

Ritual Bondage

The Perils of Madame Mystica Volume 2, Part 2

by Valereya James

The story so far…

With powers granted to her by her magic amulet, Mystica is able to control any man with the sound of her voice… but is completely helpless when gagged! When heiress and popular online model Natasha Gennaro is kidnapped, Mystica suspects magic may be involved. Her investigation into the girl’s disappearance brings Mystica into conflict with Detective Julianna Bennet, who is also looking for the missing girl.

Their investigation leads Mystica and Bennet to a sorority which is secretly a coven of witches! Both women are captured by the magic wielding college girls but they manage to narrowly escape, though Mystica notices a familiar sigil on the wall where they were imprisoned…

1.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your what?” Julianna blinked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah you do that.” Julianna agreed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I thought you trusted Mystica.” Julianna retorted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No thank yo-” Julianna began.

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

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

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

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

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

“Your phone.” She gestured to his pocket.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What, oh,” Mystica giggled and lowered the towel over her breasts. “I’m sorry, am I making you uncomfortable?”
“Not at all.” Andrew answered, and Julianna turned to glare at him.

His phone vibrated again in his pocket.

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

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

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

Julianna blinked and sat back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He smiled back and ignored another buzz from his phone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What, oh it can wait.” He shrugged.

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

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

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

“But…” He started.

“Go!” Julianna gritted her teeth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh sorry, still processing.” She shrugged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mystica smiled and finger the amulet around her neck.

“Do you see this?” She asked.

Julianna nodded.

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

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

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

“How so?” Julianna asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” Mystica rose as well.

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

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

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

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

“Are you okay?” Julianna asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it?” Julianna asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Umm… right…” Julianna stammered.

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

“What did I miss?” He asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is she…” Andrew swallowed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” Julianna growled at the other woman.

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

Julianna glared at the heroine and balled her fists.

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

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

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

“Julie…” He started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Julianna whipped back around to face her.

“Either I’m coming with you-”

“Please-” Mystica interrupted.

“Or you’re coming with-”

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

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

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

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

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

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

2.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh she’s waiting for us.”

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

“Those tits!”

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

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

Too bad she was the apex.

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

“What? We can’t get a massage?”

“What about a happy ending?”

“You can put your hands on me anytime!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re aging?” Mystica asked, somewhat shocked as well.

“Rub it in.” Lexa stood, all of her bluster gone.

“That means…” Mystica muttered, the implications of it just hitting her.

“I’m losing my powers, yes.” Lexa sighed, folding her arms under her still heaving breasts.

Mystica paced the room, chewing her lip. It couldn’t be a coincidence, Natasha’s kidnapping, this new cult of Sol worshippers, now Lexa losing her powers.

“Is this why you let me find you?” She asked.

“Look, I watch the news, I know about the missing girl or whatever, and I don’t care. But you tell me about this new group of witches worshipping Sol and suddenly this makes sense.” She pointed to the single gray hair on her head.

“So you really have nothing to do with any of it?” Mystica furrowed her brow and asked, her voice filled with concern and sincerity.

“Nothing, nothing, nothing,” Lexa sighed. “But it works in my favor to help you because if we can deal with this new group of young bitches then maybe I can get my powers back and not worry about growing into a shriveled up old hag.”

Mystica found herself relaxing. Now it was all making sense. Lexa’s motives may not be altruistic, but it seemed that she really had nothing to do with Natasha’s disappearance.

“I believe you,” Mystica relaxed, letting her cape fall around her. “You help me find the girl, and I’ll help you regain your powers.”

“Oh what a peach you are.” Lexa smiled, regaining her composure, and took a seat again.

“Perhaps we should sit and…” Mystica began, making her way over to the chair opposite Lexa, but then something caught her eye. She paused, looking at a set of sheer curtains near the back of the room.

There was something behind it, something familiar.

Lexa followed Mystica’s gaze and Mystica noticed the other woman stiffen.

I should have known better than to trust her. Mystica glared at Lexa.

“Look, that’s nothing. Why don’t you sit down and let’s talk.” Lexa rose and gestured to the chair that Mystica was originally going to sit in.

“You know, for a moment you almost had me.” Mystica shook her head as Lexa approached.

“Look, Mystica, I can explain.” Lexa held her hands to her side, as if to show she could be trusted, as she approached. Mystica continued to back up as the other woman advanced on her.

“Look, that’s nothing behind the curtain, take a seat and I’ll explain everything.” Lexa tried to calm Mystica as she continued advancing on her.

Instinctively, Mystica realized she was backing up…

Towards the chair.

Her eyes widened and suddenly Lexa sprang on her, grabbing her shoulders and pushing the heroine back. Thankfully, Mystica had excellent reflexes, and spun, grabbed Lexa by each wrist, and twisted. The buxom woman cried out and stumbled forward, Mystica spinning with her, and with a shove, Mystica threw the other woman into the chair meant for her. Lexa’s breasts heaved as she landed in the sturdy oak chair and no sooner had she planted in the chair then restraints appeared out of the arm wrests and locked around Lexa’s wrists. Similarly, restraints appeared out of the legs of the chair and locked around Lexa’s ankles.

The woman cried out and pulled against the leather restraints locking her to the chair, her own plan backfiring against her. Mystica allowed herself a small smile of satisfaction and stepped back, realizing that the magical restraints in the chair reminded her of the ones in the video where Natasha was kidnapped.

Lexa heaved and struggled against the restraints in the chair and then glared at Mystica.

“Well done, but you gotta admit, I almost had you.” Lexa smiled at the heroine.

Mystica turned away and strolled over the curtain that had drawn her attention the first place and pulled it open to reveal another altar, this one with the symbol of Sol the spider-god etched in the wall above it. A very ancient, very thick spell book was open on the altar, its pages yellowed and worn with time. Next to the book was an ornate pendant with what looked like half of a pentagram dangling from it’s chain. There was also a glass case in which a large, hairy tarantula reared up at her.

Looks like I found her familiar. Mystica frowned.

“Hey, come on why don’t you let me go and we can talk this out.” Lexa called from her chair as Mystica leaned over the altar, inspecting the book and the pendant.

The book was open to a page detailing a ritual, a very old ritual that required a lot of power. Her eyes scanned the page and she felt her heart fluttering in her chest as she read. The directions for the ritual included an image showing the pendant lying next to the book and a second pendant containing the other half of the star. Inside of the glass case, the tarantula was throwing itself against the sides attempting to break itself free with no avail.

The ritual, along with the pendant, allowed whoever cast the spell to switch bodies with anyone wearing the matching pendant.

Oh no… Mystica broke out into a sweat and noticed something else on the altar.

A newspaper article, The Chance City Chronicle, detailing a new exhibit at the museum on the occult…

The article had a picture of a display case containing the second pendant.

Mystica turned and glared at Lexa, who flashed her a crooked smile and shrugged.

“You caught me.” She giggled like a child caught misbehaving.

“You’re going to switch bodies with that girl?” Mystica cried, strolling towards the restrained Lexa.

“This body is aging, how many grey hairs are going to follow this one?” She turned her neck to show the single gray hair in the ocean of auburn.

“So you wanted one that’s still young and vibrant?” Mystica crossed her arms.

“She’s young, beautiful, and commands a following of millions…” Lexa licked lips at the word millions.

“You want to restart the Cult of Sol. Those witches, they work for you!” Mystica realized.

Lexa was the mastermind behind this all.

“I thought that maybe if I shared my gifts with a few eager pupils that together we could send out a beacon if you will, draw my old master back into this world.”

“Restore your place in a position of power.” Mystica paced, glaring at Lexa.

“Yes, I would be a goddess again, worshipped, ruling at Sol’s side.” She beamed at the thought.

“So what went wrong?” Mystica asked.

“I had never attempted anything like that. It exhausted me, spreading my powers to those three… oh and turning Ronnie into that frog, but he deserved that.” Lexa explained.

“So you lost your powers to them, and with that, your immortality.” Mystica almost laughed. Lexa was her own undoing.

“I admit, I flew too close to the sun.” She shrugged again.

Mystica bit her lip, an idea coming to her, and strode back over to the altar and started flipping through the spell-book.

“Hey, hey what are you doing?” Lexa craned her neck, her voice trembling, but Mystica ignored her as she flipped through the pages of the book.

Mystica didn’t answer as she scanned pages and then flipped to another. There didn’t seem to be a way to reverse the spell Lexa cast to disperse her powers among the sorority girls, but maybe there was a different spell…

“Mystica, girlfriend, talk to me...” Lexa pleaded her voice trembling more and more. The nervousness told Mystica that there was something in the book Lexa didn’t want her to see.

“Hey Mystica,” Lexa pleaded. “I still keep in touch with that ogre I sold Tatiana to. I’m sure he could sell her back to you for a good price.”

But Mystica ignored the former witch’s pleas, too engrossed in the spell-book to acknowledge Lexa. She flipped through page after page, searching for any sort of spell that could accomplish what she wanted.

Then the super-heroine stopped flipping. Her eyes scanned a page of the book, lighting up briefly, and then she read the page again, and again…

“Hey, what is it?” Lexa called, still struggling from her chair.

Mystica read again. It was a difficult spell, and she would be putting herself in a lot of danger trying to pull it off.

But it’s the best option I have. The Cult of Sol is too dangerous to be left running around Chance City.

Mystica set the spell book down on the altar. Inside of it’s glass case, the tarantula familiar was throwing a tantrum, but Mystica paid little mind to its protests. With the spell open, she stepped back and looked to the shelves around her.

“Hey Mystica, come on, don’t do anything drastic here.” Lexa pleaded from her chair.

But Mystica continued to ignore her, and instead grabbed a stick of red chalk from a shelf and used it to draw a large circle on the floor.

“Oh no, no don’t…” Lexa muttered, her eyes wide with alarm at seeing the summoning circle.

Inside of the circle, Mystica used the chalk to draw a series of runes around the circle’s inner perimeter, the incantation to summer the entity she wanted to make contact with.

“No wait! Come on!” Lexa cried, her massive chest heaving up and down with shock at seeing the runes inside of the circle.

“A leech! Even for me that’s low!” Lexa whined.

Maybe I should have gagged her. Mystica rolled her eyes.

Even though there was no spell for retracting the powers that Lexa had given the sorority sisters, there was another spell to summon a Sanguis, a powerful entity that fed off of the powers of others.

A magical leech.

It was tricky, as Mystica had to lure the entity into her and allow it to take possession of her body, and then she would use it to absorb the magical powers from Alisha and her friends. Without their abilities, none of them, including Lexa, would be able to work the body switching spell.

But first she had to lure the leech, which meant making herself as presentable as possible to a disgusting, low supernatural entity. Leech’s were spirits that tended to like women, and were drawn to the more… provocative ones.

Mystica stepped into the summoning circle, threw back her cape, and pressed the amulet dangling from her throat. There was a flash, and suddenly she was wearing much less clothes. Her costume already left very little to the imagination, but now there truly was nothing hidden… almost.

Every inch of her body had been coated in gold glitter so that she shimmered with every movement in the brightly lit room, and her mask, cape, sling bikini, and boots were gone. Instead, she wore gold sandals with laces running up along her calves and gold pasties over her nipples. Mystica’s hair was now pulled back into a tight braid, and her only other covering was a gold c-string panty that covered her vagina and then ran halfway up her buttocks, leaving her hips and part of her behind completely bare. Gold bangled bracelets hung from her wrists which rattled with every movement she made. It was a ceremonial outfit, something made to seduce and entice.

Standing in that circle, almost completely naked except for the pasties and c-string, Mystica began chanting, reciting the summoning spell written out in the runes around her. As she chanted, she swayed her body, sticking out her hips and arching her back, performing a dance as she chanted. The bracelets around her wrists jingled with every movement as she spun and gyrated to the beat of her own chanting. As she sung, the lights in the room began to dim. Mystica tuned everything out, the dimming of the lights, the gentle breeze picking up in the room, and Lexa’s protests, and she continued chanting, curving and swaying her body seductively with every word.

She felt the otherworldly breeze in the room brush across her naked breasts, causing them to break out in goosebumps, and then another breeze across her buttocks. The Leech was near, if not in the room then it was sizing her up. Mystica tried to push down the feeling of revulsion and continued her dance, turning and swaying her body, jiggling her butt up and down to appease the disgusting spirit that wanted inside of her. Dimly, in the background she could hear Lexa’s protests but Mystica tuned the witch out.

Mystica increased her sensual dance, running her hands along her breasts, down her midsection to her thighs. As she bent over and arched her neck, she felt ghostly fingers run along the curve of her buttocks. She fought the urge to swat them away and instead stood up, cupping the bottom of her bare breasts, and felt the same invisible fingers stroke her abs, and move up. She turned around, swaying her hips, and now those fingers were running down her thighs. Her hands moved along her thighs to behind and down along her backside, and she felt the ghostly hands under her breasts where her own hands were moments prior.

Mystica sighed and leaned back, feeling an invisible presence press on her from behind. There was a pressure between her nearly naked ass cheeks, as if something was pressing between them. She didn’t react and instead leaned further against it. Around her, it seemed as if the room was in a maelstrom, the curtains billowing in the wind, the sound of which was now drowning out Lexa’s protests. Meanwhile, the invisible hands moved down from Mystica’s breasts and along her mid-section again.

“Ahh..” She sighed, the hands becoming more forceful, pulling her tighter against the presence behind her. Whatever was pressed between her cheeks was throbbing now.

She could feel the hands stroking her upper thighs now. Her seduction was working, the Leech was getting closer. Mystica leaned back and shifted her backside up and down along the invisible shaft pressed against them, and could have swore she felt the presence behind her shudder.

Then the hands grabbed her with more force by her almost naked breasts and pulled her back. She gasped but turned the sound into a sigh of arousal as the invisible organ between her buttocks moved up and down, rubbing against her soft skin and the small bit of gold between her cheeks. Invisible fingers pressed into her breasts and moved along them, groping and massaging. Mystica moved a hand behind her head and felt an invisible neck and caressed it. An invisible hand tilted her chin up and around, a gesture far more gentle and caring than the other ones.

She tilted her head up and turned, the invisible hand still holding her chin while the other cupped one of her breasts, and felt a pair of lips plant against hers. The throbbing organ continued to rub up and down between her buttocks, faster this time. Mystica increased her movements in kind, rubbing up and down against it. Then felt something slip down her throat and almost gagged, her instinct to pull away, but she stopped herself.

This is it! It’s coming into me!

She continued kissing and rubbing the Leech, feeling as the rubbing intensified along her buttocks. Mystica could feel it inside of her, flowing down through her throat and spreading throughout her body. It was exploring every inch of her. An electric tingling shot through every corner of her body, and she realized that she was aroused, growing wet under the thin gold c-string. The more the Leech filled her, the wetter she got. Her nipples went hard against the gold pasties. A sigh escaped her lips and she felt her hands moving down along her thighs, wanting, needing, relief.

This is part of it! It needs me to orgasm so it can be part of me!

She didn’t like that thought, but felt the throbbing, thick shaft between her buttocks, and knew that The Leech wouldn’t finish unless she did. They had to sync up and then they would be one.

Mystica’s hands moved along her pelvis, feeling the edge of the thin gold panty protecting her from total nudity.

“Help! Stop her! She’s going to kill me!” Mystica heard Lexa shout over the wind whipping through the room.

Her eyes flew open, realizing that Lexa was talking to someone, and Mystica turned. The curtains were whipping up and down in the wind like there was a tornado, and there was a figure trudging forward through the chaos. Mystica tried to see through the dim light and billowing curtains who it was as they drew closer. Then she saw the dark brown hair whipping across the woman’s face, and the drawn pistol.

“Oh god please help me!” Lexa cried, playing the helpless damsel.

Detective Bennett! Mystica realized, her eyes going wide.

“Gghhggguullp!” Mystica tried to cry, gagging on the Leech currently going down her throat.

Then the leach stopped, the throbbing organ between her buttocks pulling away. Mystica tried to speak again but her mouth was too full.

“Ugggg ggmm!” She cried, choking on the leech.

Then the presence that she had felt previously filling her started to retract, pulling out as fast as it went in. Mystica gagged, threw her head back, and convulsed, feeling the Leech drawing away.

Detective Bennet shouted something but Mystica couldn’t hear her over the roar of the wind, which was becoming violent, angry. Books and jars flew from shelves while papers swirled around. Mystica still attempted to speak but could only gag while her body shook back and forth from the spirit leaving her. She could see Detective Bennet trying to aim her gun at her while barking orders that were drowned out by the wind, but the tumult of activity made it hard for the police woman to get a shot. Bennett struggled to even stand in the frenzy of activity.

Mystica could feel herself draining from the Leech pulling out. Every muscle in her body quaked and she was coated in sweat. Despite all of this, the detective pressed on, trudging through the gale-force winds whipping at her.

There was a wet popping sound as the last of the Leech pulled free from her mouth and Mystica gasped, suddenly feeling cold, and stumbled forward. She lifted her head, trying to open her mouth to say something but instead was greeted with the sight of Julianna bringing the butt of her gun down on Mystica’s head.

Then everything went black.

3.

As she returned to consciousness, the first sensation that Mystica became aware of was the intense arousal she still felt. She was still wet under her small, c-string bottoms, and there was a deep, yearning lust within her. Her nipples were hard against the gold pasties covering them. The Leech had left her aroused, wanting, needing more. All she wanted was relief, to satiate this deep lust taking over, and instinctively she tried to bring her hands around to pleasure herself…

Then she felt the rope lashed tightly around her wrists.

“Urrrmmm…” She grumbled, feeling her lips wrapped tightly around the gag in her mouth.

“Ummm hmmph?” She lifted her head, feeling the throbbing around her temple…

What happened? Her head lulled and she struggled to open her eyes, suddenly aware of the aching in her skull as well as the near uncontrollable lust.

“Hmmfff…” She grunted and tried to move, suddenly feeling the solid marble of the post she was tied to and the rope around her ankles.

“Umm…” Mystica opened her eyes.

“Urrggh…” She grunted, the brightness of the room causing a lightning crack of pain to rip through her skull.

Her eyes snapped shut, and after a moment she slowly lifted her lids to let herself get used to the light.

By the looks of it, she was still in Lexa’s spa, tied to one of the marble pillars spread through the place. She looked down, seeing that she was still almost naked from her attempted seduction of The Leech. Her half naked body was still covered in gold flecks and glitter as well as the pasties and c-string.

“Ummfff…” She grunted and tested her bonds, but they were tied securely.

As she struggled and pulled on the ropes securing her to the post, pieces of what had happened came rushing back to her.

Summoning The Leech to deal with Lexa’s coven…

Lexa being bound to a chair…

Detective Bennet bursting in…

Detective Bennet! Mystica’s eyes went wide! Where had she come from, what was she doing at Lexa’s spa.

“Urrgggh mmmphh!” She bit and chewed on her gag. It was tied tightly, preventing any attempts at communication on her part.

“Oh good, you’re finally awake.” A voice called from behind.

“Ummphh whmmff?” Mystica replied and turned her head to see Lexa approaching from behind her.

“I gotta say, well played, you had me worried there for a minute.”

“Ummmphh mmmm!” Was Mystica’s muffled reply.

“Sorry for the gag, but I can’t have you blabbing my plan to your detective friend.” Lexa patted Mystica on the cheek as she stepped in front of the helpless heroine.

“Gummfff…” Mystica grunted in reply.

“Speaking of Detective Bennet, where did you find a cute little police woman like her at?” Lexa smiled and pressed her voluptuous frame against Mystica’s.

“Grrrm…” Mystica bared her teeth as best she could through the gag and once again pulled on her bonds to no avail. She was secured tightly and at Lexa’s mercy.

Mystica could feel Lexa’s massive breasts against hers as the witch pressed against her bound form.

“You know, maybe I’ll have a little fun with her later, to repay her for getting me out of that little spot of bother.” Lexa smiled and caressed Mystica’s nearly naked breast.

“Ummm gggmmph!” Mystica tried to pull away from the witch’s touch but she was helpless. Despite her best attempts to resist, she felt her skin raise as Lexa caressed her.

“Oh, someone’s excited.” Lexa smiled and leaned in.

“I’ve wanted you like this for a long time, helpless, half-naked, squirming…” Lexa nuzzled Mystica’s cheek.

“Gllubb!” Mystica cried, turning her head away from the witch, but Lexa grabbed Mystica’s head and turned it. Before the heroine could react, Lexa planted a kiss on her gagged lips.

“Mmmm mmph!” Mystica cried, grunting and squirming as Lexa pressed her body against hers. It was a deep, sensual kiss despite the gag in Mystica’s mouth.

Lexa broke off the kiss but then planted both palms firmly on Mystica’s breasts.

“Mmmm sttthhpp!” Mystica cried and tried to squirm away, but the pole that she was lashed to kept her firmly in Lexa’s clutches.

“I wish I could just keep you tied up here and have fun with you, but unfortunately, you have forced my hand.” Lexa’s hands massaged Mystica’s breasts as she spoke, and all Mystica could do was moan into her gag.

“Grrrm hrrrmmm mmph! Pfffsss!”

“It all worked out actually, with your cop friend here, I was able to give her a handy scapegoat in you.” Lexa laughed.

“Whummff!” Mystica’s eyes went wide. Lexa giggled again and stepped away from the bound and gagged heroine.

“Oh officer, thank you for helping me,” Lexa swooned, acting like a damsel in distress in an old movie. “She’s crazy! I’m a good witch and she’s a bad witch!”

“Urmmm mnnnno! Ummff!” Mystica tugged on her bonds, feeling the fury rising in her.

“She was already suspicious of you so it was easy to convince her that you know where the kidnapped girl is and just wanted to throw her off the trail.”

“Urrrgggmm murgggll ggmm!” Mystica mumbled into her gag.

“She’s hot, but she isn’t too bright. I told her I’m going to perform a ritual, a spell to make you reveal the location of the missing girl.”

Mystica ceased her struggles and froze, her bare chest heaving up and down. She didn’t know what Lexa had up her sleeve, but it couldn’t be good.

“Oh of course the spell will backfire, at least that’s what I’ll tell her. In reality, you’ll be banished to the same pocket dimension I sent your friend Tatiana. There’s already a big ugly ogre waiting on the other side to scoop you up as his new slave.”

“Mmmmph! Mmmmoo! Gmmmf!” Mystica resumed her struggles, squeezing and flexing every muscle in her impressive physique, but the ropes held fast.

“I hate to do that to you, but I can’t have you messing this up for me.” Lexa shrugged.

“Everything okay?” Another voice called from somewhere in the spa.

Detective Bennet! Mystica’s eyes went wide.

“Hmmmph! Hlllpp! Dhhttcctfff! Mnnoo!” Mystica tried to speak through the gag.

A moment later Detective Bennet stepped over to Lexa and eyed the bound and gagged Mystica with cold eyes.

“It’s alright Detective, the prisoner has just woken up.” Lexa eyed Mystica.

“Mnnff! Nnnmmo hllp!” Mystica pleaded at Bennet through the gag.

“I should have known you were hiding something.” Bennet glared at Mystica.

“Mmmooo pssff! Ummm wrrrffnt!” Mystica tried to explain.

“I’m just glad you came when you did, or else she would have absorbed my powers and would be even more dangerous.” Lexa thanked Bennet, a smile in her eyes.

“Urmmm mmnoo!” Mystica shook her head.

“You sure this… spell can help us find Natasha?” Bennet’s eyes shifted from Mystica to Lexa. Mystica thought she saw suspicion on the Detective’s face.

“Oh yes, once I bond with her, a window should open and it will reveal the location of the missing girl.” Lexa gave Bennet a reassuring smile.

“Mmnnnoo! Stttpp! Ufff hssmmntt mmttt!” Mystica continued.

“Should we take the gag out, seems like she’s got a lot to say.” Bennet took a step towards Mystica.

“Yssss! Psssff!” Mystica nodded.

“No.” Lexa ran up and grabbed Bennet by the arm. Bennet eyed her with suspicion.

“She’s manipulative, deceiving, and not only that, but the entity she was trying to summon when you found me may still be in there. She must remained silenced for our safety.”

“Nmmmphh! Ummm gmmff!” Mystica cried in frustration, once again struggling futilely against her bonds.

Bennet eyed Lexa, and then Mystica. It was clear to the bound and gagged heroine that Bennet still had reservations as to who to trust in this situation.

“Come,” Lexa took Bennet by the arm. “We have to prepare for the ritual.”

“Mmnnoo! Mllssstnn!” Mystica begged through the gag.

Lexa lead Bennet away from the bound and gagged heroine, but the Detective gave a final, unsure look at the bound heroine before Lexa pulled her away.

Then Lexa looked over her shoulder at Mystica and winked.

To be continued…
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