XI

Andy sat on his bed, watching as the red numbers of the digital clock slowly but unyieldingly counted on toward infinity. Though in his case, he was only sitting there for nineteen minutes when there was a knock at his front door. Habit instilled the instinct in him to get up and answer it, but the sudden pain in his ribs nixed that idea almost as soon as he tried it.


“Andy, it's me,” he heard Amanda call through the front door.


“It's open... ow!” he yelled back, the force of which hurt his chest because of his broken ribs.


The door opened and she entered the house, closing it again behind her and he could hear, locking it. A moment later she was at his side in the bedroom.


“Who did this too you?” she asked, looking at the swelling his face was already beginning to take on from the punch delivered there by Steve.


“That would be Steve, the roid-raging romeo from upstairs.” He said, trying to inject humor into the moment at his own personal expense. Unfortunately the chuckle at the end inflamed his broken ribs more and he ended up wincing instead of laughing.


“Lets see your chest, can you sit up, or would you rather I just cut the shirt off?” she asked.


He thought about sitting up, but decided that he’d had plenty of plain white t-shirts that weren't stained with his own blood, and that this one could be cut up much less painfully than removed properly. “The scissors are... in...”


Amanda just took the collar in both hands and pulled old shirt in opposite directions, tearing it down the middle.


“... Bathroom?” Andy finished surprised.

Amanda giggled at him and despite the sympathy expressed by her eyes, never the less dazzled him with her million candlepower smile. “You gave me a strong body, or did you forget?” she said as she looked down from his eyes to his chest. The smile faded to a look of concern when she saw obviously broken ribs on his left side.


“Did you call the paramedics?” She asked, with complete seriousness in her voice suddenly.


“No, I don't know why, but I called you first.” Andy said after a second of inwardly questioning himself as to why he'd done that.


“Good. Lets see if I can fix you.” she said, with confidence displacing the slight concern in her voice.


“Can you do that?” Andrew asked in surprise.


“I don't know. If you don't want me to try though, tell me, because otherwise I am gonna try. Or I can call for an ambulance. They say broken ribs take 4-6 weeks to conventionally heal to the point where it doesn't hurt to laugh...” she replied, adding the last bit to convince him to give her a try.


“It can't hurt, give it a shot.” he said with shallow breathes.

Unlike at the IHOP with Kim, this time Amanda touched him, and closed her eyes

as if she were concentrating very hard. Andy suddenly felt a sharp stabbing pain in his side followed by intense heat and then. Well then he felt fine. Kim opened her eyes and stepped back, looking down at him with electric intensity.


Andy took a testing deep breath… Nothing. He took another, and again felt no pain. Sitting up was just like normal, and he twisted his back left and right in an intentional attempt to make his just recently broken ribs hurt. It didn't work. He stood and stretched, reaching for the ceiling. He didn't feel in the least bit bad. In fact, he felt great, decidedly so since up until forty five minutes before all he wanted to do was get a good nights sleep.


He stepped up to and wrapped his arms around her, scooped her off the floor in a huge hug, culminating in a kiss that seemed to last for a full minute.


“That was amazing! I feel better than ever! You did it!” he exclaimed too her after the kiss broke off, but while still holding her too him. Amanda's feet were clear of the floor by at least ten inches.


“I am kinda surprised it worked too, but it's really great that it did.” she replied as she kissed him again.


Andy realized right then and there that he had a four foot eleven inch tall sex kitten with enormous breasts smashed into him, and up until this point wasn't the least bit aware of that. Right then and there another realization came to him. I think I love her.


He pulled away from her kiss and looked into her emerald green eyes only inches from his own. “Amanda, I... I love you.”


Instantly he felt her arms constrict around him, her legs encircle his waist, and her twin globes smash harder into his magically healed chest. Her lips ground back into his with the intensity of a firestorm, and Andy staggered backwards until his legs hit the bed and he fell back, Mandy still entwined around him.


Her tongue and his twisted and dove around each other as the flames of her bliss induced passions refused to be quenched. She then started kissing her way down his neck, reveling in the feeling of his hands roaming about her back and chest. Soon her kisses were at his collar bones, and she proceeded to kiss her way down between his pecs until she was at his nipple line. There she made a detour on her trip south to tongue his nipples before starting once again to head lower.


Andy's fingers played with her nipples until they were out of reach, just as her chin reached the elastic of his boxer shorts. True to form, the boxers did nothing to hide the erection sequestered within, which by this point was doing its best impression of a center pole in a one man pup tent.


“Andy Morris, you've made me the happiest woman in the city tonight. I think I will make you happy now, unless of course you are too beat up.” She stated playfully as she massaged his member though the thin cotton material.


“You make me very happy Mandy.” was all he could reply with, but it seemed to be enough for her.


She pulled on the elastic waist band of his shorts and stretched it over the top of his now free standing tent pole. Once free of physiological obstructions, she proceeded to pull them completely off and then took up a position straddling his legs with her face but inches from his cock.


Looking directly into his eyes, she wrapped both hands around his rigid rod and began to jack him off in opposite directions. “Andy. Can I play with you?” she asked, trying to sound innocent. He just nodded his accent. That was all she wanted to see.


Andy felt a familiar warmth flood his dick as it surged larger. He watched as her hands spread further and further apart as what had previously been a plausible but large penis lengthened and gained in girth to world record size, and then world record size for horses. Opening her mouth as far as possible she managed then to stuff the entire head of his tool into her mouth and apply admirable suction.


Andy had no real idea how big he was at this point, at least a foot and a half, and probably closer to two feet long, and maybe two or two and a half inches in diameter. It didn't matter, she was playing him like a Stradivarius violin and he was getting ready to hit his high note. He could feel the impending orgasm welling up inside himself, like a river behind a dam at flood stage. A little more rain and the dam would break.


Amanda was aware of where Andy was sitting too, and just as he was at the very crest, she stopped, popping his swollen tip from her mouth and pulling her hands to her shoulders. She could see the look of need in his eyes as he starred at her. I am a bad bad girl. Her hands slowly caressed there way across the expanse of her bosom conforming shirt to the bottom hem. She crossed her left arm under her right and then grabbed the hem and lifted.


Encased as they were in the clingy fabric of the shirt, the massive orbs rose as she pulled the shirt up and soon they were fighting with her chin for space until gravity and surface tension took and released their grips respectively. The result was that her boobs fell back to there normal high set position on her chest where they bounced and wobbled for what seemed like an eternity.


Topless now, Amanda grasped his still throbbing and now pre-cum leaking cock at the base with her left hand. Then, she sandwiched her breasts around it with her right hand and finally looked like she was ready to start sucking on it again. However, now she was on her knees, with her crotch right above his bloated balls, and in this position she had to bend her neck downward farther than was really comfortable to once again start her fellatio.


This time Andy figured it out on his own, and suddenly Amanda was literally staring a the cue ball sized head of his unit at perfect mouth level. As the blow job resumed, she knew that he wasn't far from where she'd left off, and with the increased sensation from the titty-fucking-hand-jacking-blow-job she was giving him, he wasn't going to last long. Still though, she wanted to try one more thing that she'd been thinking about since he had left earlier.


She'd gotten the idea from a story she read years ago, but in this case, it would work perfectly, especially since magic didn't have any limitations so far. Again, just before his climax she stopped short. Andy groaned with frustration. His cock was throbbing and his poor gonads felt like they were going to burst.


“Just wait Andy, I want to measure you for this next part,” she said as she got up and grabbed a measuring tape from her purse. Returning quickly, she unfurled it along his

leviathan prick. “Mmmmm, 26 and a half inches long, and...” she wrapped it around, “just over seven and a half inches around, Andy it's beautiful.” she said with a blissful smile.


Then, as quickly as she'd withdrawn her mouth from the turgid penis, she took a huge breath and plunged her face upon it, with her hands grasping it as guides. Before he knew what was going on, Andy could swear she was trying to deep throat his python, and what was more, she was succeeding. Her throat bulged enormously as the head and then the shaft slowly inched its way further and further down her throat. The indescribable tightness was accompanied by pulsing and throbbing as his snake moved unrelentingly further into her. He felt her heartbeat from inside as he went deeper still down her throat and then, finally, her nose hit his pubic hair.


Then she swallowed.


That felling set him off, the feeling of a contraction running the length of his cock inside her, milking his pole and smashing him with sensation. He exploded inside of her, jizim gushing from him and into her stomach. With every pulse his orgasm just built on its self, sending more and more spunk into her until finally he could not take it any more and in climactic overload, his brain reset.


After a few seconds, Mandy slowly pulled herself off of Andy, and finally withdrew his still drooling cock from her mouth, taking a very deep breath after almost two minutes with out breathing. She felt full and suddenly very contented, and maneuvering Andy's legs back onto his bed, proceeded to tuck him in.


BUUUUURAAAAAP! The belch caught her by surprise and her hands flew to her mouth, but the room suddenly smelled of vanilla and she relaxed with a silly smile.


Laying next to him and squirming under the covers, she wrapped her arms around him and smooshed her breasts against him.


“I love you too Andy.”

XII

The wheels of the wide body Boeing biting into the asphalt of the runway at Seatac airport made Richard's eyes open suddenly. He immediately looked about himself, and then the seat next to him, where Ms. Edgefield was sitting. She was her usual composed self. In all the years he'd worked for her, he'd never seen her sleep. She wasn't a bad lady to work for, and indeed, for the last twelve years he'd not considered working for any one else. She paid well, and she didn't normally ask much of him, as long as he did as asked when asked. Still, this was the first trip he'd ever been asked to accompany her on, which was disconcerting to him. This meant that she'd be here a while.


For her part, Ms. Edgefield was anxious to get on the ground. While it was a necessity, she didn't like to fly. She much preferred taking a ship, especially since sailing ships had gone out of use.


At least it's fast, sure as hell beats sixty days on a leaky sloop. She shuddered at the though of that trip so many years prior. Still, it's no Normadie, or even the United States for that matter.
BING-BONG

“-Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Seattle-Tacoma International Airport. The local time is 9:37 AM, and the temperature is a familiar forty one degrees. On behalf of the flight crew, and every one at British Airways, thank you for flying with us. We hope to see you all again soon. It will be a few more moments until we arrive at our gate, but portable phone use is now allowed. We ask that you remain in your seats until we have stopped taxiing and have arrived at our gate.-“

It would be a few more minutes before she, with Richard in tow (and encumbered with four carry on bags) walked purposefully down the jet-way. While Richard had been accustomed to Ms. Edgefield's beauty, the people moving about the international terminal weren't so acclimated.


A French father of three was been expounding upon the virtues of Airbus as opposed to Boeing jet liners when he saw her and his words caught mid sentence, neck craning about until he walked into a newspaper box, knocking it and himself over and causing a cascade of expletives in French from him, and his wife. This was not an isolated incident however. Like a wake from a ship, as she walked by, double and triple takes along with accidents followed her. It wasn't hard to see why.


Catherine Mary Edgefield was striking, standing over six feet tall even with out her semi conservative high heels. Even in a deep navy business suit, there was no mistaking her feminine charms, and her rich chestnut brown hair looked like it belonged on a Clarol box. Still her face was what was grabbing the majority of the attention at the moment.


Almost luminous green eyes were framed by what could only be called the perfect nose and eyebrows that would make Julianna Margulies envious. Her skin was like what you would find on an antique porcelain doll, and flawless. Her lips were stained a natural crimson color and formed with a permanent ever so slightly seductive smile. She was what every fashion editor would have killed for to put on there magazine cover. But she wasn't a model. Ms. Edgefield was all business.


The official reason for her travel to Seattle was to make a very sizable donation to the Seattle Art Museum for a new annex. Of course it would be donated in person, before the museum administration, but for privacy it would be considered an anonymous grant. Her true reason behind this little holiday to America however was far less benevolent.

Initially it had been to acquire what ever form or raw magic she'd felt being used. However, as of yesterday she'd felt two distinctly different people using magic in the Emerald City, and one of them was quite obviously generating it with in them. If one of the great wizards or magicians of ages gone by had decided to resurface here and now, this trip could become very dangerous indeed. Added to that, she could feel a dark power, an almost palpable blackness at the very edge of her consciousness.


This trip could turn out to be very messy if more people had felt the sudden reemergence of magic into use in the mortal world. Caution and prudence have served you well and kept you alive for almost nine hundred years Catherine, don't get sloppy now. She thought as she walked out of the terminal and into the baggage claim area.


Upon her approach to the carousel she noticed a young woman in a chauffeur's uniform holding a sign that read EDGEFIELD waiting off to the side of the claim area. Catherine smiled inwardly and made eye contact with the woman, who's name plate read “Emily”, and a look of shock came over the driver's face.


The second there eye's met, Emily felt her arousal flare from non-existent to bonfire intensity. Her breath caught in her throat and heartbeat quickened. Beneath the jacket nipples became almost painfully erect and she was suddenly very glad that the heavy jacket concealed her state.


“Mm... mmm... Miss Edge... fa... fa... field?” she stuttered completely flustered.


“Yes dear, and this is my butler Richard,” she said motioning to the encumbered man behind her and to the left. “Please be a dear and help him retrieve the remainder of my luggage.” she stated with a kind but in-charge tone.


Something about her voice was driving poor Emily crazy, as her arousal ratcheted up further from bonfire to firestorm. A deep blush spread across her body and pupils dilated as she felt a trickle of juices start to creep down her left leg.


“Ya... yes ma'am.” she replied. Her first step almost made her fall though as her

knees were suddenly weak.


Catherine smiled at the drivers reactions to her simple mental suggestions. Americans are so over sexed it's easy to get them fired up, but I think I still have it.


A few moments, later four large suitcases were being hauled with great difficulty out to the waiting Cadillac limousine. When the bags were finally put away and the doors closed Emily lowered the privacy divider and asked “Where to?”


“The Fairmont Olympic dear.” She said, noting also that Emily seemed to be making eye contact with her as much as possible through the rear view mirror as they took off and maneuvered into traffic for the hotel. The trip took just over twenty-five minutes at which point Emily helped unload the baggage and cast one last longing look at Catherine.


“Ma'am, Bruce will be driving for you this afternoon. But, well, I will be available again every day this week until Wednesday. If... if you need any thing.” she said, extending a business card in her direction.


“Emily, I will require a driver with less conspicuous means of transport. If you are in a position where you can handle that, I would indeed need your help.” she replied, taking the card and handing her a envelope with gold trim and a golden wax E privacy seal closing it.


“Wa... what's this?” asked the still obviously turned on young woman.


“Consider that a gratuity for services rendered, and an indication of what you can expect if you work for me. Open it later if you like.” she said.


As Emily reached to take the envelope, her fingers touched Catherine's and suddenly the most needed orgasm of her life gripped her right then and there on the drive way to the nicest hotel in Seattle. She couldn't stand, her legs buckled underneath her and she fell to her knees and let out a long loud moan.


“I think I will see you tomorrow,” Ms. Edgefield said, leaving the barely cognizant driver to recover on her own.
* * *

“Good Afternoon?” the dark haired young man said picking up the phone.


“Hello, Miss De'Trieste please?” an older male voice with a thick foreign accent inquired.


“And who should I say is calling?” the young man replied.


“Her employer.” The voice replied, quickly demonstrating a lack of patience.


“She's indisposed at the moment. Can I take a message?”


“Tell her to... call the office as soon as she can. Ciao.” the voice terminated the call curtly.


“What a creep,” the young man said as he hung up the receiver. He walked to the bathroom knocked on the door, hearing the shower running beyond.


“Who was on the phone?” said a soft female voice over the shower's hiss.


“Some guy saying he was your employer, Spanish sounding guy, said you should call the office as soon as you could.”


The water cut off immediately, and a stark naked woman barreled out of the bathroom and down the hall.

“He didn't say who he was? Did he leave a number? Did he sound older? Tell me every thing you remember!” she demanded as she threw on clothes in the bedroom.


“I thought you said you didn't have a job?” the man asked.


“I do have a job, I just haven't had to work in a long time. He didn't say any thing? No number or anything?” she asked almost sounding panicked.


“No, nothing. Are you okay Cianna? What is it that you do? This is starting to wig me out a bit.” he replied.


“It's complicated. My employer keeps me on retainer to deal with problems that arise. I just haven't been called in a few ... years.” she finished that last word quietly.


“What kind of problems. What do you do? Hon, you're not making sense.”


“Allan, believe me when I say that you don't want to know.” she replied. He could hear a zipper going up.


A moment later she emerged from the room wearing what could only be described as black military fatigues underneath a unbuttoned great coat. “You had better just head back to your place. I will probably be gone for a few days.”

Allan could see what were obviously guns strapped in to a shoulder holster under each arm, but he asked her any way. “Are those guns? Are you in trouble?”


She took a deep breath and removed the coat, laying it across the arm of an overstuffed chair in the living room and motioned for Allan to take a seat on the couch. The sight of a five foot two inch woman in combat boots with a pair of full sized pistols strapped under each shoulder disturbed him greatly. He knew that she spent a lot of time in the gym, and indeed, her focus on fitness was one of the things that had attracted him to her almost two months ago. Now however she looked like a soldier for some super secret hit squad, and he wasn't sure he was ready for the conversation that they were about to have. “Please don't tell me you kill people for a living.”


Her expression was one of calculation, as though she was weighing what she was about to say. “Very rarely... and only the evil ones.” It would have sounded funny were it not for the very real pistols slung from her shoulders, the extra magazines, the large knife on her belt, or the completely serious inflection in her voice.


Allan looked honestly frightened. The very thought that this woman who he was pretty sure he was falling for might be able to kill people was not something he could wrap his brain around. She didn't seem like the soldier type, let alone the special ops type. Women aren't supposed to be in Special Forces. Who does she work for?
“Okay hon, let me explain from the beginning. Well almost the beginning. I work for the church. I am essentially a hit man for the Vatican. Only I haven't had to do any work in almost twenty five years. They just give me an allowance and I wait to hear from them.” Cianna explained.

He looked lost. No, lost wasn't the right word. Disbelieving was probably better. He just sat there with wide eyes and mouth agape. Just as he looked like he was about to form words, he just shook his head. Finally he let his words come out, “I can't believe you would go to this length to break up with me.”

It was Cianna's turn to look surprised. That quickly changed to a brief smirk, and then a return to seriousness. “You think that I would go to this length to break up with you?”

“Well, I don't know what else to think. The Catholic Church doesn't do assassinations, well not in several hundred years. So obviously this is some kind of ploy to get rid of me.” he replied.

“This isn't a rouse, I do work for the Vatican, and have almost all my life. If you can't come to grips with this, then we may have to part ways.” she said, digging her hand into a pocket in the trench coat.

“So this is an elaborate masquerade. This is a pretty messed up way to dump a guy.”

This is why you don't get into relationships. Half the time you out live them, and the rest of the time, they can't come to grips with your job. “Listen Allan, I don't have time to convince you that I am what I say I am. If you want to be a part of my life, accept what I say. If you can't handle it, I will part ways, and I will have to protect my self and my employer. What will it be?”

Allan wasn't a small guy, about six feet two inches tall and he had met Cianna at Gold’s Gym. He was in much better than average shape, so he wasn't worried about her physical strength, but she had two pistols and something in her pocket. Even if you don't believe her, which you don't Allan, she's armed, and they look pretty real. Still, do you want to go out with a woman who can't just tell you the simple truth.

“Okay Cianna, I will take a hint. I don't think we can be together if you can't be honest with me. I'll get my stuff and be gone in fifteen minutes.


She closed her eyes and shook her head. “I am sorry Allan”. With alarming quickness she launched a tasseled dart at him. While he managed to get his arm up to try to block it, he failed to prevent it from hitting him at all, and dart sank about one half inch into his fore arm. The impact surprisingly didn't hurt, but he felt the soft pressure of the hit. That made him angry.


Allan pulled the little black steel dart from his arm and tossed it across the room and then lunged at her, head lowered and arms out to grapple with her. With his head down though, he had no time to see the polished boot cock back and swing out in a wide arc until it landed square in the charging man's jaw. The effect was much faster than the tranquilizer on the dart that he'd been hit with moments before, but the same none the less. His next foot failed to support any of his weight, and the kick had altered his trajectory enough that he just crashed to the floor in a heap, completely unconscious.


Moving to the bathroom, she delved into the medicine cabinet and retrieved a small syringe and then went to the refrigerator and pulled an unmarked medication bottle from the butter compartment. After loading the needle, she quickly stabbed it into his upper thigh, pressed the plunger home and then bent the needle on the floor and tossed it into the trashcan next to the computer in the living room. Finally she lifted him easily over her shoulder and with her free hand opened the window to the fire escape.


An hour later, Allan was still sitting unconscious in the alley way behind the apartment, while Cianna De'Trieste was walking into St. Pauls Cathedral.

