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The Story so far…

Lexa, an ancient, buxom witch, has spent an eternity searching for a long last amulet that will grant her the power to control men with her voice. Just when the amulet is in her grasp, Lexa is caught by the voodoo priest Papa Noir, but Noir soon discovers that only a woman can wield the amulet’s true power.

Noir attempts to seduce Tatiana, an aspiring model with the power of the amulet, but then finds himself enchanted with Mystica, Tatiana’s beautiful trainer. When the jealous Tatiana tries to attack Mystica, Noir takes both women prisoner, but Mystica escapes and finds the amulet. Imbued with its power, Mystica uses the amulet to escape Noir, along with Tatiana and Lexa.

1.

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 again 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.

2.

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...

3.

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.

4.

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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