XVI


The meeting with the Cardinal had been short, and unpleasant. Cianna didn't like her current handler, or for that matter, the last five heads of the New York City Diocese, or, with just a few exceptions, any of the European diocese in which she'd worked in before that for nearly the last thousand years. Part of the issue with being a perpetual 22 year old, was that one didn't get taken seriously, even if the mind inside that body was filled with 1047 years of life experience. The other part was that she was a woman, and not a nun, but a soldier. Perpetual youth probably didn't help that either.


The Cardinal had explained that arcane powers had suddenly appeared in use on the west coast of the United States. Her purpose would be to seek out the users of this arcane power, identify them, determine their danger, and do whatever she deemed necessary to keep  them from using said powers further. He handed her a round trip ticket for one (middle seat) on a second class air carrier and bid her good luck. When she'd tried to protest, he'd threatened to take away her living stipend. That fact, had pretty much ended the conversation. 


On arrival in Seattle however, Cianna had felt quite plainly the pull of magic. Not parlor tricks or voodoo, but honest to God magic. It had been a long time since she'd felt magical power of this magnitude, and she'd immediately driven her rental car toward it, only to find that there were two major sources and several minor residuals floating around the metropolitan area. Her instructions hadn't said anything about such wide spread exposure. It had only taken her just over a half hour to determine that one of those sources was not local, but was residing at the Olympic Hotel. The other source was much more powerful, but further away, and it had taken her an additional fifteen minutes to localize it to a single apartment building in the Capitol Hill neighborhood.


The nice thing about Capitol Hill was that her outfit wasn't too out of the ordinary. The black pants and long trench coat marked her as a member of the punk-goth community, and didn't draw her more than an initial glance from most passersby. On closer inspection though, she had none of the physical markings of the goth crowd. No piercings, no tattoos, no makeup, and long dark brown hair that was pulled into a loose pony tail screamed “NOT PUNK”!


She'd parked her car at the nearest available spot, which was several blocks away and was walking through the rain. It added to the cloaking ambiance of bad ass that seemed to radiate from her at the moment and honestly dampened her mood even more. All she wanted to have to do was tell whoever it was to stop being careless and tone it down for a while, but the level of power here was stifling and she doubted that whoever it was would heed her warning. Of course the Cardinal had said other things, namely to eliminate the mage using whatever means needed.


Every step she took felt like walking into a gale, and it was getting more intense with every inch of progress. Then, only a block away, she felt the intense weight of the magic suddenly disappear. The sudden removal of the oppressive force made her stagger on her feet. Wow, it has been over six hundred years since I've felt it this bad.


Just as she crossed the street she saw the black BMW pull up to the front of the apartment building and an enormous woman step toward it a moment later. The massive woman stooped low and seemed to have a brief conversation before the door opened from the within and she got inside. The BMW sped off a moment later, but not before Ciano got a familiar feeling from the occupant. It was the person staying at the Olympic. She looked at the two people at the rear of the vehicle as it passed and saw two women, including one that looked vaguely familiar.

An old hand is here. I need to check up on this tonight. She thought to herself as she stepped up to the door of the apartment building. She paged the manager and asked to come in and talk to him about a possible rental. When he buzzed her in, she walked in and quickly made her way to the stairs. Even shielding as this mage obviously was all of the sudden; she'd be able to find them now that she knew where to look. She'd just need a few minutes. 


The layout of the apartment building was circular, with the apartments surrounding a central atrium. There were five floors all of which had a circular balcony that allowed access to the apartments from the stairs or elevator. This would make it easier. She climbed up to the top floor as fast as her feet could quietly navigate the steps. She heard clearly the manager's voice cursing the prankster kids in the neighborhood and then closing his door. I'm in.


Cianna looked around the top floor and then scanned the fourth floor and down until she got back to the first floor. That's where she saw it. There was almost an aura surrounding the doorway to apartment 109. That was it. She quickly walked back down the stairs to the doorway of room 109 and knocked on the door.

*
*
*


-KNOCK-


-KNOCK-


-KNOCK-


-KNOCK-


Mandy and Andy both looked from each other to the door in unison. Andy couldn't get over how dark and cold the room felt, or the look of fear on Amanda's face.


“You want me to get the door?” he whispered.


“No. No I'll do it,” she answered in a low voice, but not a whisper. She looked so small as she walked to the door. She pulled the shirt back over her head and stood on tip toes to look through the peep hole. Her enormous boobs smashed against the door frame made them spill even further outside her arms.


“Who is it?” she asked just loudly enough to be heard through the door.


“Ms. Thayer, My name is Cianna D'Trieste, can I speak with you for a moment?”


The woman on the other side of the peep hole wasn't a whole lot taller than herself, but she was dressed in gothic-punk looking clothes. What does a goth want with me, and how did she get in the building?


“Yeah, come in.” she answered, opening the door.


Cianna entered the apartment and Andy could suddenly feel the room get cooler still. The young woman didn't look magical, indeed aside from being pretty good looking, she looked ordinary. Looking her over carefully he realized that she wasn't a goth like he'd thought the instant she'd been framed in the doorway; she just seemed to fit in black, right down to the custom Oakley M-Frame shades she was wearing. How can she see in those?


As for her impression of the room, Cianna took it all in. The shrine at the foot of the bed, the underwear model in blue-jeans looking back at her, the measuring tape on the floor, the messed up bed, the wet towels, and finally craning her neck to the left, the short woman with the impossibly huge breasts. Her eyes went back to the shrine and in particular, a small object sitting on top.


“Can I help you,” Mandy asked.


“May I sit? She asked, walking toward the small card table in the kitchenette and motioning toward a chair. She moved with a grace that was hard to place, but it wasn't the usual heavy brooding walk that punks and goths had about them in combat boots.


“Sure, can I get your coat?” Mandy inquired, flipping the light switch to turn on the light over the table, and all the while never taking her eyes off the visitor.


“No, I'm fine.” she said pulling the chair out and sitting to face the woman, and intentionally putting her back to Andy.


Andrew was practically freezing now, but Amanda and the other woman seemed to be fine. “Is anyone else cold?” he asked.


Amanda's eyes shifted to Andy very briefly and they told him volumes. She was scared, but she was concealing it very well. Whoever this woman was, she was obviously bad news, and that made Andy protective, angry, and just a little bit scared on his own.


“I can make some coffee, that might help, or you can grab a shirt from the closet.”


“Coffee would be wonderful,” the seated woman said. Andy just nodded his agreement.


“Okay, I will put the kettle on, and you Mrs. D'Trieste, please tell me what brings you to my apartment.” Amanda said with just a touch of anger sneaking out as she turned her back on the visitor for the first time.


“I will be very frank with you, because I don't think you understand completely what you've done. My employer and I wish to inform you that your indiscretion has been noticed and I am here to make you stop.”


“I do not understand” Mandy said turning to face the still seated woman.


“I think you do. You are a novice mage. I can tell that, just by this meeting, but you could grow very powerful, and perhaps be one to rival some of the greats. Still you have no concept of the amount of trouble being so careless with your power can get you into. I am here to warn you. You must stop.”


“Wait a minute. She hasn't hurt anyone. Mandy just enjoys giving gift to people.” Andy interjected defensively.


“She's been careless. The world tolerates magic because it doesn't know by in large that it exists. She has changed people in plain sight. While this is seemingly imperceptible by the masses, there are sensitive people out there who can feel the world shift as magic makes a big change. My employer has sent me to see to it that this stops, and that she lays low at the very least.” Cianna said, spinning ninety degrees in her seat and squaring a look at Andy that made any bravado he might have had a moment before wither and die through those smoke lenses.


“But I have not hurt anybody. I just had a little fun. I do not want to hurt anyone.” Mandy said almost pleading.


“For your own good, you must stop. Just a few minutes ago I saw a very large woman get into a car outside and head out. The power that emanated from that car was similar to what I've felt from you. I can only imagine that the person wielding that power is here for you. Do you know how to defend yourself from magic? I doubt that you do. I don't doubt however that you're honest about not wanting to hurt anyone. Let me say this. The power in that car will not hesitate to hurt you when it finds you, and I am not here to fight battles for either side.” she said looking back at Amanda.


“Who are you?” Andy asked with almost awe.


The brunette turned a cocked head back to him and all the light in the room, all the sound, all the heat that remained seemed to draw toward the woman in the chair. Wind seemed to come from nowhere and cause her hair to blow in its loose pony tail while all those elements seemed to coalesce. It was hard for him to breathe as she opened her mouth to speak. “I am Cianna D'Trieste, I am one thousand, forty seven years old, and I have been working for his Holiness for over a millennium. I been on the great crusades, touched the Wailing Wall and made the Hajj, I have walked on six continents and swam in every major body of water except the Arctic sea. I have killed Kings and enthralled Emperors, and more importantly, I have over seven hundred arcane assassinations to my name. You would do well to heed my warning, and be glad that I am giving one at all.”


The room slowly returned to its normal self, but both Amanda and Andy seemed to be awestruck by the display of power that had just been made. It was the shrill whistle of the kettle that broke the tension.


Amanda made coffee for the three of them and she and Andy sat in the other chairs at the table. It was Andy who asked the first question to break the silence.


“What can we do?”


“I am not asking you to do anything rash, just stop using your magic to make overt changes.” She looked at Amanda. “I could feel you from the airport and it was strong. I have no doubt that there are people much more sensitive that can feel you from across the country, and if not from other continents. You need to be very careful about how you go about using magic for the time being, and you need to think about what you will do to escape should a confrontation become inevitable.”


“When you say be careful, what do you mean, and how can I make my magic be less obvious?” Amanda asked.


Cianna looked at the busty woman with a smile. “Try to limit your... gifts, to individuals in private. Don't use magic in public. As for making your own natural magic less obvious, well that will be hard for you as you are new to this yes? Let me ask, how did you start?”


“I got my hands on some magical essence that we used about ten days ago, but I have not needed to use it since. Andy doesn't actually do magic, but he's my lover and he seems to be becoming sensitive.” Mandy replied. She noticed that Andy gave her a look when she said he was becoming sensitive.


“I could tell he was sensitive when I came in. It's probably largely to do with why he's feeling so cold.”


“I was wondering. Everything seemed to get dimmer in here and cold about fifteen minutes before you arrived. I guess that's the sensitivity you are referring too?” He asked somewhat rhetorically. 


Cianna took a sip from her coffee and smiled a warm smile at him. “Yes, it's more about being exposed if you don't have a natural talent, which I suspect that you don't have. Miss Thayer on the other hand is a natural. A very gifted natural I would think. She probably has an old wizard in her blood somewhere, and that gift has been passed on to her, which added to her natural gifts and tendency toward the arcane has built further on that gift. The essence was a trigger. Who did you get the essence from?”


Amanda looked at her very hard for a seemingly long moment before speaking, “I got in contact with an old hermit named Archimedes Bettancourt.”


Cianna's head snapped around at the sound of that name and Mandy could feel the burning of the eyes behind those shades.


“What? Who's this Bettancourt?” Andy asked.


“I've been looking for him for a long time. He's an... acquaintance.”


“That's fine and good, but how do I protect myself from other magical attacks.” Mandy asked, getting back to a more relevant topic.


“I am not a mage; my abilities are granted by the grace of a higher power. I tend to use more physical methods.” she said opening the heavy black coat to reveal a pistol strapped under each arm on a shoulder harness. “Guns and knives tend to work against most mages better than legend says, but I don't let them know I am coming. In your case, I would look into more arcane means unless one of you happens to own a gun.”


“I have a shotgun that my dad and I used to hunt with, but I don't have a pistols or anything like that.” Andy said.


“I have my kitchen knives and a Swiss army pocket knife. No guns at all.” Mandy added.


“Then I think it would be best to look in any books you might have for ways to protect yourself using arcane means.” Cianna said finishing her coffee. “I enjoyed the coffee. Be safe, and hopefully we won't see each other again. Oh, there is one other thing. Did you happen to give some of your 'gifts' to a very tall blond woman? Boobs like yours and muscles for days?”


“Yeah, my friend Kylie. Why?” Mandy said looking at her strangely.


“She’s probably the girl who got into the BMW with the other mage.” She said standing and leaving out the front door.

*
*
*


Kylie was lying heavy lidded on the king sized bed with Emily spooning behind her asleep. Catherine was standing facing a large mirror, looking for the entire world like glamour personified a thin smile on her lush lips. The two naked bodies on the bed behind her glowed of contentment in the mirror's reflection.


“So, now that you know what's happened to you, and what I can do for you, what do you say?” Edgefield asked the still recovering Amazon.


Kylie's mouth opened for a long time before sound came out to make words. “I just want to make you happy, because when I make you happy, you make me feel...” she shuddered as if another earth shattering orgasm ripped through her. “So good!”


“So you will take me to the mage who did these things to you, and in exchange, I will take care of you.” Catherine said turning and motioning at her body.


“I don't know. I kinda like these changes, now that I know what's been done. I am angry that she didn't ask me first, though.” she said, slight anger invading the blissed look on her face.


“I can give you more of this too, if you so like. Just take me to Mandy.” Catherine said saccharine sweet, with just a hint of magical persuasion to get the point across.


“I'll take you to Amanda, but I want Andy. And I want to see what you can do for me on a permanent basis first.” she said, with a menacing intelligence coming forward through that bliss for the first time in the hour since she'd gotten into the Bimmer.


So this is the real Kylie. Good, she's got her own agenda. We'll just see how far she wants to go... Catherine thought, walking toward the Amazon who was now propped up on one arm, but still laying on the bed. Emily adjusted herself fitfully with a whimper and snuggled closer to her huge bed partner. Catherine's hand reached up to the side of Kylie's face. Her fingers caressed the air just above her jaw line, and her face moved to within a hairs breadth, lips so tantalizingly close but so far, her emerald green eyes burning with a fire into the icy pale blue of Kylie's. All at once her hands ever so gently made contact with her cheeks and brought those lips to hers.


The sensation of that kiss instantly reset her mind, and allowed Catherine in, letting her see what she really wanted to know, now that Kylie had her guard down. She could feel the physical power that the body possessed; the strength, the endurance, but also the desire for more. Below that though, she felt the magic that made her the mountain of a woman she already was, and that excited Mrs. Edgefield. That magic was so pure, so young, so fresh, and so immensely powerful; it sent a thrill from her lips down her spine and straight to her instantly dripping pussy. But behind that was an edge of fear that excited her more. Whoever this Amanda Thayer was, she was potentially a far more powerful mage than herself, but she was also very inexperienced. Catherine’s hope was that the inexperience of stronger youth would not prevail over the efficiant skill of aged experience.


Back to the matter at hand Catherine, give Kylie a taste of what you can do. She broke the kiss with the now unconscious woman and lay her back down against Emily, keeping her hands on the woman's face. Then, with a thought, she pumped her magic into Kylie's body and built on what Andy had Amanda do earlier. Those muscles bunched and corded into slabs and knots while body fat dissolved into that sinuous look that only the great male body builders could achieve as their body fat dropped to dangerously low levels. But the breasts that were piled on her shredded pecks guaranteed that her body wasn't without its needed fat reserves and they remained proudly on her chest, looking for all the world like the biggest implants ever seen on a body builder, but for the fact that they weren't implants.


Shoulders broadened along with her hips, built on a disproportionately tiny waist. That waist was studded with tightly balled abdominal muscles that all moved and relaxed with every great breath that she took. Her hips had broadened to accommodate thighs that ballooned out to diameters each bigger than her waist, and lead to calves that were freakishly striated diamond shaped things nearly as big a soccer balls.


There was one wish she didn't fulfill though; Kylie didn't want to be tall. She wanted to be her old height or shorter, not the monstrosity that she was now. However Catherine needed to keep something back, she had to have control, so she kept her in that tall body. Besides, it will make her more intimidating when the time for confrontation comes, she thought. There were other changes that the Amazon wanted as well, but those would wait too. This was enough. Though those changes would be fun, they would wait.

XVII


Andy was sitting on the four post bed looking befuddled. Mandy sat at the table in a sullen funk. The news that Cianna had dropped on them earlier had been confusing to say the least. She had to be covert using her magic. What the hell did that mean? Mandy thought.


“Andy, are you alright?” she asked looking at him.


“I guess so. I was beginning to like your magic. I didn't realize how much of it you were using until you shut it off before Cianna got here.”


“Neither did I and I think that was part of the problem. She made it sound like I am oozing the stuff. So you could feel it huh?”


“I couldn't feel it until it stopped. Now your apartment feels empty and cold.”


“It is cold, it's... 52 degrees in here,” she laughed with a smile looking at the thermostat.


“Let's get the hell out of here. We'll go to my place. At least it’s warm there and we don't have to worry about catholic assassins dropping in unannounced, and I have my shotgun in case this mage decides to drop in. I will feel safer when we get away from here.” He said.


“I am worried about Kylie. I know she can take care of herself, but I am still concerned.” Amanda announced back to her somber mood.


“Okay that's partly my fault too, but I hate to say it, it's like being on an airplane, when the oxygen masks drop. You have to put yours on before you help other people. We need to help ourselves before we can be in a position to help our friends.”


“Yeah, you're right, but I don't have to like it. And she wasn't your friend, she was mine.” Mandy said dejectedly.


“Alright, but let’s go. We'll take a cab, it'll give us time for you to pack and it will be quicker. I don't want to have to transfer busses in the U-District. We'll just go straight to my place.” He said moving for the phone.


“Okay.” she said getting up from her chair and going to her closet.

*
*
*


An hour later they were in Andy's bedroom, and he was unpacking her bag. The taxi ride had been twenty-two dollars, and hadn't saved any real time, except that it had given Mandy time to pack a bag, just like he'd said it would. He'd emptied out a drawer in his five drawer chest and let her put her two days worth of clothes in it and the nightgown she'd brought along. Mandy was sitting on the bed with what she called her “grimoire” of spells looking at things she could use for defense and offensive spells.


“None of this works with being covert as far as I can tell.” She said as he put the last of her bras into the drawer and closed it.


“Maybe we need to concede that there may be some need to be less than stealthy about defending ourselves. As for me, I have this.” he said moving to the closet and reaching up to the top of the shelf. He pulled down a large Remington duck gun and a box of shells.


“Yeah, I am not very good with guns.” She said looking at the gun that was nearly as big as she was.


“I'm not much of hunter either, but at about seven yards with a shotgun, being a good shot doesn't matter. I just wish I had something with a bit more punch to it than this bird shot, and I wouldn’t mind a forty-five while I am at it.”


“Well, I can use these spells, but if I do, any sensitive with in fifty miles is going to know that I am here and I am defending myself. Some of these offensive spells look downright terrible. I wonder if I can just ad lib this. Like at IHOP with the light bulb. Cianna said I was powerful. I wonder if I really need this book.”


“That's really your call. But I would imagine that there is a huge difference between destroying a light bulb in an International House of Pancakes and taking down a wizard. I would think about committing some of those spells to memory at least, just in case ad-libbing doesn't work.” he advised while loading shells into the shotgun. When he'd put all three shells in, he racked the pump back and forth, and then put an additional shell in the tube. It was four rounds and he could get them off in about five seconds if he had to, but if it took more than four, or he missed, well then it might as well be a baseball bat, because that was all it would be good for.


“God I hope we do not have to use that.” Mandy said looking at the gun again as Andy put it down against the wall next to the night stand.


“Me too. Believe me Mandy, me too.” he said taking a long look at her. He realized at that moment that he was looking at her eyes, and not down at her chest, which confirmed again that it was more than physical attraction that he had for her. He really cared about her, and her well being. It made him smile, and brought some warmth from inside him for the first time in hours.


“What is that all about?” Mandy said, closing the tomb in her lap and looking more intently at him.


“I just realized again how much I love you.” he replied.


She reached out with a hand and took his, pulling him down on top of her all in one motion. With him on all fours above her, Andy looked into those brown eyes with his only inches away. He could feel his cock stir in his jeans, and knew that he'd either have to move off her or get those Levi's off pretty quick.


It was rapidly apparent to Mandy that he was in a delicate situation and she decided for him that he wasn't going to get off the bed, not yet. She lowered fingers to the fly of his blue jeans and pulled it apart. Those deft fingers quickly invaded that opening and penetrated the buttoned hole in the front of his boxers and wrapped around the base of his stiffening member. Her contact made it spasm in her fingers and brought a gasp from Andy.


“God I never get tired of you doing that.” he said as her fingers guided it out the top of his boxer shorts.


“Andy, I never get tired of you, and especially not this.” She replied as she stroked the length of him with a gentle milking motion. He was quickly fully hard and she could barley encircle it with both hands. It ran almost to his collar bone and the head was at her lips. Her tongue darted out and licked a forming drop of precum from the tip. She looked up and watched his eyes close.


“You think there might be a reason I wore this skirt this morning?” she said with that familiar sly grin.


Andy's eyes opened and he looked down into hers with his own knowing smile before lowering his face down to the bottom hem of her pleated blue and black plaid skirt. Then with a twinkle in his eye, he dove in. His lips found her clit engorged and protruding from her slick slit. It was too easy to bring his tongue and run its length across that nub. The loud moan it brought from Mandy egged him on, and he began to lick rapidly across it, varying from left to right and up and down at random. Her hands flew to the back of his head and pressed him harder against her pussy, and Andy's tongue slipped into her sopping love tunnel and plunged deep.


He felt it suddenly and almost pulled back except for the fact that Amanda's cries were getting more and more rapid, and louder by the second. His tongue was reaching further into her sweet pussy than it had any natural business being. Breathing in a fragrant rose scented breath of air, he probed the inner walls of that amazing snatch with that tongue until he felt what could only be her G-spot and then he pressed his lengthy tongue into it as firmly as he could. She exploded in a gush of fluids on his face, making his head jerk, which in turn brought another gush of girl cum shooting onto his face. Suddenly it was as if she were just spasming over and over and shooting juice resembling cum all over him in jets.


This must be how she feels when she gives me a blow job Andy thought as he withdrew his tongue from that clenching pussy. In one fluid motion he moved his body up hers slightly and just like that, his cock was pushing at the entrance to her box. It was still looking for something to squeeze, and so he pressed in, and like that his monster Johnson was slipping inward, pausing every second as her vaginal muscles constricted on him. He sank into her until he was completely buried and then pulled out slowly, while Mandy whimpered at the sensation. 


He picked up speed on the return thrust and was gratified to hear her soft noises start to increase in volume and frequency again. Soon he was moving in and out at a good pace when he felt her cum again, his rod suddenly drenched in her natural lubricants, and he shifted into high gear. Her hands grabbed onto his ass and guided him faster and faster in and out of her, her screams begging him for more. He hesitated for a moment and then let go, feeling himself grow inside her on the down stroke and then plunge deeper, thankful for the magic that made her accommodate him at this size, and more. He did it again, lengthening on the down stroke and thrusting deeper with every return. She seemed to be a complete loop of orgasm as he finally released himself to the unrelenting coital massage.


He could feel her filling with his seed as he pressure washed her insides. It suddenly started squirting from all around his embedded prong in thin jets that grew larger with every pulse of his cum that flowed into her. The feeling was becoming overwhelming. His arms began to tremble and he knew that he was about to collapse on top of her.


Mandy felt his arms shaking and suddenly had her right hand on his face, while her left pulled the shirt up above her right breast. That right hand guided his face to that monumental boob, his lips to the crinkled skin of her nipple, and pressed him into it. His lips locked on and suddenly his mouth flooded with warmth. Milky ambrosia flowed down his throat and filled him with newfound strength. He sucked it in, reveling in the feeling of it in his body, filling him with warmth that radiated from the very tips of his fingers and toes.


She mewed softly, pressing his lips harder into her flowing nipple and let go. Somewhere inside her, floodgates opened and the steady flow turned to a great gushing fountain in Andy's mouth. Her other breast had suddenly drenched the front of her shirt, and she released his face and lifted the shirt completely clear of both her udders. She brought the left gusher to her own lips and drank with abandon, feeling the flow increase with each suckle, and she too felt the warmth, the power of that amazing fluid flowing down her throat. She knew right away what it was, but at the moment she didn't care. She just drank and drank, and didn't care how much overflowed from her lips, how much of a mess she made, didn't care about anything but the feeling of consuming as much as she could, the feeling of Andy suckling from her, bringing her closer to yet another reality altering orgasm. Her breasts were the center of her focus right now, she could feel them pulsing with her heartbeat, relentlessly trying to keep up with the demand for their delectable milk, and she could feel them slowly losing the battle.


She willed them bigger, and felt them swell, the slightly ebbing flow of her nectar suddenly surge back to full blast and then some. Mandy was pinned beneath two massive magical milk making breasts and she didn't care. It felt so good to let go, to not care, to just let the incredible sensation of making and consuming and feeding run away with her body. It was too good. She didn't care if she wasn't supposed to be using magic, not when it felt this amazing. Andy's suckling had her almost there. She sucked harder, feeling the milk roaring from her nipples at a reservoir filling pace, and she came. A burst of colored light spread before her eyes for an instant and then it was blackness.


Andy felt her pass out, but he couldn't stop. He heard her muffled scream before she went silent as the nipple fell from her lips, but he didn't care. The sensations of her touch, of being inside her, of drinking from her, were too intense. Her breasts spread from her chest to each edge of the bed and then some, rising well over two feet from her ribcage. Nipples the diameter of half dollars was flooding his bedroom with the most amazing milk he'd ever had, and he had to have drunk gallons of it by now, and he didn't care. He couldn't get enough. It took the building pressure of orgasm to finally make him stop, as he exploded catastrophically inside Mandy's unconscious body. Finally, Andy collapsed in exhaustion and passed out.

*
*
*


Mandy woke first. The ornate alarm clock on the bedside table said 8:32 AM. Oddly she felt good, though she was a little foggy. She examined herself and the view took her breath away. Piles of breast flesh spread about the surface of the bed. From her clavicle down it was all she could see. No arms below her shoulders, only the hint a toe that she wiggled was visible in the deep valley of her gaping cleavage. Oh, and Andy, snuggled contentedly, lying across her right boob. He was still inside her, but soft.


She let her eyes go beyond the bed, and to the room around her, because something in the back of her mind said she should. The room was lit with a soft light that seemed to emanate from the walls themselves. The floor looked like it was wall to wall with the softest, most luxurious floor carpet she'd ever encountered. The furniture was antique, with rich cherry wood and brass accents. The scroll work looked so intricate it had to have been made by masters, and even the closet looked renovated.


Where had the cheap beige carpet and the tacky K-mart furniture gone? Then she remembered, and it flooded back to her. “Oh God! The milk... The milk was magical!” she said as she sat up on her elbows. A fine scattering of dust that glittered like diamonds slid from the curves of her upper body.


“My milk is magical essence.” she whispered in awe as more of it slid down her bed supported ta-tas. She looked over Andy, and saw that he was covered in more than just a fine layer of the dusty magic.


His body was a bronzed color, with a glow that should only have been possible in photo studio post work effects. Amanda thought that he looked like an underwear model before, but now he belonged among the buffest of Men's Fitness magazine cover models. His hair was still perfect, and his face looked like it had been carved out of golden soapstone, with just enough of what had been Andy left to let someone passing by know it was still him. He was Andy the Adonis now.


She smiled at his contented look as he lay there, mouth still slightly open, only inches from a monster nipple that even in its soft state was nearly as big as a half roll of golden dollars. She moved her hand down to caress his face and his eyes opened to meet hers.


“That was amazing Mandy. Truly amazing.”


“Yeah it was Andy, you were truly wonderful too though.” she said, clenching her pussy around his still inserted tool.


“You want to go again?” He asked a look of happy surprise on his face.


“Of course I do... but I think we need to take some stock of what's happened already.” she replied.


Andy looked about the room, and said nothing.


“Andy? Andy? Are you okay?” She asked after his pregnant pause had gone on for about thirty seconds.


“Yeah I'm fine. What are you talking about, what's happened? It's my room.”


Mandy looked at him for a long moment then realized he didn't see it. “Andy, I need you to remember, I need you to see through my glamour, now and forever.”


Andy blinked and suddenly it was as if the blinders came off as he looked about the room. “Holy shit! Where did this come from?”


“I think it is a physical manifestation of our subconscious ideals for this space,”  She said a little quizzically.


“But how. I mean, where did it come from? I think this would qualify as a big change! I don't want that Cianna chick to come back here and kill us both!” he said, real fear creeping in toward the end of that declaration.


“Okay, it is alright Andy, calm down. I know how it happened. I did it.” she said, reassuring him with a look of compassion.


“But how?” he asked again with wonderment on his face.


“Magical essence. I make it now. I knew I was making it before I guess, but now I can make a lot of it. Enough that it renovated your bedroom with just our subconscious minds for a guide.” she explained.


“I hate to sound like a broken record, but how?”


She smiled down at him and motioned to her vast bosom. “My milk. It's not milk. It's pure magical essence, probably purer than the stuff we used the first night.”


“Is that why you’re so big right now?” Andy asked taking in her pulchritude.


“Well, yes and no. Last night, when you were sucking on my nipples, it felt really good. Good enough that I joined you. It was not just the sucking though; it was the feeling of the milk leaving, of that magic flowing out and into my mouth and down my throat in into my belly and coursing through my body. It felt like nothing I can describe. But I could not seem to keep up with demand, so I made myself bigger, I focused on being able to produce more in my minds eye, and I knew right then and there that if I got bigger, it would mean more, so I made myself big enough that I would not run dry from the two of us ever.” She explained.


“But I couldn't drink as much milk, or magic, as you were pumping out Mandy, most of it just ran... out... over... Oh.” Andy said as his still waking mind figured out what she meant.


“Now you understand?” she asked him.


“Yeah, I think I get it. Should I be afraid to look at the rest of the apartment?” he asked in return.


“I do not think you should be afraid, but I think it might be interesting,” she said with her sly grin. “First though, I need to be ambulatory, and that means, as much as I love the feel of these breasts, and you laying on them, I need them to be a bit smaller. I do not feel like dragging boobs four feet behind me, let alone tripping all over them when I go around corners. There is a feasibility limit that gets exceeded when you go from lying on the bed to walking around.” she explained.


“You don't need to explain to me. I know all about dragging on the ground and tripping over my own anatomy. That's why I've taken to being a grower and not a shower the last couple days.” Andy said pulling out of her and shrinking down to a realistically large size.


“Okay, okay, touché.” she said getting up while those breasts shrank down to a size that could be described as merely gigantic.


Mandy pulled a filmy green dress from the chest of drawers and frowned at it. The look she gave it said she didn't really recognize it, but she put it on. It had to be magical, because it didn't have nearly the supporting bracing that it should have had to prop her overbearing boobs up at such a sharp angle. The one piece dress looked like it was a stressed second skin poured over her every curve until it flared just below her upper thighs. It had a closed neck line that spread with an almost Mandelbrot semi-heart shaped opening that started at the clavicle and displayed the cleavage that dove all the way to her belly button. The front of the dress couldn't display any waist line, but flared at the hips and ended with just enough spare fabric to allow some swishy movement and the ability to walk in it.


“I think this was my green blouse. Obviously your subconscious got to it last night.” Mandy said, turning around for effect. The fabric had a clever way of being thin to transparent everywhere except where it would get her in trouble in public. Her waistline was quite visible in the back, tapering down from her shoulders to those hips, but framed on either side by an expanse of green covered breasts and arms that didn't let you forget that Amanda Thayer wasn't a small girl, even at four feet ten.


Andy just let loose an appreciative whistle.


“Where are my... docs?” she said as she spied a pair of matching green high heels where he docs had been last night. She glanced in an ‘if looks could kill’ way at Andy.


“What? It's my subconscious, I can't control it. You are the one who flooded the whole room with magic essence.” he stated defensively, but with a half smile on his face.


“Hmmph,” she said, as she stalked over to the offending shoes and stepped into them. They were tall spikes, at least three and a half inches, but on putting them on, she smiled. Magical heels, I could get used to these.


“Okay Andy, you have watched me dress, are you just going to walk around the apartment naked? Or are you gonna put something on. I don't want to have gotten all dressed up for nothing.”


Andy dug out some faded Levis and a plain white t-shirt. He didn't remember the pants fitting as snuggly before, but then again, he wasn't built the way he was now even last night, let alone the last time he wore them. He opted to go commando, as underwear didn't sound comfortable in the tight confines of his pants. The t-shirt was an old Haynes but it looked like Mandy had dipped him in white paint when he pulled it over his head and down his torso.


“If you think I am going to wear this dress while you wear blue jeans and a t-shirt, you have got another thing coming mister.” she said as he looked at her with an I'm-ready-look.


“Fine,” he said with mock defeat. He went to the closet and pulled out a black button down long sleeve shirt and threw that on with a dark brown belt. He had to admit he looked pretty damn good when he looked at himself in the mirror in the closet. “Good enough?” he asked when he was finished.


“Got some shoes?” she asked.


“Oh, right. Wait, where are we going?” 


“Well, we are going to go look at the rest of the apartment, and then I thought we could go out to breakfast.


“Okay, sounds like a plan.” He threw on a pair of brown Doc Martins of his own, which elicited a noise from Mandy, but he ignored it.


He opened the bedroom door and knew right away that the apartment wasn't going to be a low rent place much longer. The whole unit seemed to be overcome with antique furnishings and hard wood floors. There was even a fire place. Brick and wood seemed to be the theme of the kitchen, with a ceiling rack for pots and pans. 


The living room glowed like the bedroom with a warm gold light, though redder, with floor to ceiling tapestries in the corners and intricate crown molding. His desk was now a massive mahogany monolith that somehow fit in the living room without overbearing it. And the computer that sat upon it wasn't what he'd had yesterday. All he saw was a keyboard, until he looked at the wall the desk faced. He had some kind of giant screen monitor mounted on there. On either side of the desk were leather recliners which looked too nice to actually sit in. There were speakers cleverly mounted in the walls. It was the ultimate bachelor living room. He noted again that there was even a fire place with bear skin rug.


“How the hell did this happen!” Andy exclaimed


“I think it is nice.” Mandy said with a satisfied smile.


“I have a fucking fire place! How the hell can I have a fire place?” What about the neighbors?” Andy yelled in exasperation.


“Andy, calm down,” Mandy said soothingly.


“No, I won't calm down, There is a catholic zealot out there that just told us yesterday to lay low or else, and some kind of über mage out there who probably wants to harness you for a personal magic making factory, and you are telling me to be calm! We've just made a massive bill board that screams 'HERE WE ARE, COME AND GET US' for every magically sensitive person in the world. You want me to be calm? I think you need to be a bit more excited! He yelled.


“Andrew Morris, calm the fuck down, NOW” she said, with just a hint of menace in her voice.


The effect was immediate. Andy's anger cooled and his expression softened. “I am sorry Mandy; I just don't want to have to spend the rest of my life looking over my shoulder because some might be trying to kill you or me.”


“I understand... wait, what did you mean by 'rest of your life'?”


“I just mean... well. I don't know. I care about you. I can see us spending the rest of our lives together. I guess I just got carried away. Sorry.” he said nervously. 


“Andy, are you proposing?” she asked with a look of surprise.


“I... I don't... I don't have a ring.” he said quietly.


“But you would if you did have a ring?” She asked, still surprised.


“Well... yeah, I would love to marry you, and I would love it if you would marry me. But this isn't the time. Times of crisis aren't good times to forge a bond that's supposed to last forever.”


She punched him in the shoulder catching him off guard. “Are you proposing or not?”


“I don't know!” he said confused.


“Jesus Andy, I had no idea.” she said, closing her eyes.


“Amanda,” he said, his voice coming from lower than she expected it until she opened her eyes. He was down on one knee in front of her. “Will you marry me?”

XVIII


Matt felt like shit. He was sitting in his car, with a murderous über vixen who was obviously messing with his mind, and despite being at least somewhat aware of it, he couldn’t seem to just get out of the car. Said über vixen, was slumbering on the seat next to him; wearing a thin white t-shirt that barely covered those bloated breasts and a pair of pale blue panties that Matt had left over from an ex. The fact that they were way too small for her over six foot frame or broad hips, didn’t seem to matter her at all.


She’d given him no less than fourteen mind melting blow jobs on the three hour drive from Portland to Seattle, and his body had produced more semen on this trip than he thought possible in a week, let alone the brief trip. Something about her seemed to coax it out of him, and it made her skin glow and take on warmth that it lacked with every orgasm. 


Natasha had gone from her pasty pale gothic girl looks to a glowingly healthy color, and her body had seemed to blend and round out from the athletic look she’d had when he’d first seen her to a softer more richly feminine look. These changes had faded within minutes of each climax, except for of course her breasts which had gone from somewhat low slung to higher and bubbly perky, and noticeably larger.


The odd twosome had arrived across the street from Amanda’s apartment after sundown. They’d gotten lucky in finding a parking place in plain sight from her apartment and Natasha had told him “I will sleep now. You wake me when she comes.” That Matt didn’t know what the girl in question looked like didn’t matter.


Then after spending the night slumbering uncomfortably in the front seat of the car he’d finally dozed off just before dawn. He’d awoken to Natasha’s lips on his cock and the familiar feeling of the finish line nearing while she sucked him off like a vacuum cleaner. A look on the dashboard clock told him it was close to 8:30 in the morning when he blew his load deep down her throat.


When she’d swallowed all of his seed and licked him clean, she sat up and looked at him with those brilliant blue eyes. “Matthew, she is not here. I have felt her not far from here. We must drive now. You will drive me, yes?” Her voice was sweet, but it carried an irresistible command with it.


Despite not wanting to be in the car any more, wanting to do nothing more than to flee from this obviously malevolent force, he heard himself say it; “Yes, I will drive you.” His mind was screaming at him to leave the car, to run for his life. It didn’t matter.


She directed him to make lefts and rights and they arrived at the apartments some time later in the Wallingford district of North Seattle and to an eccentric block of apartments. The odd thing was that some of them looked like conventional town houses, while some of them looked like ultra expensive but old Victorian style town homes or high class condos.

*
*
*


Mandy and Andy walked into the front door of the IHOP to see the restaurant almost empty. The hostess looked up as the door opened and did a double take when she saw Mandy. Her jaw uncontrollably tried to let gravity take it to the floor, and if it were not for muscle and tendons in her mouth, it would have. Amanda smiled at the young girl who couldn’t have been over sixteen.


“Wuh… Welcome t-t-to IHOP.” She said, her eyes never leaving the unreal cleavage that the dress displayed.


Mandy looked at the young girl, dazzling smile emblazoned across her face. The hostess, whose name was “Virginia” according to the name tag on her blue pinstriped vest was taller than Mandy, but was looking down into that vast canyon in the green dress. “Ginny, I’m up here.” She said with a sweet understanding voice.


Her eyes snapped up to the glowing face that spoke to her, blushing a brilliant pink. “I… wow… I am so, so, so sorry. I will take you to your table.”


“It’s okay, I am used to it.” She said reassuringly. Virginia was rail thin, and looked tall, but wasn’t probably more than five foot five. She was just so thin, and wearing high heels, looked even taller. Mandy could feel the envy practically oozing from her as she led them to their table.


Andy pulled Amanda’s chair out for her, and as she sat her hand brushed against the hostess’s side in a seemingly innocent but intentional touch.

“Maureen will be your server. Have a great meal” She said, heading back to the hostess station before going toward the ladies room.


“Andy, tell the server I will be right back, I need to go to the bathroom,” she said, standing back up.


“You want me to order for you?” he asked.


“Just get me a cup of coffee and the strawberry blintzes.” She said looking over her shoulder while heading to the bathroom.


As she entered the bathroom she saw Virginia washing her hands. The thin hostess looked up at Amanda’s reflection in the mirror and locked on that mesmerizing décolletage. “I think I can help you,” she said.


“Help me?” Virginia asked in surprise, finally meeting Mandy’s eyes.


All of a sudden the world got still. The water running into the sink stopped mid flow, the sound of the bathroom fan rapidly slowing and then ceasing altogether. Virginia’s eye’s got wide and her mouth dropped open.


It closed and then opened as she asked the obvious question. “How did you do that?”


“I don’t think I can describe it to you even if I wanted to. Let’s just say that I can do magic. I can help you now, but I don’t think I can stop time for long, so let me help you quickly. Take my hand.” Amanda said softly, with an air of calming reassurance.


The girl meekly reached out to Mandy, unsure of herself. She noticed that her clothes seemed to drag behind her arm, almost like they weren’t moving with her body, adding to the feeling that time had stopped. Then her fingers dragged along the bodacious redhead’s palm, and everything changed. 


She saw herself older, maybe twenty five or so. She was taller, wearing black slacks and a blouse with a pair of small children holding her hand while she talked on the phone. She was a kitchen, holding a phone to her ear with her shoulder. It looked like she was getting ready for work. There was another child in the back ground crying, and it sounded very young, like an infant. A mother of three? She thought to herself.


“Don’t worry about the children; you are seeing yourself nine years in the future. This is your chance right now to see what you will look like, what life and your genes are going to give you. Don’t pass this up” Mandy’s voice echoed in her head like a movie quality voice over.


“But what will happen to the future?” Virginia asked.  

“I am telling you, do not worry about the future, this is just to let you see what you will look like when you are mature. I am not going to change the future,” Mandy replied directly in her head, starting to sound a little irked at the questions. “Just look at your body, and tell me what you want to change.”


“You can do that?”


Mandy’s mental sigh could be heard in Virginia’s head, just before she thought the words there. “Yes, but if you don’t stop asking questions, I will not do it. Suspending time takes a lot of effort and magic.” Mandy said, starting to feel a bit out of sorts.


“Sorry, I just… okay. Let see,” she said looking at her older self. She was taller all grown up; at least five foot nine, maybe more even. Her black hair was just a smidge lighter, and her face looked pretty, and more matronly all grown up. However, the obvious thing that stuck out in her mind at the moment was that despite motherhood, and nearly ten years more maturity, she was as bean pole thin or even thinner than she was now. Her heart cried out for curves, and it echoed in her thoughts. “I want curves. I want to have thighs and hips and boobs! God how I want boobs! You have the most wonderful breasts and to have just a fraction of your bountiful chest would be amazing. Can you make that happen?”


“Curves I can do, curves are what I do best,” she said, glancing down at are body for emphasis.


Virginia saw time stop in her vision of the future, and the red headed woman with the unreal breasts walk into that kitchen. She reached out and touched the older version of her and suddenly changes started occurring. It seemed to start just like she’d said, in her legs, as calves grew out from her lower legs filling out the lower legs of those black slacks, then the thighs and hips seemed to broaden, until the slacks split at the seams and released a little of those child bearing hips that looked like they could bring three children into the world. And an ass, she had an ass; she had a great butt in the future! But the changes didn’t stop there. The belt line of the pants was one thing that didn’t change, but the bust line billowed fuller and fuller, stretching the fabric of that satiny blouse until it was pulling the fabric like a stressed skin from her belt line across her boobs and up to her shoulders. Soon the shirt began to distend and try to conform to the pressure created within by those straining cantaloupe sized breasts that didn’t seem satisfied at that size either. She was vaguely aware that her shoulder broadened but the snapping of one of the buttons at the peak of the breast line re-riveted her to the stress her expanding bosom was putting on that unfortunate blouse. Both of her future self’s melons seemed to vie for shirt hole supremacy as they tried to smash their way through the gap left by the now AWOL button, until the ones above and below gave way, and that creamy flesh poured out of its cloth prison. Despite each being obviously larger than her head, they sat firm and high, with the slightest amount of tear-drop shaping.

“Wow, that’s amazing!” she said.


“Any final touches?” Mandy asked.


“Just one, if you don’t mind.” She replied with a question of her own.


“Quickly please, I am starting to not feel very good. This is taking a lot out of me.”


“Okay, I am terribly afraid of the pain of child birth, and the thought of three of them scares the crap out of me. Can… Can you make it not hurt? Could you make it feel good even?” she asked, real fear in her voice.


“I… I guess I can do that. It’s done. Now, you will not remember any of this, not the future, not this incident, nothing. I only have one question for you. Do you want to be a late bloomer, or do you want to be well on your way?” Amanda inquired after thinking the request into existence.


“I don’t know. I hadn’t thought about that. I guess it will be fun to be a late bloomer. It will really be good my senior year to suddenly start to fill out. Late bloomer it is.”


“Done.” And instantly Virginia froze and the future started up again. Now there were more kids though, it looked like seven or eight and a pair of crying voices in the back ground. The house looked bigger and nicer, and the kids looked older. But that body was undeniably that of a young MILF who’d started early and gone for a big family. I guess giving her pleasurable child birth has its own side effects. She thought, looking at the family and noting as the clothes on Virginia’s body melded from the shredded white blouse and black slacks into a shiny crimson satin thing with a neck line designed to show off that amazing cleavage and a black with silver pinstriped double breasted woman’s blazer that framed the neck line of the blouse as though it were custom fitted. The pants melted and formed into a mid thigh length skirt that matched the jacket and screamed for her legs not to be ignored for the sake of her boobs. She hung up the phone and ushered the kids out of the kitchen saying something about going to school right before Mandy backed out of Virginia’s future and restarted time.


Walking into the stall to do her business, she noted with satisfaction that Ginny was already broader in the hips and shoulders, but was still stick thin. It struck her that the girl’s bone structure had broadened out, but she’d not grown any taller. The hostess was going to fill out to be sure.


After washing her hands in the restroom sink, Mandy returned to the table to see Andrew looking up at her and sipping a cup of coffee.


“Get everything sorted out?” he asked with a grin.


“Crude humor aside, yes, I think I did, and I have to ask, did you feel me use any magic while I was gone?”


“Well, no… Though now that I think about it, your boobs look smaller than they were when you went to the restroom. What did you do?”


Mandy looked down at her still monumental but noticeably less over flowing cleavage and blinked hard. “Wow, I did use a lot of magic.” She whispered to herself.


Andy overheard that whisper though and he was a pretty good lip reader also. “What do you mean you used a lot of magic? Talk to me Mandy.”


“I used my magic to stop time and show Virginia the future. And I did a little body modification too.”


Andrew Morris’ mouth gaped open and his eyes went wide. “You can stop time? Don’t you think that’s perhaps a blatant abuse of magical power? Never mind showing it to someone else and doing some more body modification. What were you thinking?” he asked, fighting to keep his voice down.


“Did you feel anything while I was in the bathroom?” she asked seriously.


“Well, no but…” He responded.


“Then it was not overt. The whole thing was over so fast that only the very most powerful and sensitive people could have possibly felt it, and they would have to be close.” I hope, she didn’t add.


“You’re sure?” he asked, hoping for reassurance.


“Yeah.” She said with as much confidence as she could muster.






*
*
*


The BMW was again headed toward Amanda’s Capitol Hill apartment when Catherine suddenly felt violently ill. Emily pulled the car over at her insistence, and for the first time in over two hundred years, Catherine Edgefield, the very epitome of femininity and grace, wretched in public. It wasn’t over there though, it was as if every muscle in her body was cramping up and her insides being squeezed and more bile, with what was left of breakfast after the initial heave, came back up in a forceful torrent of putrescence.


It seemed to be getting worse, as her body again clamped down on its self, this time sending tearing pains from her cheeks down to her toes and she could feel something break loose inside her as the next wave of body sundering nausea projected out from her a inhumanly long stream of midnight blue goo, with the consistency of tar as it left her body. At the trailing end of the stream of vomit it ran from inky blue black to purple and then the unmistakable crimson of blood, and lots of it.


Mrs. Edgefield looked visibly pale in Emily’s rear view mirror as she sat up, and the spatter of blood at the corner of her mouth let the young driver know that everything wasn’t alright. The icy gaze that she saw staring at her in that mirror though was what made her look away.


Kylie looked down at the blanched woman next to her. “Are you okay mistress?”


“I… I don’t know. We must find this young woman soon though, because she’s far more powerful than she knows.” She replied, careful to with hold just what kind of education she had in mind.

*
*
*


Matthew had dozed off in the parking lot of Andy’s apartment complex when female screaming jarred him back to consciousness. Natasha was writhing next to him in the seat, her body bloated with muscles upon muscles and enormous veins spider webbing across them in stark relief. Even her face was crisscrossed in pulsing dark blue veins. He’d never seen her look like this before, even when she’d torn the SWAT team apart, sure she’d gotten huge, but this topped that easily. She looked as though she were going to burst from the inhumanly intense musculature that seemed to writhe beneath her almost translucent skin.


As he looked her over he could see that her eyes had lost their whites, they were now menacing blue black surrounding those glowing sky blue irises. Her lips were darkening too and even the capillaries in her face were starting to become visible as they stained her alabaster skin blue black. “Natasha, are you alright?” he said.


Her head rolled over to face him and he could see that even her face looked much more muscular, almost masculine. Her eyes seemed to focus on him for a second before she screamed again. Her mouth was nearly black; her tongue, gums, and lips were all a dark blue black and right then her eyes rolled into the back of her head and she began convulsing, all that incredible musculature quaking in involuntary contractions.


Then as quickly as the seizure started, it passed only seconds later, and the color began to flow back into her body. Matt watched as she seemed to dwindle back to her normal self, the muscles fading from unreal back to believable and then to soft again. Her breasts seemed to go the opposite way, where as they had shrunk to almost nothing during the convulsions, they in turn ballooned bigger and bigger as she shrank to her regular self. Finally, Natasha’s eyes fluttered open and they were almost human looking again. As human as they ever looked being luminescent blue. One solitary black tear rolled down her left cheek, leaving an oily trail down to her chin.


“Matthew, we must stop her now!”

*
*
*


Cianna rolled awake in her hotel room bed. The alarm clock read 10:22 as she looked at it bleary eyed. Even the immortal cannot escape the effects of jet lag. She felt it then, suddenly, the fine hairs on the back of her neck standing up, and she knew right away. Magic, lots of it, more than she’d felt in five hundred years, being used close by, and then it was gone.


“Damnit Mandy…” she cursed as she stood up started to get dressed.

XIX


Amanda and Andy walked hand in hand back toward his apartment building. 

He was relieved that she had reassured him that no one could have felt what she’d done. If she was sure that they were okay, then he would take her at her word. She was the one who could control magic.


She was relieved that by the end of breakfast, her breasts were once again straining at the seams of her dress. Though she didn’t quite understand why, it seemed to her that her boobs were her magic gas gage, and if so, she would rather keep them full as much as possible.


As they entered back into his apartment complex though, he started to feel less sure. Andy suddenly felt cold, as if the air temperature dropped ten degrees from one second to the next. He glanced at Mandy suddenly.


“Run Andy, get the shot gun!” she said quiet but with urgency.


He took off at a dead sprint, slowing only so he could briefly look back when he heard the squealing of tires and saw a black BMW race into the parking area. Time seemed to slow down as he fumbled with the keys to the apartment, finally getting the key into the now ornate lock and pushing the massive and heavy solid oak door open. He raced into the bedroom, securing the scattergun and a handful of shells and then booked for the door and his fiancée.


Just as he rounded the corner and could see the whole parking lot the gravity of the situation hit him. The BMW had both its rear doors open and two women were walking toward Mandy who’d taken up an almost martial arts looking defensive stance. But there were two other people overlooking the spectacle that was unfolding in the parking lot of his apartment. A man, rather plain looking man with a very large lump in his pants, and a drop dead gorgeous though somewhat thin woman, though no one would ever dare to call her flat-chested. She had to be over six feet tall, with breasts at least as large as Mandy’s though not nearly as perky. Her skin almost glowed white radiating an unexplainable aura of dread.


Still, his attention returned to the women closest to Amanda. He recognized Kylie, but she was different than yesterday, a hulking ambulatory pile of muscle supported by bones with ridiculous breasts added almost like an afterthought. She was standing behind the woman in a business suit. If a suit could be called that on a woman built like she was. He was pretty sure that any office she worked at would have serious productivity issues with its male staff any time she walked around. Unlike the other women, this woman seemed to project nothing, and it made Andy aware of just how much power was radiating from every one, except her. Even Mandy, though he'd never noticed this with her before was overflowing with power by comparison.


“Stop right there.” Mandy shouted to the advancing woman in the suit. There was command in her voice that made even Andy give momentary pause. But if it effected the ladies graceful but still menacing gait, he didn't see it.


“You must be Miss Thayer. I have come such a long way to see you child. You have something I require.” She replied, still walking closer.


It was at this point where Mandy made the classic mistake of all the inexperience truly good people in the world. She gave another warning. “Stop right there or...”


“You'll what? Tell me to stop again? I've lived over twenty of your lifetimes. I do not fear you or your idle threats.” she snarled, and suddenly a wave of power shot outward from the woman and with it nausea that radiated in all directions. Dead leaves were blown from the trees and the windshield of the '77 Nova she was standing next to shattered, held in place only by the plastic laminate.


Andy choked down bile and drew a bead on the now radiant woman. She was still far enough from Mandy that he could take the shot and not risk her, but at the current range, the bird shot would be at most painful, but in no way lethal. He weighed the options, it was now or never. The jump of the shotgun in his hands seemed to bring him back to reality, and time seemed to decelerate at that instant. He was sure he could see the cloud of pellets open up as it flew toward the woman. It was a high shot he could see, and he knew he'd made the common hunting error of aiming at the head of the target. The aim although high was still good, and the swarm of shot opened up to a cloud that faded quickly as the range opened up.


Something was wrong however. Andy had been hunting many times with his dad, though most recently several years ago. Still, he’d never experienced anything like the time this shot seemed to be taking to reach its target. It was as if his mind was working at maximum speed, but physical time had slowed to a crawl. He confirmed it as his eye blinking seemed to take an eternity. Then, just as seamlessly as it had slowed down, reality sprang back to full speed.


He racked the next round into the chamber and took aim again. He realized

that the unreal radiance that the woman displayed was in no way diminished by the hundred or more tiny pellets she’d just been hit with. Just as his finger started to tense on the trigger a second time, he became aware of a presence on the edge of his focus.             

That was all the warning Andy had as Kylie’s fist crashed into his jaw with a wicked right hook.


The blow was unlike anything he’d ever imagined, and he could distinctly feel his lower jaw pop free of its socket and then snap under the incredible pressure before it lifted him from his feet and sent him airborne. He came to the quick realization that he was passing out even as he flew face first toward the paved surface of the parking lot. I can’t move my arms to brace my fall… this must be how it feels to… And the lights went out.


Mandy saw Kylie’s wind up and connection with Andy, but she didn’t know what to do. Kylie she could stop, but who ever this woman was in front of her, she was obviously the real threat. She knew then and there that Cianna had been right; she didn’t know a damn thing about how to defend herself. She’d just seen this woman slow time down, and through simple force of will force the shotgun blast to swerve around her body. And the power that was pouring out of her was like nothing she’d ever seen or felt before. At this very moment, Amanda felt completely and totally out classed and utterly alone in the world.


“Ms. Thayer, I’ve been looking for you. I am Catherine Mary Edgefield. You have something I require, I will not be denied.”


There was a shift in the air then, and it became clear instantly it wasn't bid on by the Edgefield woman. Amanda noticed the woman in the distance now, and felt intrusion of more power into the relatively small space. The air was thick with it now, almost choking, like breathing syrup but not sweet. There was an indescribable odor carried by the wind as she saw this other woman walking toward them.


Catherine craned her head over her left shoulder and spied the approaching woman with dismay. Her attention left Amanda for a moment as she uttered the woman's name. “Natasha,”


“Countess, time has been good to you,” she replied, sneering in her Prussian accented lilt. “But then you did not spend the last two hundred years trapped in a tomb.” She added with venom. It was almost comical to Amanda, as this new woman was wearing ill fitting pink panties and a nearly overmatched baby-doll tee stretched precariously over breasts that fit somewhere between Catherine’s and her own.


“I don’t have time to rehash your grievances with me. BE GONE!” Catherine barked the last and made a fist. The effect was nothing short of cliché as Natasha flew up and backward on a parabolic arc and at a speed that seemed destined to put her somewhere in Lake Union. But she didn’t go that far, instead stopping in midair and falling to a perfect landing on her feet at the far end of the parking lot. Catherine turned to face her completely, feeling sure that Amanda was too afraid to be a threat.


Amanda saw the opportunity, but didn’t know what to do. She settled for about the least magical thing she could think of, and the most physically aggressive thing she’d done in a long time. She ran head long at her best speed at the now distracted Catherine. She was only a few steps away when she felt time slowing. She must have heard me coming. I can’t let her stop me.


With a thought Mandy accelerated time around herself and leapt upward, driving her knee into the small of her target's back while bringing her right arm under Catherine’s, while her left wrapped around her neck and clasped her hands together, driving all of her weight and more importantly momentum upward and forward, the opposite directions from which The taller woman was bracing for attack from. The effect was right out of a text book for free safeties, delivering a blind side tackle on an exposed wide receiver over the middle, but without the padding. 


Catherine’s knee hit the pavement first with a cracking sound, followed only a fraction of a second later by her face. There was a satisfying crunch as she finally came to rest under Mandy’s weight. Reluctant to let go Amanda kept laying into the now prostrate woman’s back with her knee.


Then the world seemed to grow dark for just an instant before she was lifted off the elder mage by big hands gripping forcefully at her left knee and elbow. As her head lolled from the force of the lifting motion, she looked down to see Kylie's enormous frame rush past her as the Amazon military pressed her effortlessly.


More surprising to Amanda though, was when Catherine lifted herself from the ground; she could visibly see the damage done by her tackle on the woman's face. Her knee was bleeding badly, and her face was already swelling as blood flowed down from both nostrils of her visibly broken nose. Then, just as alarmingly, she watched as those broken bones knitted perfectly and the wounds closed right before her eyes. Only the thickening blood remained as evidence that she'd ever been physically hurt.


The bolt of purple energy that lashed out from Natasha's outstretched arms at that moment caught all of them off guard, and again Catherine went flying, though this time she landed more gracefully. The rear of her fitted jacket however had burned clean away in a perfect circle about the size of a Frisbee just to the left of her mid back. The flesh underneath however seemed virtually unscathed.


She's so fast with her shielding, Mandy thought in awe as Catherine turned toward Natasha, who was readying for a follow on attack. Then, with just a twitch of the right eyebrow in her direction, the air all around Catherine began to shimmer like a mirage. Wind suddenly began to swirl all around her and then, in an instant every piece of glass between the two battling mages exploded and every car alarm in the parking lot suddenly screamed to life. Natasha flew backward fast enough to crack the concrete retaining wall at the far end of the parking lot from her impact.


“Put me down Kylie,” Amanda whispered to the woman who still held her over head.


“Mistress Catherine needs you,” she replied.


“Put me down.” she said again, still quiet but with conviction this time.


“I will not.” Kylie said with more volume this time.


“PUT ME DOWN!” Amanda screamed. Like that Kylie's grip on her failed just as a corresponding shock ran through Mandy and into the super-sized woman. Kylie jumped back from the magical jolt, and suddenly Amanda was in free fall from seven feet. Without even thinking about it, she made an amazing rolling landing and sprang to her feet, staring down the two remaining women.


“You are in over your head child. I don't want to kill you, but I will if I have too. I know you will be much more useful alive than dead, but I will get what I want either way.” Catherine said, glaring at the ultra-chesty young mage in front of her.


Mandy could feel the magical power welling up inside her as fear began to give way to anger. Then in the back of her mind she felt something that made her turn her head just in time to see an explosion of purple electricity at the end of the parking lot where Natasha had come to rest. The silhouette of the woman in the center was what scared all of that magic Mandy felt bubbling from inside her back into hiding. 


The power emanating from this display was enough make her squint to see through the blinding light and gale force winds. At the center of this storm was what looked like a nine foot tall brute of mega-muscular proportions, who's only visible feature in the blinding light were the eye's that projected their own intense blue light from their entire visible area. Then her arms suddenly reached out to both of them from almost one hundred yards away.


The purple bolts of electricity hit both Amanda and Catherine square in chest. Both women's backs arched and both let loose a terrible shriek as the electric magic felt like it was trying to tear there very hearts through their ribcage. Then Mandy felt it, she could feel the magic leaving her, flowing from her down that beam and into Natasha at breathtaking speed, and with it, she could feel her breasts shrinking, and then the rest of her body started to wither. She craned her head over to look at Catherine and had to look away in horror.


The epitome of grace had aged dramatically in seconds, eyes glazed gray with cataracts, face a mass of rapidly multiplying furrows and wrinkles. All the color in her hair had gone white and she could see the age progressing at an increasing rate. Then without warning she fell to the ground, and Mandy could see blood begin to spill from her leg, bone showing through where the fracture had pierced the skin. And even over the crackle and snap of the magic stealing energy she could hear the wail of agony tearing from the enfeebled woman's thin and terribly aged mouth.


Then in a heartbeat, the floodgates that were pouring her life force into this unstoppable behemoth slammed shut.

XX


Mandy could barely stand with the withdraw of the evil electricity that had seemed to keep her upright as it drew her life and power from her by force. Still something felt strange, as though some new force  was drawing all the nearby energy, magical or otherwise, to the center of the lot. Using what little strength she could muster she looked up toward the center of this new feeling.


Dead center in the middle of the lot, bathed in blinding white light stood a dark figure, with white flames dancing all around them. It wasn't until the figure in the flames began talking that Amanda realized it was Cianna, speaking in some foreign tongue to Natasha, who was now at least twenty feet tall and probably half that wide. The giant bellowed a fearsome inhuman sound at the comparatively tiny woman bathed in what could only be described as holy flame.


As Cianna's voice got louder and more forceful in tone, Natasha began to writhe on her feet, her body hunching over and thrashing about, arms that were each bigger than Amanda's who body bunching with coiled muscle as she went to all fours. Suddenly Mandy recognized the last  words Cianna was saying.


“... in nomine Patris,”


Natasha's whole back arched to a painful looking degree, showing every facet of her backs wicked musculature in bold relief.


“... et fillii,”


The muscles of her upper back began to almost boil, seeming to shift, flexing and relaxing in intense spasms.


“...et Spiritus sancti,”


Skin right above her shoulder blades began to distend as though some thing, or some things, were trying to push out of a horrible living prison of skin, bone, sinew, and most of all muscle.


“Amen!”


The moment Cianna finished her prayer of rebuke, the skin on Natasha's back split, spraying oozing black fluid in a wide arc behind her. Two great leathery wings thrust out into the daylight from her shoulder blades. A terrifying shriek accompanied their appearance, and Amanda suddenly realized that the wings were just the most obvious change. Adding to, and probably completing the picture of demonic evil in front of her, were horns that were still growing larger from Natasha's head and a tail that tapered quickly from it's muscular base to long and thin until it terminated at the end with a small tuft of black hair.


Another roar bellowed forth from the demon and then a deep sinister laugh that made the hair on Mandy's neck crawl. Cianna shouted something she couldn't quite understand that made the monster stagger, rear back and then send a deafening and literally earth shattering wail of rage at the only Catholic in the parking lot. Amanda watched the pavement actually buckle and crack as a split formed moving from Natasha toward Cianna.


“Amanda, get Andy and get out of here!” she yelled at the paralyzed-with-fear young mage.


That was all that had to be said, and instantly she could move. Amanda got to her feet shakily and raced over to where Andy lay unmoving on the asphalt of the parking lot. Gingerly, she managed to get Andy onto her shoulders in a fireman's carry and started to run away as fast as her weakened body could move the two of them. She wasn't moving very fast though, and she could feel Andy seeming to get heavier and heavier with every step she took as her body rapidly fatigued.


She bit her lip and looked over her shoulder, turning to see the huge demon towering over the diminutive woman that was buying her time to escape. Then she stumbled and barely caught herself from falling. She tried to shift the weight on her shoulders a little and grabbed Andy's hand to pull him more squarely. The instant she touched that hand, she felt better, as though the magic in him had transferred to her in the touch, and she surged ahead, rounding the corner of the apartment complex. As she neared the exit, the black BMW flew past her, the driver nearly clipping her and Andy as she sped away, with Kylie in the back seat, looking down at the seat before it went out the exit and disappeared around the corner of the brick privacy wall.


She struggled out of the parking lot, with the terrible roars and shrieks of the demon and Cianna's shouts in what had to be some old dialect of Latin behind her, when she realized that she couldn't just run down the street with Andy in a fireman's carry on her shoulder, like she'd abducted him. Mandy ducked into the alley way between the apartment complex and the houses that made up the rest of the block and set him down.


It's probably a good idea to take stock of the situation. Breathe Amanda, breathe. She thought, as she took a deep breath looking at Andy. His jaw was a mess, and his eye was swollen shut. Furthermore, he didn't seem to be breathing right.


“Okay Andy, hang in there. I'll get you help, you just have to stay with me.” she said, more to herself than to him. She looked herself over, and was scared at what she saw. She was thin, no, that wasn't the word. Emaciated. It was as if nearly all the muscle and fat in her body had been wasted away, leaving her looking like what could only be described as a concentration camp survivor. Any curves she had had were gone, and her skin stretched like parchment across her bones.


The shock of her appearance was swept away by the approaching wail of sirens and then a loud crash and the sound of ripping and tearing metal from the far side of the apartment complex. God, you obviously exist, please don't let Cianna get hurt on our account. She thought.


“Andy, I have got to pick you back up and move us further away. I do not know how much more I can carry you though. I need you to wake up soon.” she said, bringing his hands into hers. The languorous warmth of magic seemed to fill her hands and she looked down to see her hands looking less sickly than the rest of her. She watched as the health seemed to spread back down her arms until its progress slowed and finally stopped just short of her elbows. Alarmingly however, Andy's arms up to nearly the elbows didn't look like they belonged with the rest of his perfect physique.


She dropped his hands in fright, and then watched as the magic in her own hands seemed to spread through her once she let him go, making her look the tiniest bit little more healthy, but feel much more so. Likewise, the magic in Andy seemed to return to a state of equilibrium once she let go, and the slightly wasted look in his lower arms faded. She knew what she had to do.


Forgive me Andy. She thought to herself as she bent down to his face and kissed him, first on the forehead, and then moved kissing him ever so carefully down the undamaged side of his face to his neck. The magic seemed to gush into her as she kissed the skin just above his carotid artery and she could feel his pulse quicken as she lingered there for what felt like forever, before finally pulling back.


The effect was obvious the instant she pulled back from him. Andy had returned to essentially his appearance prior to meeting her, the young college kid she'd fallen for not even two weeks before. Amanda on the other hand didn't look anything like when she'd met him. Her body had healthy curves to it, but it was a fraction of the softness she'd had when she met Andy, and her breasts were well below the natural double D's she'd sported before. Then again she also didn't have the tummy, for which she was at once pleased. I look like I am twelve again.


Now, lets see if I can jump start my magic production. She thought to herself quickly. She concentrated on making her boobs bigger. Nothing happened. Okay, that did not work. I guess there is some critical mass to this, and I am not there yet.


The blare of the sirens was louder now, and in just ten seconds she saw three Seattle Police Department cruisers streak past the alley and heard the tires squeal as they swerved into the parking lot.


“We have to go now Andy,” she said, looking down at him. To her surprise he moaned something and winced when she touched him. “Can you stand?” she asked.


All he got out was a whimper that turned to a loud cry of pain when his jaw moved slightly at his effort to talk.


The air suddenly filled with the reports of gunfire. The cops were shooting at something. They really needed to get out of this alley way and back to her apartment.

*
*
*


Emily was hysterical in the front of the car, while Kylie was hovering over rapidly fading old woman that had been the elegant Catherine Edgefield in the back seat of the BMW as it headed back towards the Metropolitan part of the city.


“Is she gonna be okay? She's bleeding a lot!” Emily cried from the drivers seat.


“I don't know. Mistress, can you hear me? Mistress Catherine?”


The cloudy gray eyes lolled open and tried to focus on the source of the voice above her.


“Kylie, child, is that you,” she rasped. Her hands flailed looking for her. “I... I can't see you. Where am I?” she wheezed.


“You are in the car with Emily and me. We're going to the hospital.”


“NO!” she choked, eye's going huge.


“You will die soon without medical attention! We have to take you to the hospital!” Emily pleaded from behind the steering wheel. She wasn't helping the situation much aside from driving.


“Kylie, I need you to... do something for me... I...” Catherine suddenly groaned loudly, her eye's screwing shut in agony.


“Anything mistress!” Kylie said, face only inches from the stricken mage.


“Kiss me... kiss my lips.” she said in a hissing whisper.


Kylie lowered herself over the dying woman and as soon as their lips touched she felt nausea crash over her like a massive wave. Her head ached like someone had taken a blowtorch to the center of her brain and her muscles tensed involuntarily, her whole body cramping up from the intensity. Her consciousness faded only seconds later.


Catherine Edgefield's eyes fluttered open as she lay on the seat, and she pushed the now non-magical Kylie off of herself. She looked as good, if not better, than she had before the fight with Natasha, and she felt better than she had in over three hundred years. I knew she was powerful, but I had no idea that her power could be this pure! Even second hand it's more potent than what I gave Kylie. Amanda, I have to thank you, but don't think that I still won't take more. She thought as she sat up.


It was Emily's eyes turn to go wide as saucers, seeing the Mistress back to her old self.


“Take us to the Olympic Emily. I don't need to go to the Hospital.” she said with renewed  youth in her voice.


There were still problems though. If the small amount of Amanda's magical essence she'd siphoned second hand from Kylie had renewed her power to well beyond what it had been originally, what had the massive amount of the stuff Natasha had stolen from the young mage given her the potential for. How for that matter, had Kylie managed to furnish an escape? What had happened to Amanda? I will have to wait for Kylie to come back to her senses. Catherine thought, resigning for the remainder of the ride back to the Hotel to wait for that time to come.

*
*
*


Matt had taken cover as soon as he'd seen Andy had come out of the apartment with the shotgun, and he'd stayed hidden throughout the whole magical battle. He'd watched all that had unfolded, like seeing a train wreck, unable to flee from the terror that Natasha became as the battle progressed. When the new woman arrived on the scene however, things went from strange to terribly bizarre.


Natasha was obviously evil, he was sure of that, had been since he'd met her actually, but she'd done something to him, and he couldn't leave her. As frightened of her as he was, he now felt compelled to stand by and make sure she was going to be alright. Whatever alright is for a demon. He thought watching the spectacle unfold.


Who ever she is, she's got guts. 


It was at that moment that the first squad cars from the SPD arrived. Six of Seattle's finest dismounted with eyes agog. Three of the officers had dispensed with pistols and already secured the shotguns from the dashboard mount and were taking aim in the general direction of the two fighters. The police officers couldn't seem to decide who to take aim at. The woman bathed in white flame and blinding light was still shouting in Latin at Natasha and closer to them, but the succubus on steroids at the far end of the lot looked far more threatening.


Matt watched in fascinated horror as one of the cops started talking over the Squad Car's PA system, telling both women to stop and get down. Neither did, and when Natasha's view shifted from the woman who was still shouting at her to the cops, a thin snarling smile curled on her face, baring razor sharp fangs.


The standoff ended there. Natasha drew ever so slightly into a crouch, the mighty wings spreading out from behind her back into view and then folding back, just as her massive thighs drove her upward and forward at amazing speed. The apogee of her flight occurred after she'd already covered half the distance between her and the woman and only then did those wings spread wide, and her arms extend out and in front of her. Matt could see that she wasn't going for the woman bathed in light, but for the police.


The foreign woman dropped to her own crouch as the evil flying woman flew over head, tracking her with her head. When she stood again, there was a gleaming sword in the hand she hadn't used to brace her body in the crouch, apparently produced from the trench coat she'd been wearing when she regained her feet at full stature. Between the light that radiated from her and the flames, Matt couldn't be sure, but the blade almost seemed to be on fire its self.


With incredible dexterity, Natasha's wings beat backward one time, flaring ever so slightly while swinging her legs from behind her to in front, just as her huge feet crashed through the engine compartment and trunk of one Crown Vic, not that anyone was standing. Two of the police officers had been blown off their feet when she'd flapped her wings to land, and the rest had taken cover farther away.


The damage to the patrol car was catastrophic. Her huge feet had left a deep crater in the hood and completely collapsed the trunk. The officer who'd been behind the car had rolled to safety and was lying on his back with the shotgun in his hands pointed up at the demonic visage before him.


“Holy fuck!”one cop yelled an instant before the shooting started. All six officers dumped all there bullets into the towering woman, and were rewarded with no apparent effect. They could see the bullets impact points, as clean holes showed, but only a thick black oozing substance bled out, and only enough to fill the holes. Soon the police officers had run out of ammo and the giant towering above them waited until the realization that she wasn't hurt in the least crossed their faces and only then then, did she lash out, scooping the policeman nearest up in her claw tipped fingers and squeezing until all the others around could hear his bones crunch and blood run down her alabaster skin, and then hurling his crushed body at the next closest officer.

*
*
*


Cianna took off at a sprint, sword trailing behind in her right hand, racing towards the murderous beast. Despite all the voices screaming in Matt's mind for him to just hide, it was at that moment that he chose to act. Snapping to his feet he dashed out from his hiding place and dove at the sprinting woman. He felt the flames that surrounded her wash over him, burning his skin, melting his hair, igniting his clothes, but he also felt her legs catch on his side, and knew that she'd fall, tripping over his body.


She let out a yelp of surprise as her hands reflexively went out to break her fall, and that was all the warning Natasha needed. The succubus spun in time to see Cianna tuck in for a rolling landing, and Matt's body be engulfed in flames. The Demoness screamed in rage, shattering any windows that weren't broken on this side of the Apartment complex, and she rushed back towards the demon-hunter who was collecting her wits on the ground.


Cianna was on her feet before Natasha could close the distance, and swung her sword into her onrushing hand. The flaming blade sliced cleanly into her wrist, before biting into the beefy bone beneath all that skin and muscle. Natasha stopped short, drawing her hand back in pain and in the process ensuring the back edge sliced back against her motion, cutting a clean four inch hunk out of her forearm.


“YOU WILL NOT IMPRISON ME AGAIN!” she bellowed as her left hand clutched the wound to her right arm. Black ooze ran across her fingers and sizzled as it hit the pavement.


“I will not make that mistake a second time, demon.” Cianna said, thinly veiled rage roiling just beneath the surface.


Natasha side stepped closer to Matt's charred body, moving left but keeping her eyes and body facing the sword bearing woman who stood just out of reach. Once she was standing directly over his body, she reached down with her left arm and hefted him up while at the same time leaping skyward with amazing speed and grace, and like that she was gone.


Cianna surveyed the area around her, the police were gone, having fled in terror, and while there were more sirens coming, they would be a moment. She collected her thoughts, and the holy fire around her died down. She sighed to herself, she was not that powerful last time, and she should have been weak from her imprisonment, unless shed been feeding on someone for a long time. How much of Amanda's magic did she steal? After a deep breath and another quick look around, Cianna took a cue from her unholy foe; she too beat a retreat before the authorities arrived with reinforcements.

