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1.

As Kara came to, she became aware of several sensations, all hitting her at once. First she was aware of the dull aching pain in her jaw and scrambled to determine why her jaw ached. Trying to piece together what landed her in this predicament was like trying to piece together a puzzle, with her fragmented memory being the pieces.

She groaned and tried to stand, and became aware of the feeling of rope tied around her ankles, and then she was aware of her hands, also bound behind her back. This was the second sensation, and another puzzle piece. A shiver ran through her and she realized that she was cold, another puzzle piece.

Lastly, she felt intense heat, like a fire. The final puzzle piece.

Kara let out another groan and opened her eyes and saw that she was seated not far from a blazing campfire, which was fighting valiantly to keep the encroaching cold air at bay. Her bare legs were covered in raised flesh and shivering from the cold which was mercilessly attacking anything out of the fire's warm grasp. The raised gooseflesh continued up Kara's bare midriff and she looked down at the scant garment that held back her considerable breasts, feeling her hard nipples pressing against the fabric, and mentally cursed herself for wearing so little clothing. Soft earth and jagged, rotting wood pressed against Kara's almost bare ass, telling her that she was resting against a fallen log.

And there was Erri, wrapped in a heavy fur blanket, seated at the far end of the log and glaring at Kara while eating a strip of meat from a mutton. Suddenly it all came back Kara in a wave of emotions and memory.


Well, I guess that could have gone better.
 Kara sat up and tested the bonds on her hands and feet but they were tied securely.

“Well, are you at least wearing the new outfit I made you?” Kara flashed the warrior an accusing look while also doing her best to hide the throbbing in her jaw.

Erri shoved another strip of meat in her mouth and allowed the blanket to drift aside slightly, showing that she was clad in her full armor again.

A shame. Kara shrugged and hid a wince. Erri must have hit her hard.

“Suit yourself. You looked good in that though.”

“What do you want of me?” Erri's eyes were daggers as she asked. Kara kicked her bound feet in response.

“I could ask the same of you. Though I like where this is headed.” She winked.

“I'm in no mood for games. Tell me what you want with me.”

Kara sighed and rolled her eyes, figuring it was obvious what she wanted.

“You, of course. Now untie these ropes. Or leave them on. That could be fun.” As she spoke a gust of wind kicked up and the cold felt like a dagger ripping through Kara's heart. She gasped and drew in on herself.

“Is your intent to have me freeze to death? That's cruel.”

Erri didn't respond to the accusation, but Kara could see that the warrior too was shivering under her blanket.

“You know, I have a place not far from here, we could build a fire in the hearth, curl up, see where the evening goes...” Kara enticed, watching Erri for a reaction, but the warrior woman only stared into the fire and continued to eat.

Kara curled up, hoping that would protect from the biting cold. She was shivering uncontrollably, but at least that was distracting from the pain in her jaw.

“Do you at least have an extra blanket?” Kara demanded even though she knew the answer already. In response, Erri drew her blanket around her tighter.

“You seriously can't mean to leave me here all night like this?” Kara was getting concerned now, and for the first time started to think that she had maybe taken things too far.

“Oh, like you didn't seriously have those people try to feed me to a monster?” Erri rolled her eyes with the response.

“I was confident that you would succeed, and you did! I'm your prize!” Kara batted her eyes at the warrior.

“Really? What kind of a prize are you?” Erri sighed.

“One that many would kill to have.” Kara's voice was cold and level. Erri met her gaze, seeing that Kara was serious.

“I'll ask you again, what do you want with me?”

“Come over here with that blanket and I'll tell you.” Kara stretched out her shivering legs in response and sat back, pressing her hard nipples against the bustier.

Erri glared at her, but Kara saw her eyes shift with hesitancy.

“Come on, I see you shivering too. It's best for both of us.”

“I will not submit to your wiles, witch!” Erri spat, throwing her remaining meat in the fire to accentuate her fury.

“I'm just speaking sense, you know it.” Kara smiled, sensing the conflict inside the warrior.

“More of your glamour!” Erri accused, standing up, every muscle in her lithe, beautiful body tense with fury.

“No glamour! I would never use glamour on you.” Erri said in an innocent, mocking tone.

“You almost had me in your clutches earlier! You are full of deceit!”

“Me!” Kara gasped, shocked. “I never used glamour. You're angry because for a time you were enjoying it.”

Erri face was red and contorted in fury. She stormed towards the bound witch and stood over her, every muscle coiled and ready to lash out like an animal. Kara smiled up at her.

“You're angry because I speak the truth. Now bring that blanket over here and I'll tell you my tale.” Kara leaned back and stuck her chest out as she spoke, smiling at her captor.

Erri glowered at the bound witch, then stormed over to her blanket, snatched it up along with her bag, and stormed back over to Kara. Then the warrior huddled up next to the bound witch and threw the heavy fur over both of them.

Kara had to hold back a gasp as she felt the warmth of the warrior's body pressed against hers. She could feel the warrior's body quaking with shivers as she pressed her body against Kara's for warmth, and despite the noticeable change in temperature, both of them were still shivering from the cold.

“Isn't that better?” Kara sidled up against Erri as she spoke.Their bare legs touched and Kara felt a spark run through her whole body.

“Now, what do you want with me?” Erri stared into the fire as she spoke and did her best to sit still.

Kara's breasts pressed against the hard metal of Erri's breastplate, and she wondered if the warrior's nipples were as hard as hers.

“Do you remember that ogre, in that town a while back?” Kara sighed in Erri's ear. As she spoke, Kara rubbed her bare legs against Erri's. Her legs were completely smooth and coiled tightly from the cold.

Erri only nodded in response, keeping her eyes on the fire.

“It was mine. It's a con I run. I send the ogre to raise trouble, and then I appear as a savior, and for a price I dispatch it. But alas, the townsfolk called upon you first.”

Kara leaned in closer as she spoke and pressed her breasts against Erri's arm. Their legs continued to wrestle softly with each other.

“I saw you, sunning yourself on that rock after you slew him. Your magnificent, nude body shining under the sun, and I had to have you, I've been watching ever since.”

With that, Kara leaned in and pressed her lips against Erri's.

“Uggh!” The warrior woman cried and recoiled. Kara leaned back, jaw agape.

“Well that's not the reaction I hoped for. Look, let's stop beating around the bush and-UMMMPPH!” As Kara spoke, Erri had reached into her bag and removed a thick, white cloth, and then wrapped the cloth around the witch's mouth, gagging her.

“There! I'm tired of hearing you gabber on!” Erri said sternly as she tightened the gag at the back of Kara's neck.

“Hrrrggglllmmbbl! Mmmfffffrrr mmffffrr!” Kara spat, glaring at Erri. Kara had spent hours watching Erri in all of her private moments, and knew full well that the warrior used this cloth to gag herself while she pleasured herself. In any other circumstance, Kara would not be opposed to this situation.

“Ufffff ggggfff mmm!” Kara stamped her feet and glared at the warrior, but Erri just leaned back against the log.

“Ahh, there. Just as I like it.” Erri smiled.

“Ummmggfffll! Mmmpph!” Kara pleaded, fuming through her gag. She had never been so humiliated!

But then, much to her surprise, the warrior reached into her bag and removed another thick, white cloth. Kara froze, imagining that Erri was going to use this cloth as a second layer.

“Mmmoo! Mmmmppph! Uggggll!” She drew back, not wanting a second gag on top of this, but to her surprise, Erri smiled and held the cloth up before her own mouth.

“You wanted me? Here I am, and I just love those sounds you're making.” The warrior smiled and pressed the gag over her mouth, knotting it at the back of her neck.

“Hrrrummph! Ummph!” Kara spat. This was not the way this was supposed to go. From everything she had seen, Erri liked being dominated and ravaged, which worked out because that was what Kara liked to do, but now-

Her thought process was cut off by the sultry and muscle bound woman mounting her. Kara felt her heart pounding against her rib cage as Erri's muscular legs pressed against hers.

“Ummm...” Erri moaned with pleasure and pressed herself against her captive.

“Hrrrrm! Mmmmmrrrm!” Kara kicked her bound feet. This would be more fun if it was Erri with her hands bound and helpless.

“Ummm...mmm...” Kara sighed as she nuzzled Kara's gagged mouth with her own.

“Gfff!” Kara gasped as Erri wrapped a firm, strong hand around her breast and squeezed.

“Uhmmm mmm! Mmmm!” Kara wished Erri would take the gag off so they could talk. She would totally cooperate with a similar situation otherwise.

“Ufff... mfff... mmmm...” Erri continued to massage Kara's breasts with one hand. Looking down, Kara saw that Erri's other hand was sliding up her own thigh and under her battle dress. She was going to pleasure herself!


Not while I'm here helpless!
 Kara glowered, deciding that she was done playing nice with this woman.

“Uuffff! Mmmmfff! Mmmmooo!” Erri started moaning, her fingernails digging into Kara's breast while the other hand went to work on herself.

Kara closed her eyes, ignoring the dull, growing pain in her breast and leaned her head back. What she was about to do required immense concentration, and that meant ignoring the masturbating woman on top of her for as long as she could.

“Umm... mmmm!” Erri moans of pleasure grew louder and she gripped Kara's breast harder, eliciting a sharp, muffled moan from the witch. It almost caused Kara to lose her concentration, but she gritted her teeth and refocused.

She reached out with her mind, listening to the night around her, to the living things moving under every rock and living in every tree. As she focused, she became less and less aware of the majestic woman on top of her and the bruises she would inevitably leave on Kara's breast.

Her mind unfolded like a net over the area around them. In her head she could see dozens of tiny, flickering lights: living beings, animals surrounding them. Most animals went on with their lives, steering clear of the fire and the two humans by it.

Kara's mind snaked through the wildlife like tendrils, touching the minds of each and every creature, reaching and searching for the right one...

Meanwhile, Erri was moaning even louder into her own gag, oblivious to the witch's condition, though in her wildest dreams she wouldn't suspect Kara of being able to control animal's minds.

It had taken Kara years to perfect the ability to touch the minds of lower beings, to “nudge” them to her will. This ability was how she was able to terrorize the town with the beast, and how she would now escape...

… and after that, make Erri her pet.

Kara's mind washed over several insects, uninterested, they weren't what she wanted...

Then she found it. Sitting on a tree branch not far: A squirrel. It was an agile climber, small, fast, and had sharp teeth and claws. Perfect. Her psychic tendrils pushed in towards the squirrel, invisibly wrapping around it's brain and pulling it towards her like a fish on a hook.

The squirrel quickly scurried across it's branch to the trunk of the tree and down. Kara reeled it in, urging it to move as fast as it could move. The small creature scurried down the tree trunk with all the grace and agility of it's species and hit the soft ground running, darting a straight course towards the blaze in the distance.

“Hmmm... ummm...” Erri tossed her head back and sighed into her gag, both hands now under her skirt. Kara kept her head back and eyes closed. Her concentration was key now. She hoped that Erri would stay focused on herself for the moment because if she did anything right now to throw off Kara's concentration then she could lose her hold on the squirrel.

Once Kara lost her psychic hold on a creature, it was incredibly difficult to regain a connection because now it's mind's defenses were up, so she would have to start fresh.

The squirrel continued it's sprint, the fire growing closer each second. Kara used one of her tendrils to keep pulling the squirrel in while using the rest to scan the area around it for predators. It took a massive amount of energy to control more than one creature, but she wanted the squirrel to have a clear path.

“Umm... mmmpph!” Kara moaned half heartedly and rubbed against Erri's gagged mouth, eliciting a moan from the warrior. Good, she wanted Erri distracted.

“Huurrmm...mmmm...” Erri fingers worked slowly under her skirt. Kara rubbed her bare legs against Erri's, causing both women's skin to raise. The thin fabric of the witch's top pressed against the hard, cold steel of the warrior's breast plate.

Behind them, the squirrel could feel the heat from the fire as it darted straight towards the fallen logs and the two silhouettes in front of them.

“Mmm...” Kara turned to nuzzle Erri, sticking her bound hands out behind her as she did so. Erri's bare legs intertwined with hers.

Then Erri raised one of her hands and started to slide it under Kara's top. The witch's heart started pounding against her rib cage. The warrior's rough hand wrapped around the underside of her breast and Kara could feel her psychic tendril start to crumble.

“Grrmmm....” She grumbled, gritting her teeth and keeping her eyes shut. No, focus!

Then Erri's hand moved up, cupping her nipple. Kara squealed.

“Errrmm!” She tossed her head back, and behind her the squirrel slid to a halt, the line connecting it to Kara flickering on and off.

The witch started to detect confusion and fear coming from the animal, and she poured all of her psychic energies into regaining control of the animal. She could feel the squirrel's survival instinct kicking in, the animal wanted to run.

“Hrrrrmm!” She sent a wave of energy towards the animal while pressing her body against Erri's. The warrior's grip tightened on Kara's breast in response.

Her tendril's pierced the squirrel's mind like a spear. The animal stood up at attention, now in her control. She sent it a nudge and it darted towards her bound hands. Kara nuzzled Erri's gagged mouth again and felt as the squirrel's tiny clawed hands started working away at the knot that tied her hands behind her back. The creature was a flurry of activity as it crawled around Kara's wrists, biting, clawing, and pulling at the ropes. Her mind guided it's every move, making sure that it didn't completely destroy the rope, because she would need it.

A moment later the rope around her wrists fell free. Kara kept her hands crossed behind her back though and the squirrel darted past her legs and to her bound feet. Erri's legs were intertwined with Kara's, who tightened her long, sensuous legs around the warrior's, interlocking them.

“Ummm...” Erri moaned, still pleasuring herself. Meanwhile, below them the squirrel was working away at the ropes binding Kara's feet. As the tiny creature worked away at the bindings, a thought crossed Kara's mind, eliciting a smile under her gag.

“Hrrfff...mfff...” Erri's breathing was more staggered now, her skin slick with sweat despite the biting cold, and Kara guessed that meant Erri was close to climax.

The witch felt the ropes fall away from her ankles and giggled under her gag. She then directed the squirrel to move up. It's tiny paws tickled the bare skin of Kara's legs as it navigated up them, careful to avoid Erri's smooth, sinewy legs.

Then with a final burst of speed the animal darted up Erri's skirt, and Kara simultaneously severed her connection with it.

Immediately, the animal panicked and started thrashing around underneath Erri's skirt.

“MMMMMPPPH!” The warrior screamed and pulled away, her leather skirt heaving up and down as the squirrel attempted to break free.

“Hrmm mmmmm umm!” Kara rolled away, laughing under her gag. Across from her, Erri was rolling around on the ground, hands digging under her skirt for the terrified animal.

“OOORRRGGH! UFFFFF! MMMMFFF!” She kicked and fought as the squirrel chirped in panic.

Meanwhile, Kara rose to her feet and pulled off her gag. Erri, the great warrior who had bested many beasts much larger than her, continued to thrash helplessly, trying to get the squirrel out from underneath her skirt.

“URRRRMM! MMMMPH!” Erri rolled, feet kicking in the air like a child. The squirrel fly out from between her legs like she had given birth to it and the frightened animal scampered off into the night, eager for the safety of the darkness.

Kara, meanwhile, was nowhere to be seen.

2.

For Erri, it all happened so fast, at one moment, she was pleasuring herself on top of the witch, and the next there was a panicked squirrel running up her skirt.

“Mmmrrrmm mmm!” Erri shouted, momentarily forgetting that she was gagged.


I gagged myself!
 She mentally chided herself and then yanked the thick white cloth away from her mouth. She was alone in her camp now, the squirrel and the witch Kara both gone. Her heart pounded in her chest like an animal trying to escape it's cage, and her body quivered with adrenaline and lust.

Lust... Sweat coated Erri's body, and her undergarments were still wet from the arousal she felt upon hearing the witch's muffled protests. Her nipples stood hard and erect, pressing against the hard metal of her breast plate. How did this happen?

The witch must have used her magic called the squirrel, that was the only answer. That monster that terrorized the town was under the witch's control as well, so that must mean that she can communicate somehow with beasts.


Stupid! Stupid!
 Erri stood up, doing her best to control her quaking muscles. The cold air around her was clashing with her sweat soaked body, sending a chill deep into her soul. She didn't intend on getting aroused, she only wanted to gag the witch to silence her...

At least that's what she told herself, but a part of her was waiting for an opportunity to wrap a thick, muffling gag around the witch's mouth, to hear her mewing helplessly into the silencing cloth...

Despite the cold, Erri felt herself getting aroused again. It was like something came over her and overrode all sense and rational thought. When she had the witch bound and gagged at her control, she wanted to..

To...

A giggle rose from the darkness behind her. A mocking laugh filled with mirth and lust. Erri spun around to see Kara the witch standing just in front of the tree line, ropes in one hand and gag in the other.

“Oh dearie, I needed a good laugh, thank you.” She smiled.

Part of Erri's brain saw the ropes and gag in the witch's hands and flashed a thousand scenarios at a single moment.


Don't! It's what she wants! It's a spell!
 Her other voice, her warrior voice, warned.

Erri narrowed her eyes, her cool, lustful blood starting to boil with anger like a kettle. It was time for her to be the warrior.

She stormed over to her bags and drew her sword, turning just in time to see Kara giggle and run off into the darkness.

If it's a chase she wants, it's a chase she'll get.

Erri grabbed a torch from her bag and plunged it headfirst into the fire, igniting it, and then with that in one hand and sword in the other, she darted off after Kara.

The dark forest raced past her as Erri pursued the witch. She told herself that it was fury and warrior spirit that urged her forward, but there was something else motivating her. There was something deep and primal inside of Erri that gave speed to her, something that cried out for release. Her torch cast long, ominous shadows over the seemingly never ending forest around her, shadows that could easily conceal a lurking beast...

Or a witch.

As she plunged on ahead through the ever encroaching darkness, she saw something hanging from a tree branch a few yards ahead. Erri quickened her pace and tightened her grip on her sword as she approached the flimsy object flapping in the breeze. When she got closer, she saw that it was a long, white cloth, one end secured around the end of the branch while the rest of it dangled, mocking her with each movement.

A gag. More specifically, it was the cloth Erri had used to gag Kara, now left as a breadcrumb for her. Not only was the witch mocking her, but the witch was also leading her on somewhere. Every instinct in Erri's body told her it was a trap. Every instinct screamed at her to turn back. Erri could hear the little voice at the back of her head telling her to go back to her camp, that nothing good would come of this.

But her legs carried her forward, and before Erri knew better, she was running again. The feral, bottomless longing propelling her forward. Her loins were burning, and they burned for one person: Kara.

In another few yards, Erri came across a length of rope dangling from another tree branch. She barely had time to stop and inspect it before she head a mocking laugh from further down in the forest. The warrior's heart skipped a beat, and she followed the sound to see Kara standing in the distance. Despite the oppressive darkness, the witch was brilliantly illuminated, in fact, she seemed to be radiating light. Erri stared, dumbfounded at the witch's brilliant smile, a smile that seemed to further light up the night.

Then Kara turned her back to Erri and looked over her shoulder. The look she gave the warrior was a look of both defiance and beckoning.

Come and get me, if you dare.

The voice in Erri's head told her to turn and run, but her feet refused to move. They were planted like tree trunks. Ahead, Kara continued to flash the smile as she reached behind her back and grasped the clasp of her top. She threw her head back with a giggle and unhooked her skimpy top, and then, back still turned, held it out with one hand while covering her breasts with the other. The top dangled in Kara's hands for a moment, enough for Erri to process it, and then she dropped it.

And just like that, the witch took off deeper into the woods, the light around her extinguishing. Erri's feet carried her forward with almost superhuman speed. The seconds that passed as she sped towards the discarded garment felt like hours though, and each beat of her aching heart felt like a lifetime.

Erri stopped where the witch stood, her torch illuminating the discarded garment. No sooner had she stopped then she heard Kara giggle again. Erri looked up to once again see the witch, again illuminated by some interior light. This time, Kara was bent over, but still looking over her shoulder at Erri. Her delicate fingers were gripping the top of the “skirt” that barely covered her bottom. Kara winked at Erri and then pushed the skirt down, baring her buttocks at Erri.

As Kara pushed her skirt down, she wiggled her tight, beautiful tush at Erri. Erri felt her face flush and her insides turn to fire at the sight of the beautiful, nude rear end daring her to come and take it.

And take it she would. Erri didn't wait for Kara to run off again, this time she stormed forward, torch held out in front, aiming for the exact center of the crack between Kara's cheeks. Kara giggled, kicked away the skirt, and now nude with the exception of her boots, ran off into the woods.

The light around her didn't go out this time, and Erri kept pace behind the witch. She realized that she had no plan of what do when she caught up with Kara, but imagined that would work itself out somehow.

And so the chase went, the sword and torch bearing warrior chasing the glowing, naked witch through the dark woods. Erri lost track of how far they had run, but she realized that she wasn't tiring. The fire inside of her was giving her strength and pushing her on towards her prize. Her legs continued to carry her closer and closer towards the nude woman, prancing ahead, and then she noticed that the distance was closing. Yes! She was getting closer!

Kara was dancing on ahead through the woods, her bare ass jiggling up and down with joy, mocking Erri and daring her to keep on pushing. The night around Erri was growing brighter and brighter as she got closer to the light that Kara was giving off. As she got closer, Erri became aware of a deep ache inside of her. It wasn’t a physical ache, in fact her muscles felt fine, but some far, far deeper inside of her. A dull, aching pain that was always present, and now, it was crying out. The only way she could do away with the ache was to get Kara.

Now she was closer, she could see the sinewy muscles just under the witch's skin, and could smell her blond hair trailing out behind her. Erri envisioned herself coming up behind the witch, tossing her sword and torch away, and wrapping her hands around her supple, nude form.

And then what? What would she do when she had Kara wrapped in her powerful arms?

Erri didn't have much time to contemplate this before the light from Kara went out. Ahead of her, the forest went black and the warrior skidded to a halt. The witch was gone, and Erri realized that the light from her was so bright that she didn't even notice that her own torch was starting to burn low, and the long, stygian fingers of darkness were creeping towards her, threatening to envelope her. She turned around but couldn't even see the light from her campfire.

Then she heard a giggle, and spun around again to face the darkness. Another giggle. With nothing but the dying light from her torch, she trudged on forward. Kara laughed again, the sound of her voice a beacon in the dark. Even Kara's voice could light up the night.

Erri pressed on, vaguely noticing that the trees were thinning out around. Was Kara leading her out of the forest? If so, to where?

The trees grew more and more spread out around her, and looking ahead she noticed several, small flickering lights. Erri hurried towards them, and realized they were fires.

Were they floating? Some of the fires seemed way to high up, unless they were hills?

She grew closer, and realized they were windows. She was looking at hearths, visible through several windows high off of the ground. The trees thinned out more and more, and now she could make out a massive, looming structure ahead. The structure stretched out high into the heavens, blotting out the night around it. Fires blazed in every window.

Erri could make out more details as she got closer: The massive, gray stone blocks that made up the tower, and how it seemed to swirl around itself, and that it was endless. She stopped and looked up, hoping to see the top of the tower but it seemed to extend past the heavens themselves. How could such a structure not be seen for miles in every direction? Her jaw dropped as she gazed up at this wonder, and couldn't believe that something so big hadn't collapsed under it's own, impossible weight.

Something big and heavy slammed against the ground ahead of her, and Erri felt her bones attempt to break free from her skin as she jumped. Instinct took over, and her sword came up in front of her in a defensive stance.

It was a massive drawbridge that had just lowered over a raging river. How did she not hear the waters crashing against rocks before? Or notice the bridge lowering? Erri told herself that she was too distracted by the impossible tower to notice these things, but now that she did, she couldn't ignore them. The angry sounds of the river were almost deafening, and beyond the drawbridge was a gaping opening into the inside of the tower.

And inside the entrance, her nude body pressed against the gray, wet stone, beckoning Erri on, was Kara. The witch pulled away, giggled and ran off into the bowels of the tower. Erri tossed aside her now useless torch and ran after the witch. She crossed the heavy, thick wood of the drawbridge in seconds and was inside the tower.

It was warm, no doubt thanks to the countless fires, there was a spiraling, stone staircase embedded into the wall in front of her. Kara giggled from above, no doubt already ascending the stairs. Erri took the stairs two at a time, following the witch's mirthful laughter up. She heard a crash from behind her and knew that it was the drawbridge closing.

It was just her and Kara, locked in together.

Erri climbed on. The stairs seemed to go up endlessly. After several flights, Erri realized that she hadn't passed any rooms or windows, just stairs, endless, ever ascending stairs, but how? She had seem maybe hundreds of windows on the outside, but here was just a nonstop, ever growing staircase. Above her, the laugher continued.

As she climbed, Erri became aware of another ache, this one in her breasts.


Strange.
 She furrowed her brow, but thought nothing of it and pressed on. Erri realized that her legs should be screaming for a rest, and that her lungs should be burning, but instead, nothing. The warrior felt like she could run for a hundred years, or more.

Maybe this was a curse. The witch had cursed her to chase her up this tower for all eternity.

She climbed on, and the pain in her breasts increased. It was a throbbing, like something was growing inside and trying to break out. The more she climbed, the more intense the throbbing, but still she pressed on.

With each flight of stairs she climbed, the throbbing became more intense. It felt like her breasts would burst right there. Erri realized that she was sweating, and now gasping from the pain.

Keep going! Ignore it!

She bit her lip as the throbbing grew, the thing inside her breasts crying for release. Erri stopped, gasping and wincing in pain, and clutched at her breast plate with her free hand.

Then the pain stopped. The sweat soaked warrior leaned against the cool stone wall, and though the pain in her breasts had passed, everything else finally hit her at once. Her lungs turned flame, screaming out for air, and her breath came out in ragged gasps. Erri's legs nearly gave out underneath her, her muscles turning to jelly after the prolonged chase in the woods. She used her free hand to hold herself up and between gasps tried to take in her surroundings.

She was on a landing, and in front of her a large opening loomed. Erri could have swore the opening wasn't there before. A fire blazed from a hearth inside. The warrior staggered forward, sword held limply in one hand, and entered the room.

Inside was a lavishly decorated parlor with a grand mantel over a massive fireplace. Erri ignored the gaudy decorations that covered the walls, and the expensive drapes, and instead focused on the long, red velvet chair next to the fireplace and Kara, reclining naked on it, waiting for the warrior.

Kara smiled and stretched out her legs, and Erri noticed that the witch's sex was smooth and shaven. The witch stretched out her upper body, and Erri's eyes moved up to Kara's large, naked breasts rising and falling with each breath.

A sultry smile spread across the witch's face, and Erri's warrior instinct took over. She brandished her sword and charged Kara. The witch didn't react, and instead just leaned back in her chair.

As Erri charged, something long and sticky wrapped around her sword hand and pulled it back. Erri cried out and turned to see a long, green tendril made up of a translucent, sticky substance wrapped around her wrist. Erri cried out in frustration and tried to pull her hand free but the substance held her sword arm firmly in place. She followed the tendril with her eyes and saw that it seemed to extend from the wall behind her.

Magic! She had no time to wonder how it worked, and brought her free hand forward to try and pry it off her sword hand. With lightning fast speed, another tendril snaked out from behind her, wrapped around her wrist, and pulled it back as well.

“Arrggh!” Erri cried, pulling against the sticky substance. No sooner had she cried out then another tendril snaked around her mouth from behind.

“Ugllllmmm!” She screamed as the sticky substance adhered around the lower half of her face, sealing her mouth shut.

“Uggglll mfffll! Mffffll Mmmmph!” She screamed, pulling against the magical bonds. The tendrils pulled her arms behind her back with inhuman strength and crossed them over each other, and then the ends of the tendrils seemed to snap away from whatever their magical source was. Once they were snapped off, the free ends of the tendrils joined each other, almost as if they had a mind of their own, and tightened around her wrists, holding them in place behind her back.

“Urgggh bfff!” She screamed, feeling the tendril snap off from her gag, allowing her to move her head but the part of the tendril that silenced her still wrapped around her mouth.

Another tendril wrapped around her ankles, forcing her feet together. Like the others, it snapped off from it's source and tightened, keeping her legs bound together. For good measure, a final tendril secured her thighs together.

“Urrrffff mmmmrrrrph! Mmmm!” She wriggled, struggling to keep her balance.

“Oh look at you, the fly caught in my web.” Erri looked up to see the nude witch rising from her chair, fire blazing behind her as she strolled towards the bound warrior.

“Mmmoo bbbbfff! Mllllttt mmmmee mmmo!” Erri blubbered.

Then she felt a strange sensation wash over her, it felt like she was... inflating? Filling up? She wobbled for a moment and then caught herself, and no sooner felt her breast plate pressing hard against her breasts. Erri looked down, and saw her cleavage pushing hard against the constricting metal of her breast plate. There seemed to be a battle going on between her clothes and her breasts, and the metal piece of armor seemed like it was being smothered by her milky white breasts.


She's shrinking my clothes!
 Erri thought, and her eyes widened in alarm and anger at the thought.

“ERRRRMM!” She screamed, and then gasped, realizing that her clothes weren't shrinking.

Her breasts were growing! Expanding, pushing against the breastplate that was working desperately to keep them held in place.

“MMMMMRRRMMMFFF!” She screamed, watching in horror as her breasts inflated, growing larger and larger, pushing out against the the piece of armor.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmooo!” She screamed, shaking her head as cracks started to appear in the gold breastplate. Her breasts would not be contained, and wouldn't stop growing until-

-The breastplate shattered. Erri's new breasts, now massive, broke free from their metal prison. Almost instantly, Kara was on her, grabbing each of her new and improved breasts and squeezing as hard as she could.

“Sorry, I like a little more heft to my women so I had to make some improvements.” Kara smiled as her hands massaged Erri's massively inflated naked breasts.

“Mmmmooo! Mmmmoo bffffttchh!” Erri tried to pull away but Kara held her firmly in place by her breasts, which at least had stopped growing.

“Oh what fun we'll have together!” Kara cackled, digging her fingers into Erri's breasts to accentuate each word.

“Mmmoo! Mmmoo! Hllllp!”Erri leaned her head back, screaming into her gag.

“Oh no, this place exists apart from what you call time and space. No one can help you.”

“Mwwwattt! Mmmoo!” Erri turned to face her.

“Oh yes!” Kara laughed, and then fell to one knee, pulling Erri down with her. The witch bent the warrior over her knee and used her other hand to pull up her battle skirt, baring Erri's thonged behind.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmpp!” Erri screamed, shaking her head. A second later, Kara's shaking, excited hands grabbed the top of the warrior's flimsy panties and yanked them down, exposing her full bottom.

“Mmeeeep! Mmmoo!” Erri wiggled helplessly in her grasp.

TWAP! Kara's palm connected with Erri's bare bottom, and the sound of skin on skin seemed deafening.

“Eeeeeffff!” Erri screamed into her gag.

TWAP! She spanked Erri again.

“Mmmmoo! Mmmmph! Ullllm!” Erri kicked her legs in protest.

TWAP! TWAP! TWAP! Kara spanked her several times in succession, and Erri felt pins and needles of pain start to spread through her bottom.

TWAP! TWAP! TWAP! TWAP! Erri's ass was starting to redden from the hard, deliberate slaps.

“Umm! Mummm! Mmmm! Ulllm!” She moaned with each individual slap. Kara continued, ignoring the warrior's protests.

As the witch continued to spank her, Erri realized that she had gone dull to the pain, not through anything the witch was doing, but because she was starting to like it.

She was wet, and her heart pounded in arousal. God help her, she was enjoying this.

TWAP!

“UMMMMM!” She moaned, half in pleasure, half in pain. Kara didn't notice, and continued to spank the warrior.

3.

Was it a dream? Nightmare? Or both?

Erri rolled onto her back, eyes flickering as she came back to consciousness. She felt like she was emerging from a soft, warm cocoon of pain and pleasure, a place where her every desire was fulfilled.

What happened?

As she felt the sleep drifting away, she once again attempted to determine if the events of the previous night were real. Erri remembered catching a witch, and then chasing the witch into an impossible tower, a never ending place, where the witch bound her and had her way with her. Now that she thought of it, everything seemed so... fantastic. It had to have been a dream, and she was certain that when she opened her eyes, she would be outside, under the night sky, next to her campfire.

If it was a dream, it was a vivid one. Erri could steal feel the aftershocks of arousal coursing through her body. It was a soft, pleasant sensation, a feeling of surrender and peace. It was a dream that she wanted to visit again.

Then she rolled over onto her back, and felt the sharp, stinging pain on her buttocks. Erri groaned and forced her heavy eyelids open to find herself staring up at a high, stone ceiling. Was she in the impossible tower? Was it all real?

Erri rolled onto her side and found herself facing a massive, roaring fireplace, and a blast of heat hit her bare breasts.


My breasts!
 The image came to her of her breasts growing and expanding, shattering her breastplate. She sat up, her hand instinctively rushing up to cover her nudity. As it did, she could feel her much, much larger chest and looked down to see that yes, her breasts had expanded. Quite a bit. They were larger and fuller, and she would cut quite the buxom figure now. Erri looked over the floor around her and saw the shattered pieces of her gold breastplate.

So it did happen.

What happened after that?

She remembered being bound by a sticky, magical substance, and she remembered being spanked. Her hand reached behind and up her skirt, rubbing her now bare backside and causing a stinging pain to rip through her cheeks. Erri winced. Yes, her ass was still tender from the spanking.

Did she pass out after? She must have, because she didn't remember much beyond that.


What about my undergarments?
 She thought and looked over the room. All She could see was the remnants of her shattered armor, but nothing of the small, white thong she wore.

She was bound too, what about those? Did the witch untie her after she was done?

Erri pushed herself up and looked over the ground and noticed a blue, translucent liquid puddled on the floor around her. She dipped a finger in it to find the substance was slightly sticky. Was this what the witch had bound her with? Maybe it melted after a few hours? To be sure, Erri raised a finger to her lips and found that there was a slight, sticky residue around them. Further inspection of her wrists, ankles, and thighs confirmed it.

The warrior sat up and looked around the room, half expecting to see Kara, the witch, reclining in a chair waiting for her, but she was alone. She started to stand up and every muscle in her body screamed in protest. Erri gasped and fell into a kneeling position, amazed at how sore she was.

Then she remembered the chase through the woods, and ascending the never ending staircase, and realized it would be a miracle if she could stand at all. Erri summoned up every ounce of strength and will she had and forced herself to get into a standing position. Her legs and chest screamed at her the entire time, chiding her for daring such a thing. It felt like it took an eternity, but eventually she stood at her full height and once again covered her now large breasts with both hands, and it occurred to her that she should find something to cover up, and then find a way out of here, preferably in that order.

Erri turned to face where she had come in, and found that the massive stone archway was still there, only it didn't lead out to the staircase like last night. Instead, on the other side of the archway was a large, clear pool of water with steam rising from it. From somewhere deep in the other room, she could hear the sound of cascading water, like a waterfall or fountain of some sort. After what happened last night, Erri wasn't even surprised.

With nowhere else to go, Erri stepped through the open archway and into the room. No sooner had she crossed the threshold when she heard a sound like moving rocks behind her. She spun around to see that where the entrance archway once stood was now a solid wall of gray stone. Like last night, Erri felt like she was being herded.

The warrior spun around, taking in her surroundings. The air in the room was thick with steam. She stood on a stone pool deck, and noticed a long, stone bench set against a far wall. Looking out over the pool, she could see spouts of steaming water feeding it from several spouts in the stone wall. A stone stair case stood in front of her and lead straight into the welcoming looking water. Erri took a few tepid steps forward, enough so that she could see her own reflection in the steaming pool below her.

Now that she had a good look, she could see just how much the witch's magic had changed her breasts. They were now larger, rounder, and fuller looking. Though they originally weren't what she would call small, she had definitely lost a good bit of size in them thanks to her lithe muscles.

As she looked at her new, buxom reflection in the water, she couldn't help but start to rub her hands over her new bosom. They felt the same, but then she didn't know what she was expecting them to feel like.


Is this temporary? Or will they always look like this now?
 She realized that as she admired them, she didn't mind how they looked now, despite the circumstances.

Another thing she started to realize was that the more she stared at the pool, the more she wanted to have a dip in it. The voice at the back of her head was telling her that this was all a set up for something, but her aching muscles longed for a long, soothing dip in a warm pool.

Besides, what else did she have to do?

Erri took a step forward and dipped her big toe into the pool. The water was warm, and felt inviting. The rest of her foot followed her toe in and she could feel the aching muscles sigh in relief. She was surprised that the water was warm, but not too warm, in fact the best way she could describe it was... perfect.

Perfect. That really was the best way to describe how it felt. Then again, she was in a witch's tower so she imagined that magic had something to do with it. Before she could stop and think, Erri shed her skirt and what remained of her top and now fully nude stepped into the pool.

Erri was now waist deep in the water and realized that her hands were still covering her breasts. She waded out into the middle of the pool and dived under. The warm water enveloped and cocooned her and she could feel every muscle in her body relaxing as she swam forward. The warrior emerged a moment later and tossed her now soaked main of brown hair back, feeling invigorated after the plunge. As she opened her eyes, she half expected to find herself no longer alone, to see the witch Kara standing on the other side of the pool, enticing her over, but instead Erri saw that she was still alone in the warm water.

Somehow this disappointed her. Kara, the woman who had ordered her kidnapped, tried to kill her, and then tied her up and spanked her, and yet Erri felt a strange stirring when she thought of her. It was a strange feeling, but not unlike the feelings she experienced when she thought of the group of female outlaws having their way with her. For Erri, there was no feeling more sensual than being dominated.

Then there was the fact that Kara said she had been watching Erri, had wanted her since she saw her sunning herself nude on the rock. Erri couldn't think of the last time someone had said something like that to her, or wanted her that badly.

Erri pondered this as she waded over to the wall next to one of the water spouts. The water was cascading out a few feet above her and she allowed the warm, gentle water to run over her head. Part of her half expected the water to be cold, but it was just as warm as the rest of the pool. After a moment she pulled her out from under the spout and tossed her hair back yet again. As she was wiping the water from her eyes, she heard a mirthful giggle echo off of the stone walls of the bathhouse. She immediately dropped her hands and wheeled around, but saw only steam and water.

The warrior stood there, waist deep in the water, and her fists up in a fighting stance. Erri realized that her being stark naked and ready to fight must look like a ridiculous sight. A moment passed and then she heard another giggle.

“Why don't you come out?” Erri asked, taking a few more steps forward. She was answered with another laugh.

“Enjoying this are you?” She dared. Why the games? Why not come out meet her?

Under water, Erri felt something brush against her bare butt cheek. She spun around and shot her arm out to hit whatever was behind her but only came across air. Erri tried to get her bearings, and this time felt fingernails dig into her ass and pinch it. The warrior spun around again and slapped the water, but found nothing.

More giggling. Erri ignored it as she splashed, attempting to draw out the hiding witch. She was spinning around aimlessly, punching at the water, hoping to find Kara submerged somewhere around her, but despite all her efforts, all she could find was more water. After a moment she stopped, catching her breath, eyes scanning the room around her for any movement.

Something splashed behind her, and a second later she felt a nude body press against her from behind. She could feel the full breasts push against her back, and the bare crotch against her bare ass. Erri felt a tingle go through her body and she let out an involuntary sigh.

“Oh see, it's not that bad.” Kara sighed in her ear. Upon hearing her voice, Erri's warrior instincts kicked in and she spun around to face the witch. To her surprise, Kara wrapped her in a bear hug, pining her arms to her sides. The warrior cried out in shock at the witch's sudden strength.

“Gah! Let me go!” Erri screamed as Kara hugged her.

“What, surprised? I draw all my power from this place, including physical strength.” Kara chuckled.

“Release me now or I'll-ummmp!” She was cut off when Kara pressed her mouth over hers, forcing a kiss on her.

“Ummm! Mmmm!” Erri wriggled, trying to get out of the kiss, but Kara's mouth stayed pressed to hers. Then she felt the witch's tongue slip inside her mouth and start exploring.

“Mmmp! Mmm!” Her feet kicked underwater and her hands, still pinned, swatted at the witch as her tongue lapped over Erri.

The warrior drew in all of her strength and kicked back. She told herself that it was through pure will that she escaped but the voice at the back of her mind told her that Kara released her. Erri stumbled back in the water and glared at Kara, who started circling like a predator stalking it's prey.

“You... you'll pay for that.” Erri grumbled.

Kara responded by blowing a kiss. When she opened her hand to blow the imaginary kiss at Erri, something flat and white flew out of the palm of her hand and straight at Erri. Before Erri could dodge, the white, sticky item clamped over her mouth.

“Mmmrrrpph! Ummmph! Mmmp!” She cried, reaching up to remove the strange, sticky white substance sealing her lips. Her hands fumbled over it, trying to peel it off, but it held strong.

Kara laughed, watching with glee as Erri tried to pull off the new, magical gag.

“Urrrm! Mmmm! Ummm!” Her hands could find the edge of the strange gag, but despite all her attempts, it remained adhered to her mouth.

“Oh now, I thought you liked being silenced.” Kara taunted. Upon hearing this, Erri stopped her attempts at tearing off the gag and instead charged the witch. She waded at her full speed, fist out to punch her.

Erri threw the punch, but Kara deftly dodged, grabbing Erri hand by the wrist and twisting it behind her back.

“Ulllmp!” she cried. Before she could raised the other hand, Kara had grabbed that and twisted it behind her back as well.

“Ullummp mmullp!” She cried, trying to twist out of the witch's grasp. Kara held her there like that for a moment, both hands twisted behind her back, as the warrior attempted to twist away.

“Ummm! Mmmm! Mmmmrrgggll!” She moaned, pulling with all of her strength. Much like earlier, Kara released her and Erri stumbled forward. Instinctively, the warrior attempted to raise her hands back in front of her but found that they were still behind her back.

“Hmmm? Mmmm?” Her hands fumbled and she realized they were also bound behind her back with the strange sticky substance that had been used to gag her.

“Mmmo! Mmm! Ummmoo!” She moaned, pulling and straining against the bonds with all her might.

A moment later, Kara came up behind her and started stroking her bare back.

“Oh now, come on, it's just some fun.” She laughed.

“Ummm!” Erri resisted, and tried to pull away. Instead Kara grabbed her and pulled her close, pressing her nude body against the warrior's from behind.

“What fun we'll have together...” She sighed, and clasped both hands around Erri's breasts.

“Mmmm! Mmmoo!” The warrior moaned, straining against the witch's grasp.

“If we're gonna have fun, I have to make sure you're nice and clean first.” Kara whispered, and her hands fell away. Erri immediately spun around and saw the witch wading over to the edge of the pool.

Now's my chance!

She turned and started heading for the steps leading out of the pool when she felt something cold and hard pull against her ankle.

“Hrrrummp!” She cried and attempted to bring her other foot forward too, only feel the some cold, hard metal tugging on that. Looking down, she saw heavy, steel manacles clasped around her ankles. A small length of chain ran from the manacles to a loop in the pool floor.

“Mmmoo!” She cried, tugging against the chain as best she could. Erri knew her efforts were futile, that the chain was solid, and wouldn't budge, but she tried anyway.

“Oh you aren't thinking of running out on me?” Erri heard Kara taunt and looked up to see the witch sauntering back over, white wash cloth in hand.

“Mmlllet mmee moo!” She blubbered into her gag. Kara only giggled.

“Oh no, the fun's just starting with you.” With that, she reached out with one hand and clasped one of Erri's breasts, and used the other hand to lather up her other breast with the wash cloth.

“Come on, it isn't so bad.” She cooed, running the wash cloth down the underside of Erri's breast.

“Mmmrrggh! Ugggllm!” Erri protested. Kara ignored her protests though and switched to the warrior's other breast, wringing out warm water over Erri's erect nipple. As Kara did this, Erri became aware of the witch's other hand caressing the warrior's midsection.

“You can be all mine. I'll feed you, I'll clean you, I just ask for you to surrender to me.” Kara sighed in Erri's ear.

“Mmmmbbllmm mmm!” Erri protested as Kara lathered up her breast.

“I know it's what you desire... I've seen it.” Kara continued. Erri felt the witch's hand drift down past her navel.

“Ummmfffmm...” Erri mumbled, looking down at the witch's hand rubbing the cloth over her breast. Despite Erri's protests, she could see that her nipples were fully erect. She was enjoying this!

Then Kara's invading hand drifted low and to the inside of Erri's thigh.

“Ummmp!” She felt a jolt run through her body, but it wasn't from the witch's touch. Erri flushed and felt her blood start to quicken.

Kara giggled and shifted to behind Erri, all the while keeping her supple body pressed against the warrior's muscle bound frame.

“See? I think we could have a nice arrangement.” With that, Erri felt the wash cloth being run across her muscular shoulders.

“Grrffflll mmm... mmm...” She sighed, fighting off the stemming arousal that came from the witch's touch.

As Kara washed Erri's back, her other hand reached under the water and clasped Erri's rock solid ass cheek, sending another jolt through the bound warrior's body.

“Mmmrgggh!” She jumped, feeling the manacles around her feet tug against the sudden movement.

Erri felt the wash cloth move down along her spine, and Kara's other hand moving along her hip.

“Uffff...mmm...” She closed her eyes. The witch's touch was sending waves of arousal through her body.

Ignore it! You're a prisoner! Stay strong!

Then Kara's hand ran down her thigh. Erri could feel her fingernails cutting through the water and on top of her skin, raising her flesh as they went.

“Ummmmllmm!” She cried, eyes opening, as Kara's fingers went lower, tracing the edge of Erri's sex. Behind her, she felt the wash cloth dip below the surface of the water and and down the crack of her ass.

“My slave must be presentable though, and clean. Are you dirty?” Kara whispered.

Erri said nothing, but felt her head lolling with the tingling sensation pulsing through her body.

“I said, are you dirty?” Then Kara hooked a finger up inside of Erri. Waves of pleasure rocked through the warrior's body and her knees buckled.

“Mmmmph! Ummm hmmm! Ummm hmm!” She moaned, nodding her head. Then she felt Kara's hand retract.

“Mmm!” Erri cried, eyes ripping open. She could still feel the pleasure, but it was ebbing, fading away.

“Errrmmm mrrm! Mmmrrmm!” She spun her head to face Kara, angry at the witch for leaving her here, aroused, with her hands tied behind her back.

“Oh don't worry, I'll be back.” Kara reassured. Erri saw her wading towards something floating towards them from the far side of the pool. The warrior tried to crane her neck to see what it was to best that her restraints could.

“Ummfff... mfff...” Erri realized that she was rubbing her legs together in a vain effort to keep her arousal going, but to no avail. It was fading away like a dying candle in a breeze.

She could also see that Kara was bringing over a red cushion of some kind that was floating on the surface of the water. Resting on the cushion was a brush and scissors.

Erri cocked her head at the new items, curious. Kara stopped and watched the curious warrior.

“Oh I'm sorry, I shouldn't have left you hanging.” With a smile, she snapped her fingers.

Almost instantly, a powerful jet of warm, direct water sprouted up directly underneath her.

“Mmmmmph! Mmm!” She moaned, tossing her head back as the water blasted her right between the legs. Immediately, a tingly feeling of delight went rocked her body.

“Ummm... mmm...” She moaned, swaying as the hard jets of water rocked her vagina. It felt amazing.

“There, thought you would like that.” Kara came up behind her, pulling Erri's hair back as the warrior stood over the warm jet, surrendering to the pleasure.

“Ummm....mm....” Erri let her head rest back as Kara finished pulling her long, brown hair behind her.

“Errrmm... mmrrmm...” Erri swayed her hips back and forth, sighing into her gag. The tingling she was feeling was building, growing with each movement. It was pleasure compounding onto pleasure.

Then she felt the brush go through her hair, pulling out the knots, straightening it. Erri opened her eyes and turned to question Kara.

“Oh no, you stay right there.” With another snap of her fingers, the jets of water intensified, rushing at her vagina with greater speed and intensity.

“Urrrfff! Mmmm!” She moaned, eyes closing again. Her knees were shaking now. The pleasure she was feeling was compounding. It was one layer of soft, tingling on top of another layer, and building and building.

“Oh yes, you just stay just like that.” Kara reassured.

Erri felt the witch softly tug on her hair and then a metallic snip. And then another snip, and another. It took all of her willpower, but Erri opened her eyes and looked down to see clumps of brown hair floating past her in the water.

She's cutting my hair?

This snapped Erri out of her ecstasy, and she turned to face her captor again.

“Hrrrumm?”

“Sorry, but my pet has to look absolutely perfect.” Kara said, and snapped her fingers again.

Another more powerful jet of water blasted against Erri's vagina. This time the warrior couldn't contain it anymore. The soft tingle turned into a sharp, focus tingle. Her whole body shook and she felt the climax building.

Meanwhile, behind her, Kara continued to snip away at her locks.

4.

A blast of cool air hit Erri's nude, wet body as Kara shoved the nude warrior out of the pool room and into a large stone hallway. The adjustment from the warm, humid hair of the other room to the cool chill of the hallway caused Erri's skin raise and she couldn't tell if her nipples were erect from that or from the orgasm she just had. Part of her mind told her not to dwell on that, seeing how the magic jets of water had been used to distract her while Kara cut her hair, and judging from the clumps of brown hair floating in the water around her, the witch had cut quite a bit.

“Come on pet, move.” Kara giggled and prodded Erri forward.

“Mmmph!” The warrior shot her a warning glance and stumbled forward. Her hands were still bound behind her and her feet manacled together, and the strange white substance still clung to her lips, gagging her.

Kara pushed and Erri trudged forward, glowering into her gag. Her body was shivering from the change in air temperature, but she was also dimly aware of another sensation, of warm tingle deep inside her.

She was still aroused. Somehow, she guessed that Kara knew that, and intended to make full use of it. Erri could only guess what more her busty, beautiful, and still nude captor had in store for her.

Both women continued down the stone hallway towards an open door at the far end. Erri had given up trying to make sense of the layout of the tower seeing how the entrance to the bath house had sealed up behind her when she entered, but then opened back up to this hallway with a room at the end. To the best that she could guess, the geography of the tower changed on Kara's whim.

Kara shoved her captive through the open door and Erri found herself inside a warmly lit bedroom. The walls were covered with red velvet, and a satin lined covered bed rested on one wall, while a vanity, wardrobe, and chest of drawers rest on the other side, and directly across from Erri was a full length mirror.

For the first time, the warrior got a glimpse of her new look. Kara had cut her hair close, almost down to the scalp, on the sides and back. Most of the hair on the top of Erri's head was still there, though it looked like Kara had trimmed it down a bit. Her longer top hair fell to the side of her head as she stopped and stared at her own reflection.

“Hmmmph?” She cocked her head. Deep down, part of her hated to admit it, but she kinda liked her new look. It looked fierce, intimidating.

“See? I thought you would like it!” Kara came up next to her, admiring both of their reflections in the mirror, and tussled her hair.

“Urrrm!” Erri cried, pulling her head away. Kara only giggled and pulled the warrior towards the bed.

“We still have so much fun in store!”

“Hrrrumm?” Erri questioned. What more did Kara have up her sleeve?

She didn't have time to run through any scenarios in her head. As soon as they reached the spacious bed, Kara pushed her forward with both hands.

“Mfff...” Erri mumbled, landing face first on the soft, silky surface. She rolled over to see Kara grabbing a bottle from a nightstand. The witch looked at the bottle, and then at the bound and gagged warrior and a smile spread across her face. It was a smile that Erri didn't like at all.

“Mmmooo....mmmm.... mmmoo!” Erri started to wiggle away towards the far end of the bed.

Kara slinked onto the bed with predatory, feline grace, and Erri had no illusions: she was the prey. The witch crawled across the bed on all fours, grinning ear to ear, while Erri futilely attempted to back away.

“Mmoo! Mmmoo!” She shook her as Kara loomed over her. Despite her attempts to get away, her bound limbs slowed her, and Kara caught up to her in no time.

The witch mounted the bound warrior, and for a moment Erri felt her bare crotch touch Kara's. It sent a shiver of excitement through her. Kara settled all her weight on Erri's pelvis, causing the warrior to cry out into her gag.

“Mmmmoo!” She lifted her head. Kara didn't hurt her, but it did knock the wind out of the warrior. Dimly, Erri became aware that her muscles, consumed with dull pain just moments ago, no longer ached. That bath had done wonders, and Erri suspected that magic had something to do with it too.

Kara squeezed Erri's sides with her legs, once again prompting Erri to cry out.

“Ommfff...” Erri winced, and when she looked back at the witch, she was squeezing the contents of the bottle into the palm of her hand.

Erri froze. What was it? Some sort of magical concoction, an elixir of some sort? Her heart pounded against her chest as a million different possibilities ran through her mind. She had to escape!

“Mmmfff!” She moaned, and tried to twist out from Kara's grasp, but the witch's nude body held her in place. Kara set the bottle down and rubbed her hands together, spreading the strange substance over her palms.

Erri sat frozen, her heart about to leap out of her chest. A muffled scream was frozen in her throat. Then Kara leaned over and grasped both of Erri's breasts with both hands.

“Mmmmmm!” Erri sat up, screaming into her gag. Her eyes were squeezed shut, anticipating the worst...

Then she felt Kara's soft hands massaging her breasts. Erri looked down to see that Kara was spreading the clear substance over her breasts, which now gleamed in the candlelight.

Erri looked down, confused, as Kara gently massaged the sweet smelling substance over her large breasts. Once Kara done with her breasts, her hands moved down to her abdomen.

“Mmm?” Erri questioned, watching Kara's hands work the shiny substance over her mid-section.

“You like this oil? I got it on a... special trip. I thought I would save it for a special occasion.” Kara winked and poured more oil on her hands and then started rubbing it along Erri's muscular arms.

“Mmmrrrooo...” Erri tried to wriggle away but was still pinned by Kara's weight. After a few minutes, most of Erri's upper body was coated in oil.

“Okay, lets get your back!” Kara jumped up. As soon as she did, Erri tried to squirm away but Kara caught her by the arm and flipped the bound and gagged warrior onto her stomach.

“Offff...” Erri moaned, and twisted her head to see Kara holding the bottle of lotion over her back.

“Mmmoo!” She moaned, but then felt the cold liquid touch her skin.

“Oh you baby, it's nothing!” Kara laughed, and started rubbing the lotion over Erri's shoulder blades.

“Ommm mmfff!” Erri wiggled, feeling as Kara's hands massaged the oil over her skin. Kara's hands drifted down, past Erri's shoulder blades and to the small of her back.

“Just relax, you be a good pet and I'll take good care of you.” Kara tried to sound reassuring, but Erri wasn't buying it.

Another squirt from the bottle, and Erri felt Kara's hands grasp her ass cheeks and start massaging the oil over them.

“Ufffflll ggglllm!” Erri wiggled, feeling Kara's fingers dig into her soft flesh.

“What a wonderful tush you have. I can't wait to have fun with it.” Kara giggled, clasping both of Erri's cheeks with her palms.

“Mmmrrrummff! Mmmoo!” Erri moaned, lifting her head to look over her shoulder. Kara was looking right at her, hands running softly over the warrior's bare buttocks.

“Oh no? Come on, it's fun.” Kara smiled, and pressed both palms into Erri's back side.

“Mrrroo mmoo! Mmmmoo!” Erri moaned, trying to wiggle away. Kara seemed to like it the more she struggled, and dug her hands into Erri's ass even harder.

“Ufffmm!” Erri shot Kara a warning glance, and Kara responding by spanking Erri hard on her oiled up behind.

TWAP.

“URRGGGG!”

At that, Kara giggled and got off of Erri, setting the bottle of lotion down on the bed next to the helpless warrior.

“Ommm...” Erri moaned and looked down at her ass, still stinging from the slap. It looked like the skin was starting to redden.

“Oh don't worry about that, another dip in my pool will clear that right up.” Kara said as she moved back towards the nightstand. Erri twisted her head to watch the nude witch.

“You see, that pool can heal almost anything. So I can be as rough with you as I want, and when you go in there, all better!” Kara raised her hands and smiled as she said this.

Erri only glared at her. She had spent many nights fantasizing about a situation like this, and now here she was, bound and helpless, forced in it against her will.

And a part of it still aroused her. She could still feel the blood pumping through her, the tingle of excitement under her skin, but she couldn't let Kara see that.

“Muurrmm mmm mmph! Ulummm! Ulllumm mmmm mmmph! Mmm!” She started mumbling into her gag. Kara only giggled, opened a drawer on the nightstand, and pulled out something small.

“You see, this tower allows me to see anywhere, to travel anywhere, and anytime, and I've visited some interesting places... and times.” With that, she held up a small, silver object. It was flat at one end, with what looked like a jewel at the end, and then a small cylinder ran into a larger, egg like shape at the end.

“I don't suppose you know what this is?” Kara asked, holding up the object for Erri to see. Erri could only shake her head.

“It's a fun new toy that people in whole different place and time use for... intimate activities, and I'm about to show you how it's used.” With that she started approaching, a smile on her face and the object held between her fingers.

Erri didn't like where this was going, and once again started to wriggle away.

“Mmmoo! Mmmph! Ummm!” She moaned, trying to crawl to the other side of the bed. Kara caught her and shoved her flat on her stomach, and then she felt the witch sit on the back of her knees.

“Urrrmm!” She moaned, turning her head to see what the witch was doing.

Kara was seated on Erri's legs, and was rubbing oil over the object, then it all hit Erri. The way the object was shaped, the oil, the way she had Erri laying.

She was going to insert that up her ass.

Erri's eyes went wide. There was no way she was allowing this to happen.

“Ulllm! Mmmm! Ummm! Mmmp!” Erri moaned, trying to wiggle out from Kara's grasp, but the witch had her pinned down tight. The warrior turned back around to see Kara turning the object, egg-shaped end towards Erri's backside, and lowering it.

“MMMMMMOO!” Erri moaned, and twisted her head away.

A moment later, she felt the metal object penetrate her, followed by a strange sensation. It was a hard, deep pain, followed by the icy sensation of excitement and arousal.

She couldn't believe she was enjoying this!

“Mmmmooo...” She huffed, feeling as the object went further and further inside of her. She didn't turn around, but could imagined the smile on Kara's face as she penetrated Erri's rear end with the toy.

“Uffugggll...” Erri moaned, feeling the object stop. She could only imagine what she looked like from behind with the jeweled end facing out.

“See? That's why they call it a butt plug.” Kara giggled and hopped off of the bound and plugged warrior.

“Mmm..” Erri rolled over. The penetrating sensation of the foreign object inside her was strange, both painful and pleasurable. Her heart started pounding faster as the feeling of the butt plug inside her recalled the time the bandits had ravaged her and one of them stuck her tongue up Erri's ass, only much more intense.

Erri turned to see Kara bending over, giving the warrior a full view of her luscious rear end as she dug through the nightstand drawer for something else. The warrior could only watch, eyes wide in anticipation of what else the witch had in store. If she was able to use magic to pluck something like a butt plug from other worlds, what else could she get?

She got an answer just a moment later when Kara stood up, turned around, and smiled, holding up a strange but familiar object in her hands. Erri's eyes focused on it immediately. The shape of the object was all to familiar to her: A man's cock. It was fake, obviously, but to Erri's eyes it could pass reasonably well for man's penis, veins and all. A smile stretched from ear to ear on Kara as she watched Erri take it in.

“And this little guy is called a dildo, and you're gonna get real acquainted with him.” With that Kara started approaching, and Erri never took her eyes off of the dildo as the witch approached.

“Mmmoo... mmmm... ummmoo...” She moaned, shaking her head and trying to wriggle away but to no avail. Erri was helpless at Kara's mercy, and the witch knew it.

Once again, Kara slinked up onto the bed, doing her cat strut across the covers towards her prey. Erri raised up her manacled feet to block the witch's approach but Kara swatted them away.

“Ulllumm!”

“Oh no, you aren't getting out of this.” Kara started to slink up Erri's bare legs, tip of the dildo aimed right between the warrior's thighs.

“Umm... mmmm... mmooo...” Erri shook her head, trying to pull away as Kara climbed her thick, muscle bound legs, her sex toy aimed directly at it's prize.

The witch climbed up to her thighs and sat up, and Erri saw one of Kara's hands reach between her own legs while the other hand dipped the dildo between Erri's legs.

“Umm ffmm!” She turned her head and squeezed her eyes shut, bracing her self for what was to come.

A tingle of excitement ripped through Erri's body, and despite her best efforts, a moan of pleasure escaped her lips before getting blocked by the gag.

“Mrrrrmmm...” Her body arched involuntarily and she looked down to see Kara rubbing the dildo up and down between Erri's legs.

“You like that? I've been waiting a while to use this.” She smiled, moving the toy up and down over Erri's sex. Meanwhile, Erri could see that the witch was using her other hand to play with herself. Kara let out a soft moan as she played with both herself and Erri.

“Ufff... mfff...” Erri moaned, her body twitching and shifting with each movement. The witch's hands were slow and deliberate, moving the dildo in circles over just the right spot. Looking up, Erri could see that Kara's other hand was moving in unison with the sex toy.

She means for us to climax together!

Erri barely had time to process this before another wave of pleasure rocked her body. Everything below her waist was lit up with pleasure and pain.

“Urrff...mffff... urmm!” She moaned, feeling her ass clench involuntarily around the butt plug. With each clench, she felt rays of pain and pleasure ripping through her back side.

Then she felt the dildo dipping down, all the while keeping pressure on her. The movement caused a sizzle of erotic energy to course through Erri's body.

“UFFFF! MMMMFFF!” She moaned, legs kicking under Kara's weight. Kara was moaning too, but much softer. Each sound the witch made was kept under her breath.

Then Erri felt the tip of the dildo inside her, sending a fresh jolt of hot, soft pleasure through her.

“MMRRRMM! MMMPH!” She moaned, kicking her legs up and arching her back. Kara had shifted herself up so that she was almost on top of Erri's waist, allowing the warrior to kick her legs more freely.

The dildo penetrated deeper inside her, leave nothing but the shocking, warm feeling of pleasure as it went. Erri moaned and kicked. Before, she was struggling out of fear and helplessness, but now it was nothing but pleasure. She was giving herself to Kara. The witch could do as she pleased to Erri, she had the warrior in the palm of her hand.

“Urrrm!” Another moan and kick as the witch slid the toy deeper inside her. On top of her, Kara's moans had changed from soft, barely audible cries to louder, more relaxed moans of pleasure.

“ULLLMMP!” Erri sat up, feeling the dildo penetrate as deep as it could go inside her. Kara let out a moan of affirmation and thrust the object again inside of Erri.

“Mmmm! Umm!” Erri laid back, eyes closed, her body moving with each movement of the toy. It thrust back and forth inside of her, sending waves and convulsions through the helpless warrior.

“Mmmm... umm... mmm..” Erri was tossing her head back and forth, wishing that she wasn't gagged so she could scream as loud as she wanted.

Kara was moaning louder now, each moan of hers in sync with the object thrusting back and forth inside of Erri. Erri allowed herself to open her eyes for a brief moment to see that Kara had her fingers hooked up inside herself, thrusting back and forth in sync with the dildo.

“Offf! Mooff! Umm!” Erri felt her legs quake with each movement, and soon felt the climax welling up inside her.

The pressure was building, demanding release, and with each movement of the dildo, Erri felt herself ready to blow.

Then, Kara slowed, and Erri felt the pressure subside, the pleasure start to wan.

“Mmmmo!” Erri sat up, glaring at Kara, who looked at her and giggled.

“You want me to finish?” She asked, and thrust inside of Erri, causing a fresh wave of pleasure. The warrior arched, nodding her head.

“Mmmfff...” She thrust her hips towards Kara as she spoke.

“Oh no, I think I'm gonna let you squirm and stew, all hot and bothered.” Kara smiled, and Erri felt the dildo being retracted.

“Mmmo! Mmmoo!” Erri sat up, shaking her head. Kara stopped and smiled at her captive.

“Really? You want me to finish?” She taunted, and twisted the sex toy, causing Erri to convulse.

“Offf...” She moaned, lying back down and twisting.

“Do you want me to finish?” Kara asked, and turned the dildo again, sending another wave of soft tingles through Erri's body.

“Ummm hm...” Erri nodded her head.

“Will you be my pet?” Kara asked. Upon hearing this, Erri looked up and cocked her head.

Kara didn't like the hesitation, and pulled the dildo out a little further.

“Mmmoo stttpp!” Erri pleaded.

“Will you be my pet? I always treat my pets well.” Kara smiled, and slid the dildo further inside Erri.

Erri moaned and fell back, the pleasure intensifying.

“Ufff... mmm...” She moaned as Kara started thrusting again.

“I said, will you be my pet?” Kara thrust harder, and Erri felt her entire pelvis convulse.

“Mmsss!” She moaned, nodding her head. The pressure inside her was almost unbearable.

“I can't hear you!” Kara giggled.

“Mssss! Mmsss pssss!” Erri moaned, tossing her head around.

With that, Kara thrust the dildo deep inside Erri and twisted. The warrior felt the pressure blow.

“OFFFF! MMMBBLL!” She moaned, her nude, sweat coated body writhing and twisting under Kara as she climaxed. Erri was dimly aware of Kara screaming on top of her from her own climax.

“Hufff...mfff..” Erri sighed, trying to relax despite the convulsions ripping her body. At some point, Kara must have climbed off of her, and now the witch was sidling up behind Erri and wrapping her arms around her.

“There, that's my good pet.” Kara cooed, pulling Erri close.

Erri was too focused on the aftershocks of her orgasm to do anything else but fall back into the witch's arms.

5.

Erri had one been a mighty warrior, and had faced down legions of weapon bearing, angry men, monsters with gnashing, sharp teeth, and various other threats to her life and freedom. Things had changed for her though in the past several... months? She couldn't tell, time had a funny way inside the tower. It felt like she had been locked inside this endless, magical maze for months, but without seeing outside, telling passage of time was difficult.

Currently, Erri was in a predicament that she had grown all too used to during her confinement: bound and gagged. That's how Kara the witch, her host and captor, preferred her.


At least this time I'm wearing clothes.
 She thought, taking in the small victory.

Well, clothes was a strong word for the tiny garments she was wearing. During her confinement, Kara preferred that Erri was naked, or wearing little as possible, and right now was the latter. Erri was currently clad in a tiny, white, silken thong and a matching bra. The warrior could tell that her captor must have something special planned, because everything on Erri, even her bindings, matched.

Her hands were tied behind her back with white, silken cloth, and so were her legs at the ankle. A thick, white silken cloth had been pulled tight between her lips and knotted at the back. Erri grunted, feeling her upper and lower lip barely protruding over the top and bottom of the gag. After that, Kara had seated Erri on a wooden stool at the far side of the room, which now gave Erri a great full of Kara's thong clad behind as she on a similar stool on the far side of the room.

Normally, Erri wouldn't mind a beautiful woman's nearly naked posterior being in her face like that, but Erri was still concerned as to what exactly Kara had planned. The room they were in, to the best of Erri's knowledge, seemed to be a lab or kitchen of some sort. A kettle cooked over a raging hearth against one wall, and pots, pans, and vials filled with various strange substances hung from racks or lined shelves. At the rear of the room was a small bed, which didn't surprise Erri, every room in this tower seemed to have a bed.

Erri had never been in this room before, but once again, that didn't surprise her. She had long ago suspected that many of the rooms in the tower didn't exist until Kara used her magic to will them into existence, and could will anything she needed into that room as well, hence the bed.

Right now though, Erri's attention kept shifting from Kara's beautiful, supple ass to what exactly she was doing in this room. The witch was sitting on a wooden stool and stooped over a work bench of some sort, and seemed to be mixing several oddly colored liquids together. Erri's eyes kept trying to follow Kara's hands as they flew around the table in a flurry, but her eyes kept straying to the witch's lovely behind.

One good thing about Kara keeping Erri barely clothed was that the witch too seemed to barely wear anything. Currently, the thong she wore consisted of a gold colored garment in the front, and a gold chain that ran along her hips and down through her juicy ass cheeks. While starring at it, a brief mental picture ran through Erri's head of her biting down on one of those luscious looking cheeks.

The warrior shook her head, banishing the thought. Part of her wished that Kara would take out the gag long enough for them to talk, so Erri could explain all these scenarios she had running in her mind. Over the past few months, Kara had shown Erri pleasure that she had never imagined she would experience. All of Erri's fantasies of being dominated had come true at the hands of this beautiful, wonderful witch.

But Erri wanted more, she wanted equality, partnership, but Kara only wanted a slave.

Sadly, for Erri, it was hard to communicate this with a cloth stuffed in your mouth most of the time.

So she watched as Kara's hands continued to toil with the concoction. The witch wore a matching, gold bra to match her thong as well, though if tonight was like every other night they had spent together, those garments would be coming off soon.

“Hurrrrmm? Mmmrrm?” Erri mumbled, growing impatient. Her stomach rumbled and she realized she had been ignoring her hunger. Feeding times was one of the few times that Kara took off Erri's gag.

“Oh hush, I'll only be another minute.” Kara admonished, not bothering to look over her shoulder.

“Hrrrmm...” Erri grumbled. Maybe this time, if Kara took the gag off, they could talk.

The witch remained stooped over the bench for a few minutes more, and then let out what sounded like a sigh of joy and stood up. When she turned to face Erri, she had a mug of a steaming liquid in her hand with a spoon in it and a big smile on her face.

“Oh, now things are gonna get fun!” Kara exclaimed.

“Urrrmm...” Erri mumbled, shifting back in her chair. She didn't like where this was going.

Kara grabbed her stool and carried it across the room with her, setting it down just in front of where Erri sat. The witch then sat down, so close their knees were rubbing against each other's, and pulled the gag out of Erri's mouth.

The warrior gasped, taking in air, and stretched out her sore, aching jaw. Slowly, her mouth was getting used to the soreness that came from being gagged, but not fast enough for her liking. Erri looked to see that Kara was scooping up the strange, red, steamy liquid in the spoon and lifting towards the warrior's mouth.

“Hey, wait, can we talk?” Erri leaned her head back as Kara inched the spoon closer to her face.

“Oh shush, here. It's good for you.” Kara whispered.

“Hey, wait – ummmp!” When Erri opened her mouth to speak, Kara shoved the wooden spoon inside her gaping maw. Her mouth filled with the sweet, tangy taste of whatever the liquid was.

“There ya go, swallow!” Kara encouraged, keeping the spoon pressed inside Erri's mouth. Once the warrior did, the witch took another spoonful of the substance.

“Come on, let's just-” Once again, Erri was cut off by the witch stuffing the spoon in her mouth. Erri swallowed without resistance this time.

“Good, good pet.” Kara cooed and got another spoonful. Erri didn't resist, this time opening her mouth and letting her captor pour the substance in.

“Good, take your medicine.”

“What is it?” Erri managed to ask before getting another spoonful of the strange, red substance.

“It's good for you, here's more.” Kara answered.

And so it went, Kara feeding Erri the sweet, red liquid until the spoon struck the bottom of the empty bowl.

“Oh, look at that.” Kara pouted and tapped the bottom of the bowl.

“Hey look, now that we're done, I'd love to talk abou-URRRFF!” Erri was cut off, yet again, by Kara putting the gag back in her mouth.

“Hrrrummph! Mmmmph!” Erri spat. There were times she thought she would never get used to this.

Kara set the bowl on a nearby table and sat on her stool, chin resting on her hand. It almost seemed like she was studying Erri.

“Mwwhff?” Erri asked, but Kara only continued to watch her.

Watch her for what? What was she waiting for?

Then it occurred to her that the red substance must have been some sort of potion.

What did she do to me?

“Hrrry! Mfff!”

Kara didn't react though, and kept tapping her finger on her chin impatiently. Erri's eyes were wide, watching the witch for any reaction beyond bored anticipation.

Do I feel anything happening?

Erri tried to stay calm as she tuned into her body, waiting for... what? A sensation? A tingling? Anything? If it was a potion, what did it do? Furthermore, how would she know if it was working?

Her eyes angled down to her large breast (something she still wasn't used to) and past them, over her abs, thighs, and bound legs. They all looked normal, but she didn't know if she was expecting to transform or what.

“Hey, look at me!” Kara ordered. Erri's eyes immediately met the witch's gaze. Her captor was staring deep into the warrior's eyes, scanning, searching.

For what?

A change? Was Kara hoping that Erri would look at her differently?

“How do you feel?” Kara asked, leaning forward, never taking her eyes away from Erri.

“Hmmmph?” Erri cocked her head. It wasn't like she could answer.

“Do you like... feel different... when you look at me?” Kara asked. To Erri, it looked like her eyes were wide with... concern?

“Mrrwwa?” Erri asked as best she could.

Kara sighed, clearly frustrated when she realized that she would have to take her captive's gag out, and pulled out the stifling satin.

“Okay, how do you feel?” Kara leaned forward.

Erri ignored her, taking a breath and stretching out her still sore jaw.

“Hey, I asked you a-”

“I feel...normal.” Erri shot back, glaring at her captor. Kara gasped at the retort and glared at her captive.

“Don't you interrupt me!”

“You mean how you always interrupt me when you put that gag back in---MMMMPH!” Erri was cut off yet again by Kara shoving the gag back in her mouth.

“MMMMMPH! UMMMFFF! MMMPH!” Erri spat into her gag as Kara stood up, looking down at the warrior with annoyance and disappointment.

“So you don't feel anything?” Kara stood up and was now pacing in front of the bound and gagged warrior.

“Mmrrrmm urrrm mrrrf! Mrrff! Fffff mmmo! Urrg!” Erri spat into her gag, kicking her feet against her stool and tugging on the bonds that held her hands behind her back. Fury started to cloud her mind.

This woman kidnaps her, keeps her bound and gagged for months, and then gets angry when interrupted! The nerve! Erri continued to thrash and scream into her gag. Part of her knew that she couldn't undo her bonds, but if she could, then she would enjoy unleashing months of pent up fury on Kara.

Kara though, ignored Erri as she paced in front of her.

“It doesn't make sense, the potion should have worked. I followed it to the letter.”

Upon hearing this, Erri stopped her thrashing and glared at Kara. So it was a potion!

What kind though?

The thong clad witch kept pacing, talking to herself as she did.

“It should have worked, love potions are powerful and simple...”

A love potion!

Erri's mood darkened and she glared at Kara, who still paced, muttering to herself, ignoring the bound and gagged warrior.

She used a love potion on me!

A love potion! The nerve! She couldn't believe it that this witch would try something like that!

Before Erri could think of what she was doing, she hopped off of the stool and balanced on her bound feet. Fury carried her and gave her strength. She had been through a lot these past few months, and had been violated in every way, but this witch attempting to use a love potion on her was the final straw. It was an invasion of Erri's privacy, personality, and intimacy.

Kara stopped and turned to face Erri just as the bound and gagged warrior sprung forward and slammed her forehead into Kara's face. The shocked witch cried out in pain and fell back. Erri didn't let up, and pounced on the fallen witch, driving her knees into Kara's stomach.

Kara barely had time to cry out before Erri head butted her again. This time when she was hit, Kara's eyes rolled back in her head and she went still. Erri let out a breath and stood on top of the unconscious witch, waiting for her eyes to flutter open again.

They didn't.

She waited and waited, but Kara was out cold. The steady rise and fall of her chest told Erri that she was alive, and she could see a red bump growing on Kara's forehead where she had been headbutted, twice.

Erri realized that she didn't know what to do next. She was so caught up in her anger and in the moment that she didn't stop to think what she would do if she actually overpowered Kara.

Escape?

That made sense, but how? The tower was a magical maze, ruled by Kara. The rooms, halls, and entrances changed on the witch's whim.

Erri looked up and got her answer. As she took in the room around her, it started to... shimmer. It was like a reflection in a pool being splashed away. The roaring hearth, the bed, the bench, everything started to ripple and wave around her. Her eyes widened as she saw the room around her shimmer away to a cold gray, and the wood floor that she was kneeling on turned to hard stone.

A cold breeze blew from behind and Erri shivered, and then realized that since she had entered the tower she had never been cold, or hot. The temperature had always been just right.

She watched as the wall in front of her turned to gray stone, and as she turned her head, the entire room shimmered out of existence. Now she and the unconscious witch were in a cold, dank, gray room. Light shined in from above, and Erri became aware of the sound of birds in the distance.

Outside!

“Ummmph!” She looked up and saw a hole in the ceiling, giving her a glimpse of blue sky for the first time in months.

“Mmsss!” She squealed in delight, and spun around to see a crumbling, gray staircase leading down. At the bottom she could see a hint of grass waiting.

Erri turned and looked down at Kara, still unconscious. Her attack on the witch must have caused her to lose her concentration on the spell. This was her moment, she had to run before Kara woke up and returned the tower to it's former glory.


First I need to get free!
 She was still bound and gagged, sadly that wasn't magic. Somehow she had to get loose, and had to get loose fast, before Kara woke up.

***

The feeling of wet grass on Erri's bare feet felt amazing as she ran through a wide field away from her captivity. She only turned around once and gave a fleeting glimpse of the tower that had been her home for so many months. The sight of it almost caused her to gasp.

When she first saw it, the tower had been a grand, endless structure, filled with windows and staircases, and it stretched onwards up past the heavens themselves. Now, she looked upon it with a different kind of awe.

She would barely call the crumbling structure behind her a tower. Maybe at one point it was mighty, but now it was little more than a door and a short staircase leading up to a landing where the unconscious Kara now lay. Somehow, the witch's magic turned a crumbling ruin into an endless maze that defied time and space itself.

But Erri didn't dwell on it too much, and turned and ran. Thankfully, the ruined tower had plenty of crumbling, flaking stone, and Erri used a sharp bit of rock to cut her bonds. For a moment she considered using her bonds to tie up Kara, but she worried that the witch might wake up and use her magic to free herself and entrap Erri again, so she fled.

Her plan was to put as much distance between herself and the tower as possible. She remembered Kara saying something about watching her from a far, and though she had no idea how that worked, she prayed that she was somehow able to hide from the witch's ever seeing gaze.

Maybe she could find a farm or town and ask for shelter. Then she realized that she had no idea where she was. The field she was running across didn't seem familiar, but it had been dark the night she entered the tower.

Didn't Kara say something about the tower moving? If so, then she could be anywhere.

She'll figure that out later, now she just wanted to run. So she did, straight towards a tree line at the far end of the field.

As she ran, Erri became dimly aware of a strange.. nudging sensation at the back of her head. She shook her head and pressed on, but felt it again. This time it was harder. The warrior skidded to a halt and swatted at the back of her head, but the feeling was still there.

It wasn't a physical sensation, more like... something in her brain, like someone was driving a dull spike through her mind's eye.

Then she gasped, feeling as the spike found it's mark. Erri stumbled and clutched her knees, and felt a feeling like someone taking a shovel and digging through every thought and feeling she ever had. As the shovel dug through her mind, a wave of emotions took over her. Anger, fear, love, lust, joy, pain, all of them encapsulated her at once. She cried, then screamed, and then laughed, and momentarily felt herself get aroused.

With the arousal, came a feeling of joy, of security... of love.

And with the love came the image of Kara's beautiful face.

Then, like that, the shovel stopped. All of the emotions that Erri had been feeling ceased, and she was left hunched over, shivering, her flesh raised, in the middle of the field. Her nipples pressed through the fabric of her bra, and she was still moist from the arousal.

Keep going! Run!

Erri gasped, took a breath, wiped the tears from her eyes, and stood straight.

Kara stood in front of her. The bump on her head gone, like the witch hadn't ever been attacked.

Somehow this didn't surprise Erri.

Kara was smiling, but it wasn't her usual smile of lust and mirth, but instead it was... softer... sweater. It was a kind smile, which Erri had never seen from Kara.

Erri though, just glared at her former captor.

“I'm not going back.” She said through thin lips.

“I looked into your mind, just now.” Kara opened her arms as she approached Erri, who took a step back.

“I said I'm not going back.” Erri kept backpedaling, balling her fists as she did.

“The love potion didn't work because you already love me.” Kara stopped, arms open. Erri stopped too, fists up.

“You love me.” Kara said in a pleading tone, arms still open. Erri realized that Kara wanted the warrior to embrace her.

“You... I was your prisoner.” Erri's voice was shaky.

“You just could have said something. I would do anything for you, take you anywhere.”

“I was gagged! I was your toy!” Erri gnashed her teeth, feeling her blood boil. Her nails bit into her palms as she spoke.

And Kara was right, she did love her. The witch had shown her pleasures and sensations that she had never dreamt of.

Kara was walking towards her now, arms still outstretched.

“Let's go back to the tower, we can talk.” Kara was close enough to touch Erri now.

The warrior lowered her head and her fists.

“We can figure something out. I was being selfish before, but now... this changes everything.” Kara stepped forward, preparing to embrace Erri.

Erri hated herself, hated her emotions for betraying her like this, and hated Kara.

And she loved Kara.

But she didn't trust Kara, and was sure of one thing:

She wasn't going back in that tower.

Kara approached and started wrapping her arms around Erri. As she did, Erri let out the loudest, most feral cry she could and tackled Kara.

The witch tumbled back, Erri on top of her. She tried to squirm away but the warrior wrapped her powerful, muscle bound arms around her and both women rolled in the grass as they struggled. Kara screamed and thrashed, trying to break free, and Erri smiled.

Kara may get her power from her tower, but out here, Erri was the strongest.

The two continued to thrash and struggle, rolling through the grass. Erri wasn't sure what her plan was beyond tackling Kara, but she figured she would figure something out.

Then, they rolled, and the ground sloped under them. Both women started tumbling down a hill and Erri let go of Kara.

Flecks of mud and dirt caked Erri's body as she stumbled, and she was dimly aware of Kara's blond hair whipping around as she fell too.

Then Erri rolled face first onto a patch of soft, wet mud. A second later she heard a PLOP as Kara landed next to her. Erri pushed herself up and wiped a layer of mud from her face to see Kara lying a few feet away, also face down in the mud. The witch was completely spread eagled, her thong clad ass covered in mud like the rest of her body.

Erri got to her feet and looked herself over. Like Kara, she was caked in mud and dirt.

Then Kara lifted her head, groaned in disgust, and wiped the mud away from her face. The look she gave Erri was pure fury.

“You!” She hissed, pushing herself up into a standing position.

Erri stood, throwing up her fists.

“I can't believe you would do this! After all I did!” Kara rushed towards her.

“All you did! Kept me prisoner! Violated me!”

“You love me! I love you!” Kara screamed.

“Yes, but I wanted a choice!” Erri's eyes filled with tears as she screamed at the witch, her lover, her captor.

Kara stopped, eyes wide and hurt, and stared at the mud covered warrior.

“A choice?” She cocked her head.

“I would go with you if you had given me a choice, you took that.” Erri swallowed back her tears and threw up her fists again.

“Well, what have we here!” A woman called in a sing-songy voice. Both Kara and Erri turned to see Macy, the fair haired bandit leader, standing on the bottom of the hill, flanked by Cassia, her olive skinned partner, and two other women.

Erri froze, eyes widening in recognition. This was it, the woman, the moment she dreamed of for so long.

Not now! Now wasn't the moment.

Erri could see that Macy too recognized her and smiled.

“Oh look who it is. We meet again.”

The warrior only had to take one look at Macy's eye to see that the bandit didn't have good intentions for her or Kara. Instinctively, Erri took a protective stance in front of Kara.

“Kara, run!” She pushed the witch back, but then suddenly her arms grabbed from either side.

More women! They must have flanked her and Kara while Macy distracted them! Erri heard Kara cry out in alarm and turned her head to see two women twisting her arms behind her back. Erri too let out an involuntary cry as her captors twisted her arms behind her back.

“Unhand me! I am a powerful witch and will use such dark magic on you-” Kara screamed as her hands were bound behind her back.

“Gag the witch so she can't use her magic!” Macy ordered.

“What? No-ULLLMPPH!” Kara's cry was cut of by one of the bandits pulling a thick, white cloth over her mouth and knotting it at the back of her neck.

Once the bandits had the witch gagged, they started to drag her off past Macy, who was approaching Erri.

Erri was pushed towards Macy by her captors, who had also tied her hands behind her back.

“Well, it seems that you can't keep away from me.” Macy gloated, running one of her fingers over Erri's chin. Erri pulled away in revulsion.

“I'm surprised to see you, I thought some other women would be using you as a doormat.” Erri sneered, keeping her head raised in defiance.

“You know what? Gag her too.” Macy nodded towards Erri and walked off towards where Kara was being dragged.

“Wait, listen I-UMMMMPH!” Erri was silenced by a thick gag pulled over her mouth, much like Kara.

Then her captors started to drag her away. She fought and tried to plant her feet, but couldn't find any traction in the slick mud. Months of captivity had weakened her, but Kara's magic had made it so she didn't notice.

“Mmmmph! Mmmoo! Ummm!” Erri fought, but her captors carried her along with ease. As she fought, she became dimly aware of the wetness between her legs and of her erect nipples.

She was still aroused. Ever since her first encounter with these women, this was the moment that she sought, and now they had her. Her mind told her to fight and resist, but her body told her to enjoy it.

Ahead, she could see a large, open back cart, and in the back were two tall, thin, wrought iron cages. The cages were tall enough and wide enough to fit two full grown women like Erri and Kara.

“Mmmmoo!” Kara, still a ways ahead of Erri, raised her feet and kicked at the air as her captors carried her towards the cart.

“See, we would have fun with you two ourselves, but we're short on funds right now,” Macy stopped and motioned to one of the open cages. “And I know people who would pay top dollar for women like you.”

“Ummm! Mmmmp! Hlllp!” Kara fought and kicked, blond hair whipping around as her captors dragged her towards her fate. One of the women hopped up onto the cart, grabbed Kara's kicking feet, and with the help of the others hoisted her up.

Kara barely had time to get her bearings before she was shoved into the cage and the door slammed behind. The witch turned and faced her captor with wide, angry eyes.

“Mmmrrrmmmh!” She cried, looking down to see the bandit closing a padlock over the gate.

“Mmmmooo!” Kara screamed, kicking at the cage. It was useless, her powers were limited away from the tower, she was a prisoner now.

Erri didn't put up as much of a fight, and allowed them to lift her onto the back of the cart and shove her inside the cage. She never took her eyes off of the door as they padlocked it.

And then the cart was moving, the bandits flanking it on either side. Kara didn't stop thrashing or moaning the whole time.

“Mmmoo! Urrrrmm! Mrrrufff! Ullgggumm!” She screamed and kicked at the cage as their captors carted them away.

Erri though, leaned back and slid down into a sitting position, content to let Kara thrash and struggle until she wore herself out. In a way, Erri realized this was fitting for them both, a life of servitude, as prisoners of their own lust.

She would spend the rest of her days in bondage, and the moisture between her legs told her that she was okay with it.

The End
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