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Previously…

Lexa, an ancient, powerful, and voluptuous witch, searches for a lost artifact, an amulet that can grant whoever wields it power to control men with just their voice. Just as she is about to finally achieve her goal, Lexa finds that Papa Noir, a nefarious voodoo priest, has got there first. Despite her best attempts, Lexa is bound by Papa and taken prisoner by him.

Sometime later, an aspiring model named Tatiana responds to a casting notice, bringing along her trainer and spiritual guru, Mystica. The casting notice brings them to a sprawling beachside mansion owned by Papa Noir, who is looking for a certain kind of woman. Though Tatiana is quickly charmed by Noir and his promise of power, the voodoo priest finds himself fascinated and taken by Mystica. Consumed by jealously, Tatiana attacks Mystica, thinking that the other woman will steal her chance in the limelight. Noir uses his power to take Tatiana captive, and tries to seduce Mystica with the same promise of power. Mystica rebukes Noir, and soon finds herself running not only from him and his accomplice Hector, but his zombie henchmen as well.

Seeking shelter in Noir’s basement, Mystica finds the mysterious amulet, which saves her from Hector and grants her mystical powers. Armed with these new abilities, Mystica seeks to save both herself and Tatiana from the voodoo priest...

1.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just like Mystica!

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

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

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

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

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

It was doll!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh no…

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

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

“Eeep!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not now! Not now!

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

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

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

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

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

Clothes, I need to find clothes!

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

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

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

Wait, the hair!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ummm ggmmmm bbbmmf!” She moaned.

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

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

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Noir bend the voodoo doll over and then she felt her upper half yanked forward and bend over the table. A second later, she felt her ass jerk straight out.

“Ummm!” She moaned, now bent over the table with her ass jutting straight out.

Whatever Noir had in store, it wasn’t good. He strolled around to the head of the table and looked down at her with a grin on his painted face.

“What a beautiful sight indeed.”

“Urggg ggmmm bbmmm!” She muttered. “Urrggh!”

Tatiana strained, flexing every muscle in her body. She had spent so much time in the gym, and for what? Her muscles were useless against Noir’s power.

Still, I have to try!

“Urrggh! Urrrfff mmm!” She moaned, feeling her naked body break out into a sweat as she tried to power her way out from the invisible bonds.

Noir smiled and leered at her bent over form as he circled the table.

“Sorry, you see, I just need to find a way to keep myself entertained while we look for Mystica. This keeps my mind off of things.” He continued to gloat.

“Urrmmm mmggg! Gmmmph!” She retorted, still flexing and straining. Every nerve and muscle in her body cried out, wanting to move, but she remained perfectly still.

“BLLUMM!” She perked up, suddenly feeling as Noir ran his hand along the curve of one of her ass cheeks.

She was expecting his hand to feel rough and course, but it was surprisingly smooth, and… gentle?

No! She shook her head. This man was holding her hostage.

“You know, it’s a shame that you rebuked me. We could have had so much fun together.” His hand shifted to her other naked ass cheek.

“Ummm!” She moaned, bracing herself, but once again, he gently ran his hand along her buttock and down along the curve and under to her upper thigh.

Tatiana flashed back to the pool, and his muscular chest glistening in the sun, and those small swim trunks…

No… stop it!

“Ummmfff ggmmff!” She shook her head. Was this something else Noir was doing? Some power?

Deep down though, she knew it wasn’t. It had been so long since she had a man touch her like that. She had become so focused on her career and modeling that she rarely had time for a personal life, and any guys that showed interest were creeps who only leered at her breasts.

Noir is a creep too! Don’t forget that!

“Mmmooo mmmooppp ggmm!” She protested as he pulled his hand away.

“Just think of the power I could have shared with you, how you would have been treated like a queen.” He added, and she felt his hand pull away.

A second later she felt herself jerked back up into a standing position by whatever invisible force he was using to control her. Noir was once again standing in front of her while holding the voodoo doll.

“And the Queen gets only the best.” He smiled and lifted a bottle containing some sort of liquid from the table.

“Mmmoo! Ummm mnnoo! Mmmph!” She protested, watching as he twisted the lid off of the bottle and held it over the voodoo doll.

Was that it? Was he going to drown her by pouring that over the doll’s head?

“Mmmmm! Mffff! Psssff! Mnnnoo!” She pleaded through her gag. It was all that she could do in the moment as he tilted the bottle over the doll.

Or maybe it was acid inside the bottle, and it would dissolve the doll, causing her to dissolve, thus hiding any evidence of her being here!

“Nnnoommfff! Grmmmlllbb!” She cried, watching as the liquid inside spilled out.

Noir poured it over the doll’s chest, and she felt something wet and viscous lather over her breasts.

“Mmmoo!” She screamed, squeezing her eyes shut.

It smelled… good?

Tatiana opened one eye and looked down at her breasts. They were covered in a glistening substance, drops of it falling off of her nipples and onto the nice tile floor.

Lotion… It was lotion!

Noir watched with amusement as the confusion registered on her face, and then lifted the doll’s arms, and hers moved in accordance. Then he pressed the doll’s arms against its chest, and she followed suit.

“Mmmph!” She moaned as her hands clasped over her own breasts.

Noir massaged the doll’s chest with its hands, and Tatiana’s followed suit, massaging the sweet smelling lotion over her giant, naked breasts.

“Ullmmm…” She looked down in amazement at her now glistening breasts and her hands, moving up and down, back and forth…

She was a puppet, helpless to do anything but watch as her hands moved of their own accord, manipulated by unseen strings as they lathered up her breasts.

“Power is a beautiful thing. It’s exhilarating having control over another.” Noir smiled as her hands finished rubbing the last of the lotion over her naked chest, which now gleamed in the brightly lit living room. The smell of the lotion was intoxicating. What brand was it? It must have been expensive.

“Ummm…” Tatiana took in a breath. Her breasts felt… great… rejuvenated. What kind of lotion was this?

“I offer you power like this. Mystica spurned this power.”

He stepped before her, holding up the voodoo doll before her eyes.

“Power that makes what I do seem like child’s play.” With that, he waved his hands over the doll again.

“Ummm!” She cried, feeling something cold and hard clamp over her nipples. She looked down to see that she was dressed.

Well, she wasn’t sure if what she was wearing counted as clothes…

Pasties made of what looked like solid gold were covering her nipples. Tatiana looked down at them, and tried to figure out how they were staying clamped over her. The way they glittered and shined though, they must have been real…

She was also now wearing a thong of solid gold, with a thin, purple cloth running down the front of the thong and stopping around her ankles. She felt like she looked like a princess you would see in a fantasy painting or something.

“Urggg mmm! Mmm!” She looked down at her breasts, covered only by the pasties, and up at Noir.

“A woman like you should accentuate what you have, not hide it.” He smiled and stepped over to her.

Noir took a step towards her, his eyes meetings hers. There was a deep desire in his gaze, a longing. Her eyes shifted from his to his bare chest under the jacket…

“Mmmm…” She moaned, thinking of his offer, and the power he mentioned.

What about Mystica?

Who cares about her?

It seemed like Noir was going to reach out to her when he stopped, his eyes falling on something in the doorway.

“Yes?” He asked, more than a hint of annoyance in his voice.

“Huumm?” Tatiana tried to turn her head but was still under Noir’s control.

“Well, what is it?” He asked again, rolling his eyes and stepping away from her.

Now she could see someone approaching out of the corner of her eye. It was Hector, that photographer guy!

“Hector, I asked you a question!” Noir huffed, stepping over to the photographer.

Hector was walking across the room with a vacant look in his eye.

The lights are on, but nobody’s home. Tatiana thought, looking at him pacing absentmindley through the room. It was almost like he was one of those, big, smelly zombies that Noir had working for him, except his skin and eyes weren’t the sickly pale grey. Still, it was like he was in a trance of some kind. What concerned Tatiana was that even Noir seemed surprised by this.

“Hey,” Noir grabbed Hector’s arm. “What’s wrong with you?”

Tatiana felt herself break out into a sweat. Noir seemed genuinely concerned, and was that a hint of fear in his voice? If something was scaring Noir, then it had to be bad.

Hector continued to stare vacantly as Noir shook him.

“Hector! Hector!” Noir screamed, but Hector didn’t seem to react. Finally Noir lost his patience and slapped him across the cheek.

Hector recoiled and rubbed his face where Noir had slapped while blinking rapidly. He looked like a man who had just woken from a deep slumber.

“Wha… what?” He stammered, looking around.

“What was that all about?” Noir demanded, still holding onto Hector’s arm.

“I… How did I get here?” He looked around the room, and then stopped to gawk at Tatiana and her glistening breasts covered only by the pasties.

“Hey, don’t look at her, look at me!” Noir grabbed Hector’s chin and turned his head so that he looked directly into his boss’s eyes.

“Hey, stop!” Hector pulled away and rubbed his face.

“What… happened?” Noir grunted. There was something desperate about his tone.

“I…” Hector rubbed his head. “I found that Mystica chick…”

“And?” Noir spat, impatiently.

“We were in the basement, and I grabbed her, there was a struggle, and then a bright light…”

Noir’s eyes looked like they were going to pop right out of his head as he listened.

“Then I just remember hearing her voice… she told me to let her go, and I…”

“You what?” Noir pressed, breathing heavily.

“I just remember feeling like, I had to, you know? Like I was compelled to?” Hector looked at Noir with confusion.

Noir stepped back though, and even though he was wearing white face-paint Tatiana felt like he had gone white as a sheet.

“Oh no…”

“What boss?” Hector asked.

“No… no… nononono!” Noir took his hat off and started to run his hands over his bald head, now covered in beads of sweat.

“Wummf?” Tatiana asked. Even she was curious.

“She found it! She found it!” Noir hissed through gritted teeth.

He snapped his fingers, and suddenly Tatiana heard heavy footfalls approaching. It sounded like they coming from all throughout the house.

“Mmmmpph...mmm…” She whimpered, listening to what sounded like an army approaching.

A few moments later, Noir’s zombies all stood in the doorway to the room. Tatiana’s eyes widened as she looked at all of them filling the entrance. He had way more of these things than she thought, quite literally an army.

“She has found the amulet, we cannot let her escape!” Noir paced as he spoke, but stopped, staring at the still frozen Tatiana.

“Find her,” He said, and pointed at Tatiana. “Use this one to flush her out.”

“Whhhmmfff!” Tatiana asked, and then felt her arms pulled behind her back by an invisible force.

“Uurrggg ummmmfff mmm!” She cried, feeling ropes tighten around her wrists and ankles again.

Noir lowered the voodoo doll, which once again had it’s hands and feet tied.

Dammit, not again! She cursed, struggling against her bonds to no avail.

“Mmmmpph! Mmmm! Gllllmm!” She moaned, twisting and wriggling. Looking up, she saw one of the zombies lurching towards her.

“Mmmmulllp!” She moaned, once again straining with all of her might against the ropes.

“Should I go with them?” Hector stepped forward, but Noir pushed him back.

“No,” Noir commanded, and turned to the zombies. “It’s too dangerous for us.”

“Mmeeep?” Tatiana asked.

What exactly was going on? Then one of the zombies picked her up and slung her over its shoulder.

“Ummm mmph!” She moaned, wriggling and squirming under its rock hard grasp.

“When you catch the other one, take every precaution.” She heard Noir say.

“Every precaution.” He accentuated.

And then she was being carried out, the horde of zombies turning with her and fanning out through the mansion.

Now what? She wondered as she was once again carried off, bound, gagged, and half naked.

2.

Damn, I look hot! Mystica thought as she caught a glimpse of herself in the full body mirror set on the wall.

She had never been one for vanity. As much as she had advocated for being comfortable in your own skin and loving your body, there was a fine line between that and being self absorbed. But now here she was, staring at herself in the mirror, taken aback.

Her image reflected in the mirror was the first thing she saw when she ascended the stairs from the basement. She stepped forward now, gazing deep at her lithe body in the revealing outfit. Her cleavage looked magnificent in the plunging neckline of the sling bikini, and she turned and admired her buttocks, mostly bare thanks to the thong back. Part of her realized that she should feel totally exposed and vulnerable in an outfit like this, but instead she felt empowered, ready to take on the world.

Let them come. She smiled, turning back around and staring at the mask that hid the upper half of her face, and the hood over her head.

Powerful and mysterious. She smiled.

Mystica wasn’t concerned about Noir’s goons and if they came for her, she would just use her powers to tell them to get lost.

Powers…

Such a strange concept. She touched the amulet nestled above her breasts. It was something she still had so many questions on, but knew that she would have to wait until she got Tatiana and escaped from this mansion.

Mystica gave herself one final look in the mirror and took off through the mansion to find her kidnapped client and get her to freedom. Her head was held high as she strolled up and down the halls of Noir’s mansion. She felt invincible, invigorated, reborn…

But her newfound confidence began to fade as she continued to wander the mansion and found most of the rooms empty, no sign of Noir, Tatiana, or the zombie henchmen stalking the halls. The more she searched the first floor, the more she started to get the feeling that something wasn’t right. Could they be setting a trap for her? Part of her wondered how they would, seeing how she could just say a command and they would have to obey, but she didn’t know the extent of Noir’s resources or abilities, so she knew she would have to play this safe.

Once she was satisfied that she had made a full search of the first floor, she found a grand, winding staircase and took that up to the second floor, thinking that perhaps she could find some answers there. Mystica remained cautious and on edge as she ascended to the second floor, stopping and listening for movement on almost every step, but the only sound she seemed to hear were her own boots on the marble.

Mystica was like a shadow moving among the white marble, with her dark skin and black outfit that left little to the imagination. As she continued to walk and search rooms, the more her feeling of empowerment disappeared and was replaced with dread. Something had to be up. Her muscles tensed as she made her way through the second floor, from one giant bedroom to another, half expecting to open a door and find a horde of zombies ready to descend upon her.

Every room she searched was gaudy, filled with large, expensive looking furniture, paintings, and decorations. Noir was a man that liked to flaunt his wealth, but Mystica shuddered to think of how he must have obtained his money.

Mystica came to another door and opened it, expecting to find yet another opulent bedroom. Much to her surprise, when she opened it she found a naked woman bound, gagged, and suspended from the ceiling.

“Urrrmmm mmmmff! Mmmph!” The woman called through her gag at the surprised Mystica, who stood wide-eyed in the doorway.

“Mmmp! Mmmm hlllmm!” The woman cried again, her feet dangling in the air.

Voluptuous was probably the best word Mystica would use to describe the woman suspended before her. Her long auburn hair fell around her bare shoulders as she tossed her head back and forth and her naked breasts were massive, heaving up and down with every spirited struggle she made. The only thing she wore was a small black thong, which accentuated her round, plump rear end. Black tape covered the woman’s lips, and manacles around her wrists attached to chains that ran to the ceiling. Another set of manacles were secured to her upper thigh, which also ran to chains hanging from the ceiling.

All together, the image reminded Mystica of a puppet attached to strings. The woman kicked and struggled, suspended a few feet from the floor, and Mystica couldn’t help but be mesmerized by her massive, naked breasts or juicy ass.

“Urmmm mmmrrppph! Mmm! Gmmmpph!” The woman protested, tugging and pulling on her restraints and occasionally flashing Mystica an annoyed look.

Mystica jumped, suddenly realizing that she should help this woman down. She took a look into the hallway behind her but saw no one approaching, and then stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmmm mmm gggmm!” The woman continued to moan into tape around her mouth as she pulled on her bonds.

“Shhh! Shh!” Mystica approached, putting a finger to her lips.

“Urmmm mmmph! Grrrggg!” The woman responded, her struggling becoming more desperate as Mystica approached.

“Shh! Be quiet!” Mystica admonished, growing closer to the woman.

“Mmmm! Mmmm mmm!” The woman shook her head and tried to squirm away as Mystica hovered in front of her.

Suddenly it occurred to Mystica that the woman may not realize that she was here to help, given how she was dressed and all.

“Mmmnno! Mmm ggmm!” The woman twisted, dangling in the air like a marionette trying to pull away from it’s strings.

“Shh! I’m here to help you!” Mystica hissed, looking over her shoulder at the door, expecting it to burst open and Noir’s goons to come pouring in.

“Hmmm?” The woman stopped, cocking her head.

“Yes,” Mystica said in a hushed tone. “I’m here to help, now be quiet and let me figure out how to get you down.”

“Ummm hmm…” The woman stopped her struggling, now settling her gaze on Mystica.

Mystica nodded at the woman and tried to look reassuring, but then noticed that the woman’s gaze had fallen on the amulet hanging from Mystica’s neck. The ruby in the center still seemed to have a slight glow, so Mystica guessed that must be what was drawing the woman’s gaze.

Well, that or the her massive cleavage.

“Okay, I’m gonna get you down.” Mystica kept her voice reassuring as she reached for the tape covering the woman’s mouth.

“Ummm hmm! Umm hmm!” The woman nodded approvingly as Mystica dug her nails in under the adhesive and gently started to peel it away from the woman’s lips.

Mystica took her time removing the gag in an effort not to hurt the woman, but once she pulled the tape away from the naked woman’s lips, she let out a loud yelp. The sound of the woman’s cry seemed to reverberate throughout the entire mansion, and Mystica clamped her hand over the woman’s mouth.

“Shh! Shh,” Mystica pleaded in a hushed tone. “Look, Noir has an army of zombies stalking this house looking for me. I need you to be quiet so I can get us out of here, okay?” She kept her hand over the woman’s mouth until she nodded in understanding, then Mystica moved her hand and went to work on the straps around the woman’s thighs.

“I’m Mystica.” She said, keeping her voice calm and reassuring. Mystica couldn’t believe how calm she was being, given all that had happened today.

Maybe it was because somehow, even during all of this, her beliefs had been reaffirmed. There were forces at work greater than herself, and not only that, but somehow she had been chosen to wield one of those powers. She had so many questions but knew there would be time for answers and meditation later.

“I’m Lexa.” The woman said. There was a trace of an accent in her voice, though Mystica couldn’t place it. She was strikingly beautiful though there was a hint of something exotic in her looks, and Mystica guessed that she may have been of middle-eastern descent, though mixed.

“I thought you worked for Papa at first.” Lexa continued.

“No,” Mystica finished one strap and went to Lexa’s other thigh. “He lured myself and one other woman here. He’s holding her captive right now.”

“He’s slime.” Lexa sneered.

Mystica finished removing the manacles around her thighs and went to work on her wrist

“Did her lure you here too by promising a modeling opportunity?” Mystica asked.

“That’s how he did it? Ugh…” Lexa scoffed. “No, he and I have… a history.”

“Well, I’m going to get us out of here.” Mystica reassured her.

“Thank you.” Lexa nodded

Lexa dropped once Mystica removed one of the manacles from her wrists, causing her to rush forward and wrap her arms around the half naked woman’s waist. Their bodies pressed against each other’s, and Mystica couldn’t help but look down at Lexa’s giant, naked breasts pressed against her own. Mystica had always been proud of her own breasts and their size, and how natural they were, but Lexa’s were massive, and just as real as hers.

As their bodies pressed against each other’s, Lexa wrapped her arm around Mystica’s shoulder.

“Oh… I better get that other one.” Mystica stammered, noticing how Lexa was pressing against her while staring deeply into her eyes.

She’s just scared. Mystica told herself. Who knows how long she’s been held her and what Papa Noir has done to her.

“Right.” Lexa agreed, but still kept her mostly naked body against Mystica’s, her eyes settling on Mystica’s chest.

Mystica finished removing the other manacle and Lexa dropped to the ground, wrapping her other arm around Mystica’s neck for support. She was unprepared though for the full weight of the formerly captive woman, and Mystica found herself stumbling back and finally falling flat on her back, Lexa on top of her.

“Oh, oh dear, I’m sorry.” Lexa exclaimed, wide-eyed, now lying on top of Mystica.

“It’s okay, I wasn’t prepared.” Mystica reassured her. Lexa’s naked breasts were still pressed against her own.

Lexa though didn’t get off of the fallen mystic, but instead pushed herself up slightly and looked down at Mystica with a hungry look in her eyes.

“What an outfit you have. How did you get it?” Once again, Lexa’s brown eyes settled on Mystica’s cleavage.

Something about this wasn’t right, and Mystica tried to squeeze out from under the woman but felt Lexa settle her weight straight onto Mystica’s pelvis, keeping her pinned.

“It’s a long story.” Mystica tried to push herself up but Lexa grabbed her wrists and pinned them down, causing Mystica to cry out.

“And what a unique necklace,” Lexa’s hungry eyes settled on the amulet around Mystica’s neck. “How did you get it?”

“Lexa, let me go.” Mystica said, but didn’t draw power from the amulet like before. She wanted to settle this without her power, if she could.

“It’s such a beautiful piece.” Lexa never took her eyes from the amulet. There was a hunger there, a longing.

Mystica decided she had enough and drew in the power of the amulet and opened her mouth.

“Lexa, get off of me.” She commanded, feeling the weight of the power behind her words.

Lexa though, kept Mystica pinned, and still stared, enraptured at the amulet.

“I said, get off of me!” Mystica spoke louder, still feeling her voice reverberate from the power.

Lexa smiled and met Mystica’s gaze with her large ravenous eyes.

“Oh you,” She laughed. “It only works on men.”

Mystica’s eyes widened.

She knows!

Somehow she knew what the amulet was and how it worked. Suddenly it all made sense, the way she kept staring at it…

She wanted it!

Mystica cried out and threw all of her strength into trying to push Lexa off of her but the other woman once again settled all of her weight onto the already pinned Mystica.

“Shhh, just relax, give me the amulet, and this will all be over soon.” Lexa cooed, keeping Mystica’s arms still pinned.

Mystica grunted and struggled under the weight of the naked woman, trying to throw her off, but Lexa continued to keep Mystica pressed to the floor.

“Hold still!” Lexa grunted, exerting the full weight of her ass onto Mystica, who once again cried out.

“Come on, just give it to me and we can move on!” Lexa’s tone was pleading, like she was entitled to the amulet.

One thing Mystica knew was that even though she had only known this woman a few minutes, there was no way she was getting this power, so she increased her struggles, drawing up any reserve of strength she could to throw Lexa off of her.

Lexa must have sensed that Mystica wasn’t going down without a fight, and shifted herself slightly. Mystica paused her struggles for just a moment to notice that Lexa’s large, bare breasts were now hovering right above her face.

Oh no! Not again! Mystica would not let herself be smothered into unconscious by someone else’s breasts for the second time in one day.

Her eyes widened in fear as Lexa lowered her gigantic breasts down towards Mystica’s face. Mystica twisted, heaved, and with a final burst of strength was able to throw Lexa off of her. The other woman tumbled into an end table, knocking over a very old and very expensive looking vase that shattered on the marble floor.

The costumed mystic stood, adjusting her outfit for fear of her breasts falling out, and stared down at the half naked woman, who crouched and glared at her.

“Fine, if you want to play rough.” Lexa sighed and stood. Instead of balling her fists though, she held her hands straight out, like she was going to cast a spell or something.

Mystica realized too late this was probably what she was going to do, given the way the rest of her day had been. Just as she braced herself to dive out of the way, the door behind her burst open. Lexa’s attention immediately shifted to over Mystica’s shoulder, and she turned to see the doorway crowded with Papa Noir’s hulking, putrid zombie henchmen. Despite their antagonism, Mystica placed herself in front of Lexa.

“Move you fool!” Lexa cried, but Mystica ignored her.

“Leave us alone!” Mystica called up the power of the amulet to command the zombies.

If her command had sunk in, their blank faces didn’t show it, and they advanced through the door. Mystica looked down at the amulet, as if to see if maybe it had been damaged in the fight, but it still had its glow, and the ruby at the center was untouched.

“Go! Leave us!” Mystica commanded once again.

“It doesn’t work on them either,” Lexa was standing next to her now, arms outstretched towards the zombies. “No mind to control.”

Then it was like a dam broke, and the horde was on them, overwhelming them.

3.

Gagged! Mystica mentally cursed while mumbling into the thick cloth that the zombies had tied tightly around her mouth. Somehow it didn’t occur to her until just now that removing her ability to talk would render her powers all but useless.

I’ll figure a way out of this, I have to!

“Ummfff! Mmmm!” She grunted and flexed against the ropes that had her securely tied to the stake outside the mansion, but the zombies had made sure those bonds were as tight as her gag.

“Ummmpphhh gggmmm!” She cried, flexing and straining to no avail.

“Mmmf! Umm mmmh!” Tatiana moaned into her own gag next to Mystica. Mystica turned to face the other bound woman. Their eyes met for an instant and then Tatiana turned away in a huff.

“Ufff!” She pouted into the tape pressed over her lips.

“Mmmph!” Mystica implored through her gag, but Tatiana was ignoring her, intent on getting free from her own bonds.

“Hey ladies, can we focus please?” Lexa implored from Mystica’s other side. She was the only one that wasn’t gagged, but still was clad in only a small, black thong.

All three of them were somewhere in the expansive gardens that surrounded the estate, tied to T-shaped stakes with their arms stretched out to their sides. Mystica was in the middle, with Tatiana on one side and Lexa on the other, and the whole area was lit by torches. Just beyond the torchlight, in the shadows, Mystica could see the zombies, watching, never taking their dead, unblinking eyes from the captive women.

When the zombies had burst in on Mystica and Lexa, it had taken them very little time to overwhelm the two women and drag them out of the room. They had pinned Mystica down and immediately pulled the gag over her mouth, and then dragged her outside alongside Lexa. To Mystica’s surprise, Tatiana was already tied to a stake out in the garden when they brought her and Lexa out. Tatiana’s clothing was… odd to say the least. She wasn’t wearing the sling bikini that Mystica had seen her in earlier, but instead wore gold pasties and a gold thong with purple fabric running down the front.

Mystica wasn’t sure what was planned for them next, but whatever it was, it wasn’t anything good.

“Urrggg mmmph!” Mystica grunted, tugging on the ropes. She hated everything about this, hated how helpless the gag made her feel and how tight the ropes were. To add to her discomfort, they had secured her to the stake so tightly that the wood was pressed squarely between her ass cheeks.

“Mmmph! Mmm gggmm!” She grunted, shifting in an attempt to ease the discomfort caused by the large piece of wood wedged squarely between her buttocks.

“Hey,” Lexa called. “Hey Mystica.” Lexa’s eyes were shifting from the bound and gagged woman to the zombies surrounding them.

“Hmmm?” Mystica turned to the half naked woman. Lexa’s body was coated in a fine sheen of sweat, no doubt from the heat from the torches and the exertion from her struggling. Her large breasts glistened in the firelight.

There was something quite mesmerizing about Lexa’s breasts, heaving and glistening. Mystica found that despite her predicament, she couldn’t take her eyes off of them.

“Hey, come on!” Lexa hissed, and Mystica’s eyes shifted up to meet Lexa’s.

What’s wrong with me? Mystica shook her head.

“Umm… hmm…” Mystica nodded.

There was something about Lexa’s aura, something that Mystica couldn’t place her finger on. She knew there was more to this woman than met the eye, and the fact that she was half naked and still somehow keeping her cool only further intrigued Mystica.

“Look, Papa is probably on his way as we speak,” Lexa began. “If you get that gag off, you can use the amulet’s power to get him to disperse his zombies and let us go.”

“Wummf?” Tatiana perked up, trying to peer around Mystica.

“Ugggh, not you,” Lexa sighed. “Mystica, do you understand?”

“Ummm hmm…” Mystica rolled her eyes. Just because she was gagged it didn’t mean that she wasn’t listening. In fact it was all she could do right now.

“Hmm!” Tatiana agreed.

“Okay, well can you get that gag off? It’s our only shot.” Lexa implored.

“Ummmfff!” Mystica agreed, and tried stretching out her neck and jutting out her chin to see if she could work the gag loose.

“Mmm ggmm! Mmm!” Mystica grunted and moaned as she struggled to slip off the gag.

“Come on, come on…” Lexa pressed her on.

“Cmmm mnn!” Tatiana cheered her on too.

“Ummm gggmm!” Mystica lowered her head, trying to rub her chin on her shoulders in an effort to work the gag free.

“Mmmm ggmmff!” Tatiana grunted at her impatiently.

“Come on, get it off!” Lexa implored.

“Urrmm ggrrrnn!” Mystica moaned and glared at the big-breasted woman. Lexa only glared back at her.

I’ll give it to these zombies, they know how to tie a gag! Mystica thought. There had to be another way of getting this gag off.

Maybe chew through it? That would take too long though, and Lexa was right, Papa was probably on his way to them at that very moment.

“Grrmm hurrrmm,” Mystica stretched her neck out towards her hand, extended out at her side, in a last ditch effort to maybe see if she could reach her gag to pull it down. “Mmmrrrrmmph!”

It was no use, her hand was secured too far out to pull the gag down.

“Come on! Hurry!” Lexa’s tone was frenzied now.

“Mmmpph!” Tatiana agreed.

“Urrrmmm hrrmm!” Mystica rolled her eyes at the other woman.

“Well well,” Papa’s cajun accent boomed from the darkness around them. “What an attractive trio I have here.”

“Mmmph!” Mystica turned to face directly in front of her.

“Ueeepp!” Tatiana squealed.

Papa Noir emerged from the darkness, the white face paint somehow even more haunting and fearsome in the dim torchlight.

“Mmmm…” Mystica moaned, feeling like she would recoil if she could, but the ropes kept her secure.

Papa’s face was painted to look like a grinning skull, and he wore a worn and withered suit, but with no shirt on under the jacket, showing off his thick, muscular chest. Dozens of charms and necklaces hung from his neck, including a white voodoo doll. To complete the outfit he wore an old top hat. Hector stood obediently behind the voodoo high priest, who regarded his captives with hungry eyes.

“You three are all quite the sight for sore eyes.” He smiled, stepping further into the circle of torches. His eyes seemed to glow in the dim light.

“Especially you.” He smiled at Mystica and stepped over to her, eying up the bound and gagged woman like she was prize meat at a market.

“Ummm ggmm!” Mystica grunted and once again tugged at her bonds.

“And I see that you found something quite precious to me.” Papa reached out and caressed the amulet dangling from Mystica’s neck.

“Mmmmm!” She recoiled, waiting for him to caress her skin next.

To her surprise, he didn’t. Instead he withdrew his hand and stepped back, admiring Mystica’s scantily clad, bound body.

“I understand that you’ve already had a taste of what it can do,” Papa paced in front of them now. “My offer still stands that it can be yours.”

“Still can’t find a woman willing to be your puppet.” Lexa sneered at Papa, who glared back at her.

“Charming as always Lexa.” Papa glared at her, and then turned back to Mystica.

So this was it! Papa wanted someone who would be willing to wield the talisman on his behalf! But why couldn’t he use it himself.

Lexa answered that question for Mystica.

“Papa here is just angry that he went through all the trouble of finding the talisman only to find out that it won’t work for men,” Lexa gave him a smug look. “...Only women.”

“If you know what’s good for you, you’ll be quiet.” Papa flashed her a dark look.

“So he’s trying to find a woman that he can wrap around his finger and do what he wants and control who he wants with the talisman. Good luck finding a woman who won’t figure out that they can just control Papa with just a single word!” Lexa spat.

“I warn you, I have been merciful so far!” Papa’s voice was starting to tremble with rage.

“Big bad Papa Noir, can control people’s bodies with his little dolls, but not their minds-” Lexa mocked.

“That’s enough!” Papa motioned to Lexa and Hector rushed over to her.

“No, no! UMMPPH!” She protested as Hector shoved a red cloth in her mouth. Before Lexa could spit it out, he pulled another red cloth over her lips and secured it at the back of her neck.

“Urrmm gmmm mmph!” Lexa protested as Hector finished gagging her.

Papa eyed her with amusement.

“I’ve had to keep this one gagged quite often,” He turned to Mystica with an apologetic look. “She gets quite feisty.”

He paced again, once again eying up Mystica.

“So you see, I can let you keep that power, the power to control any man’s mind and exert your will over him. In exchange, you work for me.”

Mystica didn’t respond, partially because the gag made it impossible to, and partially because she couldn’t believe how insane this all was.

“You wouldn’t be using it much,” Papa stepped forward, his eyes falling on the amulet hanging above Mystica’s cleavage. “Just occasionally on a politician or official, maybe a billionaire or two…”

He stepped forward and caressed the edge of her breast with finger.

“Ummmm mmp!” Mystica recoiled at his touch, but still felt a… tingle at his touch. He was surprisingly gentle.

“Nrrrmmm! Ummm hmm!” Lexa implored.

“What do you say? The world at your command, all you have to do is say the word. We could be such a team.” He leaned forward and nuzzled her neck.

“Umm… hmmm…” Mystica whimper and then felt Noir hand caress her ass cheek.

“Mmmp! Mnmmm ggmm!” Lexa protested.

Noir stepped back and rolled his eyes at Lexa’s protests.

“Well,” He met Mystica’s gaze. “What do you think?”

“Urmmm mmmnoo! Nnrrggh!” Lexa tried to implore Mystica from under her gag.

Mystica didn’t need Lexa to convince her though. She looked Papa Noir straight in the eye and shook her head.

“Ummm ummm!”

Noir glared at her, the soft, gentle look in his eyes changing to solid, cold fury.

“Well fine. I tried to be generous to you, but there are plenty of other women who would kill for what you have.” With that he reached out, wrapped his hands around the talisman, and pulled.

Nothing happened. The amulet didn’t budge. Noir wrapped both hands around the amulet and pulled, grunting and gritting his teeth as he exerted him.

“Ummm?” Mystica looked down, eyes wide in amazement. It felt like the amulet weighed nothing around her neck but suddenly it was immovable.

Noir planted his feet and pulled with all of his might. He was trying so hard that beads of sweat ran down his painted face. Despite all of his efforts though, the amulet remained firmly around Mystica’s neck. After a few more futile attempts, Noir stepped away looking like he had just done a particularly hard day at the gym.

“Gumm humm hhmm mmm…” Lexa let out what sounded like a giggle through her gag and eyed Noir with amusement.

Noir glared at her, and then at Mystica with venomous eyes.

“Fine, well if won’t come off you now, then I’ll just have to pry it from your cold, dead body!” He huffed, wiping the sweat from his face and smearing his makeup in the process.

“Hummph!” Mystica’s eyes went wide.

Then Noir turned to Lexa.

“And you,” He stormed over to her. “They used to burn witches in the old days, I think its about time we brought that back.”

“Hummmph! Mmmo!” Lexa protested as she pulled on her bonds.

Papa stepped away and snapped his fingers, and a moment later several of his zombies approached him.

“Go find some kindling for the fire.” He gestured to Lexa as he spoke, and a moment later several zombies stalked off into the darkness.

“Urrrmm! Mmmm ggmmm!” Lexa protested, her massive breasts heaving mightily as she struggled.

“You’ve been a thorn in my side for far too long.” Papa turned away from the struggling witch and turned to Mystica.

“And you,” He smiled as he spoke. “Will make worthy sacrifice to my gods before I take that amulet from you.”

“Mmmo!” Mystica moaned and pulled on her own bonds, but they held firm.

One of Papa’s zombies stalked up behind him, and Mystica saw a glint of something metal in it’s hand. The zombie held a ceremonial dagger of some sort with a long, curved blade and a decorative hilt resembling several serpents intertwining. In its other hand, the zombie held a ceramic bowl.

“Mmm! Mmm ggmm!” Mystica cried, renewing her struggles.

“Hurrmm mmm! Mmm!” Tatiana cried, drawing Papa’s attention.

“Ah, be patient, I’ll deal with you soon enough.” He chuckled.

“Mmnno! Urr ggmm!” She was beckoning him over with her head. Papa cocked his head inquisitively and approached the big breasted, bound woman, leaving the zombie still holding the dagger and bowl.

Mystica met its eyes, but there was nothing behind them. No emotion, no intelligence, no hesitation. The zombie’s only purpose was to serve its high priest.

If I don’t get out of here, we’re dead! Mystica felt herself break out in a cold sweat. The realization washed over her, for just a moment, that she had woken up today thinking that she was just going to an audition with a client, and now found herself imbued with magical powers and the prisoner of a voodoo priest.

And now about to be a sacrifice.

“Urrrm hrrmm mmmm! Mmmmph!” Tatiana continued to implore through her gag as Noir approached her.

“Seems like you have something to say.” He stood smiling in front of the half naked woman.

“Ummm hmm!” Tatiana nodded.

“Well, there’s no harm in hearing you out for a moment. Though if I don’t like what I hear, your gag is going back on.” Papa warned.

“Urrrmm hrrmm!” Tatiana agreed.

Papa raised the voodoo doll around his neck and drew his hand across where the mouth would be on it, and almost simultaneously Tatiana’s gag disappeared. She let out a gasp and stretched out her jaw.

“Speak woman.” Papa commanded.

“Let me do it.” Tatiana said, still taking in gasps of fresh air.

“Ummmphh!” Mystica cried, realizing what Tatiana intended.

“What?” Papa seemed confused.

“Let me sacrifice her, and then I’ll wear the amulet.” Tatiana’s eyes went down to her barely covered breasts and up to meet Papa’s gaze.

He stammered, and then stroked his chin.

“Is that so?” He asked.

“Yes, let me prove my loyalty.” Tatiana implored.

“Ummm ggmm!” Mystica begged through her gag.

“And you will serve me and give your word to not use the amulet against me?” Papa asked.

“I give you my word, the amulet will serve your will.” Tatiana nodded.

“Mmmoo! Mmm ggmm!” Mystica protested.

“Mmmoo sttp!” Lexa cried, and Mystica turned her head to see zombies stacking wood around the witch’s feet.

They really were going to burn her at the stake.

“Very well,” Papa nodded. “Cut her down.”

“Ummmpph mmmoo!” Mystica cried, watching as Hector started to undo the ropes securing Tatiana to the stake.

As the big-breasted Peruvian was untied, Papa stepped over to Mystica and eyed her up.

“Well, let’s prepare your body.” He smiled.

“Wummf? Mmmno!” She shook her head.

Papa stepped towards her and extended a hand. Mystica did her best to shrink away, but the ropes that secured her to the stake meant that she could only pull her head away.

“Ummmm mmmph!” She cried as Papa pushed her hood back and her thick, dark hair fell around her shoulders.

“Grrrm!” She glared at him.

Then Papa reached out and grabbed her mask.

“Mmoo!” She cried as he roughly tore the mask away and tossed it to the ground.

“There, let’s see that beautiful face of yours.” He smiled.

“Mmmm gggmmm mmm bbmmm!” She retorted.

If I was able to talk, I would command him to do something not so nice to himself right now! She fumed.

Tatiana, now freed from her stake, came up behind Papa.

“I’m ready to serve, Papa.” She said, head bowed submissively.

“Mmm bmmff!” Lexa cried. The zombies had finished stacking wood around the base of her stake.

“Good,” Papa stepped back and admired Mystica’s bound form. “We still must prepare her to be received by the gods.”

He took the knife from the zombie, which had been waiting, inhumanly patient, and handed it to Tatiana.

“Remove her clothes.” He ordered and stepped back.

“Wummmf?” Mystica asked, eyes wide as Tatiana took a step towards her, brandishing the knife.

There was a glint in Tatiana’s eyes, a sick enjoyment of watching Mystica squirm and wriggle as the short, busty woman approached.

“Mmmo! Mmmph! Urrr ggmmm! Mmmph!” Mystica moaned, trying to will herself to break free from her bonds.

“Ummm ggmm!” Lexa moaned, and Mystica looked up to see a zombie approaching with a canister of gasoline.

“Errrm!” Mystica cried, feeling the cold steel of the knife against her skin. Tatiana had slid the knife under the strap of her costume. Their eyes met, Mystica’s were wide and pleading, while Tatiana’s were filled with sadistic glee.

With a flick of the knife, she cut the strap, and one side of the sling fell, exposing one of Mystica’s breasts.

“Urrrmm! Mmmmph!” She moaned, tossing her head back.

She felt the knife against her other shoulder and looked down to see Tatiana cut the other strap, and then with a look of pure joy, the smaller woman grabbed both straps of the sling and pulled. Mystica felt the bottom of the sling pull out from between her legs, and now stood, still bound to the stake, but completely naked except for the cape, which was still clasped around her shoulder, and her boots.

“Mmmmph! Mmmm gmmm!” Mystica moaned, wriggling and squirming in a futile attempt to cover her nudity, but the ropes prevented her from doing so.

“Good,” Papa stepped forward and held out the bowl. “Now cover her with this, it marks her soul so she goes straight to the Gods.”

In the bowl was a strange, reddish black liquid. Mystica shuddered to think of what it could be. Tatiana handed the knife to Papa, took the bowl, and stepped over to the bound and naked Mystica.

“Mmmoo… mnooo… mmm…” Mystica cried, still wriggling and squirming on her stake.

“Umggg gggm!” Lexa cried. Mystica turned her head to see a zombie soaking the wood around the other woman with gasoline.

Tatiana dipped her finger into the bowl, and then touched Mystica’s bare nipple and started to spread the liquid over her breast.

“Ummm! Mmm ggmm!” Mystica moaned as Tatiana spread the strange substance over one of her breasts.

Papa stood behind Tatiana, watching with zealous eyes.

“Urrrm mmmooo ggmmoo!” Mystica continued to moan as Tatiana cupped her breast, spreading and massaging the strange liquid over it.

“Mmm ggmm mmmph!” Mystica continued to plead through her gag as Tatiana moved to her other breast.

Next to her, the zombie had finished spreading the gasoline around Lexa and had stepped away.

“Nmmm! Gmmm mmm!” Mystica cried as Tatiana started to coat her other breast.

“Just think, you could have had all this power, but you chose to throw it away.” Tatiana gloated now using both hands to massage the strange liquid over Mystica’s breasts.

“Ummm ggmmm!” Mystica retorted.

“I’ve wanted you like this for so long,” Tatiana leaned forward to whisper in Mystica’s ear. “Helpless, trapped…”

Then she leaned back and poured the contents of the bowl over her own breast. Papa stepped forward, eyes wide with concern.

“What are you-” He began, and then watched, still wide-eyed, as Tatiana pressed her gigantic breasts against Mystica’s and rubbed the back and forth, spreading more of the liquid over Mystica’s heaving bosoms.

“Ummm ggmm! Mmm umm mmpph!” Mystica cried, still flexing and straining against the ropes.

Then Tatiana squatted down, still pressed against Mystica, dragging her coated breasts along Mystica’s abs, painting them with the dark liquid. All the while, Papa watched with hungry eyes.

“Ummm gmmm! Bmml!” Mystica moaned, and looked up to see a zombie shuffling towards Lexa with a torch in hand.

“Mnno! Umm mmmph!” Lexa moaned, struggling and straining valiantly against the ropes holding her to the stake.

Tatiana continued down Mystica’s leg, pressing her gigantic breasts against Mystica’s thigh and rubbing them back and forth to spread the liquid over them. She continued down past Mystica’s knee to her calf.

“Sttpp! Mmnnoo!” Mystica cried, watching as the zombie grew ever closer with the torch.

Tatiana shifted to Mystica’s other leg, pressing her breasts against it and pushing herself up, leaving a trail of dark liquid up Mystica’s leg.

The zombie now stood in front of Lexa, torch held at the ready, waiting for the command…

But Papa was too enraptured by Tatiana and the display she was making with Mystica. Tatiana stood and pressed her half naked body against Mystica’s nude form.

“Such a goodie two shoes you always were,” Tatiana now looked directly into Mystica’s eyes. “Always had to do the right thing.”

Her eyes shifted now, from zealous joy to a look of pleading.

Then Tatiana reached up and pulled Mystica’s gag down. Papa’s eyes almost bulged out of his head and he rushed forward, holding the knife high. Hector charged forward as well.

“No, stop!” Mystica commanded, feeling the power flow from the amulet up to her voice, and both Papa and Hector froze.

Tatiana stood frozen as well, but in fear, still pressing her half naked form against Mystica. Her wide eyes were locked on Papa, who stood frozen, knife held out.

“Drop the knife.” Mystica said, and Papa still stood frozen but opened his palm and let the knife fall to the ground.

“Tatiana,” Mystica said, but the other woman still stood pressed against Mystica, staring wide-eyed at Papa. “Tatiana!” Mystica hissed.

The other woman jumped and looked up at Mystica with apologetic eyes.

“I’m sorry, I had to get him to drop his guard.” Her voice was soft, like a child who was afraid of getting in trouble.

“It’s alright, just untie me.” Mystica smiled and nodded, trying to reassure Tatiana.

“Ummm mmfff! Mmm!” Lexa called, never taking her eyes off of the zombie with the torch, still hovering before her.

“Right,” Mystica nodded and turned to Papa. “Tell your zombie to back off.”

“Step away from her.” Papa commanded, and the zombie turned and lurched away from Lexa, who let out a sigh of relief.

“Hector,” Mystica commanded, and the other man perked up. “Free Lexa.”

Hector approached Lexa with the same empty look in his eye as the zombies and started to untie her. Tatiana got one of Mystica’s arms free and went to work on the other. Meanwhile, once one of Lexa’s arms were free, she pulled down her gag and spit out the cloth that had been wadded in her mouth.

“Aggh, thank you, Mystica.” Lexa said, watching as Hector untied her other arm.

“Don’t mention it.” Mystica nodded as Tatiana finished untying her other arm and went to work on her feet.

A minute later, Mystica stepped away from the stake she had been bound to, naked except for the cloak, which Mystica drew around her body to cover her nudity.

Lexa was free as well, and stepped away from Hector, who stood and stared blankly.

“Well, talk about waiting until the last minute.” Lexa glared at Tatiana, who glared back.

“Excuse me for just saving all of us.” Tatiana’s breasts heaved in anger.

“It’s fine, what’s done is done.” Lexa shrugged. Unlike Mystica, she seemed comfortable in her near nudity, but she stopped for a moment and regarded Mystica, who shrank back beneath her hungry gaze. It was like Lexa was… eying her up.

“Well, let’s finish these pigs off then.” Lexa smiled and picked up the dagger.

“Wait!” Mystica jumped forward and grabbed Lexa’s arm holding the weapon.

“These men tried to kill us.” Lexa said through gritted teeth, pulling against Mystica.

Mystica wrapped both hands around Lexa’s arm and twisted. The half naked woman cried out and dropped the knife.

“We don’t kill, especially when they’re helpless like this.” Mystica twisted Lexa’s arm behind her back.

“They’re monsters, a fast death is too good for them.” Lexa grunted, still resisting Mystica.

“We’re free, let’s just leave them and call the police.” Mystica responded.

“You can leave them, but I’m not.” Lexa’s tone was grim and resolute.

Mystica sighed and turned to Tatiana.

“Get some of that rope.” She motioned with her head to the stakes they had been tied to, and Tatiana nodded and retrieved some from the stake Mystica had been secured to.

“Oh come on, like I’m the bad guy here.” Lexa sighed.

Mystica ignored her though and crossed her arms behind her back as Tatiana came over with the rope and used it to tied Lexa’s hands together.

“So what are you gonna do now?” Lexa’s tone was taunting.

“I don’t know.” Mystica stepped away, surveying the blank eyed Papa and Hector, as well as the zombies all waiting their master’s command.

“Can’t believe you’re tying me up when I’m on your side.” Lexa continued to chide Mystica.

“I don’t know about that,” Mystica stepped in front of the bound, half naked woman. “And keep annoying me like this and I’ll gag you again.”

Lexa clammed up as Mystica bit her lip, trying to think of what to do next. As she did, she noticed Tatiana making her way over to the still frozen Papa Noir.

And she had the dagger in hand!

“Tatiana, no!” Mystica cried, running forward as Tatiana raised the dagger towards Papa –

– And cut the voodoo doll from his neck. Mystica stopped and watched as Tatiana dropped the knife and removed a strand of hair that had been wrapped around the doll and tossed it away. Then she dropped the doll to the ground and turned back to Mystica, who only nodded at her.

Suddenly, the pasties and thong that Tatiana had been wearing disappeared, leaving her standing there completely naked. She cried out and jumped back, then placed an arm over her bare breasts and stuck her other hand between her legs. Lexa giggled at the shorter woman’s embarrassment, causing Tatiana to flash her a dark look.

“Well, maybe we should get out of here.” Mystica looked at Tatiana’s complete nudity, and her own near nudity.

“I can help you, you know.” Lexa called, still smirking at the two of them.

“Somehow I don’t believe you.” Mystica stepped over to the bound, half naked woman.

“I know what power you wield, more-so I know how to control it.” Lexa nodded at the amulet hanging around Mystica’s neck.

“Why should I trust you? As soon as I freed you, you attacked me.” Mystica cocked her head.

Lexa shrugged in acknowledgement. “True, long have I sought the amulet for myself, but it has chosen you as it’s host.”

Mystica bit her lip.

I was chosen?

“Anyway,” Lexa continued. “I can teach you how to control it, and where it comes from.”

“Mystica, let’s just get out of here.” Tatiana interjected, prompting an annoyed look from Lexa.

Mystica looked down at the still shimmering amulet above her naked breasts, and then at Lexa, who was staring at the ruby at the center of it.

“Why don’t you untie me and I’ll show you some of it.” Lexa smiled.

Mystica stood straight and looked into the woman’s large, brown eyes.

“We’ll untie you when we’re well away from here.” Mystica responded.

“Suit yourself,” Lexa shrugged. “But mark my words, when the spell wears off of these two, Papa is not going to be happy that you got away.”

“We’ll deal with that when it happens.” Mystica never took her eyes from Lexa’s as she spoke.

“Fine,” Lexa took off through the torchlit gardens. “Well follow me.” She said, walking calmly and casually despite her nudity and hands being tied behind her back.

Mystica and Tatiana looked at each other, and with no better option, shrugged and took off after the thong clad woman.

To Be Continued...
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