Why doesn’t she ever put on a pair of pants or something? Tatiana fumed for what seemed like the thousandth time. There had been many times that she considered firing Mystica, but Kat continually talked her out of it, claiming that Mystica would change her life, she just had to be patient.

Now Mystica was here practically stealing this gig out from under her.

It made sense now that Tatiana thought about it. Showing up to this gig was Mystica’s idea after all. Mystica had found a listing online calling for a model, a “Woman of mesmerizing stature” and that the gig would put the model in a place to “influence the minds of millions and gain exposure to millions of followers”.

It seemed like a promising lead, but Tatiana didn’t want to get her hopes up. After all, she had heard similar promises before from other gigs. Then she and Mystica had arrived at the gig location and Tatiana became determined to land the job, no matter what.

The audition for the gig was being held at a sprawling, beachfront mansion. She wasn’t even sure if mansion was right the right word, maybe more like “compound” was the word she was looking for. There was one large, central house, and then what looked like a guest house, a garage, and separate, smaller sheds and storage areas, all surrounded by a massive fence, with a main gate to get in from the road, and a back gate leading to the beach. When they arrived, Mystica and Tatiana had to be buzzed in through the main gate, and then were lead through the beautiful, sprawling gardens around the main mansion and to the gate leading to the beach behind the compound.

Both Mystica and Tatiana were in awe of the neatly kept, green gardens, and of the sheer size of the property in general. It was like a small village. For a moment, Tatiana had forgotten about her jealousy and resentment towards Mystica, all thoughts consumed by what this kind of gig could do for her career.

Hector, a short, balding middle aged man, greeted them at the beach, which lead to the first sign of trouble. Immediately he was taken with Mystica, who had to explain to him in her giggly, excited manner that she wasn’t the one there for the audition, Tatiana was. There was visible disappointment on Hector’s face when he realized that Mystica wasn’t interested in modeling, but he was cordial enough towards Tatiana. The photographer explained that a photo shoot would comprise of the first part of the audition, with an interview with the client being the second part.

It all seemed irregular to Tatiana, but if a client with this much cash and power was looking for a model, she wasn’t going to argue. She did ask for more details on the job but Hector told her that she would found out more when she spoke with the client.

“Well you know, I have some time while Tatiana has her interview, we could do a quick shoot.” Hector continued to press Mystica.

Mystica opened her mouth to respond but must have seen the look on Tatiana’s face and paused.

“It really isn’t fair to Tatiana, she’s worked so hard to get here. I’m just her trainer.” Mystica smiled and gestured at her client.

Tatiana felt the growing frustration in her slightly subside. At least Mystica was kind enough to shift the focus back to her.

This time…

Hector turned back to Tatiana, but she could see the visible disappointment on his face. Tatiana had met this kind of guy before, and knew that he was nowhere near finished with his attempted recruitment of Mystica, he was only regrouping before another assault.

“Well,” He leveled his gaze at Tatiana’s massive cleavage. “I think we got enough photos for now, how about that interview?”

“Sure!” Tatiana smiled, showing that her grin could be just as brilliant as Mystica’s.

Except she has dimples! It makes her smiles even cuter!

She told herself to calm down. Things were working out after all, she was getting to the interview stage, where she had to be focused and have her head in the game.

“Well follow me.” Hector took off toward the house and gestured for Tatiana to follow him. She turned towards Mystica, who gave Tatiana a wide grin and two thumbs up.

“Go ahead! I’ll be right here!” Mystica’s breasts shook as she quivered with excitement.

Tatiana only nodded and took off after Hector, who gave a final look back at Mystica before continuing on his way to the house. The photographer seemed disappointed that Mystica wasn’t following, as opposed to the gratitude and relief Tatiana was feeling.

The big-breasted model felt a weight lifting as Hector continued to lead her up to the gate leading to the rear gardens of the massive estate. As the beach, and Mystica, drifted further and further behind her, the more and more confident and relaxed she felt.

Hector held the gate and ushered Tatiana inside, closing it behind her. He stayed a few paces behind, and she could feel his eyes on her thonged ass, but didn’t mind. It felt good to have the photographer leering at her instead of Mystica. One thing that she would give Hector was that his camera seemed to love her ass almost as much as it loved her breasts. Usually photographer focused on her cleavage and that alone, and it felt good to have someone who focused on other parts of her body.

Hector skipped ahead, leading her down a gravel path past immaculately kept hedges and a perfectly trimmed lawn. Tatiana kept her smile up and started to feel absolutely buoyant, practically bouncing down the path after him. Of course, she was not unaware of her heaving breasts as she bounded down the path after him.

Good, let the client see them bouncing up and down. That can only help me.

She was surprised by her good humor, and realized that her heart had fluttered as soon as Hector closed the gate behind. Somehow, putting a barrier between her and Mystica made her feel a hundred times better.

Maybe I should fire her!

The thought caused her heart to flutter and she practically skipped down the path after Hector. Yes! Fire Mystica!

She didn’t think her smile could get any bigger. After all, what had Mystica done for her, besides cause her annoyance and jealousy?

Well, she did get you this opportunity.

She supposed Mystica did have her uses. Maybe after she landed this gig she would fire Mystica. Just the thought of Mystica’s face as Tatiana told her that her services were no longer needed caused Tatiana’s heart to flutter again. It would be delicious to use Mystica to get the biggest gig of her career and then toss her to the side.

The path through the beautifully kept garden to lead to a large swimming pool filled with shimmering blue water. Tatiana could see a small bar set against the house, along with a large grill, and several beach chairs set on the pool deck. Lounging in one of the chairs was someone who Tatiana presumed to be the client. He sat up as he saw Hector leading her over and lowered his sunglasses to stare at her with his piercing brown eyes.

If this is the client, then I could definitely get used to working for him! She smiled as she saw the man sit up. His skin was almost as black as Mystica’s, telling her that he must almost spend as much time in the sun as her guru. He wore nothing but light blue swim trunks, and as he rose to greet his oncoming guest Tatiana could see how thickly muscled his whole body was. Beads of moisture slid down his pectorals, but she couldn’t be sure if it was from the heat or if he had just taken a dip in the pool.

“Ah, is this our guest?” The client asked, taking off his sunglasses and smiling at Tatiana. One thing that struck her was that he was making eye contact, and not staring at her chest.

“Yes it is,” Hector stopped and motioned to the big-breasted model. “Meet Tatiana.”

“Charmed.” The client smiled.

“As am I.” Tatiana batted her eyes and extended her hand. His grip was strong and firm.

“Call me… Noir,” He smiled, stepped aside, and gestured to one of the lounge chairs by the pool. “Please, relax.”

“Oh, thank you.” She smiled and approached the chair next to the one he had been previously occupying.

“Thank you Hector, that will be all.” Noir said to the photographer, who obediently scurried away.

Tatiana turned to watch Hector disappear into the expansive gardens.

Noir, what kind of name is that? Maybe he’s a musician or artist and thats his stage name? She was pleased that he was at least not as creepy as Hector. Though it was obvious that Noir was laying on the heavy charm with her, but at least he wasn’t leering at her body.

“Drink?” Noir asked, approaching the bar.

“Oh, no thank you.” She smiled and leaned back on one of the lounge chairs, making sure to stick out her chest as she did.

Noir started mixing himself a drink at the bar and smiled at her.

“Please don’t feel like you have to maintain a professional air around me, I want this to be informal, relaxing. After all, we will be working closely together.” He never took his eyes off of her as he spoke.

Tatiana shifted under his gaze. His eyes, there was something mesmerizing about them. The fact that he kept peering into her eyes and not at her massive cleavage was somehow making her feel more uncomfortable now. It felt like he was gazing directly into her soul. She stretched out and smiled at him, trying to squirm.

“What exactly will we be doing together?” She asked, trying to change the subject.

Noir came out from behind the bar with a drink in hand for himself and a bottle of water for her. He sat on a chair across from her and handed the bottle to her.

What a gentleman. She thought as she took the bottle from him. He never took his piercing eyes away from her, and Tatiana found herself turning to look out at the shimmering blue waters of the pool.

“I’m sorry, this is all just so… overwhelming.” She giggled as Noir continued to watch her with those piercing eyes of his.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he spoke.

“What is it you desire?”

“W-what?” She stammered.

“What do you desire?” He asked again.

“I… I just want to be a model.” She asked, self consciously folding her hands under her chest.

“That’s not what you desire.” He reached out and brushed some of her hair behind her ear. She felt a rush of electricity when his skin brushed against hers.

“I… yes I do.”

“What do you really desire,” he continued. “Is it to be admired? To have power?”

“I don’t know what you mean.” She shifted. Her eyes were racing around the pool area now, suddenly looking for a way to change the subject.

“Yes you do. Why did you come here? What is it that your heart desires.” Tatiana now noticed that he had several strands of her hair in his hand.

He must have pulled them when he brushed my hair back. She focused now on how carefully he held them between his fingers.

Weird…

“I…” She stammered. “Want to be seen.” She sat up and puffed out her chest when she said it.

Suddenly it felt like a weight had lifted from her shoulders. That was it, that was all she wanted. It felt good to finally tell someone that, to get it out there.

Noir smiled, apparently liking what he heard.

“What if I told you that I can give you the power to be seen by everyone in the world.” His tone was so...definite. He absolutely believed in what he was telling her.

“I… I don’t know what you mean by that.”

Noir stood and walked over towards a table.

“What if I could give the power to be seen by men the world over, and not only that, but to control and influence them. To have them in the palm of your hand.”

She perked up. Was he like a movie producer or something?

“I don’t know if I would believe you.” She answered truthfully. There was something about his manner, something that put her at ease and told her that she could be honest with him.

Noir laughed and turned towards her. He seemed amused but still relaxed.

“Quite understandable, but I’m serious. I can grant you this power and so much more.” He walked back towards her and she could now see that he had something in his other hand, it looked like… a doll?

“What I’m looking for,” Noir continued. “Is a special woman who will join me in this venture, to rule side by side with me.”

She shook her head and blinked. “Rule?”

“Yes,” He smiled and sat across from her. “To give you unlimited power over the minds of men, to change the world as we know.” There was something in his eyes, a conviction. Noir absolutely believed everything he was saying.

Tatiana sat her bottle down.

I should have known this was too good to be true.

This client was delusional and talking like a villain in a comic book or something.

Figures that Mystica found a job posting from a crazy person. Jesus these two would be like two peas in a pod.

She stood up, using all of her effort not to roll her eyes.

“Well, thank you for seeing me, but I think--” She started.

“Look.” Noir cut her off and stood, holding up the doll. It looked to be woven together from white string or something.

There was something else too. The strands of hair that Noir had taken from her were now wrapped around the doll.

“Do you require a demonstration?” He asked, motioning to the doll.

Now Tatiana did roll her eyes.

Jesus this guy is crazy.

“I’m sorry, but I think I have to go.” She turned to walk away.

Tatiana made it a few steps away and then froze.

What?

It felt like… suddenly her legs had turned to lead. She looked down, not knowing what to expect, but only saw her bare, tanned legs. Still, despite her brain sending the message to her legs to move, she just stood there.

Come on! Move! She poured all of her will power into moving her legs forward but nothing happened. She just stood there, motionless.

From behind her she heard Noir chuckle.

“What… what did you do to me?” She asked, and tried to reach down and physically move her leg forward.

Except her arms wouldn’t move either. Nothing on her body would move. She was frozen, like a statue.

“Hey! What is this?” She demanded.

He stepped in front of her, holding the doll up for her to see. Then he waved his hand over it and Tatiana stumbled forward, once again in control of her limbs.

“Wha… what?” She shook her arms and wiggled her legs. They were working again.

“I just wanted to give you a taste of the kind of power I possess.” He flashed her a cheeky smile.

“Wha… what are you?” Tatiana realized that she was back away now. Maybe if she was fast enough, she could book it to the gate.

“What I’m offering you will make what I just did look like a pittance.” He didn’t bother advancing on her, only stood his ground and kept smiling.

Tatiana stopped. A voice at the back of her head told her to keep moving and get away from this man, but there was another voice urging her to hear him out.

“Look, I don’t want any part of… whatever this is.” She responded, and turned to walk away.

Whatever was happening was way too freaky for her.

“Not even for all the riches in the world.” She heard Noir call after her, and suddenly felt weight around her neck and wrists.

It wasn’t heavy, but just jarring. Tatiana paused, taken aback by the shift, and look down to see dozens of bracelets around her wrists. They were a mix of solid gold and jeweled bracelets, and all of them shimmered in the brilliant afternoon light. Looking down, she saw that several brilliant gold and jeweled necklaces hung around her neck, nestled just above her large, heaving breasts. She turned to face Noir and saw that he held the doll in his hand. The doll had strands of gold around its neck and hands.

Noir smiled as he took in the look of confusion on Tatiana’s face.

“That’s not all I can do.” He smiled and waved his hands over the doll.

She felt her bikini shift, and had a moment of panic, suddenly fearing that he was using whatever ability he had to remove her clothes. Looking down though, she saw that her bikini had changed too. Now it was solid gold, with gold chains dangling along her hips and glittery rhinestones lining the edges of the bikini, particularly along breasts.

Tatiana looked back up at Noir, her jaw still agape and at at loss for words.

“Maybe something a little… less…” He smiled and waved his hands over the doll again.

“Ohh…” She sighed, feeling a sharp tug between her butt cheeks.

Once again, she looked down to see that her bikini had changed again, this time to a small, golden sling bikini. Two straps ran down over her breasts and came together between her legs, and then ran up to a thin line running between her ass cheeks, and she still had the bracelets and necklaces.

Looking back up, she saw that the doll in Noir’s hands was wearing a similar garment.

“With this,” He held up the doll. “I can only control so much, but I can offer you the ability to control so much more.”

“Oh… like… like what?” She crossed her arms over her gratuitous cleavage, suddenly feeling vulnerable and exposed.

Typically she wouldn’t feel self conscious at a time like this, but something about the power that Noir had. It was… invasive, yet alluring. If this was the power he possessed, what was he offering her?

“Here,” he laughed. “Let me put you at ease before we talk.” With that, he waved his hand over the doll.

Once again, Tatiana panicked and pressed her hands over her breasts, expecting to find herself suddenly standing naked in front of the man. Instead she found herself back in her regular bikini, the bracelets, necklaces, and sling bikini all gone. She looked back up at Noir to see him lowering the doll and smiling at her.

“This is all a lot, I know, but if you would have a seat I can explain everything to you.” He turned and motioned to one of the beach chairs.

Tatiana stood motionless, though this time by choice. If this man could do these things with just a doll, what else could he do? Furthermore, what was he willing to offer her?

No, there’s something weird here. Another voice told her. If this guy could freeze her in place and change her clothes, then what else could he do?

She had been around the block too, and knew that no guy like that would be willing to share power unconditionally.

“No… I think I’d better leave.” Tatiana smiled at him and turned to leave the pool deck.

As she walked away, she half expected to find herself frozen in place again, that he wouldn’t let her leave now that she had seen what he could do. To her surprise, he let her go, though he followed a safe distance behind her.

“I know this seems like a lot. You have every right to be nervous.” His voice was calm, reassuring. Somehow it set Tatiana ease knowing that he had the power to make her stop but didn’t.

Then again she realized that he probably wanted to show her that she could trust him.

She paused for a moment, tempted to turn around and face him. She could feel his piercing eyes on her.

“It’s just… I have so many questions.” She stammered.

“Quite understandable.” He responded.

She turned around to find Noir standing a few paces around her, half expecting to find that his eyes were narrowed square on her thonged buttocks. Instead, his eyes were already focused on hers.

“How… How can you do those things? And what do you need me for?” She crossed her arms over her breasts nervously.

“Well, if you will come with me,” He offered his arm. “I can explain every…”

Noir trailed off, and for the first time his attention was diverted from Tatiana. She watched as his eyes trailed off on something in the gardens behind her.

Tatiana turned to follow his gaze and felt her blood boil. Off in the gardens, framed perfectly by palm trees and the perfectly trimmed hedges was Mystica.

How did she get in here! Tatiana clenched her fists and bit her lip as she watched Mystica stand on her tip-toes and stretch her arms high above her head. Hector had closed the gate behind her, had Mystica let herself in?

Then she saw the photographer. At first she hadn’t noticed him because he was crouched low, camera in hand, snapping a low angle photo of Mystica from behind as she stretched.

Tatiana’s blood was boiling. It took all of her willpower not to go over and slap both of them.

“Who is this creature?” Noir asked, coming up next to Tatiana. She bit her lip, hoping Noir didn’t notice the steady rise and fall of her chest from the anger she was feeling.

“Her? She’s nobody…” Tatiana murmured.

But Noir was ignoring her and strolling across the lawn towards the posing woman. Tatiana hurried after him.

“Hey, I was thinking--” She began, but couldn’t help notice the look in Noir’s eyes. Those piercing brown eyes, which at one point made her feel like the only person in the world were now zeroed in on Mystica.

Mystica turned to address Hector, but paused when she saw Noir making his way towards her and Tatiana shuffling after him. The guru’s gaze shifted from Noir to Tatiana and Mystica flashed her brilliant, dimpled smile.

“Oh hey, how did it go?”

Hector stood and turned to face Noir and Tatiana with wide-eyed shock. Judging from the look he gave the big-breasted Peruvian, he could tell that she was not pleased with this development.

“Mystica…” Tatiana muttered. It was all she could do or say. Her blood was boiling, and she could swear that she was actually starting to see red.

The presence of Hector and Noir were the only things keeping her from charging full speed at Mystica and wiping that smirk off her face.

“Mystica, quite a name.” Noir mused, stopping to admire the tall, bikini clad woman.

She offered him a more bashful smile than the one she gave Tatiana.

“Hector, is this a friend of yours.” Noir turned towards the photographer.

“She’s my--” Tatiana stepped forward, but Noir held up a finger signaling her to be quiet. To her surprise she obeyed.

She realized that Noir wasn’t using his power to make her silence, she had obeyed his gesture out of her own free will. Suddenly in the moment Tatiana felt shame and anger, not only towards Mystica, Noir, and Hector, but herself as well. Noir’s presence was that powerful that he held sway over her with just a simple gesture. Her arms crossed over her massive breasts as a wave of shame passed over her.

“I’m just Tati’s trainer, Mystica.” She giggled and extended a hand. The electricity between her and Noir could be cut with a knife.

“I convinced her to come into the garden and pose for a few photos, to pass the time.” Hector cocked a smile at Noir. He knew that he did well by his boss.

Not only that, but he never fully intended to just have her “pose for a few photos”. Tatiana knew better. This was all a ploy to get Mystica close to Noir where he and Hector could both lay the charm and pressure on her. Mystica would steal this gig right out from under Tatiana’s nose!

“Mystica, what a… unique name.” Noir took Mystica’s hand and kissed it. Mystica blushed and giggled.

“Thank you, and you are?” She asked and retracted her hand.

Tatiana glared, hating the way Mystica’s perfect breasts jiggled up down when she laughed. Noir couldn’t take his eyes off of her.

“Call me Noir.” He smiled.

“Well, you have a beautiful home here.” She fiddled with her hair, her eyes darting nervously to Tatiana. Mystica must have been able to sense the anger coming off of the big-breasted Peruvian and quickly averted her gaze back to Noir.

“So how did Tatiana’s interview go? She’s such a striking woman.” She smiled and motioned to her client.

Mystica’s attempt at salvaging this for Tatiana did nothing to calm the anger welling up inside the diminutive woman. She crossed her arms behind her back to hide the fact that her hands were shaking.

“Tell me, are you here to meet for the job as well?” Noir asked, prompting another volley of nervous giggles from Mystica.

“Oh me, no!” She laughed, placing a hand on her chest. “I’m not a model.”

“I disagree. You have a… presence around you.” Noir circled her now like a predator stalking its prey. His eyes ran over Mystica’s thonged ass cheeks as he passed behind her. He seemed to be savoring her as he took her in.

Tatiana fumed. Noir didn’t bother doing that with her. Instead he used her to show off his powers. She hated him, she hated them both. And Hector, she hated him too.

“Don’t you think she has what it takes?” Noir rubbed his chin and asked Hector.

“Oh absolutely. I’ve been trying to convince her this entire time.” Hector cocked his head and smiled.

“Oh no, please. This is Tatiana’s opportunity.” Mystica fumbled with her hands and gestured towards Tatiana.

“I’m sure Tatiana would be supportive of her friend getting an opportunity as well. You both can share in the spoils of this particular job.” He smiled and turned towards Tatiana.

“Isn’t that right?” Noir narrowed his gaze at her.

“Oh…” Tatiana stammered, meeting Mystica’s nervous gaze. “Sure thing.”

Stupid! Why did you say that?

Once again, it wasn’t Noir using his abilities on her. She just felt… weak under his gaze.

“See?” Noir gestured toward Tatiana. “There’s no harm in sitting down and having a chat with me.”

“I’d… I’d rather not. She’s worked so hard.” Mystica backed away now.

“Just hear me out at least.” Noir implored her.

Mystica continued wringing her hands and looked at Tatiana and Hector.

“I promise you can say no, but I think a woman as enchanting as you would be a perfect fit for what I’m looking for.” Noir continued to press.

“Could I…” Mystica trailed off. “Is there a place I could meditate on it?” She blushed as she asked.

Noir laughed and shared a look with Hector, who laughed too.

“Of course!” He exclaimed and slapped Mystica on the back. “Take all the time you need!”

He wrapped his arm around her shoulder and motioned towards a path leading deeper into his gardens.

“Follow that path, you’ll find a place that I often go to think,” He stepped away from Mystica. “When you’re ready, come see me by the pool.” With that he stepped away.

Mystica turned to look at him and then to Tatiana.

“Right, I’ll just… I’ll think about it.” She nodded nervously at them and turned to follow the path.

Noir and Hector both focused on her chiseled ass cheeks as she made her way down the path until she turned a corner and disappeared behind some hedges.

“You did well,” Noir patted Hector on the shoulder. “Come.” He started leading the photographer towards the house when Tatiana stepped in front of them.

“Hey, what about me?” She asked, blocking Noir’s path.

“Oh, feel free to explore the grounds, or see yourself out.” He nodded and stepped around her.

“But--” She reached out but he stepped away and continued on his way towards the pool, followed by Hector.

Tatiana was tempted to follow, but instead just glared, watching as the two men talked in low voices to each other.

Now what? Was she supposed to just wander around until Mystica was finished meditating?

Then what?

She could feel her fingernails biting into her palms as she squeezed her fists. Mystica! How could she steal this job from her!

Tatiana looked down the path Mystica had disappeared down. Maybe she should go after her?

Then what? Talk to her? Tatiana wasn’t sure if that would be a good idea. She wasn’t sure if she could control her temper enough to have a rational conversation with Mystica.

Or maybe she shouldn’t…

A smile crept across her face. Maybe now was the time to rip into Mystica, to let her know how she felt…

To fire her…

Her smile got bigger, but then she realized she couldn’t fire Mystica… at least not yet. If she fired her then Mystica would would have nothing to stop her from taking this gig if Noir offered it to her. No, what she needed to do was give Mystica a stern talking to, level the threat of firing over her head. That was it! She had to scare her, teach Mystica that she wasn’t acting in her client’s best interest.

Tatiana found herself trotting down the path after Mystica, practically floating on the idea of ripping the guru a new one. Mystica would be so shaken that she wouldn’t be able to have her interview with Noir.

Then the job would be Tatiana’s, and after that it would be bye-bye to Mystica.

She continued to glide along the path until it opened up into what could best be described as a zen garden of some sort. Tatiana found herself facing a beautiful pool of crystal clear water, the surface occasionally disturbed by the large coi fish swimming under the surface. The pool seemed to be fed by a stream of some sort that flowed from somewhere deeper in the garden. It could almost be beautiful, peaceful, if not for Mystica.

Tatiana’s blood boiled anew as she glared at the relaxing guru, who was stretched out in a beach chair with her head tilted up towards the sun and her eyes closed.

She isn’t meditating, she’s tanning!

Weren’t you supposed to cross your legs under you and have your hands to your sides when you meditated? At least that’s what Tatiana did along side Mystica during their meditation settings, but now here’s Mystica, laying out and catching some rays. Tatiana’s eyes narrowed in on the steady rise and fall of Mystica’s large breasts as she continued to recline in the chair. The guru looked so relaxed, so peaceful…

She’s here relaxing because she knows she’s going to get the gig!

Suddenly, Tatiana didn’t want to give Mystica the stern talking to that she originally intended. Instead, she wanted to grab her and show her who’s boss! She wanted to thrash her and…

A pain in her breasts ripped Tatiana’s attention away from Mystica and she looked down to see that she was crossing her arms over her chest so tightly that she was crushing her massive cleavage. She relaxed and watched as her own gigantic breasts swung free from her own constrictive grip.

Then an idea formed in her head.

Why don’t I put these things to use…

A devious smile spread across Tatiana’s face. Why not teach Mystica a lesson and make sure she didn’t get the gig? After all, she couldn't’ sit for an interview with Noir if she was unconscious.

That would be it. She would knock Mystica out and then stash her somewhere in the garden and tell Noir that Mystica ran off.

And she knew just how to put Mystica to sleep.

Tatiana crept forward on her tip-toes, thankful for the soft grass to soften her footsteps. Mystica didn’t even stir as the other woman crept forward. As she moved, Tatiana found herself clutching her breasts, though she wasn’t sure why. Was she afraid that they would sway and disturb Mystica?

No, she was clutching them because they were her weapons. Tatiana had always wielded her cleavage as a weapon to use against unsuspecting men when she wanted something, now she was going to be using them against an unsuspecting Mystica.

She crept around the chair, keeping her breathing shallow and hung back, careful not to block the sun and alert Mystica to her presence too early. The entire time Mystica remained perfectly still, her chest still steadily rising up and down. Once she was facing the front of Mystica, Tatiana hurried forward.

Mystica didn’t stir until Tatiana was directly above her, blocking the sun from hitting the guru’s face like a massive cloud, or eclipse.

The relaxing woman stirred, grumbled, and opened her eyes to find herself staring directly up at Tatiana’s gigantic, brown breasts. There was a sharp intake of breath from Mystica, and then Tatiana pushed herself forward, burying Mystica’s head in her massive cleavage.

“Umm! Bmmmpph mmm!” Mystica cried, muffled by the suffocating cleavage.

Tatiana pressed herself flat against Mystica and shoved the full weight of her surgically enhanced cleavage into the guru’s face, cutting off her oxygen.

“Umm bbbbmmm mmm! Bllumm gglmm!” Mystica blubbered, her hands swatting at her attacker.

Tatiana couldn’t help but laugh. The sounds Mystica was making was music to her ears. She was so helpless, so vulnerable.

“Ummm ggmmm bbmm! Ummbbbbll!” Mystica continued to squirm, trying squeeze out from under Tatiana’s weight.

Tatiana wrapped her hands around Mystica’s head and held it planted directly in the center of her gigantic breasts. A smile crept across her face as Mystica flailed helplessly under her. There was something else, a feeling welling up from deep inside her. Mystica’s sinewy, bikini clad muscular body flailed under Tatiana, and though the diminutive Peruvian was in shape, she was nothing compared to Mystica’s statuesque physique.

Mystica was now using every ounce of her strength to try and squeeze out from under Tatiana’s grasp, and failing.

“Ummm bmmmm mmmp! Muubbbllm!” Mystica continued to flail under Tatiana, who felt a rush of excitement between her legs and realized that it was arousal she was experiencing.

Not only was it exciting to have someone as strong as Mystica helpless under her power, but it was hot! The more Mystica struggled under her, the more turned on she was!

Tatiana sighed, feeling the cooling rush of excitement between her legs, and sat up, straddling Mystica while still keeping her head buried in her breasts. The front of her thong bikini bottoms pressed against Mystica’s, and she didn’t bother to suppress her moans of excitement at feeling the front of Mystica’s bikini bottoms rubbing against her as she struggled.

“Mmm! Bumph!” Mystica swatted at her, and Tatiana realized that the struggling woman’s movements were becoming sluggish.

Mystica was fading.

“...Umm….Bmmm…” Tatiana could feel Mystica’s muscles, once coiled tightly as they exerted themselves, now started to go limp.

Even Mystica’s muffled cries were ebbing.

“Mmm...bbbm…”

Tatiana didn’t let up though, and continued rub her pelvis against Mystica’s, each movement sending a rush of excitement up from between her legs and throughout her whole body.

“Bmmmffff…” Mystica sighed and went still, slumping with her face still held between Tatiana’s breasts.

The Peruvian held the unconscious woman there for a few second, feeling her heart fluttering against her chest and warm arousal coursing through her veins. She might have come if Mystica held out for a little longer.

Realizing that the unconscious woman was still pressed in her cleavage, Tatiana let go and watched as Mystica’s limp head slumped back. Her chest was still rising and falling, which was good since Tatiana didn’t want to kill Mystica, just put her to sleep. The fresh, hot arousal was still coursing through Tatiana’s body as she watched the unconscious guru.

Now what?

She was still turned on, and surprised that she was aroused at all by what she did.

Before she could consider her feelings any longer, she heard a sound from behind her.

The sound of… clapping.

Tatiana’s eyes went wide and the warm arousal that she had been feeling turned to cold, icy terror as she listened to the sound of someone slowly clapping their hands together behind her. She eased herself back off of the unconscious Mystica and turned to face Noir, watching her with an amused expression while clapping. Hector stood a few feet behind his boss with a look of wide-eyed shock on his face.

“Well, well… that was quite the spectacle.” Noir smirked, still slowly clapping.

“I...uh…” Tatiana stammered, backing away from the chair that still held the unconscious Mystica.

“Yes?” Noir lifted an eyebrow.

“I… I just didn’t want…”

“Yes?” He was moving towards her now, never taking his piercing eyes from her. She could feel her soul squirming under his gaze.

“I just really wanted that job.” She blurted, still backing.

Maybe she could run. Book it for the beach. Wasn’t there a fence though? She would have to climb it. What about his doll though? Was there a range to it? If she ran so far, maybe it would have no effect on her?

“But sabotaging another applicant, tsk tsk.” He wagged a finger at her, and now she saw that he held the doll in his other hand.

That did it. Tatiana turned to run but Noir anticipated this, raising the doll and waving his hand over it. Something tight and course wrapped around her ankles and pulled them together, and she found herself wobbling to keep her balance. Her hands were jerked behind her by some invisible force and she felt the same course substance wrap around her wrists and pull them together. She continued to wobble, and looked down at her feet to see that they were secured together by a length of thick rope, which must have been what was securing her hands behind her as well.

She looked up at Noir, who was still regarding her with amusement.

“Hey, what is this? Come on?”

She struggled and pulled on the ropes, but they held tight.

“Well, well, what are we to do with you now?” Noir circled her.

“Please, I’m sorry, I just… I won’t do it again, ple-UMMMF!” Noir waved his hand over the doll and Tatiana felt a thick, heavy cloth pull tight against her mouth.

“Ummm mmph! Mmmph!” She cried, trying to reason through the gag, but Noir stopped now, glaring at her.

“Sorry, I got tired of your insipid pleading” He smiled.

“Mmmm ggmmph! Mmmph!” She pleaded, once again looking down at her predicament.

After his show of power earlier, Tatiana knew that Noir didn’t need the ropes or gags to restrain her, but he did. To him, this was another show of strength. He wanted her to struggle because he wanted her to feel helpless and humiliated.

“Bbmmm mmmph! Glllmm!” She widened her eyes and pleaded through her gag again.

Noir just smiled.

“You know, I don’t know if that bikini goes with your new look.” He held up the doll again.

“Mmmph! Nnnmmm! Nnmmm psssff!” She begged, watching helplessly as he raised the doll. Much like her, the doll had its ankles bound together, its wrists behind its back, and a small cloth around its mouth.

“Umm mmmoo! Sttpp!” She was shaking her head, watching as Noir waved his hand over the doll yet again.

“Mmmmph!” She cried, suddenly feeling something ride up her ass.

Tatiana looked down to see that once again she was in a sling bikini like the one had her in earlier, except this one was bright yellow.

“Grrrrfff mmmff!” She grumbled and glared at him.

“There, I think that suits you much better.” He smiled.

“Urrggg ggmmmbbbl! Mmmph!” She groaned and twisted against her bonds again.

Now she was angry. Never had she been so helpless and humiliated! Once she got free, she would make him pay!

He must have sensed her anger, and stepped forward. Noir’s entire demeanor darkened, like there had been a great darkness in his soul, just waiting to be let out. Despite the clear skies and sunshine above her, it seemed like everything around Tatiana had plunged into darkness.

“Now you listen…” Noir hissed.

“Eeep!” Tatiana cringed and shrinked back. He was right up against her now.

“I offered you unparalleled powers, abilities beyond any mortal, witch, or warlock, and this is how you repay me? By defying my will! For that I should have you punished in ways that would make even the gods look away!”

“Ummmff! Mmooo!” Tatiana whined, keeping her eyes squeezed shut and head down.

She looked up to see Noir step away and smile again, the darkness receding around him.

No, it was still there, buried deep within him. She could now see that the darkness was always a part of Noir, just a side that he was keeping hidden. The charm that he had shown her and Mystica earlier was just a mask.

“Alas, I am merciful,” He bowed his head. “As you will no doubt find out.”

“Hufff…” She breathed a sigh of relief.

Noir snapped his fingers, and suddenly two men emerged from the bushes.

Were they… always there? Tatiana blinked at the men. There was something so… off about them.

They were shirtless, wearing nothing but loose black slacks. Both of them had sickly grey skin and a far away look in their eyes.

She looked harder and realized their eyes were all white except for small, black pupils.

Dead… dead eyes!

They weren’t looking at anything, just staring off with their dead eyes at nothing.

“Take that…” Noir motioned to Tatiana. “...Inside. I’ll deal with her later.”

“Urrggh!” Tatiana protested, glaring at Noir.

He motioned to the unconscious Mystica.

“Take her inside as well and see that she’s comfortable until she wakes up.” He ordered.

Then the grey skinned hulks were moving, one towards Mystica and the other towards Tatiana.

“Mmmoo! Mmmff! Mmmm!” She moaned, hopping back on her bound feet away from the approaching brute.

The brute was slow, but she was slower thanks to the ropes, and the man easily scooped her up and slung the bound and gagged woman over his shoulder.

“Mmmph! Mmmm gggmm!” She moaned, kicking and wiggling as her captor turned towards the house.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw the other one scoop Mystica up in his arms.

“Ummm ggmm! Mmmo!” Tatiana moaned, and then a whiff of an odor hit her nostrils.

“Urrggg!” She gagged. The smell was…

It smelled like decay.

As the grey skinned man carried the bound and gagged bikini clad woman towards the house, Tatiana realized that she knew what the smell was coming from her captor.

It was the smell of death.

3.

The last thing Mystica remembered was the sight of Tatiana’s massive breasts hovering over her face. As she tried to recreate the series of events that lead her to where she was now, all she could seem to come up with was the image of those gigantic breasts, barely contained by the skimpy bikini lowering towards her face. Tatiana’s ridiculously massive cleavage had always been… distracting, but then again she wasn’t even sure if distracting was the right word.

Overpowering, that was the word she was looking for.

Overpowering.

Mystica sat up, suddenly aware of a vague throbbing at the back of her head and rubbed her eyes.

Where am I?

She had been outside, on the beach, but now…

Mystica opened her eyes and was hit by a sharp blast of sunlight, which caused the dull throbbing at the back of her head to flare up into an overwhelming blast of sharp pain. She groaned and shut her eyes, waiting for the pain to subside and then squinted at her surroundings.

Indoors, she was indoors, though that still didn’t answer the question of how she got there. Once again the image of Tatiana’s mocha colored bosoms danced through her mind. Why did she keep thinking about Tatiana’s breasts? Mystica lingered on the image for a moment, thinking that perhaps her subconscious was trying to tell her something.

Listen to yourself. Your spirit will guide you.

It was advice that she had given all of her clients, and words that she tried to live her life by.

She sat there for a moment, hands pressed against her temples, and tried to clear her mind. Once again the image of Tatiana’s breasts filled her head. There was something else too, a smell…

The smell of sweat mixed with sun-tan lotion, overpowering, like Tatiana’s breasts.

Gasping, struggling to breath…

Had she passed out?

Maybe that was it! She had passed out only to be found by Tatiana. Had Tatiana maybe tried resuscitation? That could be why the image of her breasts lowering towards her face kept racing through her mind.

Mystica opened her eyes slightly more, once again greeted by the sight of the sun shining through a large window. It seemed to be late afternoon, judging from how low the sun was in the sky. The room she was in was brightly lit. She could feel something soft under her bare, thong-clad ass cheeks. The pain had once again receded to a dull thud at the back of her head, and Mystica allowed her eyes to open slightly more.

Now she could see that she was in a sun room of some sort. It was a circular room, with a large, wrap around window running the entire length of the room, giving her a full view of the beautiful gardens outside, and the beach beyond. Shelves filled with books and other strange curios lined the wall under the windows, and Mystica realized she was laying on luxurious chaise set in the middle of the room. She stood, looked down at where she had been presumably sleeping, and then looked out the grand windows at the garden beyond.

Noir…

That was the name the man gave her, Noir. This was his house, his beautiful home, with the breathtaking garden outside, but how had she gotten inside?

Mystica’s mind raced, trying to replay the events of the day. She had gone with Tatiana to an audition of sorts at the house, but then had gone off somewhere in the gardens to meditate…

But why?

Then she remembered Noir looking at her with those eyes of his, and she remembered the way his muscular chest glistened in the sun as he asked her to audition for him as well. As all this came back to her, she remembered the way Tatiana looked at her when Noir asked her.

Mystica crossed her arms over her breasts, suddenly feeling ashamed for the way she blushed as Noir fawned over her. This was supposed to be Tatiana’s audition, not hers, but the way Noir looked at her… He had a way of making her feel unique, like the only person in the world that mattered.

She couldn’t help but feel regret, and pity for Tatiana. Mystica hugged herself tighter and bit her lip as she thought about her big-breasted client. Despite her best efforts, Tatiana had proven to be a difficult client. Her sister, Kat, had been positive and open minded, a joy to work with, but Tatiana was proving to be quite the opposite. There was a deep darkness in Tatiana, she was a woman consumed with insecurity and spite. Patience was always one of Mystica’s strong suits, but there were several times she found herself getting frustrated at just how unwilling to change Tatiana was.

Her childhood in the Dominican Republic had not been an easy one, and Mystica had grown up extremely poor, having to fight for everything she had earned. When she was in her early teens, her family emigrated to the U.S. to start a new life, a life that she had always been grateful for. All throughout her tough childhood and teenage years, her grandmother had been there to teach her the ways of spirituality, of positive thinking, and mysticism. Mystica truly believed that there were forces at work that were unseen by most people, good forces and bad forces. She believed that there were positive energies out there that you had to tap into to make your life better.

She had tapped into those energies and had improved her life, and wanted to dedicate herself to helping others tap into those energies as well. One thing she had learned over time though was that you truly had to want to tap into those energies and improve yourself. Tatiana’s sister, Kat, had a strong positive light inside of her, and wanted to tap into it. Mystica feared that at her heart, Tatiana didn’t want to improve herself, that Tatiana was happy wallowing in her insecurity and bitterness. Despite her best efforts, Mystica knew that she could only help Tatiana if she wanted to be helped.

Perhaps Noir had seen that in Tatiana as well. Maybe he sensed the positive energy in Mystica and that’s what drew him to her. Still, Mystica felt shame though at how easily flattered she was by Noir, but now she regretted even thinking about his proposal. It was selfish of her. She should have stood her ground and said no, and let it be at that.

Where was he? Presumably she was still in his home, and where was Tatiana?

Maybe I should look for them?

Maybe they had decided to let her rest after she passed out? It would probably be a good idea to look for them and get answers.

Mystica stepped away from the window to go looking throughout the sprawling mansion for someone when something on one of the shelves caught her eye. She stopped and stared at it long and hard.

There’s no way that can be real, can it?

Sitting on one of the shelves, propping up a stack of books, was a shrunken head. She had seen many of them in her time as a mystic, most of them fake, props used to sell to tourists. There was something about this one though…

The skin was greenish and leathery, and even though the eyes and mouth were sewn shut, there seemed to be a pained expression on the face, like whoever this was had been alive when their head was shrunken. It didn’t look like any of the prop ones she had seen sold in any of the various occult shops that she frequented.

Mystica bent over to inspect the head and felt a chill run down her spine. There was a dark energy about this, and her skin raised in goosebumps. Then her eyes strayed to the books propped against the head. They were old tomes, a few of them looked like they would crumble at her touch. All the titles were in latin or a language she wasn’t familiar with. The dark energy that she felt from the shrunken head also emanated from the books too, and she found herself slowly backing away.

“There’s a sight!” Someone exclaimed and clapped behind her, and Mystica jumped straight up and instinctively her hands clasped over her exposed ass cheeks.

She blushed, suddenly feeling silly since she was wearing a thong so her hands would do little to cover her exposed buttocks, and turned to face Noir standing in the doorway. Her hands moved from her backside and crossed behind her back as she stared at her host. He was no longer wearing the small, tight pair of swim trunks that he wore earlier, and now wore a faded, worn and wrinkled suit. Noir had no shirt on, just the suit jacket over his bare, muscular chest.

“I… umm…” Mystica fumbled for words, still feeling embarrassment.

How long had he been standing there leering at my ass?

“Admiring my collection?” He smiled and gestured to the shelves.

“Oh… Yeah…” Mystica smiled, giggled nervously, and started to turn back towards the book shelf but stopped and turned back around towards Noir, suddenly feeling self conscious.

What’s wrong with me? She thought. Before this moment she had always been comfortable with her body. One of the things she taught her clients was to love themselves and be comfortable in their own skin, why now was she suddenly feeling vulnerable and exposed?

Maybe it had something to do with suddenly waking up in a stranger’s home with no idea of how she got there?

Noir took a few steps into the room, and his piercing eyes narrowed on her large breasts under the bikini top. Mystica crossed her arms over her chest and backed towards the shelf.

“How are you feeling?” Noir asked, raising his eyes to meet hers. There was something about his gaze. It felt like he was peering right into her soul.

“I’m… alright… a bit confused…” She murmured, watching as Noir seemed to stalk around her like he was a predator and she was the prey.

Noir stopped and stared out of the window at his garden for a moment. Mystica realized that she was backing away from, never taking her eyes off of the man.

“You must be confused.” He smiled at her.

“Um, a little bit,” she smiled at him. “How… what happened?” Mystica didn’t want to be rude. If she had passed out then she didn’t want to be ungrateful to this man for showing kindness to her, but still, something about this made her feel uneasy, and there were those books and that head and the energy they gave off…

Her eyes strayed back to the shelves, and Noir followed her gaze.

“Ah yes, my collection. Beautiful isn’t it?” He gestured to the rest of the shelves.

Mystica took in the shelves and realized that they too contained ancient books, curios, and talismans, all of which she recognized from books on spiritualism and magic…

Particularly black magic.

“I’m sorry,” She rubbed her head and smiled. “But… how did I get here?” She pressed.

Noir though, was pacing the room, his gazing shifting from the shelves to the view outside.

“That’s the thing about beauty, we covet it,” He began. “We want to control it, savor it, keep it for ourselves.”

Mystica eyed the doorway and the mansion beyond. There were no signs of anyone else.

“Where’s Tatiana?” She asked.

Noir stopped and gazed at her again.

“You don’t remember, do you?”

“I… I remember a garden, and then I woke up here.” She shrugged.

Did something happen to Tatiana?

“You are something to behold,” Noir took a step towards her. “A singular beauty.”

Mystica took a step back, her heart fluttering. Something about him was making her uneasy.

“I bet many men have tried to covet your beauty for themselves.” Noir continued.

“Can you please tell me what happened and where Tatiana is?” Mystica pressed, her eyes still shifting to the doorway.

The hallway was still clear. She could probably get a good head start if she ran.

“Tell me more about yourself, Mystica.” Noir reclined on the chase she had been sleeping on, never taking his eyes off of her.

“Can you please answer my questions?” She took a step towards the door, but Noir didn’t make a move to stop her.

“I looked you up while you were unconscious. A spiritual guru? What got you into that?”

“Look, I just want to find Tatiana and-”

“She’s fine, please, let’s talk.” Noir smiled and sat up.

“I just… I would like to see her.” Mystica stammered, standing in the middle of the room so she could keep an eye on Noir and the door.

“It isn’t coming back to you?” He cocked an eyebrow.

“I’m… no?” She shook her head.

Now Noir took a step towards her. “Would you still like to have that audition?”

“I… uh… No. This is Tatiana’s job.” Mystica stood tall and firm, meeting Noir’s piercing gaze.

“Tatiana attacked you in my garden.” He smiled.

Mystica felt her heart flutter in her chest and she recoiled.

Attacked? What?

There was no way Tatiana could have… could she?

But it was coming back to her, Noir asking her to audition, her going to meditate in his garden.

“I found her using those...exquisite breasts of hers to put you to sleep. I think she’s a little threatened by you.”

“No… no…” Mystica shook her head, but now she realized why the last thing she remembered was Tatiana’s breasts and the smell of sweat and sun tan lotion.

Tatiana had used her breasts to smother Mystica.

She was backing toward the door now, unconsciously, while running a hand through her thick mop of curly black hair.

“But… but why?” She stammered.

“She’s jealous, of course, and with good reason.” Noir shrugged, walking towards her.

Mystica took a breath to calm her fluttering heart, placed a hand on her chest, and stood straight up. If Tatiana had attacked her then this was serious. She would have to drop her as a client.

But she wanted to confront her about it first. Mystica believed in clearing the air, and didn’t want any negativity between them.

“Where is she?”

“Don’t worry, my people have her all wrapped up.” Noir smiled. It sent a chill down Mystica’s spine.

“I want to see her.” She was trembling now, but stood straight and tall.

“Don’t worry, we’ll take care of her.” Noir shrugged again. It didn’t make Mystica feel good.

“I said, I want to see her. Now.” Mystica made her tone as firm as she could be.

If what Noir said was true, then Mystica owed him for helping her, but still, there was something about the man that scared her. Maybe in saving her from Tatiana, she had just gone from the frying pan and into the fire.

“You’re showing a lot of concern for a person who would show you none.” Noir started to circle her again. Mystica wrapped her arms tighter around herself.

“What do you want with me?” She asked, trying to head for the door again but Noir kept cutting her off with his circling, like a vulture, moving in ever closer and closer.

“I can see why Tatiana was so threatened by you, such a natural, vibrant beauty.” His eyes scanned over her bikini clad form.

“I… I think I should be going.” Mystica stammered as he circled closer and closer.

“You are exactly the kind of woman I want.” Now he was behind her now, and she felt his strong hands clamp over her thonged buttocks.

Mystica let out a cry, pulled away from him, and placed her hands over her ass cheeks once again. Noir regarded her with a look of amusement.

“I want to go.” She said.

“Do you feel helpless now?”

“I said I want to go, now!” She commanded.

To her surprise, Noir took a step back, but his eyes were fixed on her.

“See, there’s nothing compelling me to listen to you. Nothing at all.” He smiled.

Mystica broke out in a cold sweat.

“But,” He continued. “What if I gave you that power? To compel men with your voice?”

She crossed her arms over her chest again.

“I said I want to go. Where’s Tatiana?” Mystica stood straight and kept her voice firm as she spoke.

“Fine,” Noir sighed. “Bring her in.” He clapped a hand.

Almost immediately, Mystica heard heavy footsteps approaching from the hallway behind her, and another sound. It sounded like… a moaning?

As the steps got closer, the sound got clearer, it almost sounded like someone was trying to talk, but couldn’t…

Yes, like a voice! A muffled voice, there was something over that person’s mouth preventing them from speaking clearly!

“Urrggmm mmmggg! Mmmm ggmmff!” The voice got louder as the footsteps did, and Mystica it was a woman making those muffled sounds.

“Mmlllffff mmmee gmmff! Ummm ggmmm mmph!”

Mystica turned to face the hallway and saw a large man clad all in black. His black skin had turned a sickly grayish color and his vacant eyes seemed to stare right through her. He had something slung over his shoulder.

Not something… someone!

Mystica recognized the brown, tanned ass wiggling up and down as Tatiana’s! It looked like her hands and feet were tied, and she must have been gagged judging from the sounds she was making. The small Peruvian woman struggled and squirmed as the large, vacant eyed man carried her into the room.

“What… what are you doing with her?” Mystica’s eyes were wide as the man stepped into the room, and now she could smell him too. He smelled like rot.

“She seemed dangerous so we had to restrain her, for her safety as well as yours.” Noir smiled.

“Umm gggmmh! Mmmmsssttca! Mmsstca hllp!” Tatiana moaned into her gag as the large man loomed in the doorway with the bound and gagged woman slung over his shoulder.

There was something about him, his grey skin, the smell…

He looked dead…

He was dead!

Mystica stifled a gasp, remembering something she had read about Voodoo Priests and how they resurrected the dead to be their slaves. Was this it? Was Noir a Voodoo Priest, and was this his zombie slave? All of the stories she had read or heard about voodoo and their priests made her skin crawl.

What does a Voodoo priest want with us? She thought, though she knew it was probably nothing good.

“Mmmmm mfff! Hlllp!” Tatiana continued to squirm. Mystica could now see that the big-breasted woman was wearing a different bikini than before, one far more… revealing. It looked like it was a yellow sling bikini. From the looks of things, the small bikini could barely contain Tatiana’s massive breasts as she struggled and heaved.

“Please, place our new guest over there.” Noir gestured a wall, and Mystica noticed a large, brass hook protruding from it.

The zombie obediently carried the struggling Tatiana over towards the hook.

“Mmmoo! Mmmm gggmm! Mmmo!” Tatiana continued to struggle, but it looked like the zombie had an iron grip on her.

The zombie stopped just in front of the hook, grabbed the length of yellow fabric that ran down Tatiana’s back and between her buttocks as a thong, looped it over the hook, and let go.

“OFFFF!” Tatiana cried as she dangled from the hook, which yanked her flimsy bikini uncomfortably high up her rear end. Her brown eyes looked like they were going to pop out of her head from the uncomfortable wedgie.

“Mmmm gggmmph! Mmm!” Tatiana dangled from the hook, moaning and wriggling, which only succeeded in pulling her bikini further up her ass.

Mystica turned to see a look of amusement on Noir’s face. He was enjoying this. The man liked seeing Mystica squirming uncomfortably as much as he enjoyed watching Tatiana physically squirm.

Power, that’s what this man wants. She realized. He was a man that enjoyed power and control and wanted to exercise it over everyone he could.

“Let her go, please.” Mystica pleaded. The doorway was blocked by the imposing zombie.

“Mmmph! Ummm gmmm!” Tatiana agreed through her gag.

“This woman attacked you. Jealous, consumed by insecurity, she sought to extinguish your light, after all you did to help her.” Noir stepped over to the dangling Tatiana and motioned to her.

“Grrrmm!” Tatiana grumbled at him.

“You really want her to go free after that?” He met Mystica’s gaze again.

“Let us go.” Mystica repeated.

“I offered Tatiana here power,” He stroked the struggling woman’s thigh and she wriggled away on her hook. “And she re-payed me by defying me. Now I offer that power to you.”

“Mmmmoo!” Tatiana blurted, glaring at both him and Mystica.

“I… what?” Mystica blinked.

“A mesmerizing woman such as you could do much with the power I’m offering. You would wield unlimited influence over the minds of men all over the world. All that you need is but give yourself to me.” Noir held a hand out to Mystica.

“Ummm ggmmmph!” Tatiana’s eyes were wide and she shook her head.

“What are you talking about?” Mystica asked.

“You’ll have to take my hand and see.” Noir smiled.

“What about Tatiana?” Mystica asked.

Noir didn’t answer, and suddenly it clicked in her mind. He was going to use Tatiana as leverage, a way of keeping Mystica under control. Why did he need Mystica though?

“Most women would kill for the power I’m offering you. Why did you think that Tatiana sought to keep you from it? The power and influence you would wield would make you a goddess.” He smiled and took a step towards her.

Mystica backed away. She was trapped in this room with a captive woman who had smothered her with her giant breasts, a Voodoo Priest, and his zombie henchmen. One thing she knew was that she would never take Noir’s offer, but she knew that there would be a good chance that she would end up like Tatiana, or worse, if she refused.

Her eyes turned towards the door, and the hulking, undead brute blocking her path. Noir saw this and snapped his fingers, prompting the zombie to advance on her.

“Maybe a few hours strung up like your big-breasted friend here will help influence your decision.” Noir took a step towards her.

Mystica was a woman of many things: a physical trainer and wellness guru, but she had also taken her fair share of self defense classes. She believed in empowering women in a physical and spiritual way. Noir reached out to grab her arm and she instinctively grabbed his wrist and twisted. The voodoo priest wasn’t ready for her to overpower him and doubled over while crying in pain. His zombie henchman lunged at her, and Mystica saw her opportunity, pushed Noir back, and dove between the zombie’s massive, tree-trunk like legs.

“Mmmmph!” Tatiana cried in shock.

“Get her!” Noir screamed, red-faced.

Mystica landed behind the zombie and saw that the path to the hallway was clear.

“Ummm mmmph! Ummmg ggggmmph! Mmmp!” Tatiana cried out, beckoning Mystica over with her head.

Mystica gave a look at Tatiana, and then at the open door, and felt the zombie’s shadow loom over her. Her muscles coiled and then she sprang for the door.

“Mmmpph!” Tatiana cried out after her as she sprinted into the hallway.

Part of Mystica hoped that Tatiana wouldn’t be angry with her, but that was foolish. Of course Tatiana would be angry, but if Mystica had stopped to help her then she would end up getting tied up right along side her big-breasted client. No, it was better to escape and come back with help.

The bikini clad guru sprinted down the ornate, marble hallway, lined with statues and busts on either side, hearing the shouts of Noir in the room behind her, and the lumbering, heavy footsteps of the zombie as it chased her.

Ahead, at the end of the hallway, she saw a set of double doors, and the garden beyond it. Mystica increased her speed, determined to make it outside, jump the fence, and to the beach. Once there she could call for help somehow.

Then another hulking, lumbering shape stepped in front of the doors. Another zombie, just as tall and imposing as the one behind her, but in a much more advanced state of decay. She slid to a stop and stared at it, realizing that she could see it’s skin rippling from the maggots moving underneath. The zombie pursuing her still hurried after her, and Mystica made a quick turn. Behind her, the zombie’s feet still pounded on the marble floor. It’s hand whipped out and brushed through strands of her hair, sending a chill down Mystica’s spine, and causing her to run even faster.

She arrived in a massive kitchen, probably the biggest one she had ever been in, and standing in front of the back door was another zombie. This one lurched at her again as the one that had been pursuing her since the sun room came pounding in. Mystica ran across the kitchen towards another doorway, hearing both zombies stumble after her.

She found herself in a massive dining room with a long, wide table set in the middle. The zombies stumbled after her, the combined smell from their decay causing her to gag. Holding her breath, she ran over to a large statue set against the wall and pulled with all of her strength. Almost immediately it started to tumble, and she scurried out of the way as the very expensive looking sculpture clattered to the ground. The first zombie, the one from the kitchen, tried to skid to a halt but tripped over the statue and fell flat on it’s face, and the sun room zombie fell right after. Mystica kept running though, knowing that she had to assume that this mansion was filled with Noir’s undead henchmen.

Mystica ducked into a nearby doorway and found herself in a library or lounge of some sort, and sitting on an easy chair, book in hand, was Hector, the photographer. Both he and the bikini clad woman stared, slack jawed at each other for a moment. Behind her, she heard the approaching footfalls of the zombies, who must have gotten back to their feet. Originally, Mystica had thought that Hector was just a freelance photographer hired by Noir to do a job for him, but now that she saw him here, she wondered if he worked with Noir in some other way.

Her worst fears were proven when she saw Hector’s muscles coil and he started to spring out of the chair towards her. Mystica didn’t waste any more time and turned and sprinted out of the room and into another hallway. Hector sprinted after her, keeping a close pace on her as her bare feet padded down the marble hallway. The photographer wasn’t dead, so he didn’t have to worry about decay slowing him down, unlike the zombies. She could feel the air brushing against her bare buttocks as his arms swiped at her.

Worse off, she could feel her chest starting to burn, and the muscles in her legs cry out from the strain.

Come on! Go! She pushed herself, but her body was turning against her, and her breath was coming out in ragged wheezes.

Then she felt his hand reach out and grasped a handful of her thick, black hair and pull. Mystica cried out and swatted at him as Hector pulled her back by her hair.

“Hey, where do you think you’re-” He started, before she cut him off by slamming her elbow into his solar plexus. Hector let out a wheeze and let go of her.

Mystica sprinted down the hall and turned a corner, clutching at her chest while trying to catch her breath. Immediately she saw a door on her left and tried it to find it unlocked.

Good. She gasped, maybe she could hide out in here and catch her breath while Hector and the zombies looked for her. Mystica ducked into the room and closed the door behind her, and immediately felt herself stumbling forward.

She was falling!

Her arms pinwheeled, clutching for anything in the pitch darkness, and they found a long, wooden railing along the wall. She grabbed it and clutched at it for dear life while her feet cluttered against something hard and wooden below her.

A staircase, she was on a staircase.

Still clutching the railing, Mystica froze, every muscle in her body tensed. Her heart was pounding like a drum, and her breath was coming out in ragged gasps. She closed her eyes and started to breath in slowly, all the while staying perfectly still.

Did they hear her stumbling down the staircase?

She waited. The sound of her pounding heart seemed deafening and she tried to use her breathing exercises to calm herself.

Footsteps on the other side of the door, loud, heavy footsteps, coming closer.

Breath in, breathe out…

The zombies, thundering ever closer.

Breathe in, breathe out…

Now they were right outside the door. The wooden staircase shook under her from their heavy footsteps.

Breathe in, breathe out…

Then the footsteps continued past the door and down the hall.

Breathe out…

Mystica let out a long breath, and stood straight up. The only sound was that of her heart, still going a mile a minute. The burning in her chest had subsided, somewhat. She fumbled for the doorknob in the dark but then paused, worried that she may bump into her pursuers again.

Think Mystica, think! No doubt once her pursuers realized that they had lost her they would circle back and do a more thorough search. She had bought herself some time by hiding, but not much. One thing was for sure, she had to escape, but maybe she could be sneaky about it now that she had temporarily shaken the zombies.

Then she realized that she was most likely on a basement staircase. If they cornered her, there was no place to run in a basement, but maybe she could find something to use as a weapon. There had to be tools or something in the basement, right? A weapon probably wouldn’t be effective against the zombies, but it would be useful if she came up against Noir or Hector.

Her hand fumbled in the dark until she found a light switch and flicked it on, illuminating wooden stairs leading down to a dirt floor. Somehow she had expected a house like this to have a finished basement, but she didn’t have time to ponder on the design of a Voodoo Priest’s mansion.

Mystica descended the stairs, constantly looking over her shoulder, expecting to see one of the hulking zombies, or Noir, looming in the doorway behind her. Thankfully, the basement door remained closed. When she reached the bottom of the stairs and saw the rest of the basement, she gasped.

It was huge, sprawling, like something that had been carved out of the rock itself. There were tunnels bored into the earth that lead deeper underground. While the mansion upstairs put up a facade of decadence, the basement showed the horror lying underneath. What could best be described as a stone altar stood on a pedestal in the center of the room, with something silver glinting in the bare bulbs that hung from the rafters above. As Mystica approached, she saw that it was a knife resting on the altar, and the stone under it was stained a deep crimson.

Instinct told her to grab the knife, but part of her knew what that knife was used for, and she didn’t want the energy of a weapon used to spill innocent blood on her.

Something else caught her eye, a small shelf against the wall, filled with small white figures. Mystica stepped forward and saw that it was a shelf filled with voodoo dolls. She could feel the dark energy just oozing from the small items resting in front of her. Once again, Mystica had read about voodoo dolls and seen novelty ones sold in stores, but those ones were cheap toys sold to tourists. The ones she was looking at were the real things, and the air of evil around them was almost tangible.

She turned away and something else caught her eye. There was something resting in a glass case on a table near the altar. Much like the voodoo dolls, Mystica could feel the energy emanating from whatever was glowing in this case, but unlike the dolls, it wasn’t an evil energy.

It felt like it was… calling to her…

There was a soft pulsing, a thrumming filling the room. Mystica realized that she had always been aware of the pulsing sensation down in the basement, but it had grown more intense. Her feet carried her across the dirt floor toward the glass care and whatever it was shimmering inside of it.

She couldn’t take her eyes off of it. It felt like there was an invisible tendril coming from that case and wrapping around her, reeling her in. Once she got close enough, she realized that it was a necklace of some sort.

An amulet…

It was a brilliant gold. There was no way that the dim bulbs of the basement were that bright. It was almost like this was…

Glowing…

It was glowing, and the more she focused on it, the more she could see that it was pulsing, like it had a heartbeat.

Resting at the heart of the amulet was a brilliant, orange ruby, the source of the heartbeat. Her hand reached out towards the amulet, and she realized that she wasn’t even aware that she had lifted her hand towards it. Part of her thought that she should withdraw her hand and hurry away, but there was something about the talisman and the way it beckoned her…

Then a hand came from behind and grabbed her wrist. Mystica opened her mouth to cry out when another hand clamped over her mouth and pulled her back.

“Mmmph!” She cried, feeling a man press himself against her from behind.

“Oh no, you don’t get to touch Papa Noir’s prize.” Hector hissed in her ear.

“Ummm mmph!” Mystica moaned and tried to twist free, but Hector kept his hand clamped tight over her mouth.

“Papa wants me to deliver you to him, but first I’m gonna make you pay for hurting me like you did earlier.” Hector grunted.

“Grrmmm mmmpph!” Mystica twisted and fought, trying to power her way out of Hector’s grasp.

“Oh no, missy, you’re not getting out of this one.” His breathing was labored as he held her tight.

“Mmmm mmoo! Ummmph!” Mystica fought, feeling as Hector strained to keep a hold on her.

Good, keeping fighting!

She flexed, using all of her muscles to try and pull away from him. Hector gasped and threw his full weight against her.

Then she stamped her foot back, connecting with his shin. Hector cried out and jumped back, letting go of his captive. Mystica took the opportunity and scrambled forward, not sure where she was headed other than just away from Hector.

Hector’s hands groped forward, grabbing at her blindly. With nothing else to hold onto, his hand dug into the waist band of her thong and pulled back. Mystica stumbled forward, her hands grasping at the dirt floor as Hector yanked her back by her flimsy bikini bottoms. He was pulling them back so roughly that he was able to get a full view of her bare, naked ass underneath. Unconcerned with her modesty, Mystica clawed forward as Hector yanked back, pulling her bikini bottoms down around her thighs. He paused for a moment to gawk at her beautiful, sculpted backside. Taking full advantage of that moment, Mystica scrambled out of her bikini bottoms while kicking back at Hector.

He stumbled back, staring at the bikini bottoms in his hand while his now bare-assed quarry scrambled to her feet. Hector shook his head and dove forward, wrapping his arms around Mystica’s waist in a bearhug. She screamed and swatted at him as he lifted her off the ground, and once again he clamped one of his hands over her mouth.

“Mmmm! Mmmm mmmph! Mmm!” She cried, still struggling and kicking at Hector.

Then she felt his other hand clamp over her breast.

“Mmmm! Mmmm mmmmoo!” She shook her head and resumed trying to wriggle out of his grasp.

Hector’s hand moved, sliding up under her bikini top.

“Ummm mmmoo! Grmmmp!” Mystica resisted, squirming and struggling as his hand slid under her top and cupped her breast. She could feel his bare palm over her nipple.

“Ummm gmm!” She cried, trying slide down, out of his grasp.

Hector tried to adjust his grip to get a better hold on her, but his hand got tangled in her bikini top. He gave a sharp tug, and Mystica felt her bikini top lift up over her head. Thankfully, he moved his hand away from her mouth as he did.

Then Mystica slid down and out of Hector’s grasp. She stood to see him fumbling with the bikini top, which was still tangled around his hand. Looking down, she realized that she was now completely naked. At the same time, Hector realized this too, and his wide, hungry eyes gawked at her large, naked breasts. Mystica’s hand shot up, covering her bare chest while crossing her legs to cover her sex. He dove at her again as she turned to run, causing her collide with the pedestal containing the glass case with the amulet.

Mystica’s naked body tumbled forward, with Hector falling on top of her. The glass case shattered inches in front of her. His hand clamped over her mouth again.

“Mmmmph mmm!” She moaned, wriggling and twisting in his grasp.

His other hand slid under her and squeezed her naked breast again.

“Ummph! Mmm ggmmph!” She moaned, twisting and fighting back with all of her strength, but Hector was pressing down on top of her with all of his body weight.

“Papa will like that I get to bring him his prize without the wrapping.” Hector laughed in her ear.

“Ummm ggmmph!” She spat. Her hands grasped at the ground for something, anything to use.

Then they wrapped around something warm and solid. Looking up, she saw that she held the gold chain to the talisman, lying in the glass shards of its case. She knew that it shouldn’t feel warm, but it was. It was inviting her…

Hector saw it too, and she felt his hand loosen around her mouth and his other hand shot forward for the talisman.

Mystica pulled her mouth free his hand and uttered two words before he was able to clamp his hand back over her mouth.

“Help me-ummph!” She was cut off by Hector’s sweaty palm closing over her mouth again, but it was too little, too late.

The amulet flashed brilliantly, a light that filled the entire dim basement. Hector was knocked back, as if the light was something tangible, but all Mystica felt was warmth extending from the amulet down her arm and through her whole body. She could now see that the light was emanating from the ruby at the center of the amulet. It should have been blinding but it wasn’t.

Mystica stood, holding up the amulet to admire it, and looked down at her attacker to see him cowering back and covering his eyes. She could feel the amulet beckoning her and calling her as it filled her with its warmth and power.

It wants me to put it on. She realized, and then looked down at her naked body. Part of her thought that she should gather up her bikini and put it back on first, but the amulet seemed to be assuring her not to worry about it.

Mystica slipped the amulet over her head and watched as the orange ruby nestled snugly right above her bare breasts. Then she was bathed in a brilliant gold light. She heard Hector cry out again and scurry back, and then the light receded back into the ruby, revealing that she was now dressed.

Mystica looked down, and questioned if what she was wearing counted as “clothes”.

She wore black, thigh high boots and a black, sling bikini not unlike the one Tatiana was currently wearing. It was just as skimpy too with a plunging neckline revealing most of her chest, mid-riff and sizable cleavage. The sling thinned out in the back into a small string that ran up between her butt cheeks and connected at the back of the sling around her neck. A black, hooded cape rested around her neck and down along her back. Mystica felt something on her face and reached out up to feel a mask covering the upper half of her face, and the hood to the cape was up.

What is this? She looked down at herself and did a twirl, admiring her new outfit.

“What the…” Hector stammered, and she looked up to see him stumbling to his feet while gawking at her, his eyes settling on her large breasts under the sling.

Then he took a step forward, charging at her. Mystica stepped back and threw up her fists.

“Stop!” She shouted. When the words left her mouth, there was something else to her voice, a weight…

At the same time, she felt the amulet around her neck pulse with power.

Hector stopped mid-run, standing frozen just a few feet away from Mystica. She stood, waiting for him to advance, but he just stood there.

What the… She lowered her fists and cocked her head at him. Hector stood, as if frozen.

Did she make him do that?

She looked down at the amulet, still glowing around her neck, and then up at Hector. He was like a freeze frame, paused mid-action.

“Relax.” She said, her voice still carrying that same weight and power. Once again she felt the amulet pulse with power.

Hector shifted into a standing position, and her eyes widened. It was the amulet! As long as she had it on, he couldn’t refuse her commands!

Suddenly it all made sense, the power Noir was talking about, and wanted to share with Mystica. He was talking about the amulet! But why did her need her or Tatiana? Why couldn’t he wield it?

This was indeed a great power, and not one to be abused either. The gravity of what she could do with it settled on her.

I’ll just it to get out of here, and then I’ll get rid of it.

She knew enough to know that the power to exert your will over someone was too much power, even if that person was as vile as Hector or Noir.

Still, it would be useful as far as getting out of here, or rescuing Tatiana.

“Go upstairs.” She cocked her head towards the staircase, and Hector obediently turned and shuffled up the stairs, vacant eyed like one of Noir’s zombie henchman.

Mystica smiled, feeling powerful and strong for the first time that day.

It was time to find Noir and free Tatiana.

4.

Tatiana tried to use her anger at Mystica to distract from the uncomfortable sensation of the sling bikini riding up her ass crack, but not even her bitterness at being left behind by her spiritual guru was enough to distract her from the painful wedgie.

Once we get out of this, she is definitely fired! Tatiana fumed as she dangled from the hook on the wall. With every movement she made, the flimsy garment rode further up her behind.

“Ummm ggmm… mmmph!” She cried, shifting her weight to try and relieve the discomfort between her legs. It didn’t help.

“Mmmmp!” She grunted, and her eyes angled down to her heaving cleavage.

Damn this breasts of mine! They seemed to be actively weighing her down now and increasing the strain on her ass.

“Urrggh…” She grunted, wriggling again to try and ease the tension from the bikini.

At least Noir could have pulled me down before he ran out of here after Mystica!

Of course it was Mystica, who had to be the center of attention, even when it was kidnappers. Noir had sent his strange, smelly henchmen after her and then ran out of the room behind them, all but forgetting about Tatiana.

Just like Mystica!

That bitch just left her here to struggle! One thing Tatiana could promise was that if she got free that she would show Mystica the same courtesy and leave her to the kidnappers.

“Hmmm…” Tatiana stopped to think. Maybe if she got free then she could get to Mystica first and use her as a bargaining chip for her freedom.

“Ummm hmmm hmmm mmm…” She giggled into her gag. It was a wonderful idea. Mystica would be out of her hair, the kidnappers would get what they wanted, and she could go free.

Of course, she had to get free first. That plan wouldn’t work if they caught Mystica and she was still tied up here with a wedgie. Now, how to get free?

Tatiana scanned the room, hoping that maybe there was something she could use to get herself free. Seeing how she was bound, gagged, and suspended from a hook on the wall, she wasn’t sure how she could do that, but right now she didn’t have any options. Then her eyes fell on something lying on the floor. It was small and white, and could almost be mistaken for a doll.

It was doll!

“Hmmph!” She exclaimed in excitement. It was Noir’s voodoo doll! He must have dropped it when he was struggling with Mystica.

Something told Tatiana that she could use this to her advantage, but how?

She focused on the doll, noticing how its hands were secured behind it’s back, and its feet were tied together. That was it! Since Noir had used the doll to tied her up, if she got the ropes off the doll, then she got the ropes off of her. Still, there was the problem of getting down off the hook, and getting to the doll before Noir or one of his henchmen returned.

“Urgh…” She shifted again, still cursing her discomfort. If she got out of this, she was never wearing a sling bikini again, no matter how great they made her boobs look.

Wait, that’s it! Her eyes went wide. The bikini!

Sling bikinis always made her body look great, but weren’t very practical. She was always afraid that she would fall out of them when she wore one.

So that’s what she would have to do, fall out of her bikini!

“Ummm…” She moaned into her gag and looked at the marble floor below her. It looked hard, and painful. Still, that was the only solution she had.

Then again if she fell out of her bikini, that meant she would be running around this house naked. Tatiana shook her head, deciding that she would solve the problem of clothing after she got free. Unfortunately, she realized that shimmying out of her sling meant lots of moving and wriggling, which meant causing her wedgie to get more intense.

“Hfff…” She took in a breath and prepared herself for what was to come.

“Ummm!” She grunted and started to wiggle back and forth and push her shoulders out from under the revealing bikini.

“Ummm mmmph! Mmmm!” She moaned, feeling the bikini tug on her ass.

Tatiana ignored the wedgie and tried to shift her shoulder out from under the straps of the bikini, but her breast didn’t seem to want to peel away from the garment.

Damn these breasts of mine! She fumed. They never wanted to cooperate when she wanted them too.

“Mmmmfff mmph! Gmmmfff!” She moaned, twisting and pulling. Tatiana had never wanted her breasts to pop free like this before, but desperate times called for desperate measures.

With a final heave of her shoulder, she felt one of her giant breasts pop free from the flimsy bikini.

“Eeep!” She moaned, and shimmied her body so that her shoulder popped free. Almost immediately, she fell forward, propelled by her own weight.

“UMMMMPH!” She screamed, falling forward, unable to stop her own momentum.

Then she was tumbling through the air, head over heels, and tried to twist her body so that her shoulder hit the ground instead of her head.

Tatiana felt a tug of resistance on her bound hands and realized that she had overlooked one thing – her bound hands would still get caught on the string running up the back of the sling bikini…

Oh no…

“Mmmooo!” She felt her bound hands get caught on the back of the bikini and braced herself, fully expecting for her arms to dislocate as she fell…

Tatiana squeezed her eyes shut and felt her bound hands get caught on the bikini and then heard a sudden, sharp ripping sound.

“Eeep!”

Her momentum must have ripped the flimsy bikini! Tatiana’s eyes opened in relief-

-Only to be greeted by the marble floor rushing up to meet her. Tatiana twisted her body and felt her shoulders slam into the ground.

“Urrrfggh!” She cried, feeling the whole side of her naked body erupt in pain when she hit the floor.

Tatiana lay there for a moment, groaning into her gag and waiting for the pain in her shoulder to subside.

“Urrggh...gmm…” She cried, somewhat thankful for the gag or else her cries would definitely be drawing attention.

For a moment she thought maybe her shoulder was broken, but then she tried to move it.

“Mmmrrrggh!” She cried. It hurt like a bitch, but she still had movement and sensation in it.

Tatiana rolled over and looked back at the hook that she had previously been suspended from and saw the tattered remains of the sling bikini dangling from it. Strangely, that bikini slowed her momentum enough to probably break her fall and stop her from breaking her shoulder.

At least it was good for something! She grumbled, and then turned and looked at the voodoo doll, still lying in the center of the room. Knowing that she didn’t have a moment to lose, Tatiana started to squirm across the room towards the discarded doll.

She felt like a worm or a snake, wriggling across the marble floor towards freedom.

“Ummmfff… mmm… ufff…” She huffed, ignoring the throbbing in her shoulder. The pain had subsided, somewhat.

“Mmmm gggmmph! Mmm!” Tatiana rolled onto her stomach and used her knees to push herself the rest of the way, hoping that no one came into the room at that moment and found her face down and bare ass up.

“Urrgh gggmm…” She moaned, finally reaching the discarded doll and gritting her teeth through the sharp pain in her shoulder.

Tatiana rolled onto her side and took the doll with her bound hands, turning it over until she found the dolls arms tied behind its back and felt the tiny length of twine keeping them together.

“Mmrrggh…” She grunted, prying at the tiny bonds with her fingernails.

“Urrrggg ggmm!” She cried in frustration as she tried to undo the doll’s bonds. Part of her stopped to appreciate how ridiculous it all was that here she was trying to untie a doll’s hands in order to free her own.

Her fingers found a knot and pulled, and then she felt the ropes around her wrists loosen ever so slightly.

“Ummm!” She cried in excitement, and went back to working away at the bound voodoo doll.

Once again she was rewarded with the feeling of the ropes around her wrists loosening, once again just slightly. As she worked away at the doll, she became dimly aware of the pain in her shoulder growing in intensity.

Not now! Not now!

The pain felt like a light bulb that kept growing more and more intense, and she bit down on her gag to distract herself from it.

“Mmmm ggmmff!” Tatiana grunted, her shoulder screaming at her now.

Then she pulled the final bit of twine from the doll’s hands, and felt the rope disappear from her own hands.

“Mmmmeeff!” She cried and pulled her hands in front of her, instantly relieving the pain in her shoulder. Then Tatiana sat up and yanked off her gag and took in a breath of air. Ignoring the fading throb in her shoulder, Tatiana leaned forward and untied her feet.

Once her feet were free, she stood up in the center of the sun room, the wrap around windows suddenly making her all too aware of her nudity and vulnerability. Tatiana crossed her arms over her bare breasts, which did little to hide her nakedness but it was something.

Clothes, I need to find clothes!

She turned, shifting one hand to cover between her legs while using the other to hide her nipples, and her gaze fell on the voodoo doll lying on the floor. The twine that had bound its limbs had disappeared, but something else had caught her eye on the doll.

The strand of her hair wrapped around the doll. Could she use it to give herself clothes like Noir had done? Somehow she doubted that, realizing that Noir had abilities and powers that she would probably never understand.

If only I had listened to Mystica and all of her mystical nonsense! Mystica would talk her ear off about magic and spirituality, but she usually tuned the guru out when she went on one of those diatribes. Maybe if she listened then she would know how to handle this situation.

Wait, the hair!

Noir had taken that hair and wrapped it around the doll. That was how he controlled her! If she at least removed that hair, then he wouldn’t have power over her anymore.

See? I don’t need Mystica’s mystical mumbo jumbo to know this stuff! Tatiana smiled and bent over to retrieve the doll.

Just as her fingers were about to brush the doll, it turned and slid across the floor like it was pulled by an invisible string. Tatiana looked up to see the voodoo doll land in Noir’s waiting palm. She gasped and backed up as he rose, doll in hand, and smiled at her. Noir’s face was now covered in white face paint in the image of a grinning skull, made all the more unsettling by the smile on his face, and he wore an old, withered top hat on his head. Even though he was covered in face paint, Tatiana had the feeling that this was the real Noir she was seeing. The good looking, charming man she had met by the pool was just the mask he wore to lure people in.

“I knew that I was forgetting something.” He stood up, and she could now see that he had what looked like several other charms and pendants dangling around his neck.

Tatiana didn’t give him another minute, and took off running. Noir was blocking the door but she thought that maybe she could shoulder past him, or dive through his legs like Mystica had.

To her surprise, Noir stepped aside. The doorway was clear! She didn’t even stop to wonder why, and just pressed forward…

Then he held the doll up and straight, and Tatiana froze erect in the doorway.

“Ugggh! Stop it!” She grunted, every muscle in her body straining. Her brain was sending the signals to her legs to move, but it felt like she was frozen.

“Oh Tatiana, did you think you were just going to run out like your friend Mystica did?” Noir gloated.

Tatiana sneered at hearing Mystica’s name. This was all her fault! She ran away and now left Tatiana to face Noir’s wrath.

“Come, let’s get you all taken care of.” Noir stepped out the door, motioning to her with the doll.

Suddenly Tatiana felt her legs move. It wasn’t like she was walking, more like… she was being carried. Her legs were moving but she wasn’t the one in control.

“Ugh stop! Let me go!” She barked as Noir lead her out into the wide hallway.

Noir turned, and suddenly she was jerked roughly after him, grumbling and grunting the whole way.

“Just wait until I get out of this! Do you think you can just-” She started, and then saw Noir pass a hand over the head of the doll. A moment later she felt something tight and sticky materialize over her lips.

“Ummm! Mmm ggmmn!” Tatiana cried. Her instinct was to raise her hand to her mouth but they were still pinned to her sides as she followed Noir.

It felt like tape or something was over her mouth. She could feel it pressed tightly over her lips and sealing them together. No matter how much she tried, as much as she tried to pull her lips apart, the tape kept them sealed tight.

They stepped into what seemed like a large living room, and Tatiana found herself facing the sight of her fully nude body in a large, full body mirror. Her giant breasts heaved up and down in anger as she stared at her reflection, and the only thing she had one was a strip of white tape over her lips. As she looked, she realized that the tape was so tight that she could see the imprint of her lips against it. The tape was thin enough too that she could see her lips pressed together and up against it, which meant that she should be able to stretch her mouth and cause it to fall off but despite her efforts, the adhesive remained adhered to her mouth.

“Urrrggg ggmm… mmm…” Tatiana moaned under her gag.

“Well, while I have my people out looking for your friend, I’ll have to figure out what to do with you now.” Noir stood in front of her and stroked his chin while admiring her nude body.

“Mmmmph!” She glared at him as he leveled his gaze at her naked, heaving breasts.

“Ummm ggmmmm bbbmmf!” She moaned.

Noir smiled and turned the voodoo doll. At the same time, Tatiana felt her body jerk to the side.

“Ummmff!” She cried, and looked down to find herself standing over a table.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Noir bend the voodoo doll over and then she felt her upper half yanked forward and bend over the table. A second later, she felt her ass jerk straight out.

“Ummm!” She moaned, now bent over the table with her ass jutting straight out.

Whatever Noir had in store, it wasn’t good. He strolled around to the head of the table and looked down at her with a grin on his painted face.

“What a beautiful sight indeed.”

“Urggg ggmmm bbmmm!” She muttered. “Urrggh!”

Tatiana strained, flexing every muscle in her body. She had spent so much time in the gym, and for what? Her muscles were useless against Noir’s power.

Still, I have to try!

“Urrggh! Urrrfff mmm!” She moaned, feeling her naked body break out into a sweat as she tried to power her way out from the invisible bonds.

Noir smiled and leered at her bent over form as he circled the table.

“Sorry, you see, I just need to find a way to keep myself entertained while we look for Mystica. This keeps my mind off of things.” He continued to gloat.

“Urrmmm mmggg! Gmmmph!” She retorted, still flexing and straining. Every nerve and muscle in her body cried out, wanting to move, but she remained perfectly still.

“BLLUMM!” She perked up, suddenly feeling as Noir ran his hand along the curve of one of her ass cheeks.

She was expecting his hand to feel rough and course, but it was surprisingly smooth, and… gentle?

No! She shook her head. This man was holding her hostage.

“You know, it’s a shame that you rebuked me. We could have had so much fun together.” His hand shifted to her other naked ass cheek.

“Ummm!” She moaned, bracing herself, but once again, he gently ran his hand along her buttock and down along the curve and under to her upper thigh.

Tatiana flashed back to the pool, and his muscular chest glistening in the sun, and those small swim trunks…

No… stop it!

“Ummmfff ggmmff!” She shook her head. Was this something else Noir was doing? Some power?

Deep down though, she knew it wasn’t. It had been so long since she had a man touch her like that. She had become so focused on her career and modeling that she rarely had time for a personal life, and any guys that showed interest were creeps who only leered at her breasts.

Noir is a creep too! Don’t forget that!

“Mmmooo mmmooppp ggmm!” She protested as he pulled his hand away.

“Just think of the power I could have shared with you, how you would have been treated like a queen.” He added, and she felt his hand pull away.

A second later she felt herself jerked back up into a standing position by whatever invisible force he was using to control her. Noir was once again standing in front of her while holding the voodoo doll.

“And the Queen gets only the best.” He smiled and lifted a bottle containing some sort of liquid from the table.

“Mmmoo! Ummm mnnoo! Mmmph!” She protested, watching as he twisted the lid off of the bottle and held it over the voodoo doll.

Was that it? Was he going to drown her by pouring that over the doll’s head?

“Mmmmm! Mffff! Psssff! Mnnnoo!” She pleaded through her gag. It was all that she could do in the moment as he tilted the bottle over the doll.

Or maybe it was acid inside the bottle, and it would dissolve the doll, causing her to dissolve, thus hiding any evidence of her being here!

“Nnnoommfff! Grmmmlllbb!” She cried, watching as the liquid inside spilled out.

Noir poured it over the doll’s chest, and she felt something wet and viscous lather over her breasts.

“Mmmoo!” She screamed, squeezing her eyes shut.

It smelled… good?

Tatiana opened one eye and looked down at her breasts. They were covered in a glistening substance, drops of it falling off of her nipples and onto the nice tile floor.

Lotion… It was lotion!

Noir watched with amusement as the confusion registered on her face, and then lifted the doll’s arms, and hers moved in accordance. Then he pressed the doll’s arms against its chest, and she followed suit.

“Mmmph!” She moaned as her hands clasped over her own breasts.

Noir massaged the doll’s chest with its hands, and Tatiana’s followed suit, massaging the sweet smelling lotion over her giant, naked breasts.

“Ullmmm…” She looked down in amazement at her now glistening breasts and her hands, moving up and down, back and forth…

She was a puppet, helpless to do anything but watch as her hands moved of their own accord, manipulated by unseen strings as they lathered up her breasts.

“Power is a beautiful thing. It’s exhilarating having control over another.” Noir smiled as her hands finished rubbing the last of the lotion over her naked chest, which now gleamed in the brightly lit living room. The smell of the lotion was intoxicating. What brand was it? It must have been expensive.

“Ummm…” Tatiana took in a breath. Her breasts felt… great… rejuvenated. What kind of lotion was this?

“I offer you power like this. Mystica spurned this power.”

He stepped before her, holding up the voodoo doll before her eyes.

“Power that makes what I do seem like child’s play.” With that, he waved his hands over the doll again.

“Ummm!” She cried, feeling something cold and hard clamp over her nipples. She looked down to see that she was dressed.

Well, she wasn’t sure if what she was wearing counted as clothes…

Pasties made of what looked like solid gold were covering her nipples. Tatiana looked down at them, and tried to figure out how they were staying clamped over her. The way they glittered and shined though, they must have been real…

She was also now wearing a thong of solid gold, with a thin, purple cloth running down the front of the thong and stopping around her ankles. She felt like she looked like a princess you would see in a fantasy painting or something.

“Urggg mmm! Mmm!” She looked down at her breasts, covered only by the pasties, and up at Noir.

“A woman like you should accentuate what you have, not hide it.” He smiled and stepped over to her.

Noir took a step towards her, his eyes meetings hers. There was a deep desire in his gaze, a longing. Her eyes shifted from his to his bare chest under the jacket…

“Mmmm…” She moaned, thinking of his offer, and the power he mentioned.

What about Mystica?

Who cares about her?

It seemed like Noir was going to reach out to her when he stopped, his eyes falling on something in the doorway.

“Yes?” He asked, more than a hint of annoyance in his voice.

“Huumm?” Tatiana tried to turn her head but was still under Noir’s control.

“Well, what is it?” He asked again, rolling his eyes and stepping away from her.

Now she could see someone approaching out of the corner of her eye. It was Hector, that photographer guy!

“Hector, I asked you a question!” Noir huffed, stepping over to the photographer.

Hector was walking across the room with a vacant look in his eye.

The lights are on, but nobody’s home. Tatiana thought, looking at him pacing absentmindley through the room. It was almost like he was one of those, big, smelly zombies that Noir had working for him, except his skin and eyes weren’t the sickly pale grey. Still, it was like he was in a trance of some kind. What concerned Tatiana was that even Noir seemed surprised by this.

“Hey,” Noir grabbed Hector’s arm. “What’s wrong with you?”

Tatiana felt herself break out into a sweat. Noir seemed genuinely concerned, and was that a hint of fear in his voice? If something was scaring Noir, then it had to be bad.

Hector continued to stare vacantly as Noir shook him.

“Hector! Hector!” Noir screamed, but Hector didn’t seem to react. Finally Noir lost his patience and slapped him across the cheek.

Hector recoiled and rubbed his face where Noir had slapped while blinking rapidly. He looked like a man who had just woken from a deep slumber.

“Wha… what?” He stammered, looking around.

“What was that all about?” Noir demanded, still holding onto Hector’s arm.

“I… How did I get here?” He looked around the room, and then stopped to gawk at Tatiana and her glistening breasts covered only by the pasties.

“Hey, don’t look at her, look at me!” Noir grabbed Hector’s chin and turned his head so that he looked directly into his boss’s eyes.

“Hey, stop!” Hector pulled away and rubbed his face.

“What… happened?” Noir grunted. There was something desperate about his tone.

“I…” Hector rubbed his head. “I found that Mystica chick…”

“And?” Noir spat, impatiently.

“We were in the basement, and I grabbed her, there was a struggle, and then a bright light…”

Noir’s eyes looked like they were going to pop right out of his head as he listened.

“Then I just remember hearing her voice… she told me to let her go, and I…”

“You what?” Noir pressed, breathing heavily.

“I just remember feeling like, I had to, you know? Like I was compelled to?” Hector looked at Noir with confusion.

Noir stepped back though, and even though he was wearing white face-paint Tatiana felt like he had gone white as a sheet.

“Oh no…”

“What boss?” Hector asked.

“No… no… nononono!” Noir took his hat off and started to run his hands over his bald head, now covered in beads of sweat.

“Wummf?” Tatiana asked. Even she was curious.

“She found it! She found it!” Noir hissed through gritted teeth.

He snapped his fingers, and suddenly Tatiana heard heavy footfalls approaching. It sounded like they coming from all throughout the house.

“Mmmmpph...mmm…” She whimpered, listening to what sounded like an army approaching.

A few moments later, Noir’s zombies all stood in the doorway to the room. Tatiana’s eyes widened as she looked at all of them filling the entrance. He had way more of these things than she thought, quite literally an army.

“She has found the amulet, we cannot let her escape!” Noir paced as he spoke, but stopped, staring at the still frozen Tatiana.

“Find her,” He said, and pointed at Tatiana. “Use this one to flush her out.”

“Whhhmmfff!” Tatiana asked, and then felt her arms pulled behind her back by an invisible force.

“Uurrggg ummmmfff mmm!” She cried, feeling ropes tighten around her wrists and ankles again.

Noir lowered the voodoo doll, which once again had it’s hands and feet tied.

Dammit, not again! She cursed, struggling against her bonds to no avail.

“Mmmmpph! Mmmm! Gllllmm!” She moaned, twisting and wriggling. Looking up, she saw one of the zombies lurching towards her.

“Mmmmulllp!” She moaned, once again straining with all of her might against the ropes.

“Should I go with them?” Hector stepped forward, but Noir pushed him back.

“No,” Noir commanded, and turned to the zombies. “It’s too dangerous for us.”

“Mmeeep?” Tatiana asked.

What exactly was going on? Then one of the zombies picked her up and slung her over its shoulder.

“Ummm mmph!” She moaned, wriggling and squirming under its rock hard grasp.

“When you catch the other one, take every precaution.” She heard Noir say.

“Every precaution.” He accentuated.

And then she was being carried out, the horde of zombies turning with her and fanning out through the mansion.

Now what? She wondered as she was once again carried off, bound, gagged, and half naked.

5.

Damn, I look hot! Mystica thought as she caught a glimpse of herself in the full body mirror set on the wall.

She had never been one for vanity. As much as she had advocated for being comfortable in your own skin and loving your body, there was a fine line between that and being self absorbed. But now here she was, staring at herself in the mirror, taken aback.

Her image reflected in the mirror was the first thing she saw when she ascended the stairs from the basement. She stepped forward now, gazing deep at her lithe body in the revealing outfit. Her cleavage looked magnificent in the plunging neckline of the sling bikini, and she turned and admired her buttocks, mostly bare thanks to the thong back. Part of her realized that she should feel totally exposed and vulnerable in an outfit like this, but instead she felt empowered, ready to take on the world.

Let them come. She smiled, turning back around and staring at the mask that hid the upper half of her face, and the hood over her head.

Powerful and mysterious. She smiled.

Mystica wasn’t concerned about Noir’s goons and if they came for her, she would just use her powers to tell them to get lost.

Powers…

Such a strange concept. She touched the amulet nestled above her breasts. It was something she still had so many questions on, but knew that she would have to wait until she got Tatiana and escaped from this mansion.

Mystica gave herself one final look in the mirror and took off through the mansion to find her kidnapped client and get her to freedom. Her head was held high as she strolled up and down the halls of Noir’s mansion. She felt invincible, invigorated, reborn…

But her newfound confidence began to fade as she continued to wander the mansion and found most of the rooms empty, no sign of Noir, Tatiana, or the zombie henchmen stalking the halls. The more she searched the first floor, the more she started to get the feeling that something wasn’t right. Could they be setting a trap for her? Part of her wondered how they would, seeing how she could just say a command and they would have to obey, but she didn’t know the extent of Noir’s resources or abilities, so she knew she would have to play this safe.

Once she was satisfied that she had made a full search of the first floor, she found a grand, winding staircase and took that up to the second floor, thinking that perhaps she could find some answers there. Mystica remained cautious and on edge as she ascended to the second floor, stopping and listening for movement on almost every step, but the only sound she seemed to hear were her own boots on the marble.

Mystica was like a shadow moving among the white marble, with her dark skin and black outfit that left little to the imagination. As she continued to walk and search rooms, the more her feeling of empowerment disappeared and was replaced with dread. Something had to be up. Her muscles tensed as she made her way through the second floor, from one giant bedroom to another, half expecting to open a door and find a horde of zombies ready to descend upon her.

Every room she searched was gaudy, filled with large, expensive looking furniture, paintings, and decorations. Noir was a man that liked to flaunt his wealth, but Mystica shuddered to think of how he must have obtained his money.

Mystica came to another door and opened it, expecting to find yet another opulent bedroom. Much to her surprise, when she opened it she found a naked woman bound, gagged, and suspended from the ceiling.

“Urrrmmm mmmmff! Mmmph!” The woman called through her gag at the surprised Mystica, who stood wide-eyed in the doorway.

“Mmmp! Mmmm hlllmm!” The woman cried again, her feet dangling in the air.

Voluptuous was probably the best word Mystica would use to describe the woman suspended before her. Her long auburn hair fell around her bare shoulders as she tossed her head back and forth and her naked breasts were massive, heaving up and down with every spirited struggle she made. The only thing she wore was a small black thong, which accentuated her round, plump rear end. Black tape covered the woman’s lips, and manacles around her wrists attached to chains that ran to the ceiling. Another set of manacles were secured to her upper thigh, which also ran to chains hanging from the ceiling.

All together, the image reminded Mystica of a puppet attached to strings. The woman kicked and struggled, suspended a few feet from the floor, and Mystica couldn’t help but be mesmerized by her massive, naked breasts or juicy ass.

“Urmmm mmmrrppph! Mmm! Gmmmpph!” The woman protested, tugging and pulling on her restraints and occasionally flashing Mystica an annoyed look.

Mystica jumped, suddenly realizing that she should help this woman down. She took a look into the hallway behind her but saw no one approaching, and then stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmmm mmm gggmm!” The woman continued to moan into tape around her mouth as she pulled on her bonds.

“Shhh! Shh!” Mystica approached, putting a finger to her lips.

“Urmmm mmmph! Grrrggg!” The woman responded, her struggling becoming more desperate as Mystica approached.

“Shh! Be quiet!” Mystica admonished, growing closer to the woman.

“Mmmm! Mmmm mmm!” The woman shook her head and tried to squirm away as Mystica hovered in front of her.

Suddenly it occurred to Mystica that the woman may not realize that she was here to help, given how she was dressed and all.

“Mmmnno! Mmm ggmm!” The woman twisted, dangling in the air like a marionette trying to pull away from it’s strings.

“Shh! I’m here to help you!” Mystica hissed, looking over her shoulder at the door, expecting it to burst open and Noir’s goons to come pouring in.

“Hmmm?” The woman stopped, cocking her head.

“Yes,” Mystica said in a hushed tone. “I’m here to help, now be quiet and let me figure out how to get you down.”

“Ummm hmm…” The woman stopped her struggling, now settling her gaze on Mystica.

Mystica nodded at the woman and tried to look reassuring, but then noticed that the woman’s gaze had fallen on the amulet hanging from Mystica’s neck. The ruby in the center still seemed to have a slight glow, so Mystica guessed that must be what was drawing the woman’s gaze.


Well, that or the her massive cleavage.

“Okay, I’m gonna get you down.” Mystica kept her voice reassuring as she reached for the tape covering the woman’s mouth.

“Ummm hmm! Umm hmm!” The woman nodded approvingly as Mystica dug her nails in under the adhesive and gently started to peel it away from the woman’s lips.

Mystica took her time removing the gag in an effort not to hurt the woman, but once she pulled the tape away from the naked woman’s lips, she let out a loud yelp. The sound of the woman’s cry seemed to reverberate throughout the entire mansion, and Mystica clamped her hand over the woman’s mouth.

“Shh! Shh,” Mystica pleaded in a hushed tone. “Look, Noir has an army of zombies stalking this house looking for me. I need you to be quiet so I can get us out of here, okay?” She kept her hand over the woman’s mouth until she nodded in understanding, then Mystica moved her hand and went to work on the straps around the woman’s thighs.

“I’m Mystica.” She said, keeping her voice calm and reassuring. Mystica couldn’t believe how calm she was being, given all that had happened today.

Maybe it was because somehow, even during all of this, her beliefs had been reaffirmed. There were forces at work greater than herself, and not only that, but somehow she had been chosen to wield one of those powers. She had so many questions but knew there would be time for answers and meditation later.

“I’m Lexa.” The woman said. There was a trace of an accent in her voice, though Mystica couldn’t place it. She was strikingly beautiful though there was a hint of something exotic in her looks, and Mystica guessed that she may have been of middle-eastern descent, though mixed.

“I thought you worked for Papa at first.” Lexa continued.

“No,” Mystica finished one strap and went to Lexa’s other thigh. “He lured myself and one other woman here. He’s holding her captive right now.”

“He’s slime.” Lexa sneered.

Mystica finished removing the manacles around her thighs and went to work on her wrist

“Did her lure you here too by promising a modeling opportunity?” Mystica asked.

“That’s how he did it? Ugh…” Lexa scoffed. “No, he and I have… a history.”

“Well, I’m going to get us out of here.” Mystica reassured her.

“Thank you.” Lexa nodded

Lexa dropped once Mystica removed one of the manacles from her wrists, causing her to rush forward and wrap her arms around the half naked woman’s waist. Their bodies pressed against each other’s, and Mystica couldn’t help but look down at Lexa’s giant, naked breasts pressed against her own. Mystica had always been proud of her own breasts and their size, and how natural they were, but Lexa’s were massive, and just as real as hers.

As their bodies pressed against each other’s, Lexa wrapped her arm around Mystica’s shoulder.

“Oh… I better get that other one.” Mystica stammered, noticing how Lexa was pressing against her while staring deeply into her eyes.

She’s just scared. Mystica told herself. Who knows how long she’s been held her and what Papa Noir has done to her.

“Right.” Lexa agreed, but still kept her mostly naked body against Mystica’s, her eyes settling on Mystica’s chest.

Mystica finished removing the other manacle and Lexa dropped to the ground, wrapping her other arm around Mystica’s neck for support. She was unprepared though for the full weight of the formerly captive woman, and Mystica found herself stumbling back and finally falling flat on her back, Lexa on top of her.

“Oh, oh dear, I’m sorry.” Lexa exclaimed, wide-eyed, now lying on top of Mystica.

“It’s okay, I wasn’t prepared.” Mystica reassured her. Lexa’s naked breasts were still pressed against her own.

Lexa though didn’t get off of the fallen mystic, but instead pushed herself up slightly and looked down at Mystica with a hungry look in her eyes.

“What an outfit you have. How did you get it?” Once again, Lexa’s brown eyes settled on Mystica’s cleavage.

Something about this wasn’t right, and Mystica tried to squeeze out from under the woman but felt Lexa settle her weight straight onto Mystica’s pelvis, keeping her pinned.

“It’s a long story.” Mystica tried to push herself up but Lexa grabbed her wrists and pinned them down, causing Mystica to cry out.

“And what a unique necklace,” Lexa’s hungry eyes settled on the amulet around Mystica’s neck. “How did you get it?”

“Lexa, let me go.” Mystica said, but didn’t draw power from the amulet like before. She wanted to settle this without her power, if she could.

“It’s such a beautiful piece.” Lexa never took her eyes from the amulet. There was a hunger there, a longing.

Mystica decided she had enough and drew in the power of the amulet and opened her mouth.

“Lexa, get off of me.” She commanded, feeling the weight of the power behind her words.

Lexa though, kept Mystica pinned, and still stared, enraptured at the amulet.

“I said, get off of me!” Mystica spoke louder, still feeling her voice reverberate from the power.

Lexa smiled and met Mystica’s gaze with her large ravenous eyes.

“Oh you,” She laughed. “It only works on men.”

Mystica’s eyes widened.

She knows!

Somehow she knew what the amulet was and how it worked. Suddenly it all made sense, the way she kept staring at it…

She wanted it!

Mystica cried out and threw all of her strength into trying to push Lexa off of her but the other woman once again settled all of her weight onto the already pinned Mystica.

“Shhh, just relax, give me the amulet, and this will all be over soon.” Lexa cooed, keeping Mystica’s arms still pinned.

Mystica grunted and struggled under the weight of the naked woman, trying to throw her off, but Lexa continued to keep Mystica pressed to the floor.

“Hold still!” Lexa grunted, exerting the full weight of her ass onto Mystica, who once again cried out.

“Come on, just give it to me and we can move on!” Lexa’s tone was pleading, like she was entitled to the amulet.

One thing Mystica knew was that even though she had only known this woman a few minutes, there was no way she was getting this power, so she increased her struggles, drawing up any reserve of strength she could to throw Lexa off of her.

Lexa must have sensed that Mystica wasn’t going down without a fight, and shifted herself slightly. Mystica paused her struggles for just a moment to notice that Lexa’s large, bare breasts were now hovering right above her face.

Oh no! Not again! Mystica would not let herself be smothered into unconscious by someone else’s breasts for the second time in one day.

Her eyes widened in fear as Lexa lowered her gigantic breasts down towards Mystica’s face. Mystica twisted, heaved, and with a final burst of strength was able to throw Lexa off of her. The other woman tumbled into an end table, knocking over a very old and very expensive looking vase that shattered on the marble floor.

The costumed mystic stood, adjusting her outfit for fear of her breasts falling out, and stared down at the half naked woman, who crouched and glared at her.

“Fine, if you want to play rough.” Lexa sighed and stood. Instead of balling her fists though, she held her hands straight out, like she was going to cast a spell or something.

Mystica realized too late this was probably what she was going to do, given the way the rest of her day had been. Just as she braced herself to dive out of the way, the door behind her burst open. Lexa’s attention immediately shifted to over Mystica’s shoulder, and she turned to see the doorway crowded with Papa Noir’s hulking, putrid zombie henchmen. Despite their antagonism, Mystica placed herself in front of Lexa.

“Move you fool!” Lexa cried, but Mystica ignored her.

“Leave us alone!” Mystica called up the power of the amulet to command the zombies.

If her command had sunk in, their blank faces didn’t show it, and they advanced through the door. Mystica looked down at the amulet, as if to see if maybe it had been damaged in the fight, but it still had its glow, and the ruby at the center was untouched.

“Go! Leave us!” Mystica commanded once again.

“It doesn’t work on them either,” Lexa was standing next to her now, arms outstretched towards the zombies. “No mind to control.”

Then it was like a dam broke, and the horde was on them, overwhelming them.

6.

Gagged! Mystica mentally cursed while mumbling into the thick cloth that the zombies had tied tightly around her mouth. Somehow it didn’t occur to her until just now that removing her ability to talk would render her powers all but useless.

I’ll figure a way out of this, I have to!

“Ummfff! Mmmm!” She grunted and flexed against the ropes that had her securely tied to the stake outside the mansion, but the zombies had made sure those bonds were as tight as her gag.

“Ummmpphhh gggmmm!” She cried, flexing and straining to no avail.

“Mmmf! Umm mmmh!” Tatiana moaned into her own gag next to Mystica. Mystica turned to face the other bound woman. Their eyes met for an instant and then Tatiana turned away in a huff.

“Ufff!” She pouted into the tape pressed over her lips.

“Mmmph!” Mystica implored through her gag, but Tatiana was ignoring her, intent on getting free from her own bonds.

“Hey ladies, can we focus please?” Lexa implored from Mystica’s other side. She was the only one that wasn’t gagged, but still was clad in only a small, black thong.

All three of them were somewhere in the expansive gardens that surrounded the estate, tied to T-shaped stakes with their arms stretched out to their sides. Mystica was in the middle, with Tatiana on one side and Lexa on the other, and the whole area was lit by torches. Just beyond the torchlight, in the shadows, Mystica could see the zombies, watching, never taking their dead, unblinking eyes from the captive women.

When the zombies had burst in on Mystica and Lexa, it had taken them very little time to overwhelm the two women and drag them out of the room. They had pinned Mystica down and immediately pulled the gag over her mouth, and then dragged her outside alongside Lexa. To Mystica’s surprise, Tatiana was already tied to a stake out in the garden when they brought her and Lexa out. Tatiana’s clothing was… odd to say the least. She wasn’t wearing the sling bikini that Mystica had seen her in earlier, but instead wore gold pasties and a gold thong with purple fabric running down the front.

Mystica wasn’t sure what was planned for them next, but whatever it was, it wasn’t anything good.

“Urrggg mmmph!” Mystica grunted, tugging on the ropes. She hated everything about this, hated how helpless the gag made her feel and how tight the ropes were. To add to her discomfort, they had secured her to the stake so tightly that the wood was pressed squarely between her ass cheeks.

“Mmmph! Mmm gggmm!” She grunted, shifting in an attempt to ease the discomfort caused by the large piece of wood wedged squarely between her buttocks.

“Hey,” Lexa called. “Hey Mystica.” Lexa’s eyes were shifting from the bound and gagged woman to the zombies surrounding them.

“Hmmm?” Mystica turned to the half naked woman. Lexa’s body was coated in a fine sheen of sweat, no doubt from the heat from the torches and the exertion from her struggling. Her large breasts glistened in the firelight.

There was something quite mesmerizing about Lexa’s breasts, heaving and glistening. Mystica found that despite her predicament, she couldn’t take her eyes off of them.

“Hey, come on!” Lexa hissed, and Mystica’s eyes shifted up to meet Lexa’s.

What’s wrong with me? Mystica shook her head.

“Umm… hmm…” Mystica nodded.

There was something about Lexa’s aura, something that Mystica couldn’t place her finger on. She knew there was more to this woman than met the eye, and the fact that she was half naked and still somehow keeping her cool only further intrigued Mystica.

“Look, Papa is probably on his way as we speak,” Lexa began. “If you get that gag off, you can use the amulet’s power to get him to disperse his zombies and let us go.”

“Wummf?” Tatiana perked up, trying to peer around Mystica.

“Ugggh, not you,” Lexa sighed. “Mystica, do you understand?”

“Ummm hmm…” Mystica rolled her eyes. Just because she was gagged it didn’t mean that she wasn’t listening. In fact it was all she could do right now.

“Hmm!” Tatiana agreed.

“Okay, well can you get that gag off? It’s our only shot.” Lexa implored.

“Ummmfff!” Mystica agreed, and tried stretching out her neck and jutting out her chin to see if she could work the gag loose.

“Mmm ggmm! Mmm!” Mystica grunted and moaned as she struggled to slip off the gag.

“Come on, come on…” Lexa pressed her on.

“Cmmm mnn!” Tatiana cheered her on too.

“Ummm gggmm!” Mystica lowered her head, trying to rub her chin on her shoulders in an effort to work the gag free.

“Mmmm ggmmff!” Tatiana grunted at her impatiently.

“Come on, get it off!” Lexa implored.

“Urrmm ggrrrnn!” Mystica moaned and glared at the big-breasted woman. Lexa only glared back at her.

I’ll give it to these zombies, they know how to tie a gag! Mystica thought. There had to be another way of getting this gag off.

Maybe chew through it? That would take too long though, and Lexa was right, Papa was probably on his way to them at that very moment.

“Grrmm hurrrmm,” Mystica stretched her neck out towards her hand, extended out at her side, in a last ditch effort to maybe see if she could reach her gag to pull it down. “Mmmrrrrmmph!”

It was no use, her hand was secured too far out to pull the gag down.

“Come on! Hurry!” Lexa’s tone was frenzied now.

“Mmmpph!” Tatiana agreed.

“Urrrmmm hrrmm!” Mystica rolled her eyes at the other woman.

“Well well,” Papa’s cajun accent boomed from the darkness around them. “What an attractive trio I have here.”

“Mmmph!” Mystica turned to face directly in front of her.

“Ueeepp!” Tatiana squealed.

Papa Noir emerged from the darkness, the white face paint somehow even more haunting and fearsome in the dim torchlight.

“Mmmm…” Mystica moaned, feeling like she would recoil if she could, but the ropes kept her secure.

Papa’s face was painted to look like a grinning skull, and he wore a worn and withered suit, but with no shirt on under the jacket, showing off his thick, muscular chest. Dozens of charms and necklaces hung from his neck, including a white voodoo doll. To complete the outfit he wore an old top hat. Hector stood obediently behind the voodoo high priest, who regarded his captives with hungry eyes.

“You three are all quite the sight for sore eyes.” He smiled, stepping further into the circle of torches. His eyes seemed to glow in the dim light.

“Especially you.” He smiled at Mystica and stepped over to her, eying up the bound and gagged woman like she was prize meat at a market.

“Ummm ggmm!” Mystica grunted and once again tugged at her bonds.

“And I see that you found something quite precious to me.” Papa reached out and caressed the amulet dangling from Mystica’s neck.

“Mmmmm!” She recoiled, waiting for him to caress her skin next.

To her surprise, he didn’t. Instead he withdrew his hand and stepped back, admiring Mystica’s scantily clad, bound body.

“I understand that you’ve already had a taste of what it can do,” Papa paced in front of them now. “My offer still stands that it can be yours.”

“Still can’t find a woman willing to be your puppet.” Lexa sneered at Papa, who glared back at her.

“Charming as always Lexa.” Papa glared at her, and then turned back to Mystica.

So this was it! Papa wanted someone who would be willing to wield the talisman on his behalf! But why couldn’t he use it himself.

Lexa answered that question for Mystica.

“Papa here is just angry that he went through all the trouble of finding the talisman only to find out that it won’t work for men,” Lexa gave him a smug look. “...Only women.”

“If you know what’s good for you, you’ll be quiet.” Papa flashed her a dark look.

“So he’s trying to find a woman that he can wrap around his finger and do what he wants and control who he wants with the talisman. Good luck finding a woman who won’t figure out that they can just control Papa with just a single word!” Lexa spat.

“I warn you, I have been merciful so far!” Papa’s voice was starting to tremble with rage.

“Big bad Papa Noir, can control people’s bodies with his little dolls, but not their minds-” Lexa mocked.

“That’s enough!” Papa motioned to Lexa and Hector rushed over to her.

“No, no! UMMPPH!” She protested as Hector shoved a red cloth in her mouth. Before Lexa could spit it out, he pulled another red cloth over her lips and secured it at the back of her neck.

“Urrmm gmmm mmph!” Lexa protested as Hector finished gagging her.

Papa eyed her with amusement.

“I’ve had to keep this one gagged quite often,” He turned to Mystica with an apologetic look. “She gets quite feisty.”

He paced again, once again eying up Mystica.

“So you see, I can let you keep that power, the power to control any man’s mind and exert your will over him. In exchange, you work for me.”

Mystica didn’t respond, partially because the gag made it impossible to, and partially because she couldn’t believe how insane this all was.

“You wouldn’t be using it much,” Papa stepped forward, his eyes falling on the amulet hanging above Mystica’s cleavage. “Just occasionally on a politician or official, maybe a billionaire or two…”

He stepped forward and caressed the edge of her breast with finger.

“Ummmm mmp!” Mystica recoiled at his touch, but still felt a… tingle at his touch. He was surprisingly gentle.

“Nrrrmmm! Ummm hmm!” Lexa implored.

“What do you say? The world at your command, all you have to do is say the word. We could be such a team.” He leaned forward and nuzzled her neck.

“Umm… hmmm…” Mystica whimper and then felt Noir hand caress her ass cheek.

“Mmmp! Mnmmm ggmm!” Lexa protested.

Noir stepped back and rolled his eyes at Lexa’s protests.

“Well,” He met Mystica’s gaze. “What do you think?”

“Urmmm mmmnoo! Nnrrggh!” Lexa tried to implore Mystica from under her gag.

Mystica didn’t need Lexa to convince her though. She looked Papa Noir straight in the eye and shook her head.

“Ummm ummm!”

Noir glared at her, the soft, gentle look in his eyes changing to solid, cold fury.

“Well fine. I tried to be generous to you, but there are plenty of other women who would kill for what you have.” With that he reached out, wrapped his hands around the talisman, and pulled.

Nothing happened. The amulet didn’t budge. Noir wrapped both hands around the amulet and pulled, grunting and gritting his teeth as he exerted him.

“Ummm?” Mystica looked down, eyes wide in amazement. It felt like the amulet weighed nothing around her neck but suddenly it was immovable.

Noir planted his feet and pulled with all of his might. He was trying so hard that beads of sweat ran down his painted face. Despite all of his efforts though, the amulet remained firmly around Mystica’s neck. After a few more futile attempts, Noir stepped away looking like he had just done a particularly hard day at the gym.

“Gumm humm hhmm mmm…” Lexa let out what sounded like a giggle through her gag and eyed Noir with amusement.

Noir glared at her, and then at Mystica with venomous eyes.

“Fine, well if won’t come off you now, then I’ll just have to pry it from your cold, dead body!” He huffed, wiping the sweat from his face and smearing his makeup in the process.

“Hummph!” Mystica’s eyes went wide.

Then Noir turned to Lexa.

“And you,” He stormed over to her. “They used to burn witches in the old days, I think its about time we brought that back.”

“Hummmph! Mmmo!” Lexa protested as she pulled on her bonds.

Papa stepped away and snapped his fingers, and a moment later several of his zombies approached him.

“Go find some kindling for the fire.” He gestured to Lexa as he spoke, and a moment later several zombies stalked off into the darkness.

“Urrrmm! Mmmm ggmmm!” Lexa protested, her massive breasts heaving mightily as she struggled.

“You’ve been a thorn in my side for far too long.” Papa turned away from the struggling witch and turned to Mystica.

“And you,” He smiled as he spoke. “Will make worthy sacrifice to my gods before I take that amulet from you.”

“Mmmo!” Mystica moaned and pulled on her own bonds, but they held firm.

One of Papa’s zombies stalked up behind him, and Mystica saw a glint of something metal in it’s hand. The zombie held a ceremonial dagger of some sort with a long, curved blade and a decorative hilt resembling several serpents intertwining. In its other hand, the zombie held a ceramic bowl.

“Mmm! Mmm ggmm!” Mystica cried, renewing her struggles.

“Hurrmm mmm! Mmm!” Tatiana cried, drawing Papa’s attention.

“Ah, be patient, I’ll deal with you soon enough.” He chuckled.

“Mmnno! Urr ggmm!” She was beckoning him over with her head. Papa cocked his head inquisitively and approached the big breasted, bound woman, leaving the zombie still holding the dagger and bowl.

Mystica met its eyes, but there was nothing behind them. No emotion, no intelligence, no hesitation. The zombie’s only purpose was to serve its high priest.

If I don’t get out of here, we’re dead! Mystica felt herself break out in a cold sweat. The realization washed over her, for just a moment, that she had woken up today thinking that she was just going to an audition with a client, and now found herself imbued with magical powers and the prisoner of a voodoo priest.

And now about to be a sacrifice.

“Urrrm hrrmm mmmm! Mmmmph!” Tatiana continued to implore through her gag as Noir approached her.

“Seems like you have something to say.” He stood smiling in front of the half naked woman.

“Ummm hmm!” Tatiana nodded.

“Well, there’s no harm in hearing you out for a moment. Though if I don’t like what I hear, your gag is going back on.” Papa warned.

“Urrrmm hrrmm!” Tatiana agreed.

Papa raised the voodoo doll around his neck and drew his hand across where the mouth would be on it, and almost simultaneously Tatiana’s gag disappeared. She let out a gasp and stretched out her jaw.

“Speak woman.” Papa commanded.

“Let me do it.” Tatiana said, still taking in gasps of fresh air.

“Ummmphh!” Mystica cried, realizing what Tatiana intended.

“What?” Papa seemed confused.

“Let me sacrifice her, and then I’ll wear the amulet.” Tatiana’s eyes went down to her barely covered breasts and up to meet Papa’s gaze.

He stammered, and then stroked his chin.

“Is that so?” He asked.

“Yes, let me prove my loyalty.” Tatiana implored.

“Ummm ggmm!” Mystica begged through her gag.

“And you will serve me and give your word to not use the amulet against me?” Papa asked.

“I give you my word, the amulet will serve your will.” Tatiana nodded.

“Mmmoo! Mmm ggmm!” Mystica protested.

“Mmmoo sttp!” Lexa cried, and Mystica turned her head to see zombies stacking wood around the witch’s feet.

They really were going to burn her at the stake.

“Very well,” Papa nodded. “Cut her down.”

“Ummmpph mmmoo!” Mystica cried, watching as Hector started to undo the ropes securing Tatiana to the stake.

As the big-breasted Peruvian was untied, Papa stepped over to Mystica and eyed her up.

“Well, let’s prepare your body.” He smiled.

“Wummf? Mmmno!” She shook her head.

Papa stepped towards her and extended a hand. Mystica did her best to shrink away, but the ropes that secured her to the stake meant that she could only pull her head away.

“Ummmm mmmph!” She cried as Papa pushed her hood back and her thick, dark hair fell around her shoulders.

“Grrrm!” She glared at him.

Then Papa reached out and grabbed her mask.

“Mmoo!” She cried as he roughly tore the mask away and tossed it to the ground.

“There, let’s see that beautiful face of yours.” He smiled.

“Mmmm gggmmm mmm bbmmm!” She retorted.

If I was able to talk, I would command him to do something not so nice to himself right now! She fumed.

Tatiana, now freed from her stake, came up behind Papa.

“I’m ready to serve, Papa.” She said, head bowed submissively.

“Mmm bmmff!” Lexa cried. The zombies had finished stacking wood around the base of her stake.

“Good,” Papa stepped back and admired Mystica’s bound form. “We still must prepare her to be received by the gods.”

He took the knife from the zombie, which had been waiting, inhumanly patient, and handed it to Tatiana.

“Remove her clothes.” He ordered and stepped back.

“Wummmf?” Mystica asked, eyes wide as Tatiana took a step towards her, brandishing the knife.

There was a glint in Tatiana’s eyes, a sick enjoyment of watching Mystica squirm and wriggle as the short, busty woman approached.

“Mmmo! Mmmph! Urrr ggmmm! Mmmph!” Mystica moaned, trying to will herself to break free from her bonds.

“Ummm ggmm!” Lexa moaned, and Mystica looked up to see a zombie approaching with a canister of gasoline.

“Errrm!” Mystica cried, feeling the cold steel of the knife against her skin. Tatiana had slid the knife under the strap of her costume. Their eyes met, Mystica’s were wide and pleading, while Tatiana’s were filled with sadistic glee.

With a flick of the knife, she cut the strap, and one side of the sling fell, exposing one of Mystica’s breasts.

“Urrrmm! Mmmmph!” She moaned, tossing her head back.

She felt the knife against her other shoulder and looked down to see Tatiana cut the other strap, and then with a look of pure joy, the smaller woman grabbed both straps of the sling and pulled. Mystica felt the bottom of the sling pull out from between her legs, and now stood, still bound to the stake, but completely naked except for the cape, which was still clasped around her shoulder, and her boots.

“Mmmmph! Mmmm gmmm!” Mystica moaned, wriggling and squirming in a futile attempt to cover her nudity, but the ropes prevented her from doing so.

“Good,” Papa stepped forward and held out the bowl. “Now cover her with this, it marks her soul so she goes straight to the Gods.”

In the bowl was a strange, reddish black liquid. Mystica shuddered to think of what it could be. Tatiana handed the knife to Papa, took the bowl, and stepped over to the bound and naked Mystica.

“Mmmoo… mnooo… mmm…” Mystica cried, still wriggling and squirming on her stake.

“Umggg gggm!” Lexa cried. Mystica turned her head to see a zombie soaking the wood around the other woman with gasoline.

Tatiana dipped her finger into the bowl, and then touched Mystica’s bare nipple and started to spread the liquid over her breast.

“Ummm! Mmm ggmm!” Mystica moaned as Tatiana spread the strange substance over one of her breasts.

Papa stood behind Tatiana, watching with zealous eyes.

“Urrrm mmmooo ggmmoo!” Mystica continued to moan as Tatiana cupped her breast, spreading and massaging the strange liquid over it.

“Mmm ggmm mmmph!” Mystica continued to plead through her gag as Tatiana moved to her other breast.

Next to her, the zombie had finished spreading the gasoline around Lexa and had stepped away.

“Nmmm! Gmmm mmm!” Mystica cried as Tatiana started to coat her other breast.

“Just think, you could have had all this power, but you chose to throw it away.” Tatiana gloated now using both hands to massage the strange liquid over Mystica’s breasts.

“Ummm ggmmm!” Mystica retorted.

“I’ve wanted you like this for so long,” Tatiana leaned forward to whisper in Mystica’s ear. “Helpless, trapped…”

Then she leaned back and poured the contents of the bowl over her own breast. Papa stepped forward, eyes wide with concern.

“What are you-” He began, and then watched, still wide-eyed, as Tatiana pressed her gigantic breasts against Mystica’s and rubbed the back and forth, spreading more of the liquid over Mystica’s heaving bosoms.

“Ummm ggmm! Mmm umm mmpph!” Mystica cried, still flexing and straining against the ropes.

Then Tatiana squatted down, still pressed against Mystica, dragging her coated breasts along Mystica’s abs, painting them with the dark liquid. All the while, Papa watched with hungry eyes.

“Ummm gmmm! Bmml!” Mystica moaned, and looked up to see a zombie shuffling towards Lexa with a torch in hand.

“Mnno! Umm mmmph!” Lexa moaned, struggling and straining valiantly against the ropes holding her to the stake.

Tatiana continued down Mystica’s leg, pressing her gigantic breasts against Mystica’s thigh and rubbing them back and forth to spread the liquid over them. She continued down past Mystica’s knee to her calf.

“Sttpp! Mmnnoo!” Mystica cried, watching as the zombie grew ever closer with the torch.

Tatiana shifted to Mystica’s other leg, pressing her breasts against it and pushing herself up, leaving a trail of dark liquid up Mystica’s leg.

The zombie now stood in front of Lexa, torch held at the ready, waiting for the command…

But Papa was too enraptured by Tatiana and the display she was making with Mystica. Tatiana stood and pressed her half naked body against Mystica’s nude form.

“Such a goodie two shoes you always were,” Tatiana now looked directly into Mystica’s eyes. “Always had to do the right thing.”

Her eyes shifted now, from zealous joy to a look of pleading.

Then Tatiana reached up and pulled Mystica’s gag down. Papa’s eyes almost bulged out of his head and he rushed forward, holding the knife high. Hector charged forward as well.

“No, stop!” Mystica commanded, feeling the power flow from the amulet up to her voice, and both Papa and Hector froze.

Tatiana stood frozen as well, but in fear, still pressing her half naked form against Mystica. Her wide eyes were locked on Papa, who stood frozen, knife held out.

“Drop the knife.” Mystica said, and Papa still stood frozen but opened his palm and let the knife fall to the ground.

“Tatiana,” Mystica said, but the other woman still stood pressed against Mystica, staring wide-eyed at Papa. “Tatiana!” Mystica hissed.

The other woman jumped and looked up at Mystica with apologetic eyes.

“I’m sorry, I had to get him to drop his guard.” Her voice was soft, like a child who was afraid of getting in trouble.

“It’s alright, just untie me.” Mystica smiled and nodded, trying to reassure Tatiana.

“Ummm mmfff! Mmm!” Lexa called, never taking her eyes off of the zombie with the torch, still hovering before her.

“Right,” Mystica nodded and turned to Papa. “Tell your zombie to back off.”

“Step away from her.” Papa commanded, and the zombie turned and lurched away from Lexa, who let out a sigh of relief.

“Hector,” Mystica commanded, and the other man perked up. “Free Lexa.”

Hector approached Lexa with the same empty look in his eye as the zombies and started to untie her. Tatiana got one of Mystica’s arms free and went to work on the other. Meanwhile, once one of Lexa’s arms were free, she pulled down her gag and spit out the cloth that had been wadded in her mouth.

“Aggh, thank you, Mystica.” Lexa said, watching as Hector untied her other arm.

“Don’t mention it.” Mystica nodded as Tatiana finished untying her other arm and went to work on her feet.

A minute later, Mystica stepped away from the stake she had been bound to, naked except for the cloak, which Mystica drew around her body to cover her nudity.

Lexa was free as well, and stepped away from Hector, who stood and stared blankly.

“Well, talk about waiting until the last minute.” Lexa glared at Tatiana, who glared back.

“Excuse me for just saving all of us.” Tatiana’s breasts heaved in anger.

“It’s fine, what’s done is done.” Lexa shrugged. Unlike Mystica, she seemed comfortable in her near nudity, but she stopped for a moment and regarded Mystica, who shrank back beneath her hungry gaze. It was like Lexa was… eying her up.

“Well, let’s finish these pigs off then.” Lexa smiled and picked up the dagger.

“Wait!” Mystica jumped forward and grabbed Lexa’s arm holding the weapon.

“These men tried to kill us.” Lexa said through gritted teeth, pulling against Mystica.

Mystica wrapped both hands around Lexa’s arm and twisted. The half naked woman cried out and dropped the knife.

“We don’t kill, especially when they’re helpless like this.” Mystica twisted Lexa’s arm behind her back.

“They’re monsters, a fast death is too good for them.” Lexa grunted, still resisting Mystica.

“We’re free, let’s just leave them and call the police.” Mystica responded.

“You can leave them, but I’m not.” Lexa’s tone was grim and resolute.

Mystica sighed and turned to Tatiana.

“Get some of that rope.” She motioned with her head to the stakes they had been tied to, and Tatiana nodded and retrieved some from the stake Mystica had been secured to.

“Oh come on, like I’m the bad guy here.” Lexa sighed.

Mystica ignored her though and crossed her arms behind her back as Tatiana came over with the rope and used it to tied Lexa’s hands together.

“So what are you gonna do now?” Lexa’s tone was taunting.

“I don’t know.” Mystica stepped away, surveying the blank eyed Papa and Hector, as well as the zombies all waiting their master’s command.

“Can’t believe you’re tying me up when I’m on your side.” Lexa continued to chide Mystica.

“I don’t know about that,” Mystica stepped in front of the bound, half naked woman. “And keep annoying me like this and I’ll gag you again.”

Lexa clammed up as Mystica bit her lip, trying to think of what to do next. As she did, she noticed Tatiana making her way over to the still frozen Papa Noir.

And she had the dagger in hand!

“Tatiana, no!” Mystica cried, running forward as Tatiana raised the dagger towards Papa –

– And cut the voodoo doll from his neck. Mystica stopped and watched as Tatiana dropped the knife and removed a strand of hair that had been wrapped around the doll and tossed it away. Then she dropped the doll to the ground and turned back to Mystica, who only nodded at her.

Suddenly, the pasties and thong that Tatiana had been wearing disappeared, leaving her standing there completely naked. She cried out and jumped back, then placed an arm over her bare breasts and stuck her other hand between her legs. Lexa giggled at the shorter woman’s embarrassment, causing Tatiana to flash her a dark look.

“Well, maybe we should get out of here.” Mystica looked at Tatiana’s complete nudity, and her own near nudity.

“I can help you, you know.” Lexa called, still smirking at the two of them.

“Somehow I don’t believe you.” Mystica stepped over to the bound, half naked woman.

“I know what power you wield, more-so I know how to control it.” Lexa nodded at the amulet hanging around Mystica’s neck.

“Why should I trust you? As soon as I freed you, you attacked me.” Mystica cocked her head.

Lexa shrugged in acknowledgement. “True, long have I sought the amulet for myself, but it has chosen you as it’s host.”

Mystica bit her lip.

I was chosen?

“Anyway,” Lexa continued. “I can teach you how to control it, and where it comes from.”

“Mystica, let’s just get out of here.” Tatiana interjected, prompting an annoyed look from Lexa.

Mystica looked down at the still shimmering amulet above her naked breasts, and then at Lexa, who was staring at the ruby at the center of it.

“Why don’t you untie me and I’ll show you some of it.” Lexa smiled.

Mystica stood straight and looked into the woman’s large, brown eyes.

“We’ll untie you when we’re well away from here.” Mystica responded.

“Suit yourself,” Lexa shrugged. “But mark my words, when the spell wears off of these two, Papa is not going to be happy that you got away.”

“We’ll deal with that when it happens.” Mystica never took her eyes from Lexa’s as she spoke.

“Fine,” Lexa took off through the torchlit gardens. “Well follow me.” She said, walking calmly and casually despite her nudity and hands being tied behind her back.

Mystica and Tatiana looked at each other, and with no better option, shrugged and took off after the thong clad woman.

7.

Despite his anger and frustration at the events of the day, all of those feelings faded when the image of Mystica, bound, gagged, and struggling against her bonds filled Papa Noir’s mind. No matter what he did, or how he told himself that he should punish her for her insolence, the image of her breast heaving under her small sling bikini and her whimpering through her gag would fill his head.

Then again the thought of punishing her was an enticing one, and he knew that he would have to gag her againl to keep her from using her powers. Papa salivated at the thought of having Mystica bound and gagged at his mercy, squirming under his grasp, and could feel himself hardening as he pictured it.

But first he would have to find her first.

Once again he tried to clear his mind and focus on the ornate, stone altar before him decorated with idols representing each of the voodoo gods. He was throwing himself at their mercy, begging for assistance from each and every one. Papa could only hope they heard his prayers. The smell of incense filled the room, and Papa chanted a rhythmic, steady beat while taking deep, slow breaths.

He attempted to focus on his breathing as a way of banishing thoughts of Mystica from his mind, but the image of her bound, gagged, and wide-eyed kept invading his head. She was mesmerizing, a singular woman. There was an aura about her, a light that drew all things. It was obvious why the amulet chose her. As he reflected on this, he hoped that he would be able to break her spirit and make her submissive to him. It would be a shame to kill such a striking beauty and start fresh, especially since his previous attempts at finding a woman to wield the amulet had failed.

After he had captured Lexa he considered using her to wield the power for him. She had long been a thorn in his side, and after finally capturing her he had always intended on punishing her for defying him, but then he discovered that the amulet only worked with women. Soon, he devised a plan to keep Lexa as a pet and slowly break her spirt and bend her will to his own. She would be his submissive pet, and through the amulet would enact his will upon the world.

Except it never worked. Lexa had proven resilient, and her will was strong. For months he had kept her as a prisoner and subjected her to various humiliations and tortures, but still she had remained defiant. His patience had been wearing thin, and her insolence in the garden was the straw that broke the camel’s back, and he decided in that moment to be rid of her for good.

Then there was Tatiana, yet another juicy morsel. Her breasts were exquisite and he sensed that with her insecurity that he could mold her to his will. For a moment, it looked like she would come around to his side, yet in the end she was the one who had defied him, and for that he would punish her. Oh, how he would punish her and make her regret abusing his trust like that.

Still, despite his anger at how things had transpired, there was still a sense of confusion and relief at how it had turned out. It felt like he had awoken from a long slumber once Mystica’s spell wore off. Hours must have passed because the sun was rising in the sky, but he, Hector, and the zombies were all untouched. Papa would have imagined that the women could have called the authorities, or worse, killed him, and then ran off, but he was untouched.

Granted, it looked like Tatiana had removed her hair from the voodoo doll, which meant that he no longer had power over her, but it could have been much worse. Especially Lexa, he would have figured that she would have relished taking revenge on him.

Curiouser and curiouser. He thought, but knew that he would find out soon enough what happened, and make those women pay for defying him.

It took hours for Papa to finally calm his mind and rid himself of thoughts of Mystica’s dark, sweat coated skin writhing against ropes, but once he felt that he was calm enough, he reached out with his mind, calling out to his deities. Papa felt his spirit reaching out from beyond the mortal plain, crying out for guidance.

Hear me oh gods, give me your strength and power!

He knew it would take time, hours or days even, for one of his gods to answer, especially after his failure the night before. He had intended to make Mystica a sacrifice, one they would have cherished and appreciated, but they were angry with him because he failed. At the moment, he thought that it would be shame to sacrifice a woman such as Mystica, but his anger got the better of him. Even know, something told him that Mystica’s will was too strong and she would never serve him.

As he called out to his gods, he begged their forgiveness and offered to make amends for his failure while asking for guidance and help.

After what seemed like an eternity of wandering the ethereal plain, someone answered.

You seek to control power not meant for your hands. A female voice answered from the void.

Papa Noir opened his eyes and surveyed the dozens of totems crowding the altar.

What is it you can offer me for my services? The voice asked, and Papa’s eyes narrowed on a black totem in the shape of a rooster.

Maman Brigitte, the goddess of death and the underworld. One of the oldest and most powerful of his gods.

His heart fluttered, not expecting to find himself in the presence of one so old and so powerful.

I can make you a sacrifice, a nubile body who can serve you in the underworld- He began.

Foolish mortal, I do not want her as a sacrifice! Maman Brigitte responded.

Papa apologized to her, and spoke of his intention to break her spirit and make her submit to him.

Her spirit is strong, she is in tune with our ethereal realm and will not break easily. You have picked a powerful mortal. Maman Brigitte explained.

Papa thanked her and asked for her guidance in this situation.

Offer her to me, and I can use her body as a vessel. The amulet is tethered to her soul, and if I join to her soul then I can wield the amulet’s power!

Papa’s heart raced. Maman Brigitte could possess Mystica? The thought of him working alongside a goddess was enticing.

You will be my high priest as I use the amulet to enslave the moral world, for too long have I and my other gods been forgotten. They will build cities in our image!

Papa licked his lips. What an offer! A place of power as a new world was built.

But how? How would this work?

Maman Brigitte explained what he must do and what must be done to have her invade Mystica’s body. He listened intently, memorizing every step. It would be difficult, but it could be done. Once they were finished, he thanked the goddess for her aid and guidance. She told him that she would be watching, waiting, and listening.

He severed the connection, feeling the ethereal plain drift away. Papa opened his eyes, took a breath, and bowed at the rooster totem representing Maman Brigitte. His stomach rumbled, and he realized that he didn’t know how long he had been in communication with the goddess, but he could eat later, right now there was work to be done.

Papa stepped out of the altar room, closed the door behind him, and made his way down the cavernous hallway. The tunnels under the mansion were like a maze, meant to hide his places of worship, supplies, and his private zombie army. The mansion upstairs was the public face he put on to the world, while the catacombs underneath showed his real side.

After walking a bit, he stepped into a room that looked like an alchemy lab filled with vials, jars, beakers, and shelves with other odd paraphernalia. He ignored the vials of strange liquids on the shelves though, and instead retrieve a jar containing several strands of thick, black hair.

Mystica’s hair, plucked it from her head when she had been unconscious after Tatiana’s attack on her. He set the vial on a table and then opened a small cabinet filled with the white voodoo dolls like what he had used to control Tatiana. Voodoo dolls lost their effect over long distances, but they had other uses as well.

He placed the doll on the table and wrapped the strands of Mystica’s hair around it, then set it down on the table again. Papa waived his hands over the doll, reciting an incantation as he did. As he recited he focused on his breathing and the words, clearing his mind of anything else. A spell like this required all of his concentration.

In his mind’s eye he was floating, soaring, surrounded by a thick haze. The more he concentrated on the spell, the more the haze cleared. He reached out with his will, focusing on the hair and its connection to Mystica. All around him, the haze lifted and he found himself soaring high above his mansion, looking out over the beach…

And then he was off, pulled back over his mansion, soaring past it, over the beach to the highway…

Now whipping down the highway, faster than any bird or plane. He was moving at the speed of thought…

Then past the highway to Chance City, soaring high above the skyscrapers. He was so high up that it looked like a child’s model of the city…

And then out of Chance City, once again along the highway, out, out further into the country…

He passed over a town, but felt himself slowing, lowering down, nearing his destination…

Past a few homes and farms…

Lower…

Down a lonely road, past trees…

Lower…

A house, isolated, spacious, surrounded by an expansive property.

Inside the home now. It was quite large, filled with oddities and antiquities, all of them had to be priceless…

This must be Lexa’s home! He realized, smiling. Papa had always wondered where that witch hung her hat.

He know she was centuries old, maybe millennia old, all these artifacts must have been things she had acquired over her long time on this earth. Most likely this was one of several homes Lexa had.

Then he was gliding up a grand staircase and down a hallway, through a closed door.

He was in a room now, once again surrounded by a thick haze. At first he thought that the spell was losing its power, that Lexa must be using a counter-spell or ward to throw him off, but then he realized that it wasn’t haze, it was steam!

He was in a bathroom, gliding across the tiled floor floor towards a sliding plexiglass door covered in condensation. There was someone in the shower, he could see the outline of her naked body, of her exquisite, large breasts and her round, perky rear end.

Then he was in the shower with her, watching as Mystica stood under the shower head, steaming water cascading down over her glistening, dark skin.. Small rivulets of water ran from her nipples to the drain below. Papa couldn’t help but gasp at such a beautiful sight. There was a thrill at knowing that he was here, admiring her in this private moment while she had no idea.

She still wore the amulet, hanging just above those two perfect breasts of hers. It glittered as condensation and water collected on its surface.

Mystica turned and tossed her head back, letting the water run over her mane of thick, dark hair and down along her back and between her two perfect buttocks.

He wanted to reach out and touch her, to squeeze those breasts of hers, to smack that ass, if only…

He felt himself reaching out…

So what, it’s not like I can touch her anyway, and not like she knows I’m watching…

Then Mystica turned, her eyes wide, and he realized she was looking right at him!

***

Mystica blinked and pushed her hair back as she stared at the tiled wall of the shower, half expecting to see someone there, leering at her naked body, but all she saw was the steam rising from the heat. Somehow it didn’t make her feel any less watched. She tried telling herself that she was still on edge from the events of the previous night, that it was nerves and nothing more. Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling of having eyes on her. Instinctively, she crossed her arms over her breasts as she stood in the shower, searching for unseen eyes.

It’s nothing, just your imagination.

But she realized that the amulet around her neck was humming softly against her bare flesh. At first she had felt silly about bringing it into the shower, but she didn’t trust leaving it alone here. This was Lexa’s house, and she had already tried to take the amulet from her once. Could that be why she was feeling watched, because she was in Lexa’s home? Or could it be that Lexa herself was watching her? Lexa claimed to be a witch, maybe she was using a crystal ball or something to spy on her in the shower, hoping that Mystica will let her guard down long enough to snatch the amulet away from her…

Mystica found herself chuckling at the thought of Lexa gazing into a crystal ball, watching her shower, but then she felt a pair of hands cup the bottom of her ass cheeks. She let out a cry and spun around to face Lexa.

“Shh! Shh!” Lexa put a finger to her lips and pressed her nude, wet body against Mystica’s.

Mystica tried to squirm away but Lexa pushed herself up against her and pressed the other woman against the wall.

“Oh hush, please.” Lexa smiled. She had wrapped her hands around Mystica’s waist and her massive breasts were pressed against Mystica’s.

“What… what are you doing?” Mystica tried to pull herself out of Lexa’s grip but the other woman pressed her weight further against her.

“Oh come on, don’t play coy with me.” Lexa smiled and moved her hands along Mystica’s hips towards her--

Mystica grabbed Lexa’s wrists and twisted, causing the woman to cry out, and pushed her back against the opposite wall, pinning her hands above her head. To Mystica’s surprise, Lexa let out a moan and rubbed her waist against Mystica’s.

“Oh yeah…” Lexa sighed.

Mystica stammered, taken aback, but kept Lexa pinned.

“What do you want?” Mystica tightened her grip on Lexa’s wrists.

“Isn’t it obvious?” Lexa batted her eyes at her.

“I… you want the amulet?” Mystica demanded while trying to ignore Lexa rubbing her bare thigh against hers.

Lexa rolled her eyes again.

“Oh please, look, I’ve been locked up as a prisoner for months, and then to get rescued by someone like you…” Lexa leaned forward and planted a kiss right on Mystica’s lips.

Mystica’s eyes widened and she stepped back and turned away, wiping at her lips.

Lexa came up from behind, pressing her nude body against Mystica’s, and cupped her hands over Mystica’s breasts.

“Oh come on, we can have a little fun.” She cooed in Mystica’s ear.

“You attacked me!” Mystica hissed, grabbing Lexa’s wrists again.

“It was in the heat of the moment, besides, right now I couldn’t take that amulet from you if I tried.”

Mystica still didn’t trust her, and threw her weight back, once again sandwiching Lexa against the shower wall. Behind her, she felt Lexa wiggle her waist against her bare ass.

“You mean that after all you went through, you don’t want a little… fun?” She squeezed Mystica’s breasts to accentuate the “fun” part.

“I’m not into women.” Mystica responded. Even if she was, she doubted this would be the right time.

“How very mortal of you.” Lexa sighed.

“I’ll tell you once, get your hands off of me.” Mystica said through gritted teeth.

“I could show you so many pleasures.” Lexa’s hands continued to massage Mystica’s breasts.

“I said no-” Mystica barked.

“Open up your world.” Lexa’s hands moved down Mystica’s mid-section.

Mystica heard the door to the bathroom open and every muscle in her body tensed.

“Everything okay, I heard shouting.” Mystica heard Tatiana ask about the screaming of the shower.

Mystica opened her mouth to respond but Lexa clamped her hand over it.

“Ummm! Mmmm gmm!” Mystica cried, her hands rushing up to pull Lexa’s hand away.

“Nothing, just showering.” Lexa’s voice was calm and conversational. As she spoke, she slipped her hand between Mystica’s legs.

“I… I thought Mystica was showering?” Tatiana stammered.

“Umm hmm! Mmm!” Mystica nodded, struggling to pull away from Lexa.

“Oh she’s in here too, but… preoccupied.” Lexa’s fingers stroked the edges of Mystica’s smooth, waxed vagina.

“Mmmm!” Mystica’s eyes widened, and with all of her strength sent an elbow into Lexa’s rib.

The other woman cried out and relaxed her hold on Mystica.

“Okay, is everything alright?” Tatiana called.

Mystica turned to glare at Lexa, who was clutching her ribs but flashing Mystica a crooked, lust-filled smile. Behind her, the shower door slid open and Mystica spun around to face a wide-eyed and slack jawed Tatiana. Tatiana wore a robe that had been supplied by Lexa, who was much taller, so the robe trailed around Tatiana’s feet. The Peruvian's massive breasts looked like they were trying to burst free from the flimsy garment with all of the cleavage she was showing.

Mystica turned back to glare at Lexa and then stormed out of the shower.

“Shower’s yours.” Mystica heard Lexa say to Tatiana as she followed her out.

8.

Mystica realized that this was the first time she had seen Lexa fully clothed as she watched the exotic, big breasted woman sashay across the kitchen to lift a steaming kettle from the stove. Then again, even what Lexa was wearing now didn’t leave much to the imagination, but modesty didn’t seem to be one of the witch’s strong suits. She wore a green skirt with extremely high slits up the middle, exposing both of her slender, tanned legs, and a brown bra-let which looked like it would collapse under the weight of Lexa’s breasts at any moment. Her midriff was completely bare, exposing her toned abs. It wasn’t much of an outfit, but then again, it was way more than what Mystica currently had on.

“Tea?” Lexa poured the steaming contents of the kettle into a very old looking mug. Despite the modern facade of the house on the outside, it was filled with things that looked like they could be thousands of years old. The kitchen in particular was packed with aging pots and pans, with herbs dangling from the ceiling, plants stuffed in every corner, and ancient books lining shelves.

“No thank you.” Mystica huffed, adjusting the towel above her breasts. Other than her amulet, it was all she had on. The towel was small, barely coming past her ass, and she kept adjusting it to keep her bottom or her breasts from falling out.

“Oh come on, it will help you relax.” Lexa grabbed another mug and started pouring.

“Look, do you have a robe or something?” Mystica adjusted the towel again.

Lexa looked up for moment with a look of confusion on her face.

“You have clothes.” She shrugged and went back to pouring the tea.

Mystica sighed. The only article of clothing she had was the cape and hood.

“No I don’t.” Mystica grunted.

Lexa finished pouring the tea and set both mugs on a table and then took a seat.

“Where did you get that outfit from earlier?” She smiled and crossed her arms.

“I…” Mystica stammered, looked down at the amulet, and up to Lexa, who was smiling back at her.

The amulet! Her “costume” had come from it. So could it somehow create new clothes?

“But… how?” Mystica asked, looking down at the amulet still.

“You’ll figure it out.” Lexa smiled and sipped her tea.

Mystica glared at the other woman, and then turned her attention back to the amulet. How did it happen before? It was all so fast, she was fighting with Hector and then grabbed the amulet…

Touch it?

Mystica placed her hand on the jewel at the center of the amulet, but still nothing happened.

Now what?

She thought about the times she had used its power. When she spoke, she had to concentrate, focus her will on her words, was it like that with the outfit too?

Only one way to find out. She closed her eyes, took a breath, and concentrated on the outfit the amulet had given her the previous evening. There was a whoosh of air, and then she felt a blast of warm energy wash over her, and then suddenly felt the fabric of a thong running between her ass cheeks. Mystica opened her eyes and looked down to see that she was clad in an identical slingshot bikini, boots, cape, and mask as before. Even though she could feel the mask against her skin, she still ran her hands along it.

“I don’t think you need the mask here.” Lexa chuckled.

Mystica pushed the hood off her head and reached to pull the mask off but stopped, an idea occurring. She cocked a smile, touched the ruby, and concentrated again.

Another whoosh and a blast of warm energy, and the mask was gone.

“You’re getting the hang of it.” Lexa smiled and applauded.

Mystica relaxed a bit now that she was clothed, but there was still the matter of Lexa. She looked across the table at the big breasted woman, who smiled and slide the mug of tea towards Mystica.

“Here.” She crossed her legs and sipped her own tea.

Mystica took a seat across from her but didn’t drink, still not fully trusting Lexa yet. The woman had sheltered her and Tatiana at her house after they fled Papa’s compound. In retrospect it probably didn’t seem like a wise move considering that when they first met Lexa had attacked Mystica and tried to take the amulet, but after the events of yesterday all three women were exhausted. They had spent all day sleeping and then Lexa had graciously offered use of her shower.

Then there was the incident in the shower, an attempted seduction.

Lexa must have sensed Mystica’s hesitation and giggled.

“Please, I don’t bite.” She laughed.

“I freed you and attacked you, and then you groped me in the shower. So excuse me for not trusting you.” Mystica folded her arms and crossed her legs.

Lexa sighed and sat back.

“Well, in my defense with the shower, I had just spent months a captive of a voodoo priest and you were the first pretty face I saw, can’t blame a girl for taking a shot.”

Mystica’s face was stone still, prompting another laugh from Lexa.

“And yes, it was rude to attack you, but I wasn’t in the right mind, and then you show up out of nowhere, wearing the amulet that I spent hundreds of years looking for. I’m over it now.” She leaned back and sipped her tea.

“Why shouldn’t I think that you’ll try to steal it first chance you get?” Mystica asked.

“Please,” Lexa laughed. “It’s bonded to your soul now. No one can lift it from you while you still live.”

The “while you still live” part sent a chill through Mystica’s spine, and her eyes fell to the mug of tea again.

“Please,” Lexa laughed. “I’m not going to kill you. If I was you would be dead already.”

“Then what do you want?” Mystica sat back. It was usually in her nature to be trusting, but there was something about this woman that she didn’t trust.

“I’ll be honest,” Lexa hesitated. “I… owe you one.” She mumbled and looked down.

There was something different about her when she said that, like her carefully constructed defenses had all fallen.

“If not for you, then I probably would have been a prisoner of Papa’s for a long, long time.” Lexa met Mystica’s gaze, her wide, brown eyes trembling. “I shudder to think of what he would have done with me once he got bored, so thank you.”

There was sincerity in Lexa’s voice, a fear, pain, and also gratitude. Mystica felt herself relax somewhat at seeing this woman vulnerable in front of her.

She’s just scared, like we all are.

Mystica reached out and took her mug. Lexa’s eyes lit up when she did so.

“Well, I couldn’t just leave you there.” Mystica answered.

“Still, I’m in your debt.” Lexa stood and paced, sipping her tea. Mystica saw now that Lexa’s defenses were back up.

“So yes, maybe normally I would just kill you and take that amulet, but I’m a sucker, so I figure you’ll need my help.”

Mystica stiffened again and set her mug down. There was something about how casual Lexa was about saying she could kill Mystica. It was hard to tell if she was joking or not.

“What kind of help do I need?” Mystica stood up.

“Honey, you’ve stumbled into a whole new world.” Lexa took a step towards Mystica, her eyes falling on either the amulet, Mystica’s cleavage, or both.

“I know a thing or two about magic.” Mystica crossed her arms over her chest.

Lexa paced around her, and Mystica could feel the other woman’s eyes on her thonged ass.

“Please, there’s so much you have to learn, but thankfully you have me, an immortal witch, to teach you.”

She came back around to in front of Mystica and tapped the amulet around her neck. Instinctively, Mystica stepped back and clutched at it, prompting a giggle from Lexa.

“There’s so much that you don’t know about the power you wield. You could command nations.” Lexa’s voice was filled with genuine awe. If Mystica didn’t know better, she would swear that Lexa was daydreaming about using the amulet to rule the world.

“No,” Mystica stood straight and stepped back. “If I’ve been given this power, I’m going to use it for good, to help people.”

She had decided that in the shower, before Lexa interrupted. The amulet was gift, and she was going to use it to help those in need.

“Ugh,” Lexa rolled her eyes. “How very mortal of you.” She turned and strolled back to her chair.

“I’m not going to use this to hurt people or rule, like you or Papa would.” Mystica paced to her own end of the table.

“And what do you think I would do with it?” Lexa sat and crossed her legs again.

Mystica stammered, realizing she didn’t know.

“That amulet,” Lexa pointed at it. “Belonged to the faerie Queen Maeve. She ruled over entire empires. It was said that no one, man or woman, could resist her charms. It was made to rule.”

“What happened to her?” Mystica paced, all the while Lexa’s eyes kept shifting from the pacing Mystica to the mug.

“Your tea is getting cold.” Lexa added.

“Maeve.” Mystica pressed.

“Nobody knows,” Lexa sighed. “She disappeared, but her amulet, which contains all of her beauty and charm, survived, passing from owner to owner, disappearing on and off.”

“And you’ve been looking for it?” Mystica asked.

“History has not been kind to witches,” Lexa smiled. “I thought that the amulet would be a good ace up my sleeve.”

Lexa stood up again and approached Mystica.

“And it will be a good ace up your sleeve. Papa won’t stop looking, he’ll come for you.” Now she was standing directly in front of Mystica.

“I can handle him.” Mystica’s voice was filled with confidence.

“He’s a dangerous man, you should be careful.” Lexa stepped forward, her breasts pressing against Mystica’s.

Mystica took a step back and Lexa paced around her.

“Stay here with me and I’ll teach you all I know so you can be ready for him.” Mystica jumped as Lexa pressed up against her from behind and rested her hands on her shoulders.

“You need me.” Lexa sighed in her ear.

Mystica pulled away, deciding that she had enough of this.

“Thank you again for helping us,” Mystica turned to face Lexa while backing out of the room. “But I’m going to see if Tatiana and finished and then we’re going to leave.”

“I would watch that one,” Lexa followed, keeping pace with Mystica. “Her motives aren’t pure.”

Mystica stopped, her jaw dropping.

“She saved us!” She stammered. No matter what Tatiana had done earlier that day, they wouldn’t be standing there talking if not for her.

“Yes, but she didn’t do it for you or me.” Lexa’s eyes flitted to the amulet again.

Mystica stepped back from the woman and drew her cape in, closing it over the amulet. As a gesture she knew it was futile but the way Lexa stared at the amulet made her shiver. Then she became aware of a deep thrumming against her chest. It was the amulet! She gasped and her hand flew to the magical talisman around her neck, and she could feel the warmth coming from the ruby inside it. It was the same feeling she had in the shower earlier, but this was more intense. Her entire breast bone felt like it was vibrating as well.

“What is it, what’s wrong?” Lexa asked, concern clouding her face.

“Are you doing this?” Mystica gasped, backing away. The humming of her amulet was becoming more intense.

“Doing what?” Lexa asked.

“It’s,” Mystica rubbed the amulet. “It’s like… throbbing.”

Lexa’s eyes went wide.

“It trying to warn you!” She rushed out of the kitchen. Mystica followed.

As she ran after Lexa, she placed her hand on the ruby in the center of the amulet and concentrated, feeling the mask on her skin a second later. There was something about wearing it along with the rest of the costume that made her feel confident and unstoppable.

Mystica followed Lexa out into a large hallway and out to a wide, expensively furnished living room. Lexa rushed to the large picture window at the far end of the room and peered out, Mystica following. Both women’s jaw dropped at what they saw outside.

Zombies - Legions of Papa’s undead henchman, some clad all in black, some shirtless, and in various states of decay, marching across the expansive lawn towards the house.

“He found us!” Lexa gasped and stepped away from the window. Mystica’s gaze was fixed on the small army advancing outside. She thought that she could detect the faint smell of decay as they grew closer, but wasn’t sure if that was in her head.

More zombies seemed to be emerging from the darkness by the minute, marching in formation straight for them. As she scanned the lawn, she realized that there was no sign of Papa.

“I don’t see Noir out there.” She said, the amulet buzzing constantly against her chest.

“Don’t worry, he’s not far.” Lexa pulled Mystica away from the window.

“Come.” Lexa dragged Mystica out of the room and back from where they came.

She had never seen the other woman so frenzied. Lexa’s face was filled with wide-eyed fear as she dragged the stumbling Mystica after her. Somehow, Mystica got the sense that Lexa’s home here, her domicile, was sacred to her. Papa’s forces finding it and invading it was an attack on her solitude and invasion of her privacy.

“Wait, slow down!” Mystica called after Lexa, who ignored her, dragging her back into the kitchen.

Lexa stopped, turned to Mystica, and gripped her by the shoulders.

“You need to hide.” Her voice trembled as she spoke.

“I can help you!” Mystica pulled away, not wanting to be cowering helpless as they were attacked.

“Look you can’t, your powers don’t work on them. You’ll only get in my way.”

Mystica opened her mouth to retort but stopped, realizing that she had nothing else to say. Lexa was right, she was new to all this, a normal woman who stumbled upon a powerful gift, but with all that, she had no idea how to deal with this threat.

In that moment, she realized that Lexa’s offer to teach her would be invaluable.

“Fine.” Mystica grumbled.

“Good, now I need to keep you safe and hidden until I can get rid of them. Where’s your big breasted friend?”

As if on cue, Tatiana entered, still wet from the shower and wrapped in a towel.

“What’s going o-” She was cut off by Lexa grabbing her and dragging her towards Mystica.

“Good, come over here.” Lexa shoved Tatiana towards Mystica and stepped back.

“Hey, what is this?” Tatiana grumbled, clutching her towel over her gigantic breasts.

“Okay, I’m going to cast a spell on you two to keep you hidden. Don’t move.” Lexa stepped back and raised her palms.

“Wait what?” Tatiana stammered.

Mystica hugged herself, bracing for whatever was gonna come next. Lexa arched her fingers at the two women like she was going to shoot lightning bolts from them or something. Instinctively, Mystica found herself grabbing Tatiana’s arm, squeezing her eyes shut, and bracing for what comes next. To her surprise, Tatiana squeezed her back. She heard Lexa speaking words she had never heard before, a strange, guttural language that sounded almost like it shouldn’t be spoken by humans. Then felt herself torn away from Tatiana. Her limbs flailed, reaching out for the other woman but finding nothing but air whooshing past. It felt like she was falling, plummeting at thousands of miles per hour.

Mystica opened her mouth and cried out, her heart thudding in her chest. She cursed herself for trusting Lexa, thinking that the witch must have used this moment to trick her, to cast a spell on her to kill her and take the amulet…

Then Mystica realized that despite the feeling of falling, her feet had never left the ground. It was like the air was whipping up around her, but she had stayed in one spot the whole time. Then the feeling stopped, and Mystica felt the room calm around her. She opened her eyes, and found herself standing in a sea of black.

No, there’s something else…

She could see the tile floor beyond, and the doorway leading out of the kitchen, except the doorway looked like it was several city blocks away, and massive. A whole army could march through it and still have plenty of room. As Mystica took it all in, she realized that the black around her was fabric…

Her costume!

Looking down, she saw that she was completely nude except for the amulet around her neck. She cried out, covering her breasts with one hand while using the other to cover between her legs.

“Sorry, the spell doesn’t work on clothes.” A voice boomed above her. Mystica looked up to see Lexa looming above her.

She was giant, like a skyscraper, bending over to look down at the much, much smaller Mystica. Her pendulous breasts hanging over Mystica like giant mountains that could crush her.

She shrunk us!

“Tatiana!” Mystica cried, remembering the other woman, and scrambled over the folds of her own, giant costume towards where the other woman had been standing.

It felt like she was scrambling over sand dunes as she pushed over the hills and valleys of her discarded costume. As she ran, she touched the ruby and tried picturing a new costume.

Nothing happened.

Mystica tried a few more times but no garments materialized over her naked body.

Maybe it’s the spell. Lexa said that it didn’t work on clothes, so maybe that meant the amulet couldn’t create any for her? But if so then why was the amulet still on here?

Lexa said something about bonding to my soul? Could that be it.

She realized that she had a lot to learn about magic as she reached the edge of her cape and saw the towel that had been the sole thing standing between Tatiana and total nudity lying splayed on the tile floor. It was moving, shifting, like something was scurrying around underneath it.

Or someone…

A moment later, the edge of the massive towel lifted and a naked Tatiana stumbled out. She looked completely disorientated, blinking and looking around with her jaw agape. Mystica realized that she must have looked like that a few moments earlier. Also like Mystica earlier, Tatiana realized that she was completely naked and let out a squeal, cupped her breasts with her palms and crossed her legs.

“Tatiana!” Mystica called, jogging over to her, pressing her own palms over her breasts.

“Mystica, what…” Tatiana stammered, looking around in awe.

“I shrunk you.” Lexa’s voice boomed. She stood over both women with her hands on her hips.

“I… what?” Tatiana swayed, looking up at the giant Lexa and the now cavernous kitchen around them.

“I shrunk you so it would be easier for you two to hide from Papa.”

“But,” Tatiana looked down at her nude body. “You couldn’t shrink my clothes?”

Lexa sighed, which sound like a massive gust of wind above them, crouched down, and held her palm out flat on the floor.

“Come on, we don’t have time to waste.” Her voice was booming this close to them.

“But… where are we going?” Tatiana circled, taking in the giant kitchen with wide-eyed wonder.

“I’m just putting you two on the counter, I don’t want to step on you.”

Tatiana nodded and shuffled towards the witch’s outstretched palm, followed by Mystica. As soon as they were in Lexa’s grasp, she began closing her fist and Mystica had a moment of panic, thinking she was going to crush them right there, but Lexa left her fingers curled up around the two shrunken women and lifted her palm. The air whooshed around them, and Mystica felt like she was on the part of the roller coaster where they take you up the hill.

I just hope there isn’t a sudden drop like on those rides. She thought, and grabbed onto one of Lexa’s fingers for support. Next to her, Tatiana was squealing and holding onto Lexa’s ring finger for dear life with both arms. Mystica couldn’t help but feel a pang of pity for the poor girl, who definitely wasn’t prepared for any of this. As they moved across the kitchen, Mystica looked around the appliances and cabinets that now towered above her, and then up at Lexa. From Mystica’s position, the witch’s face was entirely obscured by her giant, pendulous breasts, bouncing and heaving right above her.

In a few more seconds, they had crossed the room and were at the kitchen counter, which was cluttered with jars, books, and just about every other odd and end. Mystica got the feeling that the kitchen was used more of a workshop than for cooking. As soon as Lexa set her palm down on the marble, Tatiana hurried off, bent over with her hands on her knees, and gasped. Mystica followed after and placed a reassuring hand on Tatiana’s shoulder.

“You okay?” She asked, gently patting her client.

“No!” Tatiana spat.

“Okay, now find somewhere out of sight and wait until I get back.” Lexa ordered, and turned to hurry away.

“Lexa wait!” Mystica called after her, hoping that she heard her. Given her size, Mystica worried about how well her voice traveled.

Lexa stopped a few paces away and turned.

“Be careful.” Mystica called, cupping her hands around her mouth to make herself louder.

Lexa nodded and then sprinted out of the kitchen.

Mystica turned to check on Tatiana only to see the shorter woman’s bare ass sticking out towards her as she rifled through some junk piled up against the wall.

Good, she must be looking for a hiding spot.

Mystica hurried across the counter towards Tatiana.

“Come on, let’s find someplace to hide.” She called after the girl.

As she moved towards Tatiana, her eyes scanned over the items on the counter to see if there was anything useful. There were jars filled with what looked like spices and herbs, and other jars filled with something that looked wet and squishy. Books and papers were stacked in haphazard ways, and several spools of thread and needles. Tatiana’s attention was entirely on the thread, did she think they could hide behind them?

“Hey Tatiana, you alright?” Mystica reached out and touched the shorter woman’s shoulder.

Tatiana cried out and spun around, and Mystica now saw that she wielded a small spoon in both hands like a baseball bat, the curved side facing out.

“Whoa, what are-” Mystica didn’t get to finish, as Tatiana’s face darkened and she swung the spoon with all of her strength. The small, metal tool would have been useless in any other situation, but given their size, proved to be quiet painful when it connected with the side of Mystica’s head.

She cried out when the spoon hit her, causing a tsunami of pain to rush her through her head and her ears to fill with a deafening ringing. Mystica felt her legs crumble underneath her like wet paper, and her limp body collapsed onto the marble counter.

Her vision blurred, and Mystica felt like she was barely clinging to the edge of consciousness. It took a herculean effort to lift her head, and when she did, the room swam around her. The last thing she saw before the darkness took her was Tatiana unspooling a long length of blue thread...

9.

All things considered, Lexa would have preferred going into battle with the undead wearing something far more practical than a bra-let because not only did she have to worry about near unstoppable attackers that didn’t feel pain or fear, but now she had to worry about her boobs falling out as well. Part of her realized that her fear of accidental breast exposure was silly, the zombies weren’t normal men who would drool over the sight of her bare chest, and she had also just spent months half naked as a prisoner of Papa Noir, but she still worried about her dignity after all this time. Lexa was a woman comfortable and proud of her body, but if she was going to bare her chest, it was going to be on her own terms.

The witch stormed towards her front door, feeling her heart pounding with every step she took, and mentally cursed Papa and his cronies for finding her after she was so close!

I almost had her guard down, she was going to drink the tea!

One sip of that tea would have had Mystica eating out of the palm of her hand, but now she had to worry about fighting not only for her life, but the lives of Mystica and Tatiana.

Well, Tatiana can fend for herself.

Lexa didn’t feel right about leaving those two alone, she didn’t trust Tatiana one bit, and was wary of how Mystica seemed to still trust the small, big breasted Peruvian. Maybe after all this Lexa would find an excuse to make the the other woman “disappear”.

She was in the front hallway now, the door in sight, and her expansive front lawn visible beyond. On the way she stopped and grabbed a staff resting against the wall. It was taller than her, made of ancient, gnarled wood decorated with runes from a long dead language. At the top of the staff the wood split into a Y-shape, and a perfect spider-web was woven between the two ends. No matter how much she moved the staff or used it, the web would always remain, it was eternal, unbreakable. When she wielded theancient staff, her powers were amplified ten-fold. Lexa smiled, thinking of the shrunken women in the kitchen and her staff. The shrinking spell was used eons ago by her to shrunk down sacrifices whom would then be trapped on the web on her staff and sacrificed to Sol, the Spider-God.

Now, she was so close to having Mystica trapped in a different web, but had to fight off a rival predator first.

Lexa drew in her will and said a small prayer to Sol. Her God had long abandoned her and hadn’t responded for centuries, but she still called upon him in times like these. Then she channeled her will and power into the staff, reached the front door, gripped the handle, and opened it. She stepped out onto her front stoop to see the first zombie set foot on the front step. The creature’s dead eyes peered directly at Lexa and she leveled her staff at it’s chest and uttered a guttural spell from another lost language. Immediately, a concussive blast emitted from the split end of the staffed, hitting the zombie square in the chest and sending it flying back and landing in a heap of broken bones on the lawn. It was a move that would have incapacitated a normal man but she already saw the unfazed undead attacker twitching and trying to get back up.

She stepped off her front stoop and took stock of the attackers approaching from both sides. Lexa pointed the split ends of her staff outward, uttered another spill, and then spun it in a wide arc. Flames spewed like a geyser out of the end of her staff, blasting the zombies head on, melting the ones in the very front and catching the stragglers on fire. With another spell, the geyser of flame turned to a mighty gust of wind, blasting the flaming zombies back across the lawn so that her home wasn’t in danger of being burned down from them.

Of course, the flames didn’t stop the zombies, who stood back up and came at her, completely engulfed in fire. Lexa let loose another spout of flame from her staff, reducing the already flaming zombies to piles of bones. She turned to look out over her lawn to see scores more of the undead shambling towards her, unfazed by her show of power or their fallen brethren.

This is gonna be tougher than I thought. A smile creeped across her face as an idea formed. Papa caught her by encasing her in gauze like a mummy, but two can play at that game, and what she had was much older, primal, and stronger.

She pointed the staff at the zombies and closed her eyes, calling on an ancient power that she hadn’t used in some time. Lexa focused her will, tapping into a well deep within her that she had forgotten about, and soon felt something coursing through her veins and into the staff. When she opened her eyes, instead of their usual brown, they had turned pitch black. Then she pointed the staff at the zombies, and spewed a strand of silver webbing, catching the lead zombies straight in the chest.

She arched her staff from one side to another like a fireman with a hose, spinning a web over the moving wall of undead advancing on her. One by one they stopped, getting caught in her giant web and falling, tangled up in the unbreakable silk. They struggled and tore at their bindings but it held firm, keeping them immobilized. Her grin grew and Lexa advanced across her property continuing to spray her wide arc of webbing on her attackers. They were mindless, completely unable to comprehend what was happening to them, and one by one continued to fall into her webs. As she moved, the power coursed through her, and her veins turned as black as her eyes. If the zombies were normal men, she would be able to drink from their life force as they struggled in the webbing, making herself more powerful. Alas, the zombies were already dead, and had nothing to offer.

She moved out further onto the lawn, past encased, struggling zombies, and saw that another wave was approaching.

How many does Papa have? He must have sent his entire force after them. It was almost flattering in a way that Papa thought that he needed an entire army to stop her. Even then, he would soon find that wasn’t enough.

Lexa stood among the sea of cocooned zombies and waited, staff at the ready, for the next wave of approaching attackers. Papa must have thought that overwhelming her would be the best strategy.

Men, thinking that a show of power was all they needed. She smiled and pointed her staff, getting ready to send another jolt of power through it.

Then she felt every muscle in her body freeze, as if they had suddenly turned to stone. Lexa tried to aim her staff at the nearest zombie but her muscles were no longer under her control.

Oh no…

Then she felt herself jerked upright, dropping her staff at the same time. It felt like she was being pulled, as if strings were tied to every nerve and ligament in her body and someone was puppeting her. Lexa broke out into a cold sweat as she realized what was happening.

Her body was jerked straight up, like a toy soldier standing at attention, and she felt her power fading. Lexa’s eyes faded back to their normal color and the black power coursing through her veins dissipated. She will every muscle in her body to move but they refused to obey her. All she could do was stand, frozen and wide eyed, as the zombies stalked towards her.

Move dammit! Come on! Lexa forced all of her will power into trying to move her legs, but suddenly it was like every muscle in her body had turned to cement. Her whole body broke out into a cold sweat as she realized what was happening. Papa must be near, and must have a voodoo doll of her.

The zombies formed a circle around the paralyzed witch, staring at her with their dead gray eyes. What were they going to do, converge on her and rip her apart? Carry her off to another unknown fate? Her mind raced with the possibilities, and she found herself praying to her absent God, Sol, for help.

Please Sol, give me strength, and I will rebuild your church more powerful than it ever was!

But her god once again ignored her pleas, meanwhile, the zombies lingered, waiting…

Then a few of the undead horde parted in front of her, standing aside to reveal Papa Noir, clad in his signature top hat and white face paint. In his hand he held a small, white, voodoo doll with a strand of her hair wrapped around it. Lexa’s eyes widened at the grin on the voodoo priest’s face, and she cursed herself for not realizing that he most likely had taken some of her hair during her captivity.

Then she realized that this had been his plan, to draw her out of the house and get her close enough to use the doll on her! Voodoo dolls only worked on close range, so he needed her to drop her guard and get close enough that he could immobilize her with the doll!

Stupid! She cursed herself. How could she fall for such an obvious trap?

Papa stalked towards her, waving the voodoo doll at her in a mocking way.

“Did you really think that I would keep you prisoner for so long without taking precautions?” He chuckled and stroked the doll lovingly.

“Seems you’re a lot smarter than I give you credit for.” She sneered, thankful that she could still talk for the moment.

Papa laughed and circled the frozen witch. She could feel his eyes leering at her.

Papa picked up her staff from the ground next to her, laughed, and eyed the ancient staff with amusement.

“I can sense the power in this. It’s quite an instrument.” He said, admiring it.

“You wouldn’t know how to wield such a thing if you tried.” Lexa cocked a smile at him. Papa froze and glared at her.

“Will I have to cover up that mouth of yours again?” He flashed her a warning look, and then handed the staff off to one of his zombies.

“Aw, poor little Papa can’t handle a little sass?” She said in a mocking tone.

He stepped forward and his eyes fell on her heaving bosoms in the bra-let.

“Despite having you as a prisoner for so long, I never got tired of admiring your exquisite body.” He said, never taking his eyes off her cleavage.

“Really? I got sick of seeing yours real fast.” She muttered.

Papa circled behind her, and Lexa felt her heart start to flutter. Now that he was no longer in her eye line, she was even more on edge.

“A shame, we could have been something so… special.” He whispered, and then she felt him press himself up against her from behind.

“Ugh, hey!” She cried as Papa’s hands cupped around her breasts.

“Such exquisite things should not be restricted.” He whispered in her ear as his hands dug under the flimsy bra-let.

“I swear, you will pay for such-” She stopped herself when Papa’s palms pulled her giant breasts free from the flimsy top.

“Hey!” She cried, looking down to see him still cupping her now naked chest.

“Such a small garment cannot contain such magnificence.” He sighed in her ear and moved his hands. A second later she felt the clasp at the back of the bra-let come loose.

“I will inflict such pain upon you once I get free.” She hissed, feeling Papa push the straps down along her shoulders.

“You are in no position to make threats.” He responded, and she felt his hands sliding down along her side, to her hips.

“Ugh!” She grunted, instinct telling her to pull away but the magic of the voodoo doll keeping her frozen in place as his hands clamped over her buttocks through the skirt.

Before she could protest, her grabbed the waist band of the skirt and yanked it down, exposing her small, black thong panties.

“I’ll kill you for this!” She cried through gritted teeth.

“You know,” Papa stalked back around to face her. “I could have just waved a hand over this and rendered you nude in the blink of an eye.” He held up the voodoo doll and smiled.

“But there’s something so much more invigorating about being able to touch someone.” He smiled and stepped forward, grabbing the bra-let. resting beneath her now bare and heaving chest.

With a mighty heave he pulled it away. Her arms dangled uselessly, helpless to give any resistance, and he tossed the garment away. Once again she stood before him clad as she had been for so many months when she was his prisoner, in only a small thong. She glared at him, her eyes filled with blazing fury. If she had full control over her body she would have rendered him to ashes by now. Papa smiled at her, no doubt knowing this, and was clearly enjoying her helplessness and frustration.

“Just think of what we could have accomplished and ruled together.” He stepped towards her.

“I try not to think about it.” She grunted, and then felt him grab the front of her panties and pull them forward. Lexa let out an involuntary gasp and felt her flesh raise.

“Oh, excited are we?” He chuckled.

Her blood felt red hot in her veins. Anger and embarrassment intermingled, and she could feel her face flushing. In the old days, she would have watched him devoured alive by spiders for his insolence. Now, all she could do was stand helpless as he smiled at her humiliation.

Something glinted in Papa’s hand, a knife! Her eyes widened, and she looked down to see him take the blade to one of the straps of the thong and slice it, and then the other. Papa put the weapon away as the now useless undergarment fell to the grass between Lexa’s legs, and she stood completely nude in front of the voodoo priest.

“Wish I could play more, but we have places to be,” He smiled and stepped back. “We’ll have plenty of time later though.”

With that he snapped his fingers and turned towards her home, now unguarded and vulnerable, and his zombie horde fell in behind him. Lexa’s legs carried her after him, keeping pace a few steps behind. She was helpless, a prisoner in her own body, now forced to watch as her privacy, dignity, and sanctity were violated by this man.

She could only hope that the two shrunken women had found a good spot to hide.

***

“Ummmph! Mmmmppttt mmeffff gggmmmo!” Mystica moaned into the layers of blue thread wrapped around her mouth and twisted against the lengths of thread that bound her.

Her hands were bound behind her with the thread, and it crisscrossed above and below her bare breasts, keeping her arms pinned behind her, and then lengths of thread were used to tie her legs together at the thigh, calves, and ankles. Part of Mystica was curious as to how Tatiana knew to how to tie her so securely, but she would worry about that after she got out of this predicament.

The naked, shrunken captive was standing on the center rack of a toaster, and her captor, Tatiana standing on the kitchen counter and leaning on the lever. If she pushed down, the rack would lower and the toaster would start to heat up, frying Mystica.

“Mrrrmm! Ummm ggmmm! Mmmph!” She tried to plead with Tatiana through her gag as she twisted and struggled. The thread was tied so tight! Worse off, if she struggled too much then she risked falling off the narrow rack and into the toaster, sealing her fate.

She wished she could talk with the naked, big-breasted Peruvian and reason with her, but the layers of thread wrapped around her mouth effectively gagged her.

“Aww, looks like I finally found a way to shut you up.” Tatiana laughed and leaned forward on the leaver, pressing her giant, bare breasts together as she did.

“Ummfff mmmoo!” Mystica cried, eyes widened

“Aw, what? Worried about this?” Tatiana giggled and pressed on the lever, causing the rack under Mystica’s feet to shift down slightly.

“Eeeemmff!” Mystica cried, wobbling and trying to maintain her balance.

Tatiana wouldn’t actually cook her alive, would she? That wasn’t what she was like.

Or was it? Mystica remembered how just yesterday Tatiana had smothered her unconscious with her own breasts because she felt threatened by her, but she had also rescued them from Papa. Then Mystica thought of what Lexa had said about Tatiana not saving them out of altruism, but because she wanted the amulet for herself.

“Grrrmm!” Mystica grunted. Why was she so trusting?

Mystica was only unconscious for a few moments after Tatiana hit her, but it was enough for the naked woman to securely bind her with the thread and gag her. It took a few moments for Mystica to come to her senses, only to realize that Tatiana was carrying her over towards the toaster, where she roughly deposited the bound and struggling, equally nude Mystica. Now Tatiana looked up at her captive with a smile of sadistic glee on her face.

“Just wait until your new friend Lexa comes back and finds you like this, and with one little push…” Once again Tatiana pressed her weight on the lever.

“Ummm mmmoo!” Mystica groaned, flexing and straining her muscles against the thread.

“Oh yes,” Tatiana giggled and eased up on the lever. “Unless she reverses whatever she did to us, you’re toast.”

“Urrggll bbbmmf!” Mystica cried. Her entire body was coated in sweat from struggling, but the thread held firm. She wobbled on the thin rack as she struggled.

“And then, I’ll take that amulet from you. It should have been mine anyway!” Tatiana glared at Mystica in fury when she spoke.

Before placing the bound Mystica in the toaster, Tatiana had tried, unsuccessfully, to lift the amulet from her neck. The big-breasted Peruvian had strained and pulled until her naked body broke out in a sweat, but with no success. Mystica was thankful that Tatiana didn’t know that the amulet couldn’t be removed as long as Mystica was alive, or else she might be toast, literally, at this very moment. Though she was worried that sooner or later Tatiana would figure that out.

“Why do you get everything? All the attention, all the men, and I get nothing!” Tatiana’s giant breasts heaved up and down with fury, and her face darkened with anger as she spoke.

“Ummm! Mmmm mmoo!” Mystica’s eyes widened and she once again tried to plead through the gag.

If only she could explain that she had done everything in her power to help Tatiana, and would continue to do so, but the thread in her mouth stopped her from doing so.

“Well soon I’ll have all that power of the amulet, and more! Screw you, screw Lexa, and screw Papa!” Tatiana’s eyes never came off the amulet as she spoke.

“Errrm mmrrry! Psssf! Mmmph!” Mystica pleaded, but Tatiana was beyond reasoning.

Lexa, where are you? She could only hope that the buxom witch was alright, and successful in fighting off Papa’s hordes. Mystica dreaded to know what would happen if Lexa failed, or if Tatiana got impatient.

Then something echoed through the house, and both women froze. Tatiana took a step back, her eyes lighting up, and Mystica stiffened and perked up.

“Eeep!” She cried into her gag.

Footsteps! It was footsteps, and getting closer!

“Hllllp! Ummm mmmpph! Hlllp!” Mystica cried.

“Oh please, like she can hear you.” Tatiana gloated.

“Urrmm hrrmmmph!” Mystica huffed.

The sounds were louder now, massive, thundering booms that seemed to reverberate through the whole house. Mystica knew they only seemed that loud because of her reduced size.

“Hmm…” She cocked her head, listening. There was something off about the footsteps.

It was like a constant, rolling thunder, moving ever closer.

“Mmm…” Mystica sighed and looked down at Tatiana, who was listening with wide-eyed concern as well.

Both women realized at the same time that they weren’t hearing one set of footsteps approaching, but multiples. It sounded like an entire army was coming down onto them.

“Urrrmm mmooo…” Mystica moaned. If she was hearing multiple footsteps then that meant the zombies had gotten past Lexa.

The footsteps were overhead now, and she craned her neck to look up at the ceiling, thundering high above her.

They’re upstairs!

They weren’t just upstairs, the whole house seemed to be shaking around them. The zombies were everywhere, no doubt searching for them!

What had happened to Lexa? Had they overwhelmed her? Mystica shuddered to think what had happened to the buxom witch at the hands of Papa and his zombies, and worse off, what would happen to her now. Even if Papa and his horde did pass over her because of her size, that meant she would be at the mercy of Tatiana. Not only that, without Lexa, were they stuck at this size? She looked down at her big-breasted captor to see that Tatiana’s attention was solely on the sound of the rumbling footsteps around them and not Mystica, for the moment.

Maybe I can find a way to escape while she’s distracted! Mystica thought, and started scanning for a sharp edge or something to cut her bonds.

“Mmmph…” She huffed, scanning the toaster around her for a loose wire or something.

Then the thundering sound of footsteps became deafening. They were close!

“Ummph!” Mystica looked up at the kitchen entrance to see several of the gray, rotting and stinking zombies shuffling, their dead eyes scanning the room for any signs of life.

Her heart thudded against her ribs and Mystica froze, her bare skin raising from the cold sweat trickling down her. Tatiana also froze, watching from her position in front of the toaster as the undead fanned out across the room.

Just stay still, maybe they won’t see you! Mystica stiffened, watching the zombies with wide eyes. She considered ducking down into the toaster, but was afraid that any movement would alert them to her presence. Not only that, but given her precarious position, she was worried that if she tried to duck down that she would lose her balance and fall into the appliance.

Just don’t move…

She focused on the zombies’ glassy, gray eyes. There was no way their vision was that good, was there? Their eyes were literally decaying in their skulls.

Then the zombies fanned out, leaving a gap at the entrance to the kitchen, and a moment later Papa Noir stepped in, a wide grinned on his painted face. Behind him, a naked woman shuffled in the room as well.

Lexa!

“Urrrmm!” Mystica cried into her gag.

“Shhh!” Tatiana chided her from below.

But Mystica ignored the other woman and instead just stared at the nude Lexa coming in behind Papa. At first she thought that maybe Lexa had betrayed them and thrown in with Papa, but the look on her face said the exact opposite. The naked witch looked pained, as if she was resisting some invisible bonds, and then there was the strange way in which she walked. It looked as if she wasn’t the one in control of her body, like invisible strings were moving her legs up and down for her…

Then Mystica noticed the voodoo doll in Papa’s hands, and how he manipulated the legs on it. That was how he had overcome Lexa, he had a voodoo doll of her! Mystica cursed herself for not realizing it sooner. Lexa had been a prisoner of Papa’s for months, it made sense that he would have taken her hair to make a voodoo doll.

Does he have one of me? Mystica wondered, realizing that she had been unconscious for some time at Papa’s mansion, plenty of time for him to pluck a hair from her and make a doll.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine.

Lexa’s pained eyes scanned the room and fell on the counter, no doubt hoping that the shrunken women had found a spot to hide.

Almost immediately, her eyes fell on the bound and gagged Mystica and Tatiana standing next to the toaster, and her already frenzied face turned to one of wide-eyed shock.

“Umm hmm! Umm hmm!” Mystica shook her head, trying to warn Lexa from drawing attention to them.

Too late. Papa turned towards his naked captive, saw her eyes, and followed her gaze over towards the counter and the naked, bound and gagged Mystica in the toaster. His grin got even wider and he let out a big, hearty laugh.

“Oh, oh boy,” He laughed. “What a sight this is!”

“Ummmpph mmmph!” Mystica cried, once again straining against her bonds. Tatiana backed towards the lever and placed her hands on it while facing Papa, who was approaching, never taking his eyes off the shrunken women.

“Oh Lexa, you made them easy for transport and gift wrapped the one for me!” Papa bent over so that he was eye level with them.

“Don’t come any closer!” Tatiana spat, pressing down on the lever. Mystica felt it shift under her and lower slightly.

“Mmmmmph!” She cried, wobbling to maintain her balance.

“Or what?” Papa smiled.

“I’ll push this down and she’ll be toast, literally!” Tatiana spat, defiantly.

Papa let out a big, hearty laugh at the threat, each laugh was like a massive gust of wind in their face.

“Oh please, if you do that there will be nothing to stop me from squishing you like the big-titted bug you are.” He smiled.

“I…” Tatiana stammered, realizing she had nothing to negotiate with. “I… let me have the amulet! Give it to me and I’ll help you, like we discussed!” She pleaded.

“Hrrryy!” Mystica grunted at her.

At that, Papa’s face darkened, and he glared at the tiny woman.

“Oh no, you don’t get to be in my good graces now. You had your chance and you betrayed me.”

“No Papa, please!” Tatiana rushed forward. “I… I was scared! This is all new to me! I promise, promise to use the amulet to serve you!”

Papa reached forward, wrapped his palm around Tatiana, and lifted her like she was an action figure. The small woman cried out and wriggled and struggled in his grasp.

“Let me go! Put me down! Hey!” She cried, twisting in his clutches. Papa’s hand wrapped around her, keeping her arms pinned down.

“Little woman,” He looked at the naked Peruvian in his hand. “You have nothing to offer me.”

“Wait! Stop! Put me down! Please!” Tatiana continued to protest as one of the zombies came forward, holding a small burlap bag in it’s hand.

The zombie opened the bag, and Papa roughly dropped the struggling Tatiana into the bag. Her protests were muffled as the zombie twisted the bag shut, though the bag continued to shift and move as Tatiana struggled inside. Papa turned back to face the helpless Mystica.

“Now you…” He started and trailed off, focusing on the cup of tea still sitting on the table from earlier.

“Hmmm mmmm…” Mystica moaned, dreading what was coming next.

But instead, Papa’s attention was fixed on the tea.

“Hmmm?” Mystica craned her neck, suddenly suspicious.

Papa too looked suspicious, and picked up the cup. The lack of steam rising from the liquid inside meant that it had long since gone cold. Mystica shifted her gaze from Papa to Lexa to see her watching the voodoo priest with wide-eyed apprehension.

She did something to the tea!

“Urrrff!” Mystica snorted and glared at Lexa. Why did she ever trust the witch?

Papa lifted the cup and sniffed it, and then let out a cough. The cough turned into a laugh and he lowered the cup.

“Oh you cheeky little minx,” He chuckled and looked at Lexa. “Arousal potion! How devious of you!”

“Wummfff!” Mystica cried, staring at Lexa. Papa looked at the shrunken woman and then to Lexa, who had a guilty look on her face, and then let out a big guffaw.

Arousal potion! That was why she kept pressing Mystica to drink! After her failed seduction in the shower, she tried to drug Mystica!

“Just one small drop is enough to cause someone to be overwhelmed with a deep, dehabilitiang lust! I was wondering why I was sensing such powerful magic in here, but damn!” He laughed, raising the cup. “With the potion in here, a person would barely be able to talk because they would be so aroused!”

He chuckled some more and set the cup down, and then strolled over to Lexa.

“Hmmpph! Ummm mmph!” Mystica called after him, at least hoping that he would take her out of the toaster since she was tired of trying not to fall off of the rack.

Then she realized that Papa didn’t care, he knew she was helpless, and not going anywhere.

The voodoo priest approached Lexa, stopping in front of the naked witch to admire her breasts before meeting her gaze.

“Well Lexa, you have outdone me here. I don’t have the power to reverse the shrinking spell you put on these two.”

“Sounds like a personal problem.” Lexa sneered at Papa.

He chuckled and turned to motion at Mystica.

“So I’ll ask you nicely, just once. Reverse the spell. Mainly on Mystica, though Tatiana would be a nice bonus.”

“Heeey!” Tatiana cried from the bag, still fumbling around inside.

Lexa glared directly into Papa’s piercing eyes.

“No.” She hissed.

Papa stiffened, and it seemed that a darkness seemed to emanate from him. His easy going demeanor from earlier completely dissipated.

“One more time, lift the spell. Don’t make me ask again.” His voice was low and steady, laced with a venom that set Mystica on edge.

Once again, Lexa looked directly into his eyes.

“Not a chance.”

Papa’s painted face darkened, and Mystica felt every muscle in her body coil. The look he gave Lexa frightened her, and for a moment she was afraid that he may get violent with the witch. Even Lexa seemed to sense it, and it looked she tried to recoil but the spell from the doll prevented her.

Then the darkness seemed to lift, and Papa turned away, smiling.

“Well, we’ll just have to do it another way.” He smiled and strolled over towards the table…

...And the cup of tea laced with arousal potion.

“Umm hmmpph…” Mystica whimpered into her gag and flexed against her bonds once again. She was dreading whatever Papa had up his sleeve.

Clearly Lexa did as well, and she watched with equal wide-eyed helplessness as Papa took seat opposite the cup of tea. Suddenly all of Mystica’s feelings of anger and betrayal towards Lexa evaporated, replaced with a deep pity for whatever was about to happen to the witch.

At the table, Papa lifted the voodoo doll that he used to control Lexa and hovered it over the porcelain cup containing the drugged tea.

“I wonder how much you put in this? More than a drop, say, enough for a grown woman?” He winked and turned to face the miniature Mystica.

“Ummpp!” Mystica protested.

“What would it be like though if you just took a bath in this stuff?” He smiled. “Like dipped your whole, naked body in it? Let it fill your every pour and crevice.”

Lexa’s eyes widened and she watched as he started to lower her voodoo doll towards the liquid.

“Papa wait!” Lexa pleaded. Every muscle in her nude body tensed, and it looked like she was trying to rush forward but was held in place by thousands of tiny ropes restricting her movement.

All she could do was stand, watch, and beg.

“Papa don’t!” Lexa called again.

“Too late, you had your chance.” With that, Papa opened his hand and the doll dropped into the cup of tea.

The doll landed in the cup with a soft splash and almost immediately Lexa out a loud, orgasmic sigh.

“Hummpph…” Mystica huffed, turning towards the nude witch.

Lexa was still frozen and tensed in place, but now her skin was coated in a fine liquid running down her bare skin, and droplets fell from her now erect nipples. Papa sneered at the tea soaked woman, and then pushed the voodoo down with his index finger, completely submerging it in the spiked tea. The frozen Lexa gurgled, spitting out liquid, and her hair was suddenly soaking wet. After a second, Papa pulled the head of the doll up, and Lexa spat out a final mouthful of tea and gasped. Now she was soaked, head to toe in the arousal potion tinged tea. Her skin had raised in gooseflesh and her face had flushed.

“How does it feel Lexa?” Papa smirked, still keeping his index finger on the head of the voodoo doll.

Lexa’s mouth fumbled for words, but none came, just unintelligible sighs. Her pupils had dilated to giant, black orbs, and soon the rest of her skin was as flush as her face.

“You never tried your own brand? Not even once?” Papa asked.

Lexa attempted to answer but couldn’t, just sigh and moaning, her muscles tensed as tight as they could get. The liquid flowed over her body in a never ending stream, like she was generating a waterfall from inside of herself. Despite the hold he had over her with the voodoo doll, Mystica could see that Lexa was shaking.

“I wonder how long one could withstand a bath in this stuff? How long before it became too much?” Papa smiled, watching Lexa squirm.

“… Or drown in it.” With that, he submerged the doll againr, Lexa let out another squeal that sounded like the most intense orgasm a woman had ever experienced and then choked, her mouth filling with invisible liquid.

The witch gasped and choked, drowning on dry land, and then Papa pulled the doll back out again, and once again Lexa spit out a mouthful of tea, except this time sighs of the deepest, most intense pleasure were mixed in with her gasps for breath.

And she wanted me to drink this? Mystica thought, suddenly angry again. Did Lexa overdo it, thinking Mystica would somehow be immune? Could she have been worried about the amulet counteracting the potion? Most likely, Mystica realized, the potion wasn’t meant for a prolonged, concentrated dose like this, it was meant to be quickly ingested and absorbed by a body.

“What if I...” Papa’s finger hovered over the chest of the voodoo doll. “Do this!”

He gently stroked the doll’s chest, where the nipple would be, and Lexa let out a deafening sigh of pleasure, pain, or both. Papa smiled, wiggling his finger over the doll and watching as the skin on Lexa’s face flushed a deep crimson.

“Or the other one.” His finger switched sides, and Lexa let out another shrill cry.

Once again Papa wiggled his finger over the doll’s chest, and though it was hard to see from Mystica’s vantage point, but it almost looked like Lexa’s nipple was moving, stroked by an invisible finger.

Lexa looked like a caged animal, coiled and ready to strike, and it was hard to tell the difference between the tea coating her body and her own perspiration.

“Or this?” Papa leaned the doll forward and finger flicked the bottom.

There was a loud TWAP of skin being smacked, and even though Lexa was facing Mystica from the front, Mystica saw the naked witch’s buttock ripple like it had been smacked. Lexa let out a loud moan at the same time. Papa switched and finger flicked the other side of the doll, and there was another TWAP and Mystica saw Lexa’s other buttock ripple and heave, followed by another moan of overpowering pleasure.

Papa laughed and alternated, flicking back and forth between either side of the doll’s bottom. Lexa’s ass cheeks responded in kind with TWAP TWAP TWAP of invisible hands on her wet skin, and her bare butt cheeks heaved up and down like they were being drummed on. With each flick/smack, Lexa let out a loud moan, and she was progressively getting louder and more urgent. She was shaking now, her whole body quaking and begging for release from the overpowering arousal.

Then Papa raised the dolls hands and pressed them to it’s chest. Lexa’s arm were jerked up by an invisible force and pressed to her own naked breasts. Papa moved the arms of the doll, using them to massage its chest, and Lexa responded in kind, rubbing her palms over her erect nipples. Her moans and sighs were almost constant and reverberated through the whole house.

Papa moved the doll’s hands down, along the chest and down to the mid-section. Lexa’s hands responded in kind, moving down from her slick breasts, lower, above her navel, her moans constant, like an animal in heat…

Lower, past her navel. Her whole body seemed to be vibrating.

Then Papa stopped, pressing the dolls hands just above the thighs. Lexa let out a scream of frustration and twisted, the muscles in her arms tensing, trying to will past the magic.

“Aw, do you want release?” Papa laughed.

Lexa squeezed her eyes shut and moaned but didn’t respond.

“Do you want to end it? I know you do, just imagine how it will feel?” He pressed.

Lexa’s slick body quivered and she writhed in place, moaning and sighing.

“I can help you, I can set you free, do you want me to?”

“Yes…” Lexa sighed.

“Mmmrooo!” Mystica cried. Papa’s plan was working perfectly!

“Then you know what you have to do.” Papa pressed.

“Yes… yes…” Lexa seemed like she barely had the will to speak.

“Mmmmooo! Stttpp mmmooo!” Mystica pleaded, but it was no use. Lexa wasn’t herself, she was an animal, slave to its carnal desires. The rational part of her brain had been switched off.

“Mmmmpph… mmmm…” Mystica grunted, twisting and struggling once again.

Wait!

“Eeep!” She squealed in excitement, suddenly having an idea.

If the spell was reversed, then the thread wouldn’t grow with her, would it? She would most likely outgrow it.

Which meant she wouldn’t be gagged.

“Umm hmmm! Mmmph!” She moaned excitedly. Papa would move on her fast, try to stop her from speaking, but if she was faster, she could use her voice on him and make him leave them alone, or-

-Papa lifted the doll out of the tea up, and Lexa let out another moan of relief, like if she orgasmed while setting a broken bone.

“Do it, now!” Papa ordered.

Lexa uttered a series of guttural words, an ancient, lost language. The words were intermixed between moans and sighs to the point where Mystica couldn’t decipher what was part of the spell and what wasn’t.

Then she felt a whoosh of air, followed by the sensation of being lifted, carried to the top of the world’s tallest roller coaster. The thread that bound her ripped apart as she grew, and she felt the gag pull away from her mouth with a sharp tug. She was floating through mid-air, falling, tumbling, reaching, clutching…

Her bare feet hit tile, followed by her hands. She had landed on all fours on the kitchen floor, still naked, but back to her full size.

“Oh! What? Get off me!” She heard Tatiana cry, and looked up to see the naked, big breasted woman fumbling on the ground across from her, also restored to her full size, with the burlap bag she had been imprisoned in now covering her head. Papa’s zombies swarmed around the swatting Peruvian.

Papa!

Mystica lifted her head to see the voodoo priest hovering over her. No sooner had she opened her mouth than his hand shot out and clamped over it.

“Mmmph! Mm!”Mystica grunted, reaching out and clutching his arms with both hands.

“Oh no, lets do something about that mouth of yours.” He smiled.

Mystica stood though, taking Papa by surprise, and twisted his arm, jerking it away from her mouth. Papa’s eyes widened and he toppled, taken off balance by the attack.

Mystica opened her mouth, ready to give an order, when Papa’s other hand shot forward and shoved a dirty, old handkerchief into her gaping maw.

“Ummmph!” Mystica cried.

Papa wheeled back, arms pinwheeling, and Mystica used the opportunity to spit out the foul tasting rag. She looked up to see him waving his hands in a strange, gesture.

A spell!

“Le-ummmph!” She started to speak but streamer of gauze rose up from the floor next to her and wrapped around her mouth, layer after layer of the sticky substance, sealing her lips.

“Mmmph! Mmmoo!” Mystica cried, raising her hands to the gauze gagging her.

Papa stepped back and smiled, crossing his hands to examine his handiwork.

“That spell always comes in handy.” He laughed, watching as Mystica’s pulled on the magical gauze gagging her.

Her fingers dug under the edges of the gag but it didn’t move. It was like it was glued to her skin. She pulled and ripped, but the gag stayed firm.

“You can struggle as much as you want, but that that won’t come off until the spell wears off in a few hours.” Papa watched, amused.

“Mmmmmph! Hrrrmmm gggmmf!” Mystica’s eyes widened as her hands clutched at her gag.

Papa snapped his fingers and two zombies lurched towards her.

“Mmmoo!” Mystica cried, turning towards the counter, her eyes falling on a knife block.

If she can’t use a knife to cut off the gag, at least she could use it to fight off the zombies! She lunged towards the knife block, but she felt strong, clammy hands wrap around one of her arms. That didn’t stop Mystica, who shot forward with her other arm, but another zombie came from her other side and grabbed her free hand.

“Urrrmm! Mmm!” Mystica cried in frustration as both of her arms were held firm by zombies. They twisted their naked, gagged captive around to face her captor.

Papa stood, arms folded, watching with a satisfied smile.

“Urrrmm mmpph!” Mystica grunted into her gag, glaring at him.

“Uggh ouch! You’re hurting!” Tatiana cried. Like Mystica, both of her arms were being held by zombies, and she still had the bag over her head. Her giant breasts heaved up and down in fury.

Lexa still stood completely still, drenched in tea and sweat. The flushed color of her skin indicated that she was still under the influence of the arousal potion.

“Papa… Papa…” She sighed, her whole body trembling.

Papa’s attention was solely fixed on Mystica, and he stroked his chin thoughtfully.

“Oh what a sight you are.” He smiled, looking at his naked captive. His eyes fell on the amulet above her naked breasts.

“Mmmph! Fffmmmfff mmoo!” Mystica usually tried to avoid such language, but figured this situation called for it. Plus, the gag prevented her from really saying what she wanted.

“Papa…” Lexa sighed. He perked up, as if he had forgotten she was there, and the voodoo priest turned to face the naked, quivering witch.

“Yes?” He asked.

“You… you said…” She sighed, writhing in place.

“Oh yes.” He turned and strolled towards her, picking up the voodoo doll as he went.

“Do you want me to set you free? To release you from this overpowering arousal?”

Lexa swallowed and nodded. Mystica met her gaze, her eyes filled with fury. The witch avoided her gaze.

Papa stepped up to Lexa, inches away from her nude, quivering body.

“Look at you squirm.” He smiled, looking down at her heaving breasts.

“Papa, we had a deal…” She sighed. It sounded like it took every ounce of will to form each word.

“I like watching you squirm. He smiled, and stepped back from the naked, moistened witch.

“Bring them!” He snapped his fingers and marched out of the room.

Lexa followed, carried along by the invisible strings of the voodoo doll, and the zombies carrying Tatiana followed, and Mystica was dragged after, kicking, struggling, and moaning into her gag the whole time.

10.

Mystica had found herself bound, gagged, and naked far too many times over these past two days for her liking, and seeing how she was now tied face down and spreadeagled to a sacrificial altar, covered in ritualistic paint, and there was a voodoo priest hovering over her chanting, it was looking like this time could be the last time.

“Ummmpph! Mmmph!” She protested, twisting against the ropes as Papa Noir ran a brush along her calf, leaving a trail of black paint in its wake. All the while he was chanting in a language she was unfamiliar with.

“Mmmrrrmm mmmgg! Gmmm!” She protested, but he continued to apply paint to her leg.

Damn this gag! She cursed mentally. The magical gauze that he had gagged her with earlier had been replaced by an ordinary, thick, white cloth tied tightly between her lips. After that, she was dragged down to Papa’s cavernous basement, where she was spread eagled on the slab that she surmised was for sacrifices, and judging from Papa’s chanting and the scented candles around the room, that was what was in store for her. Though the fact that she was tied face-down was cause for another concern.

“Ulllmmm mmm…” She grunted and pulled on the ropes again with no success and turned her head to look over her shoulder down over her nude, painted body to her spread, tied legs.

She was covered almost completely head to toe in black and white ceremonial body paint, no doubt part of whatever ritual Papa had in store for her. Lexa and Tatiana so far had been absent, which made her even more uneasy, and made her think that Papa had something more nefarious in mind for them.

He finished applying the paint to her leg and raised the brush. Mystica stiffened, dreading what would come next after her body was painted. Papa brought the brush up towards her bare ass, which was already coated in the paint, and gently slid the brush down the middle of her ass crack. The bristles of the brush tickled her bare skin and Mystica giggled and shook involuntarily.

“Urrrgg gggmmm hmmm!” She moaned, wiggling and twisting as she felt the brush glide over her asshole.

Papa’s face broke into a sadistic smile as he chanted, and then he moved the brush in a circle around her asshole, prompting a fresh volley of muffled giggles and struggles.

“Urggghmm mmmmph mmmph!” Mystica cried, writing against the ropes and the tiny bristles tickled her backside.

A moment later Papa set the brush down and stepped away, never breaking off his chanting.

What more is there? It felt like literally every inch of her body was covered in the paint, but Mystica had the terrible feeling this was just the beginning.

Papa moved around the altar towards her head, hands clasped as in a prayer, still chanting endlessly.

“Mmmrrrgggh mmmoo! Mmmmph!” Mystica raised her head and grunted at him. No matter what he had in store for her, she would remain defiant to the end.

If only I could get this gag off! Then I could use my voice to get out of this!

But Papa was careful, and had tied the thick gag tightly and securely, rendering his nude captive completely helpless.

Now Papa stood at the head of the altar, his waist level with Mystica’s head. He continued to chant with his hands pressed together and head bowed.

“Mmmmph! Mmm! Gmmmph!” She moaned, twisted and pulling against her ropes as he continued to chant.

“Gmmmm hmmmph!” Mystica went on, her nude body writhing against the cold stone. The ropes held firm though.

Think Mystica, think!

Then Papa Noir went silent and spread his arms. The sudden end to the chanting sent a chill down Mystica’s spine. While his endless chanting made her uneasy, the sudden quiet that filled the cavern was deafening. Every muscle in her body tensed as she stared up at her captor.

“Maman Brigitte, hear my cry! Accept this mortal vessel to carry your spirt and enact your will on this world!” He cried, turning his head towards the heavens.

Mystica’s blood turned to ice. He wasn’t going to sacrifice her, he was going to use her as a vessel, a body for one of his voodoo gods!

She shuddered, imagining what a God would be able to do with the power of the amulet, alongside Papa.

A breeze whipped through the cavern and across Mystica’s naked body, causing the candles that lit up the room to dance and flicker.

“Urrrmmm mmmph!” She cried, wiggling on the slab, knowing full well what the sudden gust of wind meant.

Papa lowered his head, meeting Mystica’s gaze for the first time, and a sharklike grin spread across his face. Maman Brigitte had accepted Mystica as a vessel.

“Mmmooo! Gmmm hhhmmph! Mmmmo!” Mystica cried, once again twisting and pulling on her bonds.

Papa turned, taking one of the candles from a shelf behind him. This one was long and thin, and dark red color. Instead of burning yellow like the other flames, this one was a deep crimson. He held the red candle up above his head, and Mystica could only watch, wide-eyed.

“When this candle burns down, Mamam Brigitte will take over, filling your body with her power and essence, and then,” He lowered his gaze at his captive and smiled. “You will be mine!”

“Mmmrrggh! Ummm gggmmph! Mmmmph!” Mystica grunted, once again resuming her struggling and wiggling against the tight ropes.

She couldn’t let it end this way, possessed by a voodoo god and used as a pawn in a demented voodoo priest’s game!

As she struggled, Papa walked around the slab, holding the flickering candle in both hands. All she could do was twist and writhe, face down, as he circled, once again chanting. Then he stopped by her waist, holding the melting candle in his hands, head bowed in reverence as he continued his chants.

“Mmmooo! Mmmph!” Mystica moaned, her bare, painted ass wiggling and twisting, but her bonds held firm.

Then, Papa started lowering the candle towards her bare buttocks, and Mystica froze, her eyes wide, and she realized now why she had been tied face down.

“MMMMO! OHHHMMM GGGHHDD MMMO!” She cried, increasing her struggles, every muscle in her body tensing and flexing. As she struggled, she tried to mentally call on the amulet to help her in some way, to give her the strength break free, but the talisman remained cold and inert, apparently useless if she couldn’t speak or touch it.

“Urrrm gggfffgg! Mmmoh! Hrrrummph!” She cried as Papa clasped on of his hands on her bare buttocks.

“Mmmmph! Mmmm! Mmmmoo!” She lifted her head, crying out to anyone, but knowing that no one could hear her.

Then she felt the warm end of the candle inserted up her butt.

“URRRRGGH!” Her head lifted and her body stiffened involuntarily, feeling as Papa pushed the candle further and further into her ass.

“MMMPPH! GGGMMMMPHH HMMMFFF!” She moaned and wiggled her ass, trying to shake the candle free or extinguish the flame. Mystica looked over her shoulder to see the blood red candle standing erect between her buttocks like a flag claiming a new land, and despite her struggles, the flame burned bright and firm.

Papa stepped away and cackled.

“Once the candle burns low, Maman Brigitte will flow inside of you, your body will no longer be yours!” He laughed.

“Mmmoo! Urrgg ggmmf!” She moaned, once again shaking her ass in an effort to dislodge the invading candle, with no luck.

“Bring in the sacrifices!” Papa bellowed.

“Hmmmph?” Mystica raised her head, looking at the cavern beyond.

Several zombies shuddered in, lead by Hector.

“Maman Brigitte will be weak when she enters our world, so she’ll need… sustenance.” Papa sneered.

A moment later two zombies ushered in the bound and naked Tatiana and Lexa. Both women had their hands tied behind their backs and feet tied together at the ankle, with the zombies shuffling them forward by the shoulders.

“Ow! Stop!” Tatiana cried as she was pushed into the room.

Lexa sighed as she was ushered in, her face still flushed and naked body slick with sweat, clearly still feeling the effects of the arousal potion. Mystica found herself wondering how long someone was under the influence of that magic? Then again, no one was probably meant to have their whole body dipped in it like Lexa was. The witch seemed to sigh and moan with every movement as she was pushed along by the zombies.

“Mmmmnoo! Urrrmmm gmmmff!” Mystica pleaded to the voodoo priest through her gag, but he only looked at her and laughed.

Lexa let out another orgasmic moan as she was pushed towards a wall alongside Tatiana.

“Mmmmph!” Mystica cried, forgetting about the rapidly melting candle sticking out of her ass. She had her issues with both Tatiana and Lexa, yes. One had betrayed her multiple times and one had attacked her and tried to drug her, but neither deserved to be sacrificed to a dark voodoo god.

“Orrrfff!” Mystica grunted, feeling the sting of hot wax on the bare skin of her ass. She lifted her head to see the candle burning down and dripping along the curve of her buttocks.

“Ahh, oh yeah…” Lexa sighed as she was forced into a sitting position by one of the zombies.

“I can’t believe you, how can you be turned on at a time like this?” Tatiana grunted as she was forced down next to Lexa.

Lexa, in response, turned towards Tatiana and rubbed her bare breasts against the arm of the other bound woman.

“Hey, stop!” Tatiana cried and shifted away.

“Gag the sacrifices! I do not want them disrupting the ritual with their banal chatter!” Papa ordered.

Hector nodded and produced two small, white cloths from his coat and two longer, black pieces.

“No, wait! It’s her, just keep her away from-UMMMPH!” Tatiana was cut off by Hector shoving the white cloth in her mouth and then pressing the longer, thinner, black cloth over it.

Lexa cooed, sighed, and wriggled as she watched Hector tie the gag at the back of Tatiana’s neck, securing the stuffing in her mouth and effectively gagging her. Then he turned to the aroused witch.

“Oh yeah, I bet that isn’t the only thing you want to stuff in my-ummmpph!” He shoved the white cloth into Lexa’s mouth, but her muffled moan was more of a sigh of contentment and arousal than protest like Tatiana’s.

Lexa continued to moan and sigh as Hector secured her gag with the black cloth, while Tatiana moaned in protest into her own gag.

“Urrgg ggmmph! Mmmph! Mmmm!” The big-breasted Peruvian moaned, watching as Lexa moaned with orgasmic delight as she was gagged.

“Ummm...mmmm….ggmmmm…” The witch’s sweat coated breasts heaved up and down as Hector finished gagging her and stepped back.

“Ummm hmmm…” Lexa moaned, batting her eyes at Hector and rubbing her legs against his.

“Ohhmmm gggmmm…” Tatiana rolled her eyes.

“Mmmmfff! Mmmm!” Mystica cried, feeling more hot wax on her ass. Not only that, but the heat from the flame was growing closer, more intense. She turned and looked at the candle and the crimson flame burning ever closer towards her asshole.

“Mmmm gggmmf!” She cried, twisting again and shaking her ass in an effort to dislodge the invading candle.

“Oh don’t resist, once this candle burns down, you’ll be a goddess, ruling at my side!” Papa smacked her ass.

“Urrrrgg!” Mystica cried, biting hard on her gag.

“Grrgggmmbbbll…” Tatiana grumbled, glaring at the bound Mystica.

“And you two,” Papa turned towards the naked, bound and gagged Lexa and Tatiana. “Will give your life energy in service of this new goddess and the world we will create!” He raised his arms and turned back to Mystica, resuming his chanting.

“Uhmm hmm…” Lexa once again brushed her bound legs against Hector’s, who was watching Papa and his chanting.

The witch seemed undeterred, and continued to brush her legs against his. Hector’s face tightened but he continued to watch his master.

“Ummm…” Lexa leaned forward and rubbed her head against Hector’s thigh like a cat begging for attention. He cursed and turned to glare at the bound and gagged witch.

“Hmmm…” She cooed and pressed her massive breasts against his leg.

“Uffff gggmmf sttttph!” Tatiana’s eyes widened and she glared at the horny witch.

But Lexa continued her shameless seduction of Hector, pressing her breasts tight against his leg and batting her brown eyes at him. He glared at her and she reared back, stuck her chest out, and looked down at her breasts and up to him. As Mystica watched, she noticed a tell tale bulge in Hector’s pants.

“Urrrgg ggurrgg…” Mystica grunted, biting into her gag as she felt more wax dripping onto her buttocks. It was getting more frequent now.

“Umm hmm…” Lexa sat up, on her knees, and blinked at Hector. He turned towards his boss, seeing that Papa had his back turned, chanting, and then stooped over and clamped his hands over Lexa’s heaving breasts.

“Ohhhmmm! Gmmmggg!” She cried, moaning and writhing under Hector’s touch.

“Urrrfff frrrr…” Tatiana grumbled and turned away.

Hector shot another look at Papa, and then crouched down behind Lexa and continued to massage her breasts.

“Urrmmm mmmm…. Gggmmmm…” She moaned and sighed, wriggling her naked body against his.

Hector leaned back against the wall, pulling the bound Lexa onto his lap, her moaning and sighing the entire time.

“Ohmmm… ggmmm…” She wiggled her ass against his lap. Even though his pelvis was slightly obscured by the naked witch, Mystica could see what looked like a raging erection fighting to burst free of Hector’s pants.

“Urrmmm hurrmm…” Lexa wiggled her ass against his lap and nuzzled him with her gagged mouth.

One of Hector’s hands moved from Lexa’s breast and down her mid-section towards between her bound legs.

At least she’ll have a good time before she dies. Mystica though, watching Lexa’s ongoing bondage seduction.

The witch’s bound hands fumbled at the zipper of Hector’s pants and he turned his head to kiss her gagged mouth, stopping when his lips met the cloth covering hers.

“Ohhhm…” Lexa pouted.

Hector paused, looking up at Papa, who was still posing over Mystica, chanting. The candle protruding from Mystica’s ass growing smaller and smaller…

Meanwhile, Lexa’s bound hands continued to fumble with Hector’s pants. Hector, seemingly unable to contain himself, reached up and pulled the cloth down from Lexa’s mouth, and a second later she spit out the small, white cloth that had been stuffed into her mouth. She let out a soft sigh of relief, and then Hector’s hands went down to between his legs and started undoing his pants. As he did, Lexa turned away and muttered something under her breath.

An incantation? Mystica wondered, perking up.

Then Hector leaned forward, turning her head towards his for a kiss. Their lips embraced deeply and passionately as Tatiana glared, her massive breasts heaving in fury.

“Grrrmmm” She muttered and turned her head.

Then Hector seemed to choke, gasping as he and Lexa kissed. He tried to pull away but Lexa followed, keeping her lips planted against his. Finally, with what seemed like a massive effort, Hector pulled away, gasping. His lips and the skin around them had turned black, and it was spreading almost like…

Venom! Mystica realized, her eyes widening. Hector continued to choke and gasp as Lexa rolled away, the black venom spreading across his face. Papa ceased his chanting and turned towards his choking, gasping henchman.

“What did you do!?” He screamed at the sweat soaked and still aroused Lexa. Her nipples stood completely erect as she smiled and shrugged at Papa.

Rage spread across the voodoo priest’s face, and he picked up a ceremonial dagger from a nearby shelf and charged the bound witch. Meanwhile, the choking and gasping Hector had doubled over, his face completely blackened by the venom.

Lexa was ready for the charging Papa Noir, and at the last minute stuck her bound legs out. Papa was unable to stop or slow down in time and pitched forward, tripping over Lexa’s bare legs and falling face first onto the dirt floor. Before he could recover, she reared back and delivered a viscous kick square to his face causing him to double back. Hector’s chokes had ceased, and he had gone still.

“Mmmpph!” Mystica cried, waiting for Papa’s zombies to descend upon them, but they stood still, only activated when ordered by the voodoo priest, who was groaning and clutching at his now bloody nose.

Lexa meanwhile, was shuffling forward, her large breasts heaving up and down as she dragged herself towards the ceremonial knife that Papa had dropped.

“Gmmmff! Gmmmf!” Tatiana cheered, apparently forgetting the animosity she had towards Lexa from earlier.

“Ummm hmmpph! Umm hmmph!” Mystica cheered. The heat on her ass from the candle was almost unbearable, but diverting her attention towards Lexa was helping in distracting her from it.

Lexa had finally made her way to the knife, turned to take it in her bound hands, and started cutting through the ropes. Papa sat up, still clutching at his face, and Lexa delivered another kick, this time to his chest, knocking him back again.

“Mmmrrp!” Mystica cheered, biting down on her gag. It felt like there was more wax on her ass now than the candle.

After a few more cuts, the ropes fell off of Lexa’s wrist, and she moved to untying her ankles.

“Yrrss! Gmmmph!” Tatiana cheered, watching with wide eyes.

Papa, meanwhile, had slunk over to the other side of the chamber, coughing and gasping while clutching his chest. Lexa stood, now free of her bonds.

“Hrryy! Hruumph!” Tatiana pleaded, shaking her breasts back and forth. Lexa ignored her though, and instead hurried towards Mystica.

“HRRRY!” Tatiana called, eyes blazing with fury.

“Ummm hmm! Hmmmph!” Mystica motioned towards her ass with her eyes and wiggled her backside at Lexa.

Lexa hurried towards her but stopped, swaying and wiping sweat from her brow, letting out a low gasp. She was still turned on! Mystica realized that it must be taking a Herculean effort on Lexa’s part to ignore the arousal potion. The witch seemed to get a bit of a grip on herself and hurried towards Mystica, taking one wobbly step after another. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Lexa arrived at the slab and leaned on it for support.

“Urrggmm! Mmmp!” Mystica once again motioned towards her ass.

“Yeah… Yeah…” Lexa sighed and stumbled towards Mystica’s rear end. The candle was dangerously low.

Lexa reached Mystica’s ass and clamped one of her hands on Mystica’s butt cheek, causing a shudder to rip through the naked witch’s body, then she grabbed the candle with her other hand and twisted.

“Urrrrmm!” Mystica jerked and cried.

It seemed to take all of Lexa’s strength and concentration, but with a mighty heave, she pulled the quickly melting candle out of Mystica’s bottom.

“MMMMPH!” Mystica cried, feeling the candle pop free.

With what seemed like her final bit of strength, Lexa hurled the candle across the room, where it landed in a corner. Surprisingly, the flame didn’t go out, still burning with otherworldly heat. That seemed to exhaust Lexa though, who swayed forward, catching herself on the altar. The witch’s massive breasts heaved up and down with every labored breath she took.

“Urrrmm hmmm! Urrrmm hmmmph!” Mystica called to Lexa, trying to spur the horny witch on.

In the corner, Papa was pulling himself up, turning towards the altar and the two naked woman with a look of dark anger.

“Mmmmp! Hhrrrrmmph!” Mystica called to Lexa, wiggling and struggling on the slab.

“You bitches have crossed me for the last time…” Papa hissed through gritted teeth.

Lexa made her way towards the other end of the slab, stumbling and swaying the entire time.

“I’ve had enough of all of you!” Papa bellowed and extended his arms towards the altar, and Mystica and Lexa. “Rip them limb from limb!”

“Mmmrrrroo!” Mystica cried, stiffening against the stone. The zombies, previously as still as statues, lurched forward, arms outstretched toward the two naked women.

At that moment, Lexa leaned over Mystica and lowered herself to be eye level with the bound and gagged woman.

“Hey there…” Lexa slurred, staring at Mystica with lust in her eyes.

“Harrumph!” Mystica pleaded, trying to communicate the urgency that they were about to be devoured by zombies.

“Now we’re even.” Lexa slurred again, and grabbed the gag filling Mystica’s mouth and pulled it free. It seemed to take all of the strength Lexa had to pull the cloth out of Mystica’s mouth, and once the gag was free the witch let out a sigh and collapsed on the ground next to the altar with her hand between her legs, moaning orgasmically.

Mystica paid little mind to the masturbating witch though, and looked straight at Papa, who widened his eyes when he realized Mystica’s gag was out. He raised his hands to cover his ears, but it was too late.

“Papa, call off your zombies!” Mystica commanded. She could smell the rot of their flesh, their outstretched hands just inches from her nude body.

“Stop!” Papa commanded his undead hordes. He had a distant look in his eye that told Mystica he was under her command.

The zombies stopped, their gray hands hovering just inches above Mystica. Below her, Lexa continued to pleasure herself, her moans growing louder with each furious movement of her hand.

“Ohhhh… Ahh… thank you…” Lexa gasped between moans.

“No problem…” Mystica sighed. “Papa, have them free me.”

“Untie her!” Papa commanded.

Mystica gagged as the zombies stooped over and started to undo the ropes securing her to the slab, and eventually held her breath until they had untied her hands and stepped back. Once Mystica was untied, she sat up, crossed her arms over her chest, and pressed the ruby at the center of her amulet. In the blink of an eye she was clad on her black sling bikini, cape, hood, boots, and mask. She stepped off the slab and her hands went to her ass cheeks, but to her surprise, the dried wax was completely gone. The ceremonial paint, which had covered almost every inch of her body mere seconds before, had also disappeared.

No doubt another side effect of the amulet. She smiled and turned to Lexa, sitting on the floor against the slab, still covered in sweat and moaning as she pleasured herself.

“I think we should go.” Mystica suggested, somewhat regretting that she had to interrupt what had been rudely denied Lexa for so long, but she didn’t want to stay in this house longer than she had to.

One thing she wasn’t going to do was make the same mistake twice, Papa was coming with them. She was going to make him turn himself into the police.

“Just… a...AHHHH… just a… minute…. Oooh…” Lexa cooed.

Mystica suddenly felt very uncomfortable having to stand and watch this naked woman masturbate, and bent over, grabbing Lexa by the arm, and pulled her to her feet.

“Hey!” Lexa pouted like an angry teenager.

“Let’s go.” Mystica ordered, pulling her along.

“Just give me a…” Lexa trailed off, her eyes fixating on something across the room.

Mystica turned to follow Lexa’s gaze, and gasped.

Tatiana stood in the corner, her back to them, and the red candle sticking out from her buttocks. It was almost burnt out.

“Tatiana!” Mystica cried, and the Peruvian turned, glaring at the other women.

How did she get free? Mystica wondered, realizing that Tatiana had still been tied up when Lexa got free. She scanned the room and saw several cut ropes in a pile, along with the ceremonial knife that Papa had been wielding.

“Don’t come any closer!” Tatiana backed away.

“Tatiana, get that out of your ass right now!” Mystica cried, wishing that her amulet gave her power over women like it did men.

“Oh no! I’ve had enough of you,” She pointed at Mystica, who was still grasping Lexa by the arm, “And I’ve had enough of him!” Tatiana pointed to Papa.

“But, do you know what will happen when that candle burns out!” Mystica protested.

“Oh yes,” Tatiana stiffened and shivered, no doubt feeling the heat from the candle. “I’ll be a goddess, and then…”

She pointed at Mystica’s medallion.

“I’ll take what should have been mine.” Tatiana sneered, staring at the medallion and then cringed again.

Mystica took a step forward but stopped, another idea popping to mind.

“Papa, have your zombies stop her!”Mystica ordered.

Papa nodded and directed his zombies towards Tatiana. The horde of undead spun on their heels and charged the diminutive woman. Tatiana backed away, her eyes wide with fear, and raised her heads defensively.

Then she stopped, letting out another shudder, then her whole body quaked. A gust of wind blew through the room.

Oh no… Mystica gasped.

Tatiana shifted, the expression on her face going from one of quiet dread to cold defiance. Then Tatiana’s eyes glowed a reddish purple. The naked woman waved her hand, and the advancing zombies stopped in their tracks. Then, their mottled, grey skin started to melt from their bones. It was like watching an ice cream cone under the sun but fast forwarded by a thousand. One minute the zombies stood, and the next they decayed instantly, falling to piles of bones and clothes at the feet of Tatiana, now possessed by Maman Brigitte.

Mystica turned to Papa, about to give an order, when the possessed Tatiana turned towards him and waved a hand. A hole opened up beneath his feet and he was washed in dark, red light before falling out of sight. With another wave of her hand, the hole where Papa once stood closed, nothing but solid ground now.

“What did you do to him?” Mystica demanded, stepping forward.

“I just put him in a time out, he could be useful later.” Tatiana smiled. It sounded like her voice, but there was another voice too, a low, female voice with a cajun accent similar to Papa’s. The voice spoke in sync with Tatiana, though weaker.

Didn’t Papa say Maman Brigitte needed to feed on sacrifices to be at full strength? Mystica realized that now she and Lexa were the sacrifices. She put herself in front of Lexa, widening her legs in a protective stance. Lexa pressed her naked body against Mystica’s from behind and wrapped her arms around her waist.

“Oh yeah, protect me baby…” Lexa sighed.

Mystica grasped the aroused witch’s hands and pulled them away.

“Not now!” Mystica rolled her eyes and stepped away from Lexa.

Tatiana stepped forward then, picked up the ceremonial knife, and with a scream charged at Mystica. Mystica caught Tatiana’s wrist as she attempted to bring the knife down and grasped the possessed Peruvian’s other arm. The two of them grappled in the middle of the room, Tatiana’s eyes fierce and filled with a deep fury, occasionally flashing the reddish/purple.

“Lexa…” Mystica said through gritted teeth. “Some help!”

Orgasmic moaning was her only response, and she turned to see Lexa lying back on the slab, once again pleasuring herself. Tatiana took advantage of the distraction and pressed forward, and Mystica felt her grip on the other woman’s wrist loosen and the knife plunged towards her chest.

Mystica planted her feet and tightened her grip on Tatiana’s wrist and twisted, prompting a cry of pain from her.

“Tatiana, if you’re in there, fight it!” Mystica cried, leaning forward.

“I am in here and I don’t want to fight this!” Tatiana screamed and pressed forward.

Mystica stumbled back, still attempting to twist the dagger out of Tatiana’s grasp. The grappling women stumbled back into a wooden shelf containing skulls and jars of who knows what, up-ending several of the jars and knocking more to the ground. Tatiana lunged forward, and still grappling with her, Mystica side-stepped, feeling her foot come down on something soft.

Then Tatiana cried out, clutching her head and dropping the knife.

What… Mystica watched, confused, and then looked down to see that she was standing on a voodoo doll…

Tatiana’s voodoo doll!

Her eyes lit up and she lifted her foot from the doll. Tatiana’s eyes filled with fury and she charged at Mystica, grabbing the knife as she scrambled across the ground towards the other woman.

Mystica twisted the arm of the voodoo doll and Tatiana cried out and dropped the knife. Then Mystica held the doll straight, and watched as Tatiana was jerked erect with her arms at her sides. The other woman’s eyes blazed purple and when she spoke, it was in the soft, accented voice of Maman Brigitte.

“How dare you use my own magic against me!” She hissed.

“That’s the downside of being in a human body,” Mystica lifted some of the rope from the ground. “You have to play by our rules.”

Then she she wrapped the length of rope around the dolls feet and up, pinning it’s arms to its side and around its chest. At the same time, rope appeared around Tatiana, securing her feet together and up her legs to her mid-section, pinning her arms to her chest.

“Ah! What is this?” Tatiana hissed.

“There, that will hold you.” Mystica smiled and lowered the voodoo doll.

“No, this will.” Lexa stood up behind Tatiana and waved her hand. A second later Tatiana seemed to vanish.

“Wait, what did you-” Mystica cried, starting forward.

“Shh, don’t you’ll step on her!” Lexa held out a hand, and Mystica paused and looked down.

Tatiana stood below, still entirely naked, but now about six inches tall.

“Hey! What is this? Let me go! I have never been so humiliated!” She cried out at the two women towering over her.

“Aw, how cute,” Lexa smiled, grabbed a jar from the shelf and spilled its contents onto the floor. “I’ve always wanted a pet goddess.”

With that she stooped down and picked up Tatiana by the waist. The shrunken women screamed and protested the whole time, and then Lexa held her over the jar and unceremoniously dropped the naked Tatiana inside. Tatiana immediately stood up and started pounding on the sides of the jar while screaming obscenities up at Lexa.

“Well, that will hold her.” The naked witch looked in a Tatiana, smiled, and looked up at Mystica.

“What… what are you going to do with her?” Mystica looked in at the shrunken, naked woman screaming incoherently at them.

“Oh I dunno, I’ll think of something.” Lexa had a gleeful, sadistic smile on her face. Mystica didn’t like it. The witch seemingly had all of her faculties back, indicating that she finally must have orgasmed and freed herself from the arousal potion.

“But… shouldn’t we help her?” Mystica asked.

Lexa giggled. “Help her? She tried to kill you. This is who she is.” With that, Lexa turned away from her, but Mystica reached out and grabbed the witch’s arm.

“Where are you going?” Mystica asked.

“Look, we’re even now. I told you that I would leave you alone and I will, but first I’m going to plunder this place for all Papa has. He won’t be needing it anymore.”

“You’re not going anywhere, not with Tatiana. There has to be a way to reverse it, and then we’ll take her to the police like we-UMMM!” Mystica was cut off when Lexa turned and planted a kiss on her lips.

“Ummm!” Mystica cried and pulled away, wiping her lips as she did.

“Sorry about that, couldn't resist.” Lexa smiled, smacking her lips.

“What...wha…” Mystica stammered. Her legs were feeling like jelly beneath her and her mind was getting foggy.

“Sorry, you just wouldn’t shut up, so I had to use a little venom on you.” Lexa giggled.

Mystica swayed, trying to speak but her lips just slurred uselessly.

“It wasn’t much, just enough to put you to sleep for a bit.” Mystica heard Lexa say, but she seemed so far away, everything seemed so far away, and blurry…

And dark…

***

Mystica…

Mystica…

“Mystica! Wake up!” She heard Lexa calling.

Mystica’s eyes fluttered, the world was still blurry, but she could see the outline of the brown haired witch hovering over her.

What happened? Had she passed out?

“Mystica?” Lexa called again.

As consciousness returned, Mystica could feel a weight on her pelvis, like someone was sitting on her…

Then she felt Lexa’s hands caressing her breasts.

“Mmmph!” Mystica cried, her eyes flying open and she sat up.

Lexa was perched on top of her, staring down with wide, hungry eyes as she ran her hands over Mystica’s breasts under the straps of the bikini.

“Urrrrmmm mmmpph!” Mystica, tasting the cloth filling her mouth. Her hands were tied behind her back and her feet together at the ankle.

“Sorry, had to gag you, for no reason other than I just didn’t want to hear you protesting any more.” Lexa cooed and batted her eyes.

“Mmmm gggmmph! Mmm! Mmmoo bbff!” Mystica spat, she had enough of being bound and gagged over these past few days.

“I just…” Lexa licked her lips and traced Mystica’s nipples with her fingers. “… wanted to have a little fun before I go.”

“Urrrfff mmmurrm!” Mystica responded, twisting and squirming under Lexa’s weight.

The witch was no longer naked, and wore a black gown which stuck to her every curve and greatly accentuated her already impressive cleavage.

Lexa’s hands moved from Mystica’s nipples and her fingers traced the outside of her breasts.

“I’ll especially miss…” Lexa’s hands moved up to caress the ruby at the center of the amulet. “This…”

“Mrrrrmm gggmmph!” Mystica protested, trying to squirm out from under her.

“But, a deal is a deal,” Lexa sat up. “And I’ll leave the amulet to its new owner.”

With that Lexa stood up, leaving Mystica bound and gagged on the dirt floor of Papa’s basement.

“Mmmmo! Mmmm gggmm!” Mystica moaned, twisting and fighting against the ropes binding her.

“Now, the knife is over there.” Lexa pointed to the far corner of the room. “And by the time you get there and get free, I’ll be long gone. Just wanted to keep you tied up so I have a head start.”

“Urrffmmm gggmm…” Mystica sighed into her gag.

“Oh, I almost forgot.” Lexa reached into her cleavage and pulled out a gold coin with the image of a spider on it. “If you should ever need me again, for any reason, use this. All it needs is a drop of blood.”

“Urrrm?” Mystica cocked her head, and then Lexa bent over Mystica and pulled at the front of her bikini.

“Mmmooo! Mmmmph!” Mystica protested, watching as Lexa pulled out the front of her bikini bottom, slid the coin down between her legs, and let go of her bikini bottom, letting it snap back into place.

“Mmmph!” Mystica protested, feeling the coin nestled against her vagina.

“And, I gave it a little extra spell, as a thank you.” Lexa clapped her hands.

“Eeeep!” Mystica cried, feeling the coin starting to vibrate against her.

“As a little thank you for helping me, and to slow you down a little more”

“Urrrffff… murrrfff… mmmm….” Mystica moaned as the enchanted coin vibrated between her legs, creating small geysers of pleasure.

“Now, where did I…” Lexa looked around. “Oh, yes!” With that she stooped over and picked up the still shrunken Tatiana.

Tatiana was still naked, but her body was wrapped in ropes now, and a cloth was tied around her mouth, gagging her.

“One of many souvenirs I’ll be taking from this little adventure.” Lexa dangled the small Tatiana like she was a Christmas ornament or something.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmm ggmm!” Tatiana protested.

“Urrrmmmm… hummfff… mmmmm…” Mystica sighed, using all of her willpower to focus on Lexa and not the ever-growing arousal from the magic, vibrating coin.

“Now, you be careful.” Lexa said to Tatiana, and then wedged the shrunken woman between her own, giant breasts.

“Eeepp! Mmmeep!” Tatiana wriggled and protested as Lexa shoved her deep into her cleavage.

“There, thats should hold you.” Lexa smiled, moving her hand to show that Tatiana was now completely buried in her cleavage.

“Urrrrmmm gggrrmmm… mmm…” Mystica sighed, biting down on her gag to distract from how wet the coin was making her.

“Now, ta-ta Enjoy!” Lexa blew Mystica a kiss and turned to head out of the stone sub-basement.

“Mmmrrrumm! Mmmmph!” Mystica cried and leaned back as the coin seemed to go faster against her clit.

Her body writhed and squirmed as the magical object seemed to know just where to move and when to go faster and to go slower. Mystica’s pleasure increased and decreased based on the coin and how it moved. She turned to look at the knife across the room and spasmed as the coin added yet another burst of speed.

“Mmmmph!” Mystica moaned and thrashed on the dirt, realizing that it would be a long, long time before she would be able to concentrate enough to cut herself free. By then Lexa would be long gone.

But she promised herself that this wouldn’t be the last time she saw the buxom witch. She would get free, find Lexa, and free Tatiana from the possessing voodoo goddess inside of her, but for now, all she could do was writh, wriggle, and try to ignore how turned on the vibrating coin was making her.

The End
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