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Prologue: “Supervixen”

She slowly and silently slid out of the premium thread count hotel room sheets. Frank was out cold, and would probably sleep until room service came in several hours later. It didn't matter to her, he'd footed the bill for the room, and she'd be gone before he woke up regardless. She looked at her naked form in the mirror through the dim pre-dawn light and smiled. She had quite a bit to smile about.

Natalie Faust's body was jaw dropping, starting with striking red hair, exotic shaped luminous green eyes and plush ruby lips that were perpetually glossy on a perfectly sculpted face. Proceeding down her long graceful neck to broad strong shoulders her eyes were drawn to what were probably her most prominent features with a bigger grin; high set, firm and jutting breasts that if so encased would have greatly stressed one of her 32G bras. Those breasts were attached to a ribcage that tapered into a well-muscled and tiny waist, and then flared dramatically into broad child bearing hips with a bubble butt. Her thighs were thick but not fat and shrank into dainty knees, then swelled into meaty calves and then trailed off into delicate ankles and cute feet. On top of her five foot, nine inch frame she was as intimidating as she was strikingly beautiful, with a self-assured confidence that was undeniable. In fact it was that his confidence that had led her to bed down with “Frank” two nights prior...

Frank West had been sitting with his buddies in the bar down town when she'd walked in. He saw Natalie and he felt his cock swell just looking at her. It was at that moment he'd made eye contact. She was tall, easily six feet in the high heels she was wearing, and the slinky shiny green dress left almost nothing to the imagination. In spite of those heels, she seemed to glide over to him and before he knew it, she had slipped his beer from his hand to hers, brushing his thumb in the slightest of touches. Her skin glowed in the low light, and her eyes so green that he was sure she was wearing contacts. She kept eye contact until she’d drank enough of his previously full pint that she had to tilt the glass back, slamming the empty glass down on the table, smiling at him impishly. She had the attention of the whole table, if not the entire bar. “Evening boys,” she said in a sing song voice as she finally cast her eyes about the other three men at the table. “Thanks for the beer.” She added, those radiant green eyes peering into Frank's soul again.

Natalie had chosen Frank as a possible mark when she'd entered the bar, one of several possible targets, but his confidence had made her more curious. He was handsome, thirty-ish, well dressed, and most importantly, he liked to, as his ego had screamed at her, stretch a woman out. One of her many “evil” talents was knowing the minds and hearts of men with just a touch, and Frank possessed a great deal of pride in the very large equipment he'd been graced with. It was the fact that Frank enjoyed having his way with women, not so infrequently against their will (especially after they saw just how big he was down there), that made him, by her rules, a legitimate target for her other talents.

She leaned into him and whispered in his ear, “Let’s get out of here.” Her fingers wrapped around his and pulled him from the stool at the table and to her lips. He could smell sweet cinnamon on her breath, and then taste it on her tongue as they locked in a blistering hot kiss that sent burning waves through his body and made his cock swell to near its full potential down the leg of his trousers.

They came up for air. “Guys, as you can see, duty calls.” Frank said as she practically dragged him from the bar. She lead him to a candy apple red Porsche 911 and after making sure he was halfway in the car, started it and gunned the engine. He held on for dear life and buckled up as she tore down the narrow street. “Where are we going?” she asked him as she cranked the wheel hard and took an intersection turn at almost 40 miles per hour.

For his part Frank was grinning stupidly. “Take us to the Hilton,” he said as the twin-turbos screamed in second gear.

She flashed a naughty grin at him and suddenly jerked up on the parking brake and snapped the wheel around and J-turned perfectly in traffic before romping on the accelerator and flying back down the street toward the Hilton hotel. They covered the distance to the hotel faster than he could ever remember.

Natalie whipped the car into the drive and braked to a quick but smooth stop, opening the door and flipping the keys to the valet before Frank had even reached the handle inside. She met him as he got to his feet from the small sports car. “Let’s fuck,” she whispered, not mincing words.

I’m gonna tear this bitch up, he thought, his heart racing a little bit faster at the prospect. She was definitely the hottest piece of ass he'd ever taken to bed. He was going to make sure she didn't forget about him.

A few minutes later, they were checked in and she had kicked her shoes off in the entry hall of the luxury room that Frank's credit card had secured. He pulled her to him and began manhandling her right breast with his left hand as his lips met hers. Again that sweet cinnamon cookie flavor stayed with him as he pulled away a moment later.

Frank couldn't remember the last time he'd been so hard with his pants on, and Natalie knew it too. She was largely the cause of it. Her fingers slid across the tented fabric of his trousers before gripping his rod through his slacks.

“You're a big one. And so thick too.” she said, feeling his pride surge at the compliment. Pride was an easy emotion to manipulate.

“Your tits are incredible.” he responded, his right hand now aiding his left in extricating her breasts from the stressed material of the dress.

“There's a zipper in the back,” she said, demonstrating incredible flexibility as she zipped it down in a fluid motion. In that instant the latex pulled away from her body and revealed exactly what Frank had figured in the bar. She wasn't wearing any underwear.

Her body was hairless from the neck down save a neatly trimmed small triangle; free of any blemishes, tan lines or tattoos, and her pussy was already dripping with excitement, a glossy sheen showing on her lower lips. The smell of that cinnamon spice perfume she was wearing suddenly filled the room.

“Now this isn't fair, you are still fully dressed. I want to see if that's a prize cucumber in your pants or you're really excited to see me,” she announced with a mocking pout.

He'd never met a woman who'd been so totally ready to go. Especially knowing how big he was beforehand. Now, not only did she want him to fuck her, she was practically begging for it. And that smell... it was starting to make him hotter, if that were possible. He pulled his belt through the loops in one motion and a moment later was naked from the waist down.

Her hands went to it immediately, stroking it in opposite directions and extracting a healthy dollop of glistening precum. He is definitely among the top one percent by numbers, she thought to herself as she rolled that gleaming droplet in her fingers before bringing them to her lips and sucking them clean. He was big enough around that she had to use two hands to have any chance to encompass his girth. “I've never seen a real cock this big,” she lied, stoking his ego yet more. It had the desired effect, as his manhood surged harder and fuller. Despite his out-sized proportions Frank's tool was now angled upward in complete defiance of gravity. Natalie was mildly impressed by that. And I haven’t even gotten started yet. She went to her knees and began to orally worship his organ even as he removed the remainder of his clothes. He closed his eyes as her hands went to the base of his cock and massaged the large but not quite proportional balls in his sack. Her tongue started to swirl around his prong. It felt to him like her tongue was coiling around his pole like a boa constrictor, squeezing around him. The fact that she was able to take him in her mouth was unbelievable and he grabbed her hair with both hands to pull her farther along.

To his amazement more and more of his trouser-python pushed into her mouth. She took him in like a veteran sword swallower, until he felt her nose bump into his pubic bone. She didn't gag or stop once, just inexorably proceeded until she'd taken all of him into her mouth. Then he felt her tongue slide from her lips and begin to lick his sack.

He started to withdraw, pulling her head away with his hands and her hair, and then started to thrust. She started swallowing when he got fully inside her, her throat clenching down on the half of his cock so far buried. Both of them could tell he wouldn't last long.

She was totally in tune with his state of arousal now, and seconds before his release began, she took his sack in her left hand and squeezed ever so gently. Warmth radiated out from her hand and his balls suddenly felt extra heavy, full, almost bloated. Natalie pulled back and jacked his prick like a pro as he began to come, letting him watch the inundation of jiz flood her mouth. Frank's cock gushed forth with a force he'd never felt before, filling Natalie's mouth in three epic squirts, then covering the rest of her face with the next two and finally began the process of glazing her upper body (and a good deal of her lower body as well) before his climax finally abated. His knee's felt weak and Natalie told him to, “Go to the bedroom and rest,” while she got cleaned up. She waited for him to leave the room before she absorbed the “essence” she'd extracted from him in that orgasm. She preferred to just let her mark's come inside her, either deep down her throat, or ideally in her pussy. Her ass worked too, but in spite of what she was she wasn't even remotely desperate, as evidenced by her present physical condition. She knew that Frank would like that too though. Perhaps a possibility if things didn't go quite as well as she was pretty sure they would. She went into the bathroom and started a shower, as much for pretense as anything, since all the evidence of her previous “shower” had vanished. It wasn't often that she did what she was going to do tonight, and over the next few days, but she would make the most of it. The blow job she'd given Frank was just the tip of the iceberg. He certainly was a good specimen, and if she was good, she might have to pin up the zipper of her dress when the time came to leave...

She stepped into the bedroom to see Frank passed out on the bed. He was sprawled out on his back, relaxed, save for his manhood. It's stood fully erect, throbbing with his slow heartbeat. Her powers had seen to it that he'd be hard any time she wanted him to be for the remainder of their time together. And right now, she was ready for an encore. She maneuvered herself atop him, and quickly lowered her still dripping snatch upon him.

Franks eyes opened lazily as she was starting to pump up and down. Her pussy was milking him in ways that he'd never experienced and he felt his cock being pulled and squeezed to another orgasm rapidly.

“Fuck me!” she whined piteously, pouring on faux-urgency.

Tired or not, Frank wasn't going to disappoint, though nagging at the back of his mind was a personal let down that this woman had not only swallowed him whole, but was riding him like a champ. His ego was stroked every time a woman asked him to slow down. The many women whose eyes had been bigger than their pussies and had begged him to stop were a source of pride. It wasn't like he was going to marry one of these girls. That aside, he had a woman riding him right now that had more sexual talent in her snatch than most women could muster in all their attributes, and she was begging for it.

Natalie read those thoughts in real time and smiled inwardly even as Frank began to move in counterpoint to her. She could feel his orgasm rising again, and she urged his cock on with her drooling cunt. It was rare for her to orgasm, but Frank did have some talent, along with well above average anatomy. If his impending orgasm was as impressive as the last, it was conceivable...

She felt it begin, the telltale throb of his heartbeat, strong fists balling up big handfuls of bed-sheet, the surge along the length of his fully buried prick. Oh yes, this was going to be a good one!

“Nngh!” he grunted as the first rope of his spunk poured from the end of his cock.

“Oh yeah baby! Fuck! I'm coming!” she whined in ecstasy as his own climax ripped into her.

Frank could feel that incredible pussy bear down on his erupting rod as she came, pulling him deeper and squeezing him harder into her than any pussy he'd ever felt in his life. If this orgasm hadn't felt as indescribable as it did, it probably would have hurt. Instead any pain was overridden or blended into the pure bliss as surge after mind melting surge of cum shot into her.

He came harder than he could ever remember, particularly after such a prolific performance just a short time earlier, and he was barely able to keep his eyes open from exhaustion when she finally pulled off of him with a wet slurping sound. In the final moments of post orgasmic consciousness he looked down his body as he lay there on the bed and saw his tool, still standing proud. “Is it me, or does it look bigger...?” He half whispered to himself before the darkness of sleep overtook him.

“It is indeed bigger,” she said quietly as she too recovered. It was a side effect of being with her. One most often appreciated by her many beaus. It made it easier for her too. More tactile area meant more stimulation, faster orgasms, and faster extraction of her mark's energies. She proceeded to start working on him again...

The weekend had been good to her. Her dresses’ zipper indeed had to be pinned in place, and her cleavage bulged indecently above the upper edge of her dress, not that she really cared. She looked into the mirror again to make sure she was all set, and then cast a last glance at Frank. Gone were his mid-thirties handsomeness, thick dirty blond coif and strong physique, replaced with a withered frame, stringy gray patches of hair that would no doubt fall out over the coming days, and the craggy looks of a man sixty years his senior. Only his cock remained; a youthful and now absurdly huge reminder of her presence in his life.

“Poor Frankie, such God given gifts, such virility, and you had to be such sexually sadistic fuck. Oh well, your loss is my gain. And to think, if you'd only been one of the nice guys, I never would have touched you.”

With those quiet parting words, Natalie Faust, succubus, left the room.





CHAPTER I: “Medication”

It wasn't easy being a “reformed” succubus. Walking among humans was fine and good. Obviously it beat walking around in Hell with most demons. Demons were in most respects just about as foul in hell as they were on earth. It was the rules that were tough. The trouble with humans was free will. Depending on the religious doctrine you wanted to follow, it could be assumed that all humans were off limits because they could be saved at any time by coming to God and accepting Jesus as one's personal Lord and Savior. Natalie knew better, but it didn't change the fact that there were good, God fearing people, generally good people, and then shades that slowly but surely faded into darker and darker shades of gray all the way to very real evil black. And contrary to what people would say Natalie could attest to the fact that there were evil people in the world. How bad was Frank? Not as bad as some men she'd been with, for sure. None the less she was positive she’d done the world a favor, and he was a staunch atheist, so the church people she might have had to worry about were certainly not going to come after her for his accelerated demise.

She shook her head to clear it. These thoughts were all secondary to the issue at hand right now; she needed a new wardrobe. And in a not so roundabout way, Frank's last benefit to her was the purchase of some new clothes at several high end stores, starting with a boutique foundations shop.

Frank had liquidated over $300,000 of his personal fortune in stocks and commodities (at a significant loss) and transferred the money to several of her off shore accounts on Saturday. It just so happened that they shared the same bank (no accident, she had many bank accounts at many banks, all over the world), and so the money was instantly available. Not that Natalie needed the money, but tax headache aside, more money was always better.

She strolled into the lingerie store and smiled at the twenty something woman who approached her with her own smile of recognition.

“Ms. Faust! Welcome back,” the woman said. If Natalie hadn't been in the same building, this woman would have turned heads. Chestnut hair and sultry eyes distracted men only briefly from breasts that made no bones about why she worked in a boutique custom lingerie shop.

“Hi Georgia,” Natalie replied, taking off the short black quilted velvet coat she'd been wearing, and exposing her dress covered body to the sales lady.

“What brings you in today?” Georgia asked, taking in an eye full of the cleavage spilling out from the overburdened dress’ neckline.

“I think you just looked at it,” Natalie started. “I got this dress a couple months ago and it fit fine. I guess I've put on some weight. Everything is fitting a little more snug in the bust.”

Georgia looked Natalie over again with more scrutiny before commenting. “I wish I only gained weight in my bust line and my bum. Still, if you have gone up that much I imagine you've stretched out your bras too. We should get you a fitting.” Natalie followed Georgia into the fitting rooms. As she looked at the dress again Georgia saw the safety pin that held the zipper up. “Wow, you really had to work to get that up there huh?” she commented.

“Yeah,” Natalie admitted. It hadn't been that hard at the time, but she didn't want to let on that she might still be growing. “Can you get it for me?” “Sure,” Georgia complied with a smile. As soon as the safety pin was unhooked the zipper slipped down almost six inches and allowed the overflowing cleavage in the front of the dress to settle into the expanded space. “You had that bound up pretty tight,” she announced, handing Natalie the beleaguered fastener.

“I didn't realize how tight the dress was,” Natalie admitted with real

sheepishness. What that meant was that she was still processing the essence she'd been pulling from Frank all weekend. He'd indeed been a very good specimen.

“Well, we will fix that up in no time,” Georgia said, producing a tape measure. Measuring the over and under-bust three times and doing some head math she quickly determined Natalie's new bra size. “You have indeed put on some weight... you are a 32HH now. That's several cup sizes since last time, if my memory serves.” Natalie blinked. She knew her old measurements and adding three inches to her bust-line was a lot for one tryst, even for someone as gifted as Frank. And the fact that it wasn't as evident at the hotel as it was here in the shop meant that she was still absorbing the residual sexual energy and vitality from her encounter. Too bad they all aren't as good as Frank... she thought wistfully.

“Is everything okay, Natalie?” Georgia asked, snapping the succubus back to the here and now.

“Oh, yes... just trying to wrap my mind around such a large increase.”

“Well, if it makes it any better, you carry them very well. Should we look at some of our selection in those sizes?” Georgia asked.

“Yeah, I'd better,” Natalie admitted.

A half hour later, she was leaving the shop with seven new bras and matching panties in a large shopping bag. From there it was a fifteen minute drive to her one bedroom apartment on Queen Anne hill overlooking downtown Seattle. On the way into the building her dress finally gave up the ghost, tearing down the front, all the way down to the narrowest point of her waistline.

“Fucking Latex,” she fumed.

Just as she was hooking the black velvet jacket closed she caught the creepy guy from 704, the apartment across from hers, looking at her chest from the other side of the lobby.

A large part of her didn't care, but she had to maintain the pretense of humanity. So she sent her neighbor the coldest stare she could while wrapping the short jacket around her. He didn't stop leering, and frankly, she couldn't blame him, but again she acted on the part of a human.

“Do you mind?”

Words apparently worked better than body language. He shook his head and blushed; “Sorry...” he trailed off.

She marched up stairs, feeling his eyes track her ass as she went up from the lobby. Whatever, I can't really blame you. I'm built to cause that reaction, she thought as she rounded the landing. She quickly climbed the seven floors to her apartment and was in the door a minute and fifteen seconds later.

A quick review of her voice mail indicated she wasn't missed at work over the weekend, and she sat down for an unnecessary night of sleep before the start of the work week. While she didn't need to sleep, Natalie had adapted to it in an effort to appear human. That, along with showers and a variety of other mundane activities had been added to her routine. While sleeping for her wasn't quite the same as a normal person's, it was still a relaxed state. There was one other advantage to her “sleep”. She was out almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.

When she wasn't seducing men throughout the United States, Natalie was the executive office manager in a large Seattle law firm. As the queen bee of the office, she was responsible for new hires related to the secretarial pool, and today she was to meet the newest addition to her hive.

She'd worked at the Fox, Bryce and Barlowe firm for the last seven years, rising rapidly from the lowest of the firm’s 63 secretaries to her current position, often to the ire of female associate lawyers who thought that she leaned too heavily on her looks. The truth was that she was an expert organizer who worked very hard and wasn't afraid to stay late. She maintained the office morale through the organization of monthly after work functions, and it helped that she could also type 190 words a minute, take shorthand notation, and wasn't afraid to lock horns with associates and junior partners in the interest of the office drones. All in all she was popular with nearly all the people in the office, and most importantly, all of the ones that mattered. After starting her day in her cubicle, she made her way down to the HR section ignoring the usual stares and head turns as she walked through the building. Natalie dressed as conservatively as possible around the office, usually opting for a jacket and knee length skirt. The issue was that nothing about Natalie's body was conservative. It effectively made the tamest outfits sexy, and made her quite popular with the male demographic working at the firm. She entered the twenty by thirty windowless interior room that was the Human Resources department's current home looking for Nancy, the head of HR.

Nancy Miller was talking to a very handsome man dressed in an inexpensive suit when she saw Natalie enter the office.

“Natalie,” Nancy called. “Natalie, hello. This is our new hire, Matthew Wilcox. Here is his dossier,” she said, ushering the man toward Natalie. When he'd moved past her toward Natalie, the HR rep mouthed the word, “Wow”.

“Thanks Nancy. Matthew, my name is Natalie Faust,” she started, extending her hand. “I am the Executive Office Manager here at Fox, Bryce and Barlowe,” She met his firm but not overpowering handshake with one of equal force and a smile. He had rough hands for a secretary.

He was quiet for a very long second, trying to take in the overwhelming beauty of the woman who'd just shook his hand. Her luminous eyes had him mesmerized. He hadn't even taken in the rest of her body getting stuck from the neck up. Finally after what felt like an eternity he remembered his manners. “Uh, hello Misses Faust,” he said finally, flushing with embarrassment.

“It’s 'Miss'” Natalie explained, holding up her left hand to display a naked ring finger. “Welcome to the firm, follow me please,” she said with a dazzling smile, and lead him out of the HR cube.

“Those are the beautiful people,” one of the other Human Resource ladies said to Nancy watching them leave the room.

“Yeah, ascending into the lofty heavens above to leave us mere mortals down here to toil in our mundane lives,” Nancy replied longingly before going back to work. “Tell me about your qualifications,” Natalie said as they walked back toward the staircase leading up the three floors to Matt's desk.

“Well,” he started, straining to keep his eyes from ogling her body. “I was in the Army...”

“Unless you were a forty-two alpha, the army doesn't qualify you as an

administrative assistant,” she cut him off.

“Uh, no. I was Infantry.”

She stopped and faced him at the door leading to the stairwell. “Look Matthew. I appreciate your service to our country, but you need to understand that in this office, I need qualified people, not Veteran charity cases.” Her arms, crossed as they were under her impressive bosom made it virtually impossible for him to ignore. Still, he was largely successful.

“Sorry, I... well; I can type one hundred thirty words a minute, can take shorthand dictation and am fully versed in the entire Microsoft Office suite.” “Better,” she said with a smile before opening the heavy door to the stairwell and leading the way up.

“Stairs huh? Don't like elevators?” he asked as she bounded up the stairs in front of him.

“They're good for you,” she said evenly.

She's pretty fast on her feet for wearing heels and having that body. He thought as they arrived at the sixth landing where she held the door open for him. She led him to his desk in front of a richly appointed office.

“This is Mrs. Barlowe's office. You will be her interim executive assistant. Before you ask, yes, she is the senior partner Barlowe after whom the firm is named. Lucinda, her full time Executive Assistant is on maternity leave. Let me know if there is anything I can do to help you. I know this is very abrupt, but you sound like you've done secretarial work before, and Mrs. Barlowe is pretty old fashioned. I will check on you in about thirty minutes. She won't be back in the office until tomorrow, so you should have a pretty easy time getting situated.”

“Okay. Thanks Ms. Faust,” he said, sitting down and setting his briefcase on the floor.

She walked away, but took a good look at him before making the turn to go back to her own desk. She saw that his eyes were following her until she'd turned to look, when he quickly averted his gaze. Smiling inwardly, she thought He's a looker, I wonder why he's here.

In many ways, Fox, Bryce and Barlowe was an old fashioned company. Sebastian Fox was in his late seventies, and had been a senior partner for almost fifty years; Allan Bryce for nearly forty. Even Elizabeth Barlowe had been with the firm for thirty-two years, and all of this experience led to a conservative air about the office. As such, while Natalie had an undeniable sex appeal, she never showed even a hint of cleavage or wore skirts that ended more than an inch above the knee.

As the executive office manager, she demanded no less from her “girls”. However, beyond those requirements (largely put forth by Mr. Bryce) it was fair game, within obvious limitations. As a result, and no doubt egged on by the vivacious curves of Ms. Faust, heels and accentuated waistlines, bust lines, and hip lines were the norm. Unofficially the adage, “if you've got it, flaunt it” was the dress code. For Natalie, it was very hard to dress conservatively. Her body didn't conform to it well, especially considering she would have been just as at home in a PVC dominatrix outfit. But she did her best, and she'd never been “talked to” as she'd had to do to several of the ladies in the office over the years. The main issue was competition. Most of the women in the office were initially intimidated by Natalie. This often developed one of two ways; acceptance or competitive jealousy. Acceptance was obviously easier to deal with, as those who did transitioned easily into effective and productive members of the secretarial pool. The competitive ones on the other hand often times had a hard reality coming. Short of angels or other succubi, it wasn't really possible to compete with Natalie. Most attempts to do so involved décolletage or a short hem line, both of which resulted in a swift rebuke from her.

If this seemed strict in a modern day society where the economy was bad and showing more skin was more popular than ever, Natalie made up for it with her monthly after work soirees. Once a year they were formal; the unofficial office Christmas party (normally the only time the Lawyers were allowed to attend), most of the time though, they were a get together at a club or restaurant. Attendance wasn't mandatory, but almost everyone showed up, especially if they'd been to a Natalie Faust party before.

As a part of her effort to main-stream with humans, Natalie did everything she could outside of work to maintain her popularity. Often times this included using some of her supernatural abilities. Party attendee's almost always left happy. Married women found their husbands to be quite amorous when they returned home. Over time most of the women who attended regularly found that their bodies reshaped slightly. She was largely responsible for the fact that the vast majority of the women who'd worked in the office for more than a year were at the very least what could be considered attractive, if not downright gorgeous. It was well worth the small modicum of her stored power to keep the office happy and running smoothly.

The only trouble with her little parties was the men. With the addition of Matthew, there were now three men working as administrative assistants with the Firm. Andy Torres was gay, and Andre White was his no-nonsense straight counterpart. They couldn't stand each other. Andre had studied law at Stanford and played football, but he'd failed to pass the Bar twice and given up, settling for working for lawyers rather than being one. Andy was a meticulous organizer and excellent personal assistant, but his “flame on” mannerisms wore on many in the office. Andre didn't really like anyone, whereas Andy seemed to like everyone except Andre. Because of the friction between these two, neither had attended any of Natalie's get-together's.

After lunch that day, Natalie passed a gaggle of girls along with Andy at the water cooler. Matt seemed to be the topic of conversation.

“He's such a hunk,” Melissa announced. She was blond and petite in her early thirties though she could have passed easily for ten years younger, what with her slim hips and virtually complete lack of a bust line. Still, with her Grace Kelly look-alike countenance and outgoing personality, she was never without a man (though never the same one) on her arm at company functions or Natalie's parties.

“I saw him with his jacket off... He's gotta work out,” Sarah added, a dreamy cast to her sharply featured face. She spent quite a bit of time at the gym herself, having competed on numerous occasions in fitness competitions. Her hair was black and could have been in a shampoo commercial with all its shine.

“I swear he could be a model, why's he working as a secretary,” Lela wondered aloud. She was probably the heaviest girl in the office, but she packed a great deal of that weight in the right places. Lela was the only woman in the office that came close to matching Natalie's bust-line, falling short by only a couple cup sizes, though her bust measurements were (at least before this last weekend) the same.

“Well ladies, I hate to burst your bubble, but he's not all perfect. I saw him in the bathroom and he's hung like a cocktail weenie, not a bratwurst...” Andy was interrupted.

“Don't all of you have better things to be doing than talking about the new hire?” Natalie said, announcing her presence. “And really Andrew, is that kind of behavior appropriate?”

“No,” Andy replied like a whipped dog as the other girls quickly took their leave.

“That kind of activity could be construed as sexual misconduct, making this a hostile working environment. It won't happen again, will it?” she continued. “No, Miss Faust, I am sorry, it was poor judgment on my part to talk about it, or even do it,” Andy announced, backpedaling fast.

He's such a cock hound, she thought with an inward smile. “Get back to work.” He left for his desk without saying anything more.

So Matthew Wilcox needs some help with his equipment. That could be fun, she thought.

After announcing that the next after-work party would be on the following Thursday (always on a Thursday, as a way to make sure people stayed mostly sober) Natalie wrapped up her affairs in the office and headed home at ten minutes after five. None of the other apartment dwellers were around as she climbed the stairs to her unit, and she got to her front door without having to spend any time chatting with neighbors. It was as she turned her apartment's deadbolt key that she noticed something was wrong. It wasn't locked.

She entered her home carefully, using her unnatural stealth to sneak inward. She could feel the presence of someone in her living room. There wasn't any obvious sound of criminal activity, and the being she felt there was stationary. They were divinely magical, that much was for certain, but it was muted, as though someone was exercising great restraint.

“I know you're here, Nathalia. You can drop the sneaky pretext,” announced a clear voice that cut through the silence.

“Cianna Di'Trieste. Such an unpleasant surprise,” Natalie responded, entering the living room. “What brings you to my home uninvited?”

“I'm not a Vampire; I come and go as I please. Much like you, it would seem,” Cianna said. There was pure venom in her voice. “And you know this isn't your home.” “I pay the rent here. I pay my dues to your employers. They accept me, why can't you?” Natalie replied, crossing her arms. She could now feel the divine power radiating from the small auburn-haired woman. Something was different about her though, something had changed since the last time she'd seen Cianna. The black on black baggy ensemble made it difficult to tell what it was though. Regardless, that power was tugging at her, pulling at her control.

“You've spent almost one hundred and forty years among mortals this time. What are you trying to gain?”

“You couldn't possibly understand. Every second I am here is an eternity I am not in Hell. Who would want to be there?”

“You made that bed many millennia ago. Shouldn't you accept it and sleep in it?”

“You think I chose that? Why would I want to follow Satan against Him?” Natalie's voice rose, her control slipping more. She could feel her clothes getting tighter. She tried to reign herself back in.

“Oh, so God in His perfection just relegated you to Hell for no reason? I find that impossible to believe,” Cianna said, standing suddenly. It was then that Natalie could see the difference. Cianna had boobs. Very large boobs. On her small and very athletic body, they were enormous.

“I was willful. That was my crime, and it came at the wrong time. Again, you couldn't possibly understand,” Natalie offered with measured response.

“You were in the presence of the Lord most high, and you were willful. Satan was willful. Willfulness is rebellion, and rebellion is what got Satan where he is now. How could you do it? To be in Heaven, in the presence of perfection, indeed to be so close to perfection yourself. How could you throw that away knowing what humans must take on faith?”?

“State your purpose here or be gone. I will call the police,” Natalie declared, tension and anger rising in her voice. She was holding on to the slimmest thread of control now.

“The police? You would have mortals do your dirty work. That's just like a succubus; lazy and self-indulgent. Fine. I will give you the message I was sent with, but I want to know something, too.”?

“Name it, speak and be gone.”

“I want to know what you hope to gain by being here,” Cianna asked with a smile, sitting back down on the couch.

“I want back in.”

“HA!” Cianna laughed sharply. “You want back into Heaven? You are as crazy as you are evil. Don't the words 'not by works but by faith alone' sound familiar to you? You've done almost no good works anyway, but you don't have faith. Knowledge precludes faith.”

“You asked what I wanted, I've told you, now out with your message and with you, before I throw you out,” Natalie replied, her anger raging inside. She felt her fitted blazer pop several stitches. Her skirt ripped its seams at the hip and her nylons were quickly ruined with runs. Her control was gone. Now it was just a matter of trying to restrain herself before she overcame the confines of the apartment's ceiling. “I came to tell you that you have another job to do for his Holiness. And in exchange, you won't have to see me again for a while. Then again, if you fail, you might just be seeing me sooner rather than later. I haven't got the chance to properly banish a demon in over two hundred years... who was it that time. Oh that's right. It was you,” Cianna gloated. She dug out an envelope from an inside pocket of her trench coat and dropped it on the coffee table between her and Natalie.

Natalie felt her whole body swell. Taller, broader, thicker. Her jacket's buttons failed about the same time her arms ripped out the seams, exposing the shredded blouse beneath. Her skirt was split all the way to the belt at her waist, which was the only part of her body that hadn't grown bigger, though it was longer now, as her head neared the ceiling. Small black horns were protruding from her hair which had turned even redder. Her pupils glowed red instead of black. On top of all the other transfiguring changes, though, was the rapid expansion of her already large orbs to epic proportions. Between the two beings, the room crackled with opposing energies. “I didn't come here to fight,” Cianna started. “If you want a go though, just make a move. You will be back at Satan's feet in the time it takes your black heart to beat once.” It was an interesting threat coming from a five foot six inch tall woman to a nine foot tall Amazonian figure with still surging breasts that looked none the less to be at the exaggerated peak of female fitness.

“You know I won't go back there,” she announced in an acidic hiss. She was straining to control herself, Cianna could see.

“You will. By my hand, another's, or by His, you will. It is all but assured.” “God is all powerful and all merciful. If He has the mercy to spare a murderer, then he can spare me,” Natalie proclaimed, her eyes scrunched shut. It was more for her own good than an actual declaration though.

Cianna stood again, straightening her black overcoat and buttoning it. “Keep telling yourself that.”

Natalie regained control of herself, shrinking back to her “normal” stature as Cianna moved through the apartment toward the exit. “Demon Hunter,” she called just before Cianna left the unit.

“What?”

“When did you decide to have plastic surgery?” she asked with a hint of remaining acid and a malicious smirk.

“I was waiting for you to ask. Natasha and Myrris decided to get out of line. It was their parting gift before Natasha finally met the afterlife, and Myrris went back to Hell. If only it had been solely by my hand.”

“They weren't any friends of mine, and you know it. But if it makes any difference, they look nice,” Natalie said finishing with a smirk.

“Go to Hell.”

“Not any time soon,” Natalie replied after she slammed the door shut behind her unwanted visitor.

After changing into a night gown and throwing her whole work ensemble into the rubbish bin, Natalie sat down on the couch and looked over the Manila envelope left there by Cianna. It had a red and gold wax seal stamped with the crossed keys of the Vatican. She had an unhappy relationship with the Catholic Church. Essentially she was an operative piece of the Vatican's Intelligence Organization. She specialized in eliminating her victims, generally through catastrophic heart attack at the height of climax. She'd done in more than one world leader this way, though it had been a little while. The most recent was a most unpleasant autocrat in North Korea. Even his fellow communists hadn't truly mourned his passing.

In this case, she was supposed to deal with some minor Saudi prince. Ugh. Why an Arab? Such unpleasant people. He was to be eliminated from legitimacy, but not executed. They want a scandal. That means photographs... or video. And that means I have to burn an identity... So the question then was how to do it. It wasn't to happen for two weeks. But the window was small, only a weekend in New York while he visited the UN for some summit or another. Well, seduction was a game that she excelled at. And after her discussion with Cianna a few minutes earlier, she was more than happy to not have to kill him.

The main problem with trying to reign in her other-worldly side was the physical exhaustion that followed when she changed back. As a result, she was actually very tired for once. She was asleep seconds after her head hit the pillow.

The after-work party had gone well. Natalie was feeling particularly

magnanimous on this evening and had insisted that everyone try some variety of pastry or another that she'd cooked up, all of which were laced with a liberal amount of her energies. Those expenses of energies also made her bra fit a little better, as she had still been growing at the time of her fitting two days prior.

The result of this was that most of the office ladies would find some excess weight redistributed to more desirable portions of their bodies. The women in the office who didn't really have that undesirable weight to redistribute, like Sarah and Melissa and a slew of others, well they would just gain a little weight in those more desirable areas.

Some already had. Lela, who'd arrived at the party with a lightweight maize colored sweater over a light lavender blouse, was having all manner of wardrobe malfunctions. Her blouse would no longer tuck into her pants. Partly because her pants were now loose enough in the waist that they sagged lower on her hips. More to the point though, there was now so much more to her boobs that her blouse wasn't long enough in the front. She'd gone from what society would call huge to something else beyond that. It didn't matter; she was having a grand time stuffing her face with Natalie's pastries.

She wasn't the only one. In fact, most of the women seemed pretty oblivious to the high “calorie” content of the baked delicacies. It was running out of them that really ended the party. About the time they ran out, people started packing it in, most having to make some kind of minor adjustments to their wardrobe before heading to their cars or rides home.

As for Matthew, who'd attended on the recommendation of Natalie and the unspoken request of almost every woman from the office in attendance, he'd been quiet and fairly uncomfortable nearly all night long. Natalie intended to make it worth his while as the party was wrapping up.

“Matthew,” Natalie called as he was getting ready to leave the lounge they'd had the party at this evening. “Did you have a good time?”

“Well. It was interesting,” he said diplomatically. She'd seen the discomfort on his face within fifteen minutes of the gathering's beginning.

“I take it then that you didn't enjoy the experience as much as I would have hoped,” she stated, adding a lilt of disappointment to her voice.

“I just don't fit in this circle, I think,” he replied honestly. “I don't think many of the ladies in attendance are very interested in carpentry or football or, well, the things I am interested in.”

“I can understand that. Let me make it up to you. What say we get a bite to eat? My treat,” she said brightly with a megawatt smile. Her normally conservative attire was relaxed enough that a hint of cleavage was visible below the two unfastened buttons of her blouse. The deep breath she took magnified that effect momentarily. “Sure. I mean if you think it's appropriate,” he said questioningly.

“I think we’re two adults who are both capable of making sound decisions. I'll drive. That way it will be harder for you to take advantage of my virtue if that's what you are worried about,” she said self-assuredly, even as her inner monologue burst into laughter at the thought of her “virtue”.

“Okay, let’s go.”

It was only a ten minute drive to the little Italian place Natalie had in mind. The conversation centered on her Porsche, and how the nicest car Matt had ever driven was a 2005 BMW M3. It ended with Natalie announcing emphatically, “No, you can't drive it,” while smiling. Once seated in the cozy restaurant though, the topic changed to him. “So why did you go from being an Army door kicker to an administrative assistant?” she asked taking a sip from a glass of Chianti.

“You could say I got tired of being blown up in dirty crap hole countries that didn't want us there to begin with,” he started. “But that would only be part of it. Truth is my squad got pretty much wiped out while I was laid up from an IED, and they gave me a choice of go back and fight on the next tour with a whole group of new guys, or get out when my enlistment ended. I got out. Losing my buddies pretty much ripped the fight out of me. The worst part was I wasn't there for it.” He explained with a growing distant look.

Natalie's mind was spinning. She hadn't expected this conversation to start so quickly, nor for him to be so frank about it. “I am so sorry, Matthew. I didn't mean to dredge up such hurtful memories.”?

“I've dealt with it. I wasn't there. I wasn't even able to go to the funerals. I really only have the good memories and the loss. And the regret of not being there to change it,” he said. He was trying to keep a stiff upper lip, but the facade was crumbling. “Let’s not talk about that any more. I am supposed to be doing you a favor here and showing you a good time. You were discharged three and a half years ago. What were you doing in the mean time?”?

He wiped his watery eyes on his napkin. “Sorry. I am mostly over it. I've been doing custom carpentry and cabinet making. It started off as therapy and grew into a job that I loved. The economy hit me pretty hard though and there wasn't enough work. So I brushed up on my computer skills, and put the typing classes I took in high school and community college to use. My dad was a carpenter, and he showed me a lot before I left for the army.”

“I bet you did great work,” she said smiling. “Where did you grow up?”

“I was born and raised here. My parents lived on Bainbridge Island. They died in a car accident while I was in transit from Basic to Airborne School.”

FUCK! Her mind screamed. Nothing was going right at this point. She normally researched her marks or at least used skin contact to dig into their minds a bit to get ahead of the game. Going into this evening blind was going terribly. “Well I seem to be dredging up all kinds of bad memories tonight.”

“It's okay. They are in a better place now. Tell me about you, I don't want to talk about myself anymore,” he declared.

“Well, I am pretty simple. My parents died when I was very young. I don't remember them. They had a trust fund for me and left me a very comfortable inheritance. I went to Vassar, graduated with honors, and went to work for the firm. I've been there ever since,” she said matter of fact. She had long and short versions of her resume committed to memory.

“You're not married?” he said looking at her fingers briefly.

“Nope, never been,” she said perkily. She turned on a bubble gum sweet voice “Or maybe you would prefer a different format; my name is Nathalia “Natalie” D. Faust. I am thirty years old. I am five feet nine inches tall, 153 pounds and my measurements are 32HH-23-39. I am originally from Babylon, Minnesota. I like kittens, self-starters, and people who clean up after themselves. I dislike mean people, bible thumpers, and kumquats.”?

“Kumquats?” he asked still laughing at her Hefner inspired format.

“Nah, I really don't dislike them. It just added some laughs. But the rest is all true.”

“I'll be honest...” he started but was interrupted.

“... You didn't know that they made an HH cup?” she finished for him.

“No. I know that they make bigger ones than those,” He corrected her. “What I was going to say was that depending on your definition, I kinda fit into all your likes. I don't really like Kumquats either. Eating the peels is weird. I go to church on most Sundays, but I think it's largely up to you, I am not into bashing people over the head with the Bible.”?

“Hmmm, so are you saying you might be my mister right?” she asked with a coy smile. Finally a break! Her inner voice cheered.

“No, I am not as presumptuous as that. I am just saying that of the categories that you listed as likes and dislikes, I generally fit that bill,” he explained. “And your knowledge of large brassiere sizes?” she asked with a grin.

“A guy needs to know about the things he likes.”

“Oh? So you like large bras? Why are the cute ones always gay?” she chided. “Okay, okay, it's not the undergarment I care about so much as what is kept packaged there in. You think I'm cute?” he corrected himself and tried to steer the conversation before taking a healthy pull from his wine.

“So you're a tit man?” she pried, refusing to let him derail the topic she was enjoying.

“I would argue that a man who doesn't like boobs is gay,” he started. “And I think even that's a stretch, since I bet most gay men like breasts too.”

“That wasn't my question.”

“I am a connoisseur of fine breasts, of which I would say, not withstanding my lack of a proper detailed inspection, you appear to have a pair there of,” he said with a faux-snooty voice.

“I do think that both the French and Hillbilly judges gave you low marks for your verbose use of the Queens English,” she said laughing.

“Tu grande tetons es magnifique!” he said with a smile. “I rekkin you gotta nice rack. Resubmitted for the complement judge’s approval.”

“Tens across the board,” she said, still laughing. “So, would you like a proper inspection?”

He was instantly quiet.

“Matthew? Are you okay?”

He looked pale suddenly. “I’m just surprised,” he finally managed.

“Why?” she inquired.

“I don't have very good luck with women. I seem to enter the friend zone and get stuck there.”

“No one said it would go any further than the friend zone. But it might.” Matthew slammed back his remaining wine. “Check please!”

They drove the short distance to her apartment in silence. Matthew followed behind Natalie as she opened the door to the building. He noted for the first time the sweet cinnamon spice smelling perfume she was wearing. It smelled like home baked cookies. They took the elevator instead of the stairs and as soon as the lift doors closed, she pulled him to her.

Their lips locked in a tongue-tangling kiss. His hands pulled her body into his, as hers went to his ass and squeezed. This first kiss lasted the entire ride up in the old slow elevator car, ending only when the door had sat open for almost a full minute. She pulled him by his loosened tie to her unit and after deftly opening the lock, letting the two of them in and shutting the door with a graceful kick, led him to the bedroom where she pushed him back onto the bed.

“Stay there, I'll be right back... and make yourself comfortable.” she said leaving him on the bed.

If we do this, we are gonna go all the way. No stopping. No compromise. Full on boyfriend. This is an important part of being human, committed relationships. Superego said with authority.

We aren't gonna be happy with him if he's as small as Andy said he was, her ego warned.

We can fix that, Id chimed in.

We don't think that will freak him out? Ego warned again.

We can glamour him into not noticing, Id announced.

No we can't. Not if you want to have a real relationship, Superego corrected. We can cross that bridge when we come to it, Ego answered.

We're going to need to cross it sooner than you think. It was Superego warning this time.

We'll see, Id said.

Yes we will, they all agreed.

She shucked off her shoes and grabbed a bottle of wine with two glasses and a book of matches from the kitchen and then returned to the bedroom. Matthew was still laying back on the mattress, his sports jacket hung on a bed post, his tie draped across its shoulders and his light blue shirt still on but with the top two buttons undone. “So, I thought we could have a little fashion show by candlelight. It would give you an opportunity to inspect moi grande tetons to an acceptable level. Depending on what you think, we might move into a more in depth or...” she paused for effect, “intimate examination,” she finished, pouring him a glass of wine.

“Okay,” was all he could say.

“Good,” she said, lighting candles and retreating into the spacious walk-in closet. To say that Matthew was unprepared for what came out of that closet was an understatement. Natalie emerged in a pale green balconette bra with black trim, matching thong panties, garter belt and black stockings with black high heels. The bra pushed her tits up and together to form a dizzying display of cleavage. All he could do was swallow hard and stare.

She paraded around the bedroom before returning to the doorway in front of the closet, where she did a spin. The thong was completely invisible where it disappeared into the cleavage of her ass. The spin came tantalizingly close to dislodging her monumental melons from their precarious position in that tiny bra. In the spin though, he could see that there were no less than five hooks in the back of the bra's band. He squirmed on the bed, and Natalie smiled.

“More?”

He could only nod yes.

“Okay,” she grinned and returned to the closet.

She emerged a short time later in a black satin over-bust corset with white accents. The effect on her already tiny waist was dramatic, especially with the swell at the top of the garment and at her hips. Black fishnets attached by garters completed the ensemble. Matthew took a long draw from his wine glass as she pranced around the room in very tall white stiletto heels.

She once again spun at the entrance to the closet. She could hear the frustration in his breathing. She was especially in tune with arousal, particularly in men, and right now Matthew was responding to stimuli on multiple fronts. It was an assault no man was ever intended to withstand.

“One more?”

“Uh-huh,” he said, now reduced to guttural noises for communication.

“Alright,” she said, disappearing again into the closet.

She emerged only a few seconds later wearing only a pair of shiny red high heels that looked at least five inches tall and matching high gloss lipstick. Not that he was looking at her shoes or her mouth for that matter. Unfettered with clothing, her breasts were crowned with small pink areola and proud nipples the size of Chap Stick caps. Her pussy was adorned by a narrow triangle of neatly trimmed red curls. She didn't bother to parade around the room this time, instead climbing onto the bed and straddling him on all fours.

The assault of her sweet aroma of honey and cinnamon crushed any restraint he might have thought of using. His hands went to the incredible fruit hanging from her chest. They were hot to the touch and firm, yet the skin was soft and yielding to his strong hands. He kneaded them gently.

“Mmm,” she moaned in a half-whisper.

Her lips went to his, and he could taste that sweet spiciness on her tongue. His arousal surged higher as he drank in her kiss, fueled by that intoxicating combination of sensory assaults. Finally, after enduring what felt like a torture of unending passion rising higher and higher in him, Natalie pulled back from the searing hot kiss with a sultry smile.

“W-wh- wow!” was what came out of his mouth first.

“You like?” she asked huskily.

“Yeah.”

“Then sit back and enjoy the ride,” she commanded. Still straddling his legs and kneeling down atop his upper thighs, Natalie started to unbutton his shirt with nimble fingers. Then she started kissing her way down his body.

He could feel traces of sexual heat where her lips went, her tongue lapping at a nipple then the other, before moving further down his toned stomach. Her hands led the way down to his pants, unbuckling his belt then unfastening the button and unzipping his fly. His breath caught as her teeth caught the waist band of the boxers he was wearing.

She could feel his mounting trepidation. He was nervous, she could sense it. The skin contact gave her all the information she needed about his current state, even without prying into his thoughts and memories. Natalie cranked up her other-worldly pheromones and said one word, “relax.”

She felt that hesitation bleed from him and her hands eased his boxers down his legs. Andy had been correct. He was small. Even erect one of her dainty hands completely encompassed him. She knew that now wasn't the time to hesitate though. Without glamour he'd pick up on any hesitation, and no amount of pheromones could offset the sexual bliss shattering effect of shame.

Her lips engulfed his member with abandon, the arousing heat concentrating on him. Her tongue swirled around him, and then she sucked deeply while her hands played at his balls.

He could feel the pull at his tool, a strain that he had never felt in a blow job before, but it was muted by the unrelenting pleasure that seemed to radiate from her mouth throughout his body. The feeling of her sucking and then relaxing over and over was pushing him toward a rapid finish. Then she sucked harder and held the suction, while her fingers massaging his cum filled stones.

The effect was the instant release of the evening's building sexual tension in his orgasm. Its quality and quantity were exceptional, and she relished the feeling of his energies as it invigorated her. The buzz from his climax was different, stronger, and she wanted more, but a voice in the back of her mind shouted at her, You have to do this right. Let him recover. He's one of the good ones.

After she'd licked him clean of all his seed and repackaged him in his boxers, she looked up at him and asked, “I take it you enjoyed that?”

“Yeah,” his voice came as a contented sigh. He was totally spent and yet he felt that he needed to do something in return, but he didn't know where to go from there. “Relax. You've got no debt to settle, it just so happens that I like to do that,” she said, curling up next to him. “If you want to spend the night, it’s okay with me, but you need to leave tomorrow in time to get a change of clothes. It's an office policy that you not wear the same clothes on consecutive days.”

“My car is still at the lounge,” he said, suddenly realizing that he was probably going to have to go home and not really looking forward to it.

“Okay. Let me get some clothes on, and I will take you back there,” she said with a little disappointment.

“I don't want to go, but I appreciate your understanding. Where's the restroom?” he asked

“The door on the left, right before the front door.” she explained. Moment of truth. He padded out the door and into the bathroom. He was in there for a while, and when he came out Natalie was waiting for him.

She was wearing a warm looking red robe over green satin pajamas that she'd chosen because she could already feel the effect his seed was having on her chest. Her breasts were hot to the touch and she felt an energizing buzz radiating through her body. They would be growing before long and she didn't want to stretch out one of her new bras already. Fuzzy slippers completed the comfortable look.

“What's wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he deflected. “It's just that even in PJ's and a robe you are incredible looking.

“Thanks. I've honestly never heard someone say that,” she acknowledged. Well, if he's worried about it, he's keeping it to himself. So far so good. She handed him his jacket, tie and shoes. “Let’s go.”





CHAPTER II: “Temptation Waits”

Natalie was getting dressed the next morning when it became readily evident that her brand new bra was too tight. It was one of the 32HH's she'd tried on just last Sunday. “What the Fuck?” she cursed. It wasn't bad, but it was snugger than she liked. She let out a both sets of eyelets for the hooks.

It became more and more evident as she continued to get dressed that indeed, she was bigger around the bust and hips than she had been the day before. It didn't make sense since she had expended energy both at the party and later that night with Matthew. She remembered how powerful his climax had been and wondered if there might have been a connection, but there was little reason to believe that he could be the cause. She would seek her answers elsewhere and later.

Natalie was glad it was the last Friday of the month, casual Friday. While she didn't normally partake, she took advantage of a relaxed dress code today with a loose fitting upper calf length skirt and a formerly roomy short sleeved button down blouse and flats. It was hardly her office norm, but she had no time to go shopping for new fitted clothing. Her whole wardrobe was officially between two and three cup sizes too small, save her bra which fit passably. It definitely put her in a less than stellar mood. Matthew on the other hand was downright cheery this morning and probably because he didn't know, or maybe because he felt so good, was dressed to the nines. Around his first break he called her phone in the office and asked if she could spare a moment. As she had nothing pressing she agreed. When he came into her cube a few minutes later she could see that there was an obvious spring in his step. “Good morning Miss Faust,” he announced.

“For some of us it would seem.” she replied ho-hum but with a slight smile. “I hope you aren't mad at me for something that might have happened at the party,” he responded to her demeanor. “Or afterward,” he added quietly. “It's nothing you did,” she said reassuringly. “Now, what's up?” her focus transitioned fully to him and she sat up straight.

“I don't want to be awkward at work. I mean, I don't want last night to make work awkward...” he said in a low voice, trying to find the right way to phrase his impending comment.

“I know you don't, but it already apparently is. Out with it,” she commanded, but with a smile that said 'calm down and have out with it'.

“Okay. Sorry. The thing is. Well. Now I really don't know how to say this,” he stammered.

“Just calm down, and speak.” “This is going to sound stupid,” he announced.

She just looked at him.

“When I left last night I noticed that my... penis... was bigger.”

She cocked her head to the side, looking at him all the while as if to say 'What the hell are you talking about and why are you telling me this, when in actuality she was very interested in his opinion on the matter. “Okay?”

“I realized last night that you are a very conscientious lover, because you never hesitated to... well do what you did last night and make me feel secure in myself.” “Thanks,” she said with a gracious smile. “Matthew...”

“Please call me Matt. Matthew is so formal.”

“Matt. Let’s talk about this over lunch. I don't think the office is the best place for this kind of discourse. The walls have ears. You pick the place and we'll head that way at noon. Send me an e-mail as to where and we'll meet there. It arouses less suspicion.” “Okay, that makes sense.”

“I look forward to hearing from you,” she said as he left her cubicle.



The little pizza place was busy with the lunch crowd, but none were from the firm, so she wasn't afraid of repercussions from this conversation getting out. She actually beat Matt to the restaurant and was munching on a green salad when he sat down.

“Sorry about the delay. Traffic,” he explained.

“I ordered a Greek pizza. Hope you like Garlic and Feta,” she said.

“I have no problem with it, but the office might not like us.” he said with a smile. “Okay, so tell me about your problem, if that what you want to call it,” Natalie inquired.

“I just was wondering if you did something or noticed something last night?” he asked excitedly.

“Do you know how much money I would have now if I could make what you

are describing happen? I would probably not be working as an office manager. How much growth are we talking about here? A quarter inch?” she asked, knowing full well it was more than that, though not exactly how much.

“No. I might not have noticed a quarter inch. Try three.” he said.

“Three quarters of an inch?” she asked.

“No Three inches!”

That was a surprise even to her. She'd planned on making it a more gradual change. She'd obviously lost herself in the moment.

“That's a big difference,” she agreed. “Don't you think that maybe you should go see a doctor? What if it’s some fast growing cancer?” “I was worried about that too, but I don't think so. I mean,” he scooted closer to her from across the table and lowered her voice to a whisper. “It feels normal. I felt for tumors or growths.”

She smiled at him. “So you know I am gonna ask, how big does that make you? You obviously measured.” she replied in a low voice.

“Well. I was a clinical case for a disorder called, and you will laugh at this,” he paused and then whispered. “Micro-penis.”

Having been on earth for over 138 years as she had, she knew of the disorder. But she played along and snickered. “Okay, so answer the question.”?

“Five inches. I know it's nothing to write home about. I’m no Ron Jeremy, but when you've been self-conscious about it your whole adult life, and even throughout your childhood, it's a huge difference.”

“You grew three inches in one night and you aren't concerned? Go to the doctor Matt. Go right now. Well, after lunch.”

“I will. I just figured that you might have noticed something. You are the only thing that's different that would make this not scary. The fact that you are scared for me actually makes me scared,” he said, fear entering his voice for the first time. “I'll be here for you, and I will cover down on your desk. Go to the urologist today. With your now former disorder, you probably have a case file somewhere with a specialist that can help you.” she urged. Of course she knew that the Doc would find nothing. In fact that wouldn't even be evidence of the rapid growth. No stretch marks, no rapid cellular division. Just Matt's new and improved meat stick. But that might make him more receptive to her gift for him. And what was good for the goose would definitely be good for the gander.



Matt returned to work just before 4:00 PM, the spring back in his step. The office noticed, but Natalie was in a short notice partners meeting and they didn't see each other for what little remained of the day. He left a message on her desk at five and went home, missing her by less than five minutes.

She was in a particularly bad mood by the end of the meeting when she got his note. She'd been admonished by a mousy looking shrew of a woman and associate partner named Angela Martin for attending a meeting with the firm’s senior and junior partners in casual attire. As such, she didn't call him until almost eight that evening. “Hey Matt. I am sorry I didn't return your call sooner. I had a rough day. Your note said you had good news?”

“Yes Natalie, I do. The Doctor says I do not have cancer, or any other disorder for that matter. I am officially within the realms of the average American male,” he announced proudly over the phone. “Well that's great!” She replied. “Did he say anything else?”

“He said that he'd never personally seen a case like mine, but there were a few cases in Europe and a couple on the East Coast and in Asia that matched my circumstances pretty closely, although the growth was spread over a matter of weeks in those cases. But they also had even more drastic results. He said based on that, he wouldn’t be surprised if I grew some more. He wants to monitor me and run some more tests, but he said I was healthy and in his words 'very fortunate.'” Matt explained. “Well that's great news. I mean if it's what you want. Honestly I'll admit that I was underwhelmed last night, but since you are healthy, I'm excited by the current condition and intrigued by the prospect of bigger and better things,” she said with cheer.

“I think that most of my brief relationships have been the victim of

disappointment in that regard. I mean, I know they say it's not the size of the boat rather the motion of the ocean, but when you had the issue I had, no amount of hurricane force winds can get the dinghy to ride like a yacht,” he explained. “Most of the time it just sinks the dinghy.”

“What will you do if you keep growing?” she asked, intrigue in her voice. “I haven't really thought that far ahead.” he answered honestly. “Enjoy it I guess. I mean they say bigger is better right?”?

“That is what they say. What did the Doc say you might expect?” She probed. “He said this was a very rare occurrence, like one in two-hundred-fifty-million, and that much of the data isn't exactly well documented, particularly the stuff from Asia and Eastern Europe. In one case a man in Sri Lanka apparently gained seventeen centimeters. That's what, almost seven inches? But he warned that this particular case study was highly suspect. He e-mailed me what information he had. I've been reading all night,” he explained.

“So what would that put you at, almost nine and a half inches, based on the math you've given me so far? That might be rather intimidating for most women.” “Well I have about a one in seven chance of that according to the seven case studies I have. The rest are more in the three to four inch ball park. And remember, this whole thing is so uncommon they don't even agree on what to call it. Let me turn the tables though, what do you think?”

“I think it all sounds like fun,” she answered quickly, and perhaps a bit too honestly. Too late now, it's out there.

“Even if I am like the guy in Sri Lanka?”

In for a penny... “Sure,” she said. In for a pound. “Let just say I like a large man and leave it at that.”

“Should I be concerned if this doesn't pan out like that guy then?” he asked just a bit of paranoia creeping across the phone line.

“First off, there is a difference between ‘like’ and ‘require’. Second, what is between us? What if last night was just a fun apology?” she replied rhetorically. His response was about three seconds of silence.

“Matt I'm kidding. In all honesty though this conversation is getting me rather... excited,” she admitted.

“Oh. You want to go out?” he asked cautiously.

“Well, if ‘out’ is your word for come over to your house and test out your newly improved equipment, then sure. If you mean dinner, then no, I've already eaten,” she said playfully. You are moving kinda fast Natalie…

“I see,” he said smiling audibly on the other end of the receiver.

“Just give me your address.”



After changing, she left her apartment and got into the Porsche. The address was in Wallingford. It would take less than 20 minutes to get there. She revved the engine and pulled out into traffic.

We need to figure out why we are feeling the way you are around him, Ego said. Because he has what we need, Id announced factually.

Because we have been flitting about for thousands of years without a friend, Super Ego said somewhat more convincingly.

We need companionship as much as we need sustenance, Ego agreed. Do we love him? What is love? Id asked roughly.

Love is what we felt in heaven. And love is what humans need from each other. If we want to be human we need to love something, and he’s as good a candidate as any. Super Ego explained.

Then we will love him, since I think we are already moving that way. Ego declared. No regrets, Id added.

All or nothing, they all agreed.

The red Porsche pulled up to the street outside his house and stopped. Stepping up to the house, she rang the doorbell and was rewarded with the four note half hour chime of a grandfather clock. A moment later, preceded by the sound of the dead bolt unlocking. Matt opened the door and was met immediately by Natalie’s lips on his, pushing him back into the living room. Her right hand was on his crotch even as her left wrapped around his back. After backpedaling several steps he ran up against one of the rooms walls and was able to concentrate on the person kissing him, and her tongue that tasted of her now familiar sweet cinnamon. Finally, after at least twenty seconds she surfaced so he could breathe.

“Come on in,” he said belatedly, panting. He took in the sight of her, wearing heels and a gray trench coat. Her face was artfully made up and her hair was done differently than it had been at work, flowing in curly waves. “Hello lover.” she said moving her hands to the belt of the heavy coat. Her fingers undid the knot in less than a second, letting the coat fall open to reveal a red bra and thong panties, both with black lace accents. With a shimmy the coat fell from her shoulders and she continued. “You are overdressed.”

“So I see...” he started, before one of her fingers went to his lips.

“And you're talking too much.” she said a moment before a second kiss

assaulted his lips. Her hands were untying the drawstring of the cargo pants he was wearing and then forcing them down in one motion with his boxers. She broke her liplock again. “If the bedroom isn't close, we are gonna use that couch. At least to start,” she warned glancing at the one in the corner farthest from their current location in the living room. He started to motion further into the house, but didn't have a chance to finish before she continued. “Forget it, the couch is fine.” She dragged him over to it by his shirt even as her right hand continued stroking him. She knew he was fully hard already. She could tell his improved equipment was also very close to popping off early. It was more sensitive now than it had been before. Call it a perk. She pushed him back onto the cushions and went to her knees immediately. Her mouth was on him just as fast and she was bobbing up and down on his new length with gusto. She could now only barely take all of him without actually deep-throating him, not that she'd have had any issue with that. I will fix that tonight. For his part, Matt had his eyes scrunched closed and was trying in vain to hold back his climax. He could feel the distinctive suction he'd felt the night prior, though much more intense. It seemed the indescribable heat that radiated from her lips and tongue was building at the base of his cock, and it intensified every time she sucked in. The smell of her perfume was not helping his restraint either. Then Natalie started humming and that was all he wrote; his newly enlarged rod exploded.

Even with foreknowledge, Natalie wasn't ready for the intensity of the Matt's climax. Cum filled her mouth so fast that she could barely swallow the initial surge fast enough. His subsequent spurts were only slightly less impressive, and it took almost thirty seconds for the flow to slow to near normal levels.

Finally, after about a minute of licking him clean she came up from his tool with a smile. “Yep, you like it when I do that.”

“How do you do that?” He asked between breaths.

“This?” she mouthed him again sucked gently making him groan again from the refractory sensitivity. “Just like that.”

“That was incredible, but it's really sensitive right now.” he said putting his hands up.

“There will be more than that. I have all weekend and you see what I am wearing, so it's not like I can really go out. That means you are going to be my breakfast, lunch and dinner all weekend long. And I am hungry, so you better be ready for an encore pretty quickly Mister Wilcox. Now, let’s see what we have to work with in the bedroom.” she demanded standing up and offering a hand to help him stand as well.

Matt took the offered hand and stood where he noticed right away that his tool felt heavier. He looked down and it was evident right away that he was bigger. His cock was bigger now limp than it had been earlier in the day at its fullest. What the hell? Screw it. The Doc said it was possible and I was okay...

“Matt?” Natalie asked. “You okay?”

“Yeah, follow me.” he said, stooping down to grab his pants and boxers from their place on the floor before leading the way to the bedroom.

The brief trip gave Natalie a chance to look at the furniture in the dining room. It was masterful and looked expensive. In fact, looking at almost all the furniture, it was obvious that a great deal of time or money had gone into it. The woodwork was of a master crafted level of finish and it went perfectly with the period of the house. She determined to ask him about that after the evening was a little further along. The bedroom was dominated by a king size sleigh bed. She turned it down quickly and flopped down on her back atop the memory foam mattress, then beckoned him near with a finger. He complied immediately.

“I have something for you, but you will have to unwrap them,” she announced, motioning to the red and black trimmed bra.

Matt noticed that it was a front close, with two heavy duty hooks hiding behind the black bow at its center below and between her breasts. He wasted no time in relieving the tension on those overtaxed fasteners. The released hooks allowed her boobs to take a more natural spread as they splayed out upon her chest when the fabric retreated. She pulled her arms close to her sides so that those breasts mounded high and long atop of her ribcage, forming cleavage from her clavicle to very nearly the bottom of her sternum. He looked at them longingly but didn't seem to know what to do.

“You can touch them. They won't bite, though they might like it if you did,” she said with an impish smirk.

He didn't need further encouragement, straddling her waist on his knees and plunging his fingers into that inviting mounded flesh. It was soft and pliant in his hands, and so obviously natural. He was mesmerized by them, gently kneading them for several enjoyable minutes before he realized that he could do more. For her part, Natalie was enjoying the sensation of his rough hands upon her plush orbs. Her arousal was already rising as the energy from Matthew's spunk began to be processed by her unnatural digestive system. Adding the stimulation of her tits under his ministrations just stoked that fire. Then Matt's scooted down and his lips went to her right nipple.

Just the touch of his lips and tongue to her perky pink nub flooded his face with warmth. On top of that he could taste that spicy sweetness on her skin, like a persistent sweetness that spread stimulation throughout his whole body.

Without warning, a wave a pleasure ripped through her chest, forcing a moan from her lips. Her hands clutched Matt's head to the nipple even as the pleasure intensified at the core of her stimulated mam. She hadn't felt this feeling for a very long time and she cried out, “Oh yeah! Suck harder... don't stop!”

Matt followed her urgent instructions and was rewarded an eruption of a creamy cinnamon and honey substance from her nipple. He was taken aback by the sensation of his mouth filling with what had to be breast milk but the flavor was not like any dairy product he could ever remember. It was pouring forth so fast that he had to decide quickly weather he was going to drink or choke. He opted for the former and suckled with abandon. His body felt electrified as he consumed untold quantities of the nectar. Her other breast was also pouring milk in sympathy.

Natalie felt an orgasm welling up inside her. This hadn't happened to her in the nearly a hundred and forty years she'd been returned to earth before. An orgasm without any stimulation beyond breast play? What is… wrong... with me! “Nnnngh!” She writhed beneath him even as he kept drinking.

He felt incredible, strong, powerful, and his cock felt harder than he could ever remember. He reached down and stroked himself once and almost choked. He backed off her fountaining teat and looked down at himself. What he saw both excited and scared him; his erection (for he couldn't think of any other word right then) was positively huge, with thick throbbing purple veins standing out in plain relief from the straining reddish-pink skin. It was bouncing in time with his heartbeat and looked about as thick as his wrist at its thickest. He was honestly intimidated by his own penis. But that wasn’t all. His physique hardened, and his muscles bulged even as body fat melted before his very eyes. He looked like some hybrid of a fitness magazine cover model and amateur body builder.

“What the fuck!?” He shouted, jumping up from the bed and away from the woman in front of him.

It snapped Natalie from her ecstatic reverie, even as she was still twitching from coming. She had been so tuned into herself she hadn't noticed the building fear flowing through Matt, and she instantly knew she should feel bad. The problem was that lying down and without touching him, she couldn't see what he was afraid of. So she tried to do the human thing, “What's... the matter?” she panted.

“I... I don't know... It's huge! I’m huge!” he said pointing down to his monster dong and motioning at himself.

She sat up so she could see past the two mounds that were blocking her view and saw immediately what the issue was, though her first thought was that it wasn't a problem. “I... I don't know. Maybe it’s a side effect of the issue you’re having? What did the doctor say?” “Nothing about this,” he paused then looked at her, breasts still leaking steady streams of creamy fluid. “What have you done to me?”?

Shit! “Matt, I haven't done anything to you.” she said as evenly as she could. “Look, two days ago I had a genetic disorder, then I have sex... not even sex, a pair of blow jobs and now I could make most porn stars jealous. No scratch that, I am pretty sure all of them would want a dick as... I don't even know the right word for this? Veiny?” his voice was rising.

We can glamour him, Calm him down and set this straight. Her ego was shouting. We aren't gonna glamour him. We decided that already. No easy way out with this one. We shouldn't have even done as much as we did! Super-Ego screamed louder. Id was oddly silent.

“Vascular,” she answered. “The word is vascular, and yes, you are right, porn stars would envy you. But how could I do this to you?” she said trying to lighten the mood. It didn't work.

“Who gives a fuck what the right word is? How do you lactate cinnamon milk? How do you make me feel so incredible in ways beyond the usual climax? How are you built the way you are? Answer any of those questions!” he demanded in a booming voice.

Fucking Hell!

“I don't know Matt. I... can't answer those questions.” she said unconvincingly. “Can't, or won't?” he asked, his anger cooling slightly at her reply.

“Can't. Won't. It doesn't matter. I can't explain.” she said noncommittally. She felt terrible, and felt the worrisome onset of tears. She couldn't cry, the black tears would just raise more questions, especially since she wasn't wearing makeup that would make an even mildly convincing excuse.

“I think you need to leave.” He said. “I look fucking ridiculous!” He shouted at his penis. “Fuck!”

She got up from the bed and left the room silently. She'd never been told to leave before. Not by a mortal anyway. Is this what getting dumped feels like? This is shitty! She grabbed her coat and pulled it on, forgoing the bra she'd worn beneath it, deciding that going back into the bedroom for a bra was probably a bad idea under these circumstances.

“I love you Matt,” she whispered as she shut the door.



The drive home was short, but it felt like an eternity.

“I love you Matt?” she said in a self-mimicking voice that was super saccharine sweet. “What the fuck was that?” she screamed at herself.

She was coming apart. Something was wrong. She'd been in longer relationships with men before and that word had never come out. Boyfriend or not this was getting weird. And then there was the amplification of her powers. She'd always had excellent control with her previous marks. Why was Matt so different? And he was so productive around her. His orgasms were off the charts good, particularly for man she wasn't trying to feed off of. It was like just being with him was pumping her full of vitality. Oh man was he vital too. The two samples of his essence that she'd already tried were incredibly strong, and they were getting stronger.

“There has to be an explanation.”

We could be falling for him, Super Ego advised.

Or you could be losing your mind, more likely. Ego taunted.

His climax is fucking amazing! We need more of that, Id announced.

Seconded, Ego declared.

People fall in love all the time, and it doesn't take years to do. He's handsome, he's now got a great cock, he's nice enough, considerate, fun to be with, and his spunk is pretty damn awesome... We think it's love. Super Ego stuck to its guns.

Meh, we'll see. Both Id and Ego said in unison.

I thought that was what we were going for? Superego put in its final two cents. It was only 10:52PM when she got home so she decided she needed to get some answers. Most notably what was wrong with her powers? Her control seemed so off, which was totally unlike her. She'd not been roaming the earth for nearly 139 years without being a master of self-control. Maybe she could figure out her emotional distress with Matt too while she was at it.

It was a big occupational hazard not having complete control as a demon. It was the number one way to find yourself back in Hell, answering to Satan as to why you were on an unsanctioned and prolonged visit to Earth. She'd already had that talk once. Again and he might just kill her. No, she needed to get answers and she needed them now.

It was as she was getting dressed that she noticed something else. She was bigger. Again. Not just a little bit this time. Her breasts looked positively massive, and she could tell they were still growing, and her ass was more bubblicious than ever. Her muscle definition was tighter too, if that were possible. She was tighter and fuller and rounder in all the right places. It was severe enough that her newest bras were very visibly too small now, even with the hooks let out to their maximum, which meant that on top of bigger boobs, her increased musculature had expanded her band size. I must have gained at least three cup sizes to see this drastic a change. What the hell is going on? She elected to wear a thong, as her expanded ass would have the least impact on it. A pleated mid-thigh skirt was what she had that wouldn't completely scream 'look at my ass,' but it did have a Asian school girl look about it. Her top options were very limited as well. It was a choice between a 3XL hoody that looked completely dumpy, particularly with the skirt, or a blouse and blazer combo that would require the blouse be tied below her boobs to stay closed, all the while begging the world to check out her tits. The blazer did match the skirt though, completing the sexy school girl look. Fuck it! She wore the blouse and blazer combo.

By the time she'd left the apartment, her breasts had expanded further, to the point that she had to undo the top button of the blazer lest it pop off. She was entering the lobby when she saw creepy neighbor coming in the front door. Great. On seeing Natalie he stopped, his jaw dropping. His eyes locked on her tits pushed up, together and bulging out as they were in the blouse. He just stood there in the middle of the doorway.

“Take a picture, it will last longer.” If I had my hair in pig-tails he'd probably cream himself right here. She thought with an inward smile.

Then a devilish smile curled her lips. She licked them seductively and moved closer to the man, all the while cranking up her pheromones until the smell of sweet cinnamon was almost choking thick. She reached out with a finger and touched his mouth then traced a line of continuous contact all the way do the center of his chest. She could see his eyes were so dilated that he was no doubt seeing halos around her in the bright lights of the lobby.

The hand that had pointed at his chest continued down until it plunged into the waistband of his grubby sweatpants. His package was raging hard, but sticky with sweat. The contact with him filled her mind with images that definitely qualified this guy as one of the darker shades of gray. Views of children playing in a park with him snapping pictures through a telephoto lens. A removable hard drive of kiddy porn and him spanking to the movies on it. And on top of that, he hadn't taken a shower in three days.

Her eyes glowed brilliant green for the briefest of moments. Her demonic nature should have had no issue with those images. Evil was something that she knew existed. Indeed she was a personification of it in some respects, an object of lust and seduction, so it must have been something to do with her presence among humans for so long, or maybe something else. All she knew was that he was going to pay, right here and right now.

“You want me?” she whispered as she fondled his sticky cock to its fullest. “Ya.” he whispered half lidded.

Her lips met his in a tongue lashing, saliva pouring, cloyingly sweet, inhibition obliterating kiss. “You'll transfer your all your readily available assets to a charity, ‘Save the Ta-Ta’s’ should do,” she said as she brought up her smart phone and let him load his information into the paypal app she had installed.

“Transfer it.” she commanded in a saccharine sweet voice.

“Uh huh. Done,” he answered after a few seconds.

“Take a walk in traffic. Don't stop until you get hit.” she said, eyes radiating green intensely again, and that instant willed him to come in her hand. His eyes rolled back into his head for a moment and he collapsed to the floor. She'd siphoned off probably ten years of his life in that one orgasm, and the amount of his spunk she'd managed to catch was only fraction of the puddle that was now making a dark wet stain on those grubby gray sweats.

After twitching there for a minute he dropped the phone onto the nice stone tiles of the floor, stood up and sprinted out of the building and into the street. The Metro bus didn't have time to even honk its horn. It was the first person she's used her full powers of persuasion on in ten years. She didn't even feel the slightest amount of remorse. Natalie absorbed the gooey mess on her hand, picked up her phone and headed out into the night feeling better about herself.





CHAPTER III “Breaking up the Girl”

Natalie wandered down a Chinatown alley in the cast off and distant glow of sodium vapor street lamps. The doorway she sought wasn't obvious, especially to mortals, but even to her inhuman eyes it was hard to find, so skillful was the magical camouflage. She's already interrupted a malnourished vampire from his meal of flea ridden rat and disturbed countless bums in various states of drunken stupor, though most of them didn't mind the disturbance once they saw her. Finally though, after an hour of searching she found the door.

It was boarded up with plywood, and to a regular human would have seemed locked and bolted closed. To Natalie though, it was simple to unlock. The camouflage was this being's defense. Magic of all kinds attracts attention, and this particular person didn't want any attention. She was pretty sure that the reception she was going to receive wouldn't be very toasty. Or maybe it would be.

She opened the doorway, entered the pitch black room and waited. It was dark; dark beyond night time in the gloomy shadows of an alley. This was magical darkness that not even she could see though. Unable to mainstream like a more mortal dependent demon like Natalie, often warriors and soldier demons would create pocket dimensions like this to serve as a hide site. Entering a demon’s lair like this was nearly as dangerous as walking into a church, or Hell. Only a few of the rules applied here. “Malleus?” She called meekly.

Instantly she was pinned to the wall a foot clear of the floor by a massive hand around her throat whose claws had been driven into the concrete.

“You should not have come succubus!” a voice roared from mere inches. Its breath reeked of rotting flesh and was searing hot.

Natalie struggled with all her unworldly might to pull just the thumb of that hand from her neck but to no avail. “Malleus!” she rasped. “Please, I'm not here to betray you. I just need your help.”

“You are weak. All of your kind are. And you stink of the light! Succubi are the lowest class of demons, feeding on the simplest of human iniquities. You are selfimportant and greedy. Tell me, why should I not end you right here and send you back to Hell?”

“Because you know he'll send them for you if you do.” she squeaked as the pressure on her windpipe increased.

He roared thunderously, the hellfire burning within him lighting the darkness with a diabolical glow, and the heat burning the clothes from her body like being

dropped into the sun. Natalie wailed in agony as her body transformed into its demon form against her will, being unable to survive in its humanity against the impossible heat. Then without warning he pulled his hand from the wall and let her collapse to the floor. “Neither of us wants to be back there,” he said in a deep grumble that shook the ground. “I do not have the ability to walk among the mortals as easily as you. I demand tribute.” he commanded, his small eyes glowing like yellow-orange embers. The darkness faded slightly and his form was visible now. She'd known Malleus since shortly after the fall. He'd been one of the warriors, and his form was that of a massive hulk of muscle and bone. Burnished red bronze flesh rippled with his every breath, and huge glossy black horns bent from the crown of his skull. Each of his talon clawed fingers was as big around as her upper arm. Most notable to Natalie though, was his positively gargantuan phallus. It was as big around as her thigh or more, and probably half as long as she was tall in her current over nine foot form. She'd been given to him as punishment for not siding with Satan in the battle of heaven, and he'd indeed punished her.

“You!” he roared again, recognition crossing his face. “Nathalia!”

She shrank from him as his hand flew at her again, shying away from the blow that never came. Instead she found herself held up carefully to his face, where he sniffed her. “It is you!” he rumbled.

“Yes Malleus.” she said sweetly. “I am prepared to offer tribute.”

“Very well,” he said, placing her back upon the ground. “State your offer.” We can do this. We survived an eternity of it, one more time. Super-Ego announced triumphantly

Yes, we survived being split apart endlessly- in Hell. Ego reminded.

We will hurt for this. Id said flatly.

“I offer myself.” she said too quickly.

“And for your offering, what is owed?”

“Information, complete and true.” she declared.

“Too vague!” he bellowed ominously.

“Information about changes I have been experiencing.” she quickly corrected trying not to sound afraid.

If a room filling juggernaut could look contemplative, Malleus was attempting it. “Agreed,” he barked after what felt like several minutes. “The tribute shall be presented prior to any information given.”

“No,” she said defiantly.

“No?” He rumbled in disbelief.

“No. You have me at your mercy. I cannot escape your abode trapped as I am. You are guaranteed your tribute. I am not guaranteed my information. I require my tribute be offered after services rendered,” she said standing her ground.

“I could just force myself upon you here until the second coming,” he declared menacingly.

“And I could end my existence on Earth and tell Lucifer where you are,” she shouted.

He gnashed his gruesome teeth for a minute. “Very well Nathalia. You have obviously thought out your position. I agree to your terms. What is your inquiry? “I've had relations with a mortal.”

“Obviously,” he said with a ground shaking laugh. “You've put on so much flesh; I did not recognize you when first I saw you. I think you may be nigh Lilith’s size now.”

“Very well. I've had many relations. But I currently have a relationship with a particular mortal.”

“Does this relationship go beyond that of one in which you subsist off him? Are there feelings involved?

“What would you know of feelings?” she asked

“I had feelings before the fall. I remember them. I had feelings for you as well. Feelings are for the weak, but then again I must be weak for I could not stomach Hell, any more then you could,” he said in an almost quiet voice.

“Yes, I have feelings for him, beyond that of him being something to feed upon.” she admitted.

“Have you done anything for him for reasons other than for your personal gain?”

“I did something for both of us,” she replied.

“Were it not for your circumstance, I would argue that as a demon you are incapable of love of another being. But you are special case. You were not banished for supporting Lucifer, but for your own willfulness. I do not know if that makes a difference. What has happened? Speak quickly for I grow bored of this game.” “I am losing control of my abilities. Why is this?”

“Let me guess, they are having more effect that you intend?” he said with a horrific smirk filled with gleaming teeth.

“Yes!”

“You are having relations with a believer, and you love him. Your love and benevolent feelings toward him make your power unpredictable and more potent. Remember that God is love. This should have been evident to you,” he said, looking longingly at her corpulent tits and her trim snatch. “I believe I have answered your questions. Now I demand my tribute.”

“Wait!” she shouted. The sight of him quickly growing erect rapidly filling her with dread of the impending events

“What?!” he roared, unholy fire engulfing her body with excruciating pain. “What do I do?” she said, and instantly regretted it.

Diabolical laughter boomed in the dark room. “I DEMAND TRIBUTE!” he thundered. In a blink he had her ankles in hand and was positioning her before his ungodly cock.

We aren't in Hell Malleus, She thought as the barbed and blunted tip started to press home. Her body shuddered as she concentrated on drawing out his energy into a massive release. The mind crushing agony of her body being torn apart made it hard. She felt her normally impossibly accommodating pelvis crack and then crumble as the different rules of this reality limited her body’s resiliency. His rod pushed farther and farther into her rapidly breaking and formerly almost indestructible body, lower ribs being bowed and then snapping outward by the still unceasing initial up stroke. Still she collected and concentrated more of his power into his impending crescendo. She could feel his cock against her thundering heart.

If he smashed that, she'd be back in hell, and that couldn't be allowed to happen. In this quasi reality, unlike on earth, her resilient body had limits. While on earth, she had virtually endless capacity. Here, like in hell, she could feel every breaking bone, every tearing muscle fiber and every sundered sinew. She would not die, and her form would heal almost immediately, but the impossible pain of having her bones pulverized and organs rent asunder would fill her existence again with every stroke. Her sanity couldn't handle that either. With her last reserve of strength, she willed him to come. “TRICKERY!” he wailed deafeningly as his demonic finale inflated her broken form like a water balloon before she flew off his effusive barbed spigot when the pressure became too great. She slammed into the wall even as demon seed white washed the entire side of the cavernous room. He took a lumbering step toward her, then staggered, fell to a knee and finally collapsed completely to the floor, his orgasm still inundating the flagstones beneath him unabated.

She felt her bones knitting back together even more painfully than they had broken, her muscles and organs stitching themselves back into their pristine shape making her body move like something was living inside her. When she was finally able to stand she walked over to his unmoving and withered form and whispered, “What I lack in strength I long ago learned to make up for with cunning. I have no idea how much of your power I purged, but I suspect it will be some time before you are in a position to do me, or any other succubi any harm.”

With Malleus out, the darkness had lifted. The room was an amalgam of Earth and some other reality, which explained how he was able to hide in the city as powerful as he was. But the doorway out was plain as day. She looked at the expansive pool of thick demon cum on the floor and debated absorbing all she could. It would no doubt make her powerful beyond any level she'd ever imagined. But she didn't know if she'd be able to mainstream as she had been for the last 138 years. Uncertainty won out and she quickly made her escape, taking care to rebuild her human form before going back into the Chinatown alley.

Natalie emerged into broad daylight stark naked. Additionally, whatever energy her body had used to recover from her offering of tribute hadn't made a dent in her over the top pulchritude. That meant that she had still been processing the last of Matt's earlier climax and hadn't noticed the further expansion of her curves. Never mind what she’d absorbed but was yet to process from Malleus moments before.

Most important though was the fact that she had no idea how much time had passed since she went into Malleus' hide site. It was nearly midday by the shadows, and without clothes she was undoubtedly going to go to jail. She could probably feign a rape charge, but that would open a whole different can of worms when the rape kit came up with two different undetermined forms of DNA. We don't need to bring that kinda heat down right now. That's a sure ticket to Hell.

There was a dumpster at the end of the alley. She ran to it utilizing the shadows and searched for a large trash bag. Finally finding one that was black, she emptied it of trash and determined that she would have to wait until nightfall. She would risk a full on transformation and utilize the darkness and demonic stealth to get home. In the meantime, she found a trash heap as far from Malleus' doorway to the netherworld as possible and decided to sleep until dark.



She was awakened in the early evening to the smell of Thunderbird on the breath of a bum standing over her.

“Hello lady? You okay?” the mostly toothless man in his fifties asked, brown paper bag in hand.

“Um, yeah,” she replied.

“If you don't mind me sayin', you need some clothes. Plastic bags are good fer rain, but not so good fer gettin' 'round. ‘Specially wif titties like you got,” the man said. Natalie looked herself over and realized that she'd moved around enough while sleeping that one boob had come out the bottom "hem" of the bag. The bum was trying very hard not to look.

“Do you have a coat and some pants I can borrow?”

He looked thoughtful for a minute, then walked over to a shopping cart full of possessions that nobody but this man's social equals would ever consider of value. He rummaged through it for a few seconds and came back with a once white T-shirt that was looked like it had been taken from a victim of a shotgun blast, complete with large brown stain, and a pair of sweat pants that had been cut off into shorts with vastly different length legs.

She thanked him and faced the wall to put the clothes on, noting that the man turned away too. Less than ten seconds later she was legally dressed though far from decent.

“Listen...” She paused for him to say his name. “Jim,” he replied quickly.

“Listen Jim. I hate to ask this of you, but do you have change for a pay phone or bus fare?”

He dug into a grubby pocket and pulled out a crumpled bus transfer. “Dis is good fer anover firty minutes.”

“You are a life saver” she said, giving him a kiss, and cranking up the juice a bit so he felt it.

“You’re a sweet lady.” he replied with a huge mostly toothless smile.

“Will you be here tonight?” She asked.

“I'll be at da Union Gospel Mission tonight,” he answered with a warm glow. “Okay, well I will stop by tonight if you wait outside for me, and I will bring you back your stuff. I'll make it worth your while.”

“Okay lady.” he said with a silly smile composed of fortified wine and the glow of sexual excitement he'd not felt in years.

“Bye Jim,” she said with a wave before taking off into the late afternoon light. It took her nearly three hours navigating back alleys to get home after it turned out the transfer was expired a week earlier, only to find out she was locked out of both the apartment building and her unit. She paged the Super over the door intercom and he let her in, very surprised to see her dressed the way she was. As she followed him into the lobby, she noticed a wreath memorializing her former neighbor. Finally inside she showered then called her wireless provider to get a new replacement phone and the banks to get old credit cards canceled and new cards sent out. She learned then that she'd been in Malleus' hell hole for a full day and a half, and that it was Sunday evening. She checked her voice mail but didn't have any messages. Finally, she got dressed in her hoodie and a pair of once baggy sweatpants and put Jim's clothes in a paper bag. Then she grabbed $100 in twenties from her desk drawer, went down to the mission, and gave Jim his clothes, the money and another kiss. Her errands done she returned to her apartment and finally relaxed.



Natalie took a personal day Monday. She had to use her passport for ID at the bank to withdraw funds to pay for a completely new wardrobe. During her shopping she learned that she was officially a 32L. This made it impossible to find bras off the shelf, as most had to be mail ordered or custom fitted at boutiques. The other major issue was that there was a visible difference in the projection of a 32L from a 32HH. That meant that there was a lot of black in her new wardrobe to minimize the visible disparity. Her amplified ass also caused problems, but skirts would largely help there. It did mean that pants were essentially out of the question unless they were baggy or

cut specifically for her. All in all, she dropped nearly eight thousand dollars on clothes. Tuesday she returned to the office in new clothes. In spite of glamour and newly purchased clothing, she was asked six times if there was something different about her. She denied any changes and played catch up on her correspondence and paperwork for most of the morning before attending another short notice partners meeting. This time her new formal business attire kept a formal complaint by Angela Martin at bay, but she still stared daggers at Natalie the whole meeting. As the meeting was starting to wrap up, Mister Fox stood up.

“Everyone, we senior partners have decided to confer a new partnership today.” he announced. “This is an unusual case since normally junior partners have to buy into the firm, and with the exception of my sister, until now, all of the firms’ partners have been lawyers. But in recognition of her tireless efforts on behalf of the firm, and the fact that the office wouldn't work without her, we are proud to offer the title of Junior Partner to Miss Natalie Faust.”

She was literally blindsided. She had never seen this coming. Neither had Angela, who looked like she was ready to kill Natalie. She was thankful that everyone except Angela was applauding, as it gave her a moment to think of what to say. Finally, the applause died down and Natalie stood up. Instantly everyone's eyes were on one part of her or another, but it was safe to say that most of them, men and women, were staring at her boobs.

“I didn't know this was coming,” she admitted. “I am honored to have a

partnership in this firm, especially considering I don't have a law degree, but someone has to understand business administration. I want to let you all know that this won't change anything. Your personal assistants will be as diligent as ever, if not more.” Over at one side of the large room Miss Martin was visibly outraged. As an associate partner, she had no real pull in the firm, and now Natalie was a Junior Partner, an actually vested member of the company, Angela had no sway over her. She clapped exactly twice when the room applauded and began to beat a hasty retreat from the meeting.

“Angela,” Natalie called, ready to gloat just a little bit.

The mousy lawyer turned around with dread on her face and approached her newly promoted superior.

“Yes Natalie?” She said with thinly masked disdain.

“I just wanted to make sure we were still on good terms,” she said, extending a hand.

Angela hesitated then noticed that both Mr. Fox and Mr. Bryce were standing behind the glorified secretary. She met the hand with hers.

Instantly Natalie knew all of Angela's sexual desires, as well as many other material wants and needs. She knew Angela had never achieved orgasm with a man, that she loved her out-sized vibrator which she used multiple times every night when

she was home, that she envied Natalie's body and was angry she didn't have any real body to speak of. She was lonely, perpetually horny, and envious of the fact that all of the secretaries with any time in the office seemed to have amazing looks. Added to that now was the fact that the queen bee of the secretarial pool now had a position within the firm above her, and she was scared of losing the only thing she felt she had over Natalie. They even both had college degrees, and although a law degree was more prestigious, it hadn't landed her a junior partnership or even a lead on a case yet. Angela was in despair, and Natalie felt pity.

Natalie acted in that brief moment, and in what felt like a static shock, discharged a huge burst of power into Angela's body, sending that energy in many directions at once.

“Ow!” Angela yelped, yanking her hand back reflexively.

“Must have been static from the carpet,” Natalie said covering, working her fist a couple times for effect. Between the surprise of the moment and her recent lack of selfcontrol it had been a much more powerful pulse than she’d intended, but she didn’t have time to worry about it.

Angela was instantly flushed. “Yeah.” she responded slowly. Her eyes were dilated nearly to the point where you couldn't see the blue rim around the pupil, “I’m gonna... head back. Congratulations…” she said, having let go of whatever hang ups she'd had only moments before, her voice trailing off as if she’d been distracted by something much more important. She turned, muttered a hushed “excuse me,” and walked back towards the door in an almost drunken gait. Watching Angie leave, Natalie was momentarily concerned she’d gone too far, but her concerns evaporated as she received further congratulations and praise from her coworkers.

By the time she'd escaped the well-wishers and fellow junior partners, and then had her salary and benefits explained to her by the senior partners, it was close to quitting time. Mr. Fox smiled at her and instructed her to, “Pack up her things, so that maintenance could clear out her cubicle and move her into a real office.” Just before she checked out for the day, she swung by Matt's desk to see if she could catch up to him, but he had apparently left just before she got there, as his computer was still shutting down but his brief case was gone. She raced for the elevator, where she saw him briefly, but the door shut before she could get her hand between them to stop it. The other elevator was still in the lobby, so she flew down the stairs. Taking a rare chance, she used her inhuman abilities to scream down the stairs and almost beat the elevator.

She caught up to Matt as he was leaving the building. “Matt,” she called. He turned around to see her bosom careening around in her jacket as she jogged the last couple steps to move closer to him. He had a look of consternation on his face. “I don't really want to talk to you.”

“Matt, we need to talk,” she declared. “We have a lot to talk about.”

“I am still mad at you,” he announced. “We are kinda doing a reversed role thing here,” she observed.

“Whatever.”

“Just meet me for coffee.” she said. “Please?”

He stopped and looked at her. She was the woman of his dreams. Smart, funny, amazing in the sack... but he was sure that she wasn't honest with him. Hell, she must have done something to me. “Okay. Starbucks,” he finally relented, pointing to the coffee shop across the street.

“Alright.” she agreed.



Angela slammed the kitchen side door of her house, spun the deadbolt and flew into the bedroom.

It had taken every bit of her willpower to walk somewhat normally out of the FB&B office and to her 2002 Toyota Camry. Only after she’d gotten on the road had she allowed her fingers to stray to her crotch, but in seconds a blinding orgasm had zipped like lightning from her soaked through slacks covered nub to her brain, nearly leading to an accident.

Now in the comfort of her boudoir, she rapidly shucked off her embarrassingly wet but fortunately black pants and panties and dove into the second drawer of her night stand for her unfailing best friend forever. The bright pink silicone faux phallus was big in every sense of the word, ten inches of “usable” length, and two and a half inches of vein studded diameter in girth. And the built in vibrator was exactly what she wanted right then and there.

If I can just get off again, I can clear my head, she reasoned with herself. Rotating the selector switch to the second of five settings, she took the big toy to her sopping snatch and with no ceremony plunged it deep. She pressed it home and was shocked when the felt the rubber sack press against her stuffed and spread lips. “Unngh!” she moaned, even as her mind reeled in the pleasure of the buzzing tool buried to the max inside her. I took it all? That had never happened before. She started thrusting the pink prosthesis in long, fast strokes reveling in the rapidly building pleasure as the vibrating unit rapidly assaulted her pleasure centers. In less than a minute she could feel another climax building, much more powerful than the one in the car that had nearly killed her.

Her hand became a blur as it pushed and pulled on the big dong. Deft fingers rotated the switch to the third position and she lost it. Her vision was pinpricked by flashing points of light as her pleasure addled brain overloaded her visual cortex in waves.

Angela’s pussy clamped down on the dildo like a vise, even as girl goo squidged

out of her in great wet squirts all around the big invader. Her hand clenched around the base, trying to pull it out or push it in, but could do neither as the motor control just wasn’t there. Instead her box just contracted in intense spasms trying to crush the silicone intruder.

The orgasm began to abate momentarily, only to start again more intensely when her hand tried to remove the rubber penis.

“Fffuuuuuuuck!” she bellowed as her whole body convulsed under the crushing onslaught of her multiple orgasms. She felt all the muscles in her body clench in fluttering pulses as burst after burst of bio-electric overload blitzed throughout her body. It felt amazing, painful, blissful, shocking, and utterly indescribable! It was too much for her; her mind, flooded by the energies of Natalie’s touch and the subsequent need for erotic release was in the end overwhelmed, and it switched off. When she came-to a few minutes later, the buzzing beast that had been inside her was vibrating against her thigh. Lack of consciousness had apparently allowed it to finally ooze free of her sloppy cunt. The insides of her legs were slick to her calves, and she felt exhausted. But the nagging itch of arousal was still there, dampened, but still in the back of her mind. Still it was better than it had been since the office. Reaching down between her thighs she grabbed her friend and turned the dial to the “off” position, then tossed the slick with her slime toy casually to the floor. “Holy shit that was intense!” she announced to no one in understatement. Attempting to sit up, she noticed right away that every muscle she engaged in the effort felt dead, like it had been worked out to absolute failure. It took her almost twenty seconds to rise to a seated position. That was when she noticed the changes. Angela had never been what anyone would call beautiful. Her eyes were close set and brown to almost black, and the choice of eyewear she’d long ago chosen weren’t flattering. Her nose was too big for her narrow face. She had a wide mouth with thin lips that sat just above a short and weak chin. Her figure was little better; narrow shoulders and a boxy chest-waist-hip line and a general lack of feminine features had never helped her have much luck with men, and her legs had never been much to write home about either. They were just there. Not much in the way of muscle tone or shape. A bit too much fluff in the upper thighs, not enough in the ass, and very limited musculature in the calves led to a less than desirable look when she dared wear a skirt or dress, even in the most daring of high heels.

That was why the changes she saw before her were so awe inspiring. She had legs. Not amazing legs, but legs none the less. The cellulite on her upper thighs was gone, and her lower legs had some shape to them. These changes prompted her to look at more of her body, and she got up to head to the bathroom, where a full-length mirror would give a better view.

The trek to the bathroom was difficult, as in addition to the weakness she felt, something else felt off. She realized what it was when she’d arrived at the mirror. She

was taller. Not much, but it was noticeable. At 36 years old, she hadn’t grown taller since she was 16, when she stopped at a five-foot-two. But her perspective told her that she was indeed taller now.

“What the hell is going on?” she thought aloud. And that wasn’t all. Her whole body was different. She had a waist-line now, and it had shape! The pudgy belly that had come from long hours at work and a general lack of physical activity was gone. In its place was a tummy that, while not the peak of female fitness, was none the less a massive improvement. While her hips and chest didn’t look any different, except for the announcement by her still hard nipples that she still felt a nagging horniness, having a waistline made her look like a woman for the first time ever.

She continued looking further up, and saw that her face was different too. Her eyes were the most of it, they looked bigger and the brown had flecks of amber fire in it now, rather than being the almost black color it had been. Her lips were slightly fuller and her nose looked smaller.

All in all she’d gone from unattractive to plain, but for her it was a huge improvement. Just like that though, things got funny. Her memory seemed to get fuzzy for a moment, and then she couldn’t remember why she was staring at herself in the mirror. She knew one thing though, she needed something. And while it was a good facsimile, her best friend wasn’t the real thing.



“So what do you think is so important to say?” He asked after sitting down at a table with his Latte.

She looked up at him from her Mocha. “Okay,” she started. “I admit it. I've not been totally honest with you. I had everything to do with your current condition.” “Okay, I figured that, but it's good to hear it from you.” he said, pausing to take a sip of his coffee. “How?”

“I can't really explain it,” she replied with truth in her voice. “I just know I can affect men and women around me in that way.”

He looked at her skeptically. “And you can control this?”

“Yes, for the most part,” she agreed.

“For the most part?”

“Well, I lost control of it with you,” she admitted with quiet sheepishness. “I see. Let me ask you another question then, what about you. Can you control the way you look?”

“No, not really.” she lied.

“What does that mean?” He asked.

“It means that I don't have control of it directly. It used to be that when I would not use this... gift I would get,” she paused to choose a good word, but settled for

“bigger.” “Used to be, but not now?” he asked quietly before taking another swig of his Latte.

“Since I met you I've been growing a lot. I've had to buy a whole new wardrobe... Twice.”

“I thought you might be bigger up top, but I wasn't sure,” he said appreciatively. “Because I've been wearing new clothes that are minimizing. Yeah, I am

considerably larger.” she admitted. “What about you?”

“Yeah, I've stopped,” he got quiet before finishing, “growing.”

“Okay. I was concerned,” she told him.

“It's still huge.” he announced quietly.

“Is that really so bad though?” she asked, hope creeping into her voice. “I measured last night,” he said looking around. There weren't many people sitting in the shop, and none particularly close.

“Lots of guys do,” she said reassuringly.

“It's over nine and a half inches long seven inches around!” He hissed. “Okay, so you went from bottom one percent to top one percent,” she said flatly. “Easy for you to say.” he said sharply.

“Look here Matt, I have always been in the top one percent. I do empathize, but I deal with it,” she shot back at him. “And I'll tell you something else. I like having big tits. The majority of the time, I enjoy being the center of attention. I know that my boobs are a pain in the ass, believe me. But I also know that they set me apart from the other women out there. I have a Master’s in Business Administration. I’m smart. I’m pretty sure I could litigate better than half the lawyers at our firm. But I also know that my tits can be an advantage or a hindrance based purely on how I choose to perceive them. I choose to use them as an advantage. You have it easy. You can literally keep it in your pants and no one will ever know. And if you decide to let on, well it doesn't affect your reputation. I am constantly having to back up my image with my brain so people will see me as more than just some ditzy ginger with a huge rack, a great ass and legs for days.”

Matt looked a little ruffled by the lecture. “Yeah, but I didn't ask for it.” “And I did?” she asked. “Seriously. Tell me Matt, tell me to my face,” she paused to look around, “that you never wanted to be bigger before you met me. Tell me that you weren't scared of intimacy. Tell me that you never wanted to be that guy at the gym locker-room that all the other guys envied. Tell me any of those statements isn't true,” she snapped. She could see him trying to refute any of those statements in his head. He couldn't. “You're right. I always wanted all of those things.”

“So what you are telling me is that you are mad at me because I gave you something you always wanted but didn't ask you beforehand if I could give it to you?” she asked coolly.

Matt looked confused. “Look, I understand. You want to be in control of your body. Who doesn't? But you need to understand that I wasn't trying to hurt you. I wasn't trying to scare you. I was trying to give you something you would like. Something to give you some added confidence, and I knew that if I asked you if you were interested, you would have had too many questions that I wasn't able to answer,” Natalie explained. “Hell, you would probably have thought I was bat-shit crazy just for going there.”

“But how does this work?” he asked, finally coming to grips with what she was saying.

“Let’s go somewhere else and we can talk about this some more.” she said standing up. She grabbed her mocha and motioned for him to follow.

He looked perplexed for a minute and then got up. “Oh, what the hell.”

“That's the spirit.”



The drive to her apartment was brief and they largely kept to themselves. When they got up to her apartment she sat down on the couch and beckoned him to sit in the lazy boy to her left.

“Ask me what you want. If I can answer it, I will.”

“How long have you been able to do what you do?” he asked right away. Matt had been thinking about this since they'd left the coffee shop.

“You don't waste any time,” she said with a wan smile before answering. “For as long as I can remember. What else?”

“How many people have you changed?”

“I have no idea. Most of the time I just change the women around me. You may have noticed the women in the office tend to be a bit better looking than average. But I've changed hundreds or thousands of people in my life. I change almost everyone I come into direct contact with.”

He contemplated his next question carefully. “How many men have you

changed?”

She had to fight to keep her face neutral, and in so doing gave away some of her discomfort at the question to Matt. “A lot,” she said simply.

Matt didn't know how to take that, but Natalie could tell he looked hurt. “You can't have thought you were my first. I'm thirty years old,” she said, trusting that he would buy into that. He had no reason not to.

“No, but I had hoped that the number would be 'a few' or 'a couple' and not 'a lot,'” he admitted.

“I'm afraid I will have to disappoint you there,” she said.

“How big was the biggest guy you changed?” He asked.

Natalie was pretty sure this question was somewhat loaded. “Honestly? Big.” “So bigger than me.” he asked for confirmation.

“Yes.” she said sheepishly.

“When you said to me that you liked large men, you weren't talking normal large, you were talking porn star large, like Mandingo big?” he asked.

“I'm not familiar with him. I don't watch a whole lot of porn.” she said straight faced. “Let’s put it this way. What you have is a very good start.”

“Can you make a man smaller again after you make him bigger?” He asked. Natalie could hear intrigue in his question. “I've never had to, but I think I could. I've honestly never tried.”

“Would you be willing to try on me?” He asked, a little excitement in his voice at the prospect.

“Are you saying that you would be willing to let me experiment on you? For our mutual benefit?” She asked, cocking an eyebrow and a half smile.

“I would, if you think that you can fix it if you get carried away,” he said a little embarrassed.

I Gotcha back! “I think I could handle that. When do you want to start?” she asked with an impish smile.

“We could start now. Can I watch?” He asked.

“Sure.” she said getting up from the couch and moving over to him on her knees. She unbuckled his belt and undid the button and zipper on his slacks and had his substantial tool in hand quickly. He'd already been partially erect when she had hauled him out of the briefs he was wearing. She marveled at the vascularity, to use the word she’d chosen a few days prior, of his tool; it was very impressive.

She had him fully hard in no time. With both hands on his cock, she looked up into his eyes and told him, “Watch, and say when.”

He felt a heat start radiating into his prong from her hands. It felt amazing, and it seemed to travel from her hands throughout his whole penis. He could feel the warmth intensifying into a sexual heat, pushing inside him toward his prostate and then down into his balls. Then, just as that heat was about to become painful, he felt her hands move apart. He realized his eyes had closed and opened them to see her right hand around the crown of his tool pulling slowly but steadily away from her left which stayed at the base of his pole by his sack.

The truly amazing thing was that her hands were getting farther apart but his dick just seemed to be stretching to fill the distance between them. It was getting girthier too, the veins getting larger and more pronounced. Soon there was more than enough room for two more of her hands on his tool between her hands.

She was still looking at him. “You alright with where you're at? Want me to stop?”

Matt was in awe of what she was doing in front of him. “I'll stop when you're

ready to stop,” he said with a vacant voice, mind still trying to wrap around the fact that his dick was like clay in her hands.

“You’re going to be fun,” she declared. She moved her top hand further down the expanding shaft, and placed her mouth on the swollen purple head and began rhythmic sucking. The effect was Matt's head slamming back into the back of the chair and him thrusting his cock deeper into her mouth.

“Good God!” he moaned.

Natalie pulled back off him and smiled up at him. “Hold on to something,” she warned seductively. Then in one fluid motion started consuming his shaft, moving further and further down his length. She rapidly pushed deeper onto him until she removed her bottom hand and buried her nose into his crotch. Then, agonizingly slow, she began to pull back.

As she pulled away, he felt like she was stretching his cock from the root. He opened his eyes to see her mouth stretched tight around a pink pole that kept reeling out of her, longer and longer. Finally her mouth let go of his rod with a pop as the flared head fell from her lips. Surveying the organ, it was easily twice its previous length or larger.

“Now that's a cock,” she said appreciatively.

“Wow!” He said wide eyed. “What are you gonna do with that?”

“I’ll use every inch of it,” she announced.

“How?” He asked.

She didn't respond, instead simply unbuckling the belt atop her skirt and then unzipping the back and letting fall to the floor. Instantly the now familiar sweet cinnamon smell flooded the room, intensifying when her drenched black thong panties came off in a deft movement. She stepped up onto the chair, her legs on either side of his thighs, oozing snatch scant inches from his face. His massive pipe was now drooling a steady stream of glistening precum as she squatted down so her hand could grasp it and aim it at her slick slit.

Matt watched as she lowered her body closer and closer to the trunk rooted in his crotch. Her neat lower lips looked totally inadequate to the task of allowing the apple sized reddish purple head entry, and for her to take in his length... that would put his cock somewhere between her heart and her clavicle. Still, something inside him warned not to doubt her when she said she was going to use all of it.

Natalie's lower lips began to give way to the blunted tip of his member in slow defiance. She relished the feeling her pussy being filled by the girth of him, even as more and more of his length crept inside her as her legs lowered her steadily atop him. She moaned slowly and sensuously as she passed the thickest point of his shaft about a third of the way down his organ.

He felt her cunt clamp down on him involuntarily, quickly sucking him an inch deeper inside her briefly before her progress along him ceased from the incredible

strength of her vaginal muscles. Those muscles relaxed again and she fell almost a half foot farther along him before they contracted again catching her just a few scant inches from his stomach.

“OH FUCK YES!” She wailed. Her body slid the last few inches down his cock and her ass came in contact with his thighs. His now huge balls also fought with her bubble butt for real-estate between his legs before she started to lift herself back up his throbbing overstuffed sausage. Natalie fluttered her dexterous love muscles rapidly as she climbed up him, her stretched lower lips distending slightly along his glossy juice covered rod.

Soon she was establishing a long stroking rhythm as her legs raised her up and then allowed her to drop down upon him again. Natalie could feel him swelling bigger still now as his orgasm rose closer and closer to completion. She sped up again, her body almost a blur along his massive vein studded tool, her snatch begging for the enormous load of spunk that was but a few more strokes away.

Matt started groaning loudly as his climax was realized. He could feel the scalding first load of jizm sear a path down the length of his rod. The massive geyser of cum flooded into Natalie's welcoming box, the first of so many mind melting waves of burning ecstasy.

For her part, Natalie met his initial blast of spunk by lowering herself rapidly upon him and fluttering her vaginal muscles in waves that traveled the length of his completely engulfed tool. She could feel his seed filling her even as it started charging her body with power. There is so much of it, and it's so potent! Her body absorbed his spunk as quickly as it issued forth, but she couldn't remember a time when she had not needed to coax even a fraction of this amount from a mark, let alone a man she was with because she wanted to be.

The energy she imbibed from his cum was powering up her whole body, having already back filled the amount she'd spent earlier in her battle with Malleus and she could feel the power filling every nuance of her being. She continued to move up and down his pole even as his orgasm continued unabated. Natalie was closing in on hers too.

“Don't stop!” she wailed, even as she sped up. Her own orgasm was so close now, and she could tell it was going to be a big one.

“Unnngh!” Matt grunted in unintelligible response, trying to thrust into her spasmodically. Her cunt was squeezing and pulling his cum spewing cock like a hot cinnamon-honey scented milking machine

Her climax smashed into her like a freight train at seventy miles per hour. She collapsed onto his full length even as her back arched until her swollen red nipples were pointed to the ceiling. Fingers flew to her clit as her snatch squeezed down on his still pouring cock.

Matt felt her pussy clamp down on him with a suddenness that was almost

painful. It felt like her body was trying to expel his massive invading tool even as her box tried to pull more of his cock in. He felt her muscles start to tremble atop him and a keening wail originate from somewhere deep in her throat. A hot wetness was spreading around his crotch and legs, and the cloying sweet smell of her juices that now almost nauseatingly intense.

A brilliant burst of color filled her vision just as Natalie's eyes rolled back into her head and she toppled backwards propelled by the top-heaviness of her upper body. In his still orgasmic state, Matt was just a fraction of a second too slow to catch her, and she fell back to the floor with a heavy thud and stayed there, chest heaving for breath. In the process of this graceless moment, she also pulled off his pole, revealing its final size to him for the first time.

His cock was now officially unworldly huge. The head looked about the size of his fist, and it was longer than his arm. Where did she put that? The skin was glossy with a mix of her juices and the still flowing remnants of his own finally abating sexual culmination. Huge veins ran boldly along its length and even now it throbbed of its own accord as it expressed the last of his load onto the floor.

Matt stood and moved awkwardly to the still unconscious Natalie's side. He could see that she was still breathing from the heaving rise and fall of her chest. Not really knowing what else to do, he reached to her shoulder and gave it a brief shake. “Natalie? Are you okay?”

She sat bolt upright like a jack knife with her head to the heavens and screamed something elegantly beautiful sounding that he couldn't understand at a deafening volume. Matt recoiled in fright for a moment, his eyes wide as he watched her scream at the ceiling. Then just as suddenly, she collapsed onto her back again and fell silent. Matt didn't catch her this time either.

A moment later Natalie's eyes fluttered open and she took stock of her situation. Her initial appraisal was that she felt incredible. She could feel the power like a low voltage current racing through her veins. Peering around, she saw Matt seated on the floor with a look of confusion on his face.

“That was... Amazing!” she exclaimed.

It took Matt a moment to speak up. “I take it this was big enough?” he asked rhetorically and bouncing his eyes off his no longer leaking penis.

“You were incredible!”

“It felt amazing, but this isn't practical... at all.” he said truthfully. “But I want to know more about what happened to you. I've never seen someone pass out from an orgasm,” he admitted. “And the thing you did, where you sat up and screamed at the sky in some strange language... that was weird.”

Natalie's response to that second bit of information was to blanch white as a sheet, which surprised Matt even more. “What did I say?”

“I don't know what it was... a foreign language I guess. You just sat straight up

with your head facing skyward and screamed something that sounded amazing but completely incomprehensible to me. I won’t lie, it scared me. Then as quickly as you started, you stopped and fell back again. Then you woke up and here you are,” He explained again, in more detail.

“And you couldn't understand anything I was saying?” she asked

“No. Why, do you remember what you said?”

“No,” she said unsure.

“So, do you think you could try to make this a bit more reasonable?” he asked, changing what was obviously an uncomfortable topic.

She pouted for a moment looking at his still cum slathered and huge although now largely flaccid cock.

“But I like you like this.” she announced with a mock pout. She sat up and that's when she really noticed the changes in herself. Her breasts felt considerably heavier on her chest. She closed her eyes for a moment and took a deep breath before looking over her body from her seated position on the floor.

“I think you got bigger too,” Matt announced. “How does that work? I mean have you ever gone to a doctor about it or anything?”

Natalie was still taking stock of her situation and too busy doing so to really answer him immediately. Her body was still metabolizing his seed, and she could feel still more power filling out her ample curves. She stood up and felt the increased movement of her boobs and the longer time it took them to stop quivering from her motion.

“Give me just a moment, Okay?” she said grabbing her skirt from the floor as she walked into her bedroom and looked at herself in the almost full length mirror inlaid in her closet door. The reflection told her volumes.

She was a walking talking caricature of extreme femininity now. From luminous emerald eyes and the perfect contours of unblemished creamy skin to her ideally beestung lips, Natalie's face was the ideal of womanly beauty. But while her eyes were mesmerizing, it was her yet still slowly swelling breasts that would grab any one's attention first, and from a distance.

They sat high and firm on her chest, and even she would think that she'd gotten implants (very big ones) if she didn’t know better. Each would easily contain her head with room to spare and was capped by puffed up pink areola and nipples the size of grapes. Those massive breasts created quite the contrast by her toned and tight waspish waistline. Rapidly flaring hips and a butt that would make Gianna Michaels verdant green with envy and without an iota of cellulite completed the look of her torso. And then there were her legs. She could swear that they were longer, and both leaner and more plush at the same time. Legs that needed little more than a pair of jeans or a short skirt to make a man beg to see them. Capped off by dainty feet that would make a foot fetishist cream at the merest touch, her gams begged for high heels and

shouted at all who fancied themselves leg men, “Look at me!” If any part of her body surprised her, it was her arms. While they weren't huge female bodybuilder arms, they were thicker than she would have imagined on herself and without doubt quite strong. Not ripped, but with soft definition, they were still feminine yet exuded an undeniable power and strength.

All told, she was a jaw dropping, eye popping, heart stopping beauty that could make the most chaste of men desire her, and as for the rest of male humanity, well, they were hopelessly over-matched. Strangely though, all she wanted was Matt. She pulled her skirt gingerly over her expanding hips and strutted out the door back into the living room. Matt had acquired a dish towel from somewhere to wipe himself clean and was attempting to put on his trousers.

“Do I look different to you now?” she asked point blank.

He looked her over and paused several times on the verge of speaking before finally committing to words, “Did you put on a different bra? Your boobs look bigger. And maybe a different skirt?” he guessed.

“No. I didn't put on any different clothes,” she declared. “It’s all me, and a lot of it wasn't here before we experimented today.”

“Wait, you made yourself bigger too?” he asked incredulous.

“Not intentionally,” she said getting exasperated.

“So how then?”

“It's complicated,” she sighed.

“And you making my dick grow from small to 'dwarfing John Holmes' isn't complicated?” he retorted.

Touché, Natalie thought. She contemplated her next move for a moment. “Okay, I can explain it, but it will probably end our relationship, and most likely put both of us in danger. If you are comfortable with that, I will explain it.”

Matt just looked confused.

“It's your call,” She announced sitting on the sofa across from Matt and crossing her legs.

The room seemed to grow cold as he realized she wasn't kidding.



Dressed in a little black dress that she’d owned for years, but never worn, the new and improved Angela Martin was prowling a cocktail lounge. A black belt cinched in the otherwise baggy waistline of the dress, giving her at least some curves. The time she’d spent working on her make-up had not been wasted; Angela still wasn’t a beauty, but she was at least passably pretty.

She’d been sitting at the bar alone for maybe five minutes when a fairly cute guy looking to be in his early 30’s moved into the barstool next to her. He was well dressed,

maybe a little bit on the stocky side, with sandy blond hair that was worn in an intentionally messy style. He ordered a beer and glanced her way.

“Evening,” he announced.

“It is,” Angela answered with a hint of coy interest, while turning to face her suitor.

“What’re you drinking?”

“A gimlet,” she answered after sucking down the last of her beverage through the two tiny drink straws. The typical slurping straw sound made it obvious that she was in need of another.

He signaled the bar tender, “Another gimlet for the lady.”

The bar tender nodded and started his business.

Turning back to her he smiled and announced, “I’m Jack.”

“Angela, but you can call me Angie.” She replied. Where the fuck did ‘Angie’ come from? Nobody’s called me that since I was nine!

“Why are you here alone?” Jack asked trying to strike up conversation.

“Probably the same reason you are,” she replied playfully as the bar tender brought their drinks.

That answer made Jack pause for a moment and look at her before taking a long pull from his bottle.

It was post happy hour on a Tuesday night and the lounge wasn’t really

happening yet. Angela looked around at the twenty or so patrons, making an appraisal of the situation and the level of horniness that she was feeling. It was increasing rapidly, quickly making her consider doing something she’d never thought of doing before. “Are you adventurous Jack?” she asked with a predatory gleam in her eye. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, are you open to trying new and different things?” that gleam was joined by a devious smile.

He just looked at her blankly, unsure what she was really asking.

Rolling her eyes in frustration, Angela leaned into him and whispered in his ear. “Your cock, my mouth, men’s room, right now.” She nipped at his earlobe as she pulled away from him to gage his reaction.

He nodded rapid in assent and took another long pull from his beer, draining it. Then he stood up and moved toward the bathroom down the hall at the corner of the bar.

She neatly finished her drink and followed a few seconds later. Inside her head her inner monologue was raging. You can’t do this. You’ve known this guy for five minutes! Bathroom floors are disgusting! Only sluts give blowjobs! It didn’t stop her instinctual pursuit of Jack and his dick.

He was waiting for her at the door. “It’s clear inside,” he said reassuringly. She didn’t say a word, instead just pushing him into the bathroom and steering

him into a stall. Unfastening his belt and pants and letting them fall to the floor she saw that he was wearing sateen boxers and that the prospect of this exhibitionist tryst was indeed exciting to him. There was an obvious tent in the shiny fabric. She pushed him back onto the toilet seat and went to her knees, noting with some mild modicum of satisfaction that there didn’t seem to be any poorly aimed urine on the floor before kneeling. Her fingers undid the button on the boxers and reaching in, she pulled out his straining erection with her left hand.

His breath caught at the sensation of her touch, and she looked up into his face and said in a low voice, “Enjoy the ride.”

From Jacks perspective, this was highly unusual. He didn’t think of himself as a really smooth guy. He felt like he looked; okay, probably fifteen or twenty pounds overweight. He’d been with several women, but never really made anything work long term. Angie’s something else! She was going to town on him right now, bobbing up and down on his tool with wet slurping noises filling the bathroom.

She’s not the hottest thing I’ve ever seen, but she makes up for it with earnestness. From his angle he was able to observe the back of her body. She really didn’t have much in the way of a body, just a small waist. She needs an ass and some legs. That would really help her look, especially in those heels.

Angela knew Jack wasn’t a big man, not like her “friend” at home, just an average run of the mill guy. Amid her mouth and her right hand jacking him off between slobbery mouthings though, she could feel herself getting more and more turned on, almost in tune with his obviously mounting excitement. She lowered her stroking hand to his balls and gently cupped them even as she preceded to deep-throat his length several times, pausing the last time to swallow him as he neared climax. Angie heard the door to the restroom open and someone walk in, and she

moaned loudly, making a show of the wet noises of her fellatio. A deep voice just chuckled and did his business. Hands were washed and dried and the man announced, “I’ll leave you two alone.”

The excitement of being caught had Jack bursting at the seams. Soon he was thrusting feebly from the seat when she felt it start, his panting grunts making it clear that his release was upon him. She pulled back and aimed the mushroom tip at her mouth as he came, spewing seven healthy spurts of sticky goo into her waiting mouth, which she made a show of swallowing for good effect. She was licking him clean when she felt satisfying warmth spread through her body, making the arousal that was constantly hounding her ebb just slightly.

The heat moved down her throat, through her abdomen and into her rear, where it intensified into an aching burn. It rapidly moved past ache though, and into pain, like a muscle cramp, but focused on her entire backside. She moaned into his cock as the pain abated almost as fast as it came, leaving her with a pleasant warmth. Jack looked down at her again, reveling in the feelings of post orgasmic

contentment. Damn she’s got an amazing ass. She may have been about average in the face and the chest, but the way that booty stressed the fabric of that dress was top notch. Something about that thought felt funny to him, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it. Fuck it; she just gave me the most amazing, original BJ of my life. Standing up, Angela almost fell over as her body acclimated to the increased mass and strength of her derrière. She looked over her shoulder and for the briefest hint of a moment had the realization that her butt looked amazing, but that quickly faded into a smile of recognition.

“Thanks Jack. I enjoyed that. I think you did too.” She said with a smirk, leaving him to pull his pants up. As she headed back through the lounge, she looked at the bar tender and added, “The gentleman will be paying for my drink.”

The bartender acknowledged her departure with a curt nod, taking a moment to admire her backside as she moved towards the door. Wow those are amazing legs! Exiting the lounge, she noticed a darkly photocopied piece of paper stapled to a corkboard outside. The cheap handbill was advertising a rave that evening, and that gave her an idea.





CHAPTER IV: “As Heaven is Wide”

“I don't understand what could be so bad that it could do the things you say.” Matt asked. “Are you some kind of spy or something?”

“No. You won't believe me if I tell you. It’s something I would have to show you, and in showing you, I would break so many rules that it could ruin both of our lives,” she explained.

“How can you be so certain?” He asked her.

“It's a given. You should know that what I just did to you and likewise what happened to me can't occur naturally.”

“So what, are you some kind of science experiment? An escaped government program?” He asked with sarcasm.

“Knowing what I know of you, worse,” she announced with dire authority. “You’re serious aren't you?” He asked, more rhetorically.

“Deadly serious.” She replied

He took a moment to consider her statement. Finally, he decided his course of action and looked at her with an honesty that made Natalie smile inside. “I was in the infantry in a war, and you are telling me that I am not ready for what you are potentially ready to show me. If you don't think that prepares me, then maybe I should defer to your judgment.”

“The problem Matt, is that it’s probably already too late.”

“So you are going to drop this on me anyway. Why make it seem like I had a choice?” he said a little angry now.

“Matt, listen. I am doing this wrong, so let me start over. I am going to level with you. What I am going to tell you is hard to swallow, but when I show you some evidence that will support it, you will understand. The problem is that this evidence will break rules. Do you understand?”

“Fine, explain. Just stop being so damn cryptic.”

“Okay. Please forgive me when I am through, and know that I do love you,” she said, reaching out with her hand for his.

The moment Matt took it, his world went black.



“I was there at the beginning. I was with all of the angels when God created the heavens and the earth. I saw the divine creation of the universe. It was amazing beyond

description, to see Him create something so impressive through sheer will, and so indescribably beautiful. So different from heaven where I was from.

So I wanted to explore. I wandered the earth for years and years.

I made Him angry, but I was one of His servants, and he loved us as he loved His children, so he forgave. But then Lucifer rose up, and there was the great battle of heaven. He called upon all of us, as did Lucifer. I ignored them both. I wanted nothing to do with it. I was happy in the world, it wasn't my place to make that decision, and so I was summoned.

I resisted and, for my willfulness, I was lumped amongst Lucifer's allies. I begged for His forgiveness, but in this He was steadfast. He cast all the abstentionists, myself included, down last even after Lucifer, who wanted even less to do with those that hadn’t supported him. He passed me off with Lilith and her succubi, to become a temptress of man. But for my lack of support, he gave me to one of his warriors as punishment.

I was subjected to what would be base mortal death over and over for

millennium in Hell at the hand of Lucifer's minion, Malleus. Thousands of years in hell may as well be millions on earth. My life was being rent in two by his inhuman member with every stroke, only to heal in time for the next. I was the laughingstock of Lilith's kind, ridiculed and resented by all of Hell's servants, until I escaped. My experience on earth, and my love for its divine complexity made it easy for me to hide among the population of Adam's children. In my first escape, I was free for almost a thousand years, until the French Revolution. I was caught and sent back to Hell by a demon hunter, their best it turns out. I was careful, but not enough it would seem. I got careless, and it cost me. I spent the next 86 years burning in Hell, being tortured, abused, and maimed repeatedly at the hands of all his minions until I escaped again.”



As quickly as it fell, the darkness lifted the light returned, and Matt found himself back in Natalie’s apartment, with her looking directly into his eyes. “I have been much more careful this time, but I have been thwarted by

something I didn't see coming. Feelings I've never felt before. I love you Matt, but you need to know the truth, and the truth is that I am a demon. I am immortal on earth. I would give it all away for you, but it’s not mine to give,” she said, partially transforming seamlessly into something less human looking, but not her full demonic form and then back.

Matt looked mortified. He sat stone still on the chair, mute with fear. “You had to know. I had to tell you, it wasn't fair to you for me to just string you along,” she said in as even a voice as she could.

“But I never asked for anything...” he blurted out.

Natalie looked saddened by his comment. “No. You never did, well not without me pulling at you. But I've never done any of the things I could have done to you, because I didn't want to. I care about you. I want nothing but the best for you. If that helps me as well is that wrong? I've not stolen your soul or tricked you into signing away your afterlife.”

“I need to go,” Matt said standing quickly and making a break for the door. “Wait!” she called as he rounded the corner for the hallway and her apartment’s front entrance.

“I can't!” he called back loudly.

“STOP!” Her voice boomed in the apartment, and Matt's body seemed to freeze in place against his will. She walked up to him as he stood there motionless, his hand stretched out for the door knob to the apartment's entrance.

“We aren't done yet. There are things you need to know. You have to be

prepared,” she said moving in front of him and looking him in the eye. “Relax.” He felt his muscles return to his control only to see his pathway blocked by the most terrible beauty he'd ever beheld. He knew at that instant that if he was going to get away, it would be because she would let him. He embraced his lack of control and stood straight facing her.

“I am sorry I had to do that to you. But you have to be ready for what could happen in the next few days.”

Matt just listened, more afraid of what was standing before him. Then a thought occurred to him. “If you are real... then God is real. You said it yourself. And that means I can... Our father, who art in Heaven,” he started praying.

She rolled her eyes as he started repeating the Lord’s Prayer a second time, and about mid-way through the third repetition she slapped him rather forcefully. Matt stopped after that, his look of fear replaced with shock.

“First of all, yes, God is real. Second of all, saying that prayer over and over isn't going to help you very much in this case, because ’A’, I don't want to hurt you, and ‘B’, you are in my home and you came here willingly. What it will do in this case is call a whole lot more attention to us both. Attention that you and I both don't want. So calm the fuck down and let me explain some things. Take a seat in the living room. Even if you don't want anything to do with me ever again, you need to know what I am going to tell you.” she explained, pointing back the way he'd come.

Matt obeyed Natalie's commands and headed back to his seat in the living room, settling in defeated. He stayed perched on the edge of his seat, ready to move at a moment's notice. He did it despite understanding that he'd never make it to the front door if she didn't let him.

“Okay, so what are you going to explain how you've stolen my soul in exchange for an enormous penis that I'll never be able to use with a normal woman?” he said

bitterly.

“No, and if that is what you are worried about I will be happy to give you something more conventional. First of all, I haven't stolen anything from you. I gave you a gift, free and clear. Secondly and more importantly, by knowing what I am, you’ve been informed about the supernatural. That means that your eyes will be opened to things that most people don't see. Angels and demons, vampires, ghosts, witches, magic of all kinds are real. They keep themselves hidden for the most part, but everyone screws up once in a while and it makes a mess. The only one who's perfect is God, and He doesn't get directly involved very often. Generally when God happens, it's pretty obvious.”

“So I’m aware, so what?” he said angrily.

“So it puts you in danger. More so than just being with me, which was already dangerous. There are beings out there that want me back in hell. Beings on both sides. Then there are other aware humans who work for various organizations. The Vatican still has demon hunters on their payroll. And there are the occult operations. Most people involved with those organizations aren't aware of the fact that most of them are based in some form of truth. Your average priest is just as in the dark as most of humanity. But you get to be a bishop or a cardinal and you learn a lot. Likewise the myriad occult organizations are manned for the most part by idiots, but the deeper you get the more your eyes are opened. Those organizations don't want laymen to know what they know.”

“So you've made me a target? Fantastic! What other wonderful things do I have to worry about?”

“It's like this Matt. You know God exists. That means you don't have to have faith in Him. That changes everything about your existence. Most believing humans sin, taking it on faith that they will be forgiven in heaven. You know it for a fact; that means that you will be judged differently in the afterlife. Obviously this means that you need to keep that in mind in your day to day life for the rest of your life.” “So I have to be a saint too? I've killed people, quite a few people! What is God going to do to me? What the FUCK Natalie?” he shouted.

“Ignorance is bliss huh? How do you think I feel? I normally have to steal a man's life force for subsistence. All I want to do is get back to Heaven, to be in His good graces, yet I know that my very method of survival is abhorrent to him,” She explained. “At least you aren't being actively hunted by both Heaven and Hell. The Vatican isn't after me, but Heaven and Hell both want me back down there and I don't want to go.” “Can I go now?” he asked indignantly.

“Do you want me to fix your big problem first or not?” she said pointing at the front of his obviously over-stuffed and uncomfortable pants.

He thought about it for a second then replied with a quiet “Yes.”

“Come over here,” she said quietly. When he did hesitatingly, she wrapped her

arms around him, and meeting his mouth with hers, gave him a scorching kiss that he couldn't resist returning. As his tongue slipped into her mouth he tasted an odd bitter flavor, and then felt a brief but sharp pain at its tip as one of her teeth nicked it. She pulled back from him and he saw a black tear running down her cheek before she could turn away.

“You have complete control of your size now, from where you are now to what you were when we first met,” she announced facing away. “Go, be safe,” she added, her voice breaking.

He walked out of the apartment without a word.



Contrary to what one might have thought about Angela Martin’s at work

demeanor, her private life was not always so restrained. She had been an avid fan of house and techno music in college and had been to several warehouse parties and raves in school. She’d even done ecstasy a few times. Until today, she was certain she’d put those wild days of youthful indiscretion behind her. Yet here she was, boring, reserved, Angela, walking right into what she’d sworn off years ago.

Entering the large space, with its driving music and mass of sweaty writhing bodies, she knew that a few things were going to happen. First, as horny as she was feeling now, she was going to get off. Secondly, to that point, she was going to find some X. Maybe not in that order, she thought.

As she moved along the perimeter of the dance floor, she had to pull the hem of her ill-fitting black A-line dress down, as every few steps it would start to ride up. A few times it had actually climbed high enough to expose the bottom of her prodigious rump. It still struck her as strange; the dress was so loose fitting at the top and waist, only the belt keeping it cinched in, yet the lower portion was so tight around her thighs and rear. Here though, with her stated mental goals, maybe that wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

It didn’t take her long to find someone selling E, and $40 later she had a little white pill with an embossed heart recessed into it surface in the palm of her hand. Popping the tablet and chasing it with a slug from a bottle of water, she proceeded out to the dance floor.

Soon what remaining inhibitions she had were gone, and she was grinding against a handsome black man who was probably ten years younger than she was at 31. She’d stopped caring about her dress, and it was soon bunched up below the belt at her waist, leaving just the black panties she’d worn underneath to keep her legally dressed. Added to that, her expanded ass had eaten much of the underwear’s lower material, effectively making it disappear beyond the crest of her cheeks.

The combination of the drug and the celestial energy induced arousal coursing

through her, made every touch feel incredible and soon she was almost hanging on the young man, who didn’t appear to mind, as his large hands had moved to and were now kneading her bubbly butt. Warm tracers lingered on her skin where she felt his touch on her legs and ass, sending her libido screaming higher.

Her left hand moved around him to his butt as her right traced a path from his chest down to his crotch. She liked what she felt in his pants and gave a gentle squeeze. He looked down at her surprised and she mouthed the words, “Let’s fuck.” He needed no further encouragement.

He led her off the dance floor and along the side of the stage that had been set up for the DJ. There were several long abandoned offices there. Some were in use; one as a improvise refreshment stand, another by one of the rave’s organizers, but most of them were vacant, their lights off, and the windows looking out onto the makeshift dance floor dark. The two of them made their way into the room farthest from the dancing. There was a cheap desk in the office, looking like it was probably a product of the 1960’s. Worn and plain, it was still cleaner than the floor, and quickly she made her way to it hopping her rump onto its edge. Sitting now facing him, Angie gave him a “come hither” gesture with her finger with as wanton a smile as she could manage. The young black man moved closer and let her unbutton his trousers, letting them fall to the floor at his ankles. There was a large tent in the boxer-briefs he was wearing, and her right hand reached for it even as her left hand pulled the elastic of the waistband away from his ebony skin. Her right hand struggled with the girth of him as it hauled his substantial size from his underwear. He looked like he could rival her big pink toy, at least in girth. She moaned in anticipation, and her left hand went to her own crotch now, hiking up her dress and pushing aside the drenched black panties. Even in the near darkness, the occasional light from the dance floor reflected on the slick gloss of her wetness.

Angela stroked him several times, and was rewarded with him firming up more in her hand, before pulling him to her oozing gash. She guided the blunt tip until she felt the heat of its proximity, followed by the incredible sensation of its touch at her lower lips.

His fingers moved to her bud, parting the petals and rubbing her clit, spreading large thick drops of her juices even more liberally across her sex. Then his hand retreated, joining hers at his cock, as he started to press against her drenched snatch. She felt the large tip stretch her eager entrance wide before slipping in as the broad head finally battered its way inside her. The real thing is so much better! She felt his entire length push inside, filling her completely. God, he must be huge! She thought, as she finally felt the weight of his balls touch her plush ass, his pelvis against the back of her thighs. She rested her ankles on his shoulders and propped her upper body up with her hands at the edge of the desk, bracing for him to start more aggressive thrusting.

His left hand moved to the ankle on his left shoulder and held it even as his right hand moved outside her left thigh and over the top of it. Then the thrusting started, a long and slow rhythm, agonizing in its deliberate cadence that had her teetering on the edge of orgasm but wouldn’t quite let her get there.

The hand holding her ankle moved to her right nipple, tweaking it through the dress, and then rolling around it in gentle circles. That just made the fire inside her build. Her eyes closed and mouth hung open as her mind envisioned her boobs growing. He obviously likes tits, I wish I had the tits he wants. Big perky boobs that are wonderfully sensitive. Tits that make him weak in the knees from lust. Tits that make him want to rip this dress off to get at them. I want to have tits that make my body pop into peoples minds, mind blowing breasts! With nice perky nipples that beg for attention, fuck yeeaaaaah!

Suddenly there was a rattle as the door knob turned and two men and tiny pixyish woman with wild black and blue hair stumbled into the room. That triggered a mind shattering orgasm to rip through the lawyer’s body, even as her black lover flinched at being caught by unannounced intruders.

“Oh fuck yes! Unnh!” Angela moaned. “Don’t fucking stop!” The warmth she’d felt at the lounge was back, centered on her chest, but defused throughout her whole body this time to a lesser degree as well.

The three newcomers stared at them like they were watching a dumpster fire, mouths open in rapt awe of the happenings they’d stumbled upon.

For his part, her lover was conflicted. He was still rock hard, about a third inserted into a pussy that was milking him for all it was worth, with three white bystanders just gawking at him and his new paramour, while without missing a beat, she was begging for him to keep giving it to her.

The tension was broken by the new arriving female of all people, who walked boldly up to Angie and started kissing her. This seemed to break the paralyzed lover from his indecision and he began thrusting anew. Absentmindedly he could feel her right breast pressing into his hand. She was filling out up top now, and the hand that had been at her hip joined its left-side counterpart at her inflating bosom. His mind didn’t register that she’d almost no boobs to speak of only a minute before hand, lost as it was in the act of plowing his pipe into her. Instead he just knew that now her tits were just about perfect.

Angie was reveling in the sensation of the heat that was flooding her body, while trying to ignore the slightly uncomfortable intensity that centered on her chest. Between that, the great cock that was fucking her brains out through her orgasm and the unknown woman who was pouring her tongue down her throat, there wasn’t much more she could do except revel in the moment. Another climax was coming to her, rising like the crest of a great wave. Her mind focused on the penetration that was egging her libido on, that great rod and the golden lingua that were probing her body as the next orgasm rolled over her.

Her body quivered under the effects, but this time the warmth she’d been feeling focused on various parts of her body didn’t occur. Instead a tingle emanated from her mouth and pussy, cresting in peaks as the waves of climax crested and ebbed through her. She heard the man laying the pipe in her moan and start grunting. She could feel his cock swell in her constricting cunt. The woman frantically frenching her shuddered too, and Angie felt her lingual muscle probe even deeper into her own mouth, twisting and bending in impossible ways.

Meanwhile the two guys were still standing at the door, taking in the lurid scene. The taller one finally said “Fuck it, when in Rome,” and moved over to the girl he’d come in with who was still bent over kissing Angie. The shorter one, not sure what to do, just undid his fly and started jerking it at the whole orgy that was unfolding before him.

Tall man moved in close behind the girl, unbuttoned and pulled down on her ripped up jean shorts, working them over her hips with her underwear. She groaned as he pushed into her and began rapidly working to a good fast tempo.

Angie felt the black cock start to thrust faster and harder, its owner’s rutting noises getting louder and more guttural as his end came. His hands were still focused on her tits now pouring out of the top of her dress like soft bread dough rising in a bowl. With his last drive he pushed as deep into her as he could go and erupted with an explosion of jism in spurts.

“Oh yeah! Fill me up with your cum you fucking adonis!” she yelled past the girl at her mouth, who then backed away to watch. The heat returned, filling her chest and tits almost exclusively this time with almost searing heat as blast after blast of spunk poured into her. Angela’s head and shoulders arched back on the desktop as the heat in her breasts became painful, teeth gritted and eyes scrunched shut. The dress was tight now against her chest, as her tits filled what had once been a boxy cut with burgeoning flesh.

Short man couldn’t believe what he was seeing; her tits were growing right before his eyes! He staggered over to her, his boner still in hand as he stroked it. Soon he was by Angela’s head. staring down the neckline at braless cleavage. Her breasts piled up above the belt of the straining but stubbornly defiant and well made dress. Angela felt the presence of the short man, and as the pain subsided, opened her eyes to see him, and more importantly his stout prick only inches away from her face. Quickly her hand joined, and then replaced his in stroking. Unsatisfied with that though, she turned her head and found she could just get the tip of him with her mouth, and soon between her mouth and hand had him nearing his happy ending too. Give a bit of detail like, ‘The girl’s lustful curiosity sent her fingers to work on Angela’s belt buckle, trying to get it off so she could hike the boxy slip-dress up over those tits. It took a few seconds, but in her excitement, she was successful. Since Angela’s mouth was now busy giving short man a blowjob, The girl moved to one of

her prominent nipples. Her newly lengthened and almost prehensile tongue probing and coiling around Angie’s now proud buds.

The black man, in spite of his recent climax was still weakly thrusting into Angie, fighting through his refractory period with the help the energy that she’d infused him with. Soon he was back up to speed, and thundering into her stronger than before. The sight of the two other guys being serviced was obviously not dissuading him too much, and he bent over to join the girl at Angela’s other breast.

Angela was riding hard through an almost constant level of orgasmic energy now. Being pounded by the man at her crotch even as she blew the short guy and had her nipples sucked was driving her to a massive climax though. She wanted to feel that intense burn wracking her body. It hurt but it felt so good too, seeming to build her release to unparalleled levels of intensity.

My body was made for this! I was built to service men and women’s sexual needs. Being a Lawyer pays the bills, but fuck why haven’t I done this before? She couldn’t remember a time when she’d been so sensitive, or felt so good. The almost maddening arousal was hard to deal with, but right here, right now, all that could make this better would be if the tall guy who was pounding the girl at her right nipple would fuck her instead. To have three dicks like the one this black god has fucking me would be incredible, and if the girl had tits like mine…

Just the thought of that was enough to trip the mind shattering crescendo that had been building off. Her eyes fluttered before rolling back in her head and her body started twitching uncontrollably as her brain rebooted. In the back of her mind she felt that tingling sensation pass over her again, this time centered on her right nipple and her lips around short guys’ head.

For his part, Ben, the man getting the blowjob, had never been so wrong about his initial reservations. He hadn’t wanted to come to this rave. He wasn’t good with women, he didn’t like to dance, and he’d assessed his prospects of having a good time to be low at best. Thus, when he found himself getting a blowjob from this wanton slut with no strings attached, never mind getting to see two chicks loving on each other, he determined that he was probably going to do this rave thing again. That was when he felt the odd heat that was centered on his crotch. It seemed to be coming from her mouth, but she looked like she was passed out. Even though this insatiable fuck receptacle was still weakly sucking on him he had no idea what was causing the intensifying warmth that was spreading through his cock. He’d already thought he’d seen her breasts grow, but had he? She’s got huge tits, but did they grow? Weren’t they smaller than this when I first saw her with Kyle? Tits don’t grow.

The heat was getting really intense, and the blowjob was getting uncomfortable. He took a half step backwards, then realized that while he still felt like his cock was on fire, the discomfort was gone… Wait, I just took a half step back, and she’s still sucking me off… What the fuck? He looked down at himself. There had to be nearly of a foot of cock

between his pelvis and her lips, which were now strained to fit around his girth. He shook his head. Where did that…

Then he saw the other girl, What was her name- Amber? Amanda? Amelia! Her chest literally inflated right before his eyes, ballooning in the tight tank top she’d been wearing until it was full like a second skin, stress lines radiating from the armpits and across the nipples. He could hear the cloth popping at the back of her bra as the single metal hook bent free from the back of the band. That was followed the rapid fire snapping of the tank tops t-shirt cotton material tearing out at the arm-pits as her tits swelled larger and larger, finally stabilizing at when it looked like she was smuggling two of her own heads inside her desperately overburdened shirt. Her tits look just like this other sluts! I wish I could be banging her like Kyle, then again I would probably break her in two. The curse of being born with a big cock… wait, what?

Amelia on the other hand, was oblivious to the changes that she was undergoing; instead focusing on the tingling surrounding Kyle’s expanding equipment, overfilling her quickly becoming inadequate plumbing. He’s fucking enormous! He was uncomfortably big now, and the tiny girl wondered how much bigger he would grow? She’d never experienced a dick so big, and she was just hoping that he would finish soon so she could go back to loving on this chick with the tits like hers. In fact she couldn’t remember the last time she’d seen a woman with boobs that could probably fit into her cups… her frame is bigger than mine though.

Soon the tingling sensation faded, and so did the discomfort of being overfilled with every stroke as she could feel Kyle’s impending climax coming. Heat was filling her snatch, intensifying into a glorious burn. Fuck he feels good! I’ve never felt so gloriously full in my life!

Amelia pulled away from the nipple she’d been worshiping, and took in the whole spectacle around her. All these guys are HUGE, she’s got it all going on, and she’s taking that black guy like a champ! She looks like she wants to deep throat Ben too. Fuck that would be cool to see. Oh sweet Jesus I’m cumming!

Angela felt warmth focus in her neck now as the familiar heat brought her back to her senses. She was still being pounded by the black stallion and the Short guy was still fucking her mouth as the heat intensified. That’s when she felt Ben’s big tool just slide down her throat. Her neck bulged to accommodate the huge member, but she didn’t gag or choke, while at the same time her lips became pillowy and plush around him. That both thrilled and disturbed her. It also made Ben pick up speed. Ben was now the only person in the room who hadn’t come at least once, but he was close. Watching and feeling his huge rod slide down her incredible throat was going to do the trick soon. His thoughts strayed to what had until tonight been his dream woman, Adriana Lima. He’d met her once in Vegas at a promotion he’d happened upon. Put her face on this body; fuck me that would be utter perfection! His thoughts were interrupted as she swallowed him on the thrust, and he

tipped over the precipice of climax and deluged her esophagus with his baby batter. Angela’s face felt like it was on fire, as unlike all the previous changes, this time bones were effected too. Her whole facial structure changed as heat filled her very structure, molding her face into a sexy amalgam of her and the Victoria’s Secret Angel. The burn finally faded and he pulled back from her still suckling mouth.

She felt the black man come again, and the warmth that had just faded from her face spread to her tits again, as they started getting even bigger. She watched as they spread out and down her torso, mounding up below the dress and under the hands that were massaging them, the face that was sucking on them. Fuck I have to be as big as Lela! And she's not a small woman. Not like me.

They kept spreading and pushing out, and the horniness started to well up inside her even more intensely as the people around her continued to lavish attention on her body. Even the tall guy with his huge cock was now in the circle around her, the little elf of a girl with the huge tits was sucking on his balls, but he was stroking himself looking at her, practically begging Angie to help.

“I was made for this. Let’s see who gives up first. There are four of you and one of me. It might almost be an even match,” she challenged, licking her lips in anticipation match-up that was to come.



Wednesday arrived with rain spattering the window of her bedroom and black smears on her pillowcase from the tears she'd shed. Natalie’s body was outrageous now, having finally processed the exorbitance of Matt's offering the night prior. In spite of the fact that her body was resplendent in both appearance and power, she felt miserable. She knew she would have no clothes that would come remotely close to fitting, and it was her first full day as a paid partner in the firm. She couldn't take the day off again to go shopping.

Additionally she needed to start getting ready for her trip to New York. She needed to come up with a disguise that would fit the Prince’s desires. She had a ton of things to do in addition to working. And on top of all that, her love had left her. The black tears started to slowly leave more streaks on her cheeks when the doorbell rang. She padded in her stained nightgown to the door, pausing at the bathroom to dab away the tears and then started to open the front door thoughtlessly without looking through the peep hole.

The sudden violence of the blow that slammed the doorknob into her stomach launched her from her place at the door into the exterior wall twenty feet behind her with nary any arc to the flight, like a bad wire-foo stunt. The impact of her body against the wall cracked the plaster and displaced several bricks from the apartment’s exterior wall, sending them falling to the sidewalk seven stories below.

“You couldn't do it could you. You couldn't leave well the fuck enough alone!” Cianna shouted, already standing over Natalie's shocked form. In the blink of an eye, she was raining blows down, spattering the carpet with blue black blood as the metal studded gloves tore deep grooves into the demon's perfect face.

“You've gotten soft!” she declared, standing before she brought her black steel toed boot back and then forward in a kick that would have killed a mere human, landing it below her jaw. As it was, it sent her head sideways at a sickening angle and caused her neck to emit a stomach-churning crunch.

The demon hunter hauled Natalie up by her hair and looked her in the eye. “You didn't just fuck up; you potentially ruined the whole balance! For someone who doesn't want to be back in Satan's clutches, you sure as hell have been pretty stupid!” she pulled an object from her trench coat pocket with her free right hand flipping a switch, revealed it to be a spring loaded stiletto.

“You aren't even fighting back. Kind of takes the sport out of it. Too bad for you I do this as an obligation and not for sport. Any last words before I send you back to Lucifer?” she asked drawing back her arm.

“Have you ever loved?” Natalie asked without malice.

“What?” Cianna said surprised, her left arm lowering the demon slightly. “Have you ever loved any one?” She asked again with a little elaboration. “Of course.”

“Then you know why I did what I did.”

Cianna hesitated for a second then dropped the demon back to the black stained carpet. “Your kind is incapable of love,” she declared, still standing imposingly over the crumpled and broken demon.

“I can prove it. Then you will know beyond a doubt that you are wrong.” Natalie said, unmoving from the position she'd landed in.

“Know that if you are trying to trick me I will kill you in a heartbeat.” Cianna promised.

“No tricks.” Natalie announced, signaling the standing woman to come closer. When Cianna complied by squatting, Natalie reached her arm up and with one finger touched her forehead.

The condensed history of Natalie Faust's entire existence flooded into Cianna's mind, filling her head with a visible memory from every chapter of her life. Cianna shot upright as though she’d been electrocuted and every muscle in her body was trying to contract at once, the stiletto gripped tightly in her hand. She struggled to remain upright as her muscle control partially returned, but her boot heel caught the carpet awkwardly and Cianna stumbled and turned sideways, before collapsing forwards clutching her head in her left hand while trying and failing to catch her fall with the right.

Visions of Heaven, Earth, Hell, and the stars flooded Cianna's visual cortex. She

lived little glimpses of Natalie's life as if it were her there. Seeing the grandeur of creation, feeling the warmth of God's presence, walking a pristine Earth, seeing the carnage of war in Heaven, being cast down into Hell, living a life of continual suffering and death in Hell, the liberation of escape, surviving many of the same hard years on earth Cianna herself had in the dark and middle ages, the dread of dying on earth and being sent back to Hell again, the anguish of a second time there, and the relief of escaping again, and finally the experience of love after all those thousands of isolated years. She experienced all of it like she was there, and in only a fraction of a second. “You didn't fight against God.” Cianna rasped after a long moment, when her mind could finally form words again. Her eyes came into focus to see Natalie standing over her with a hand reaching down in an offer to help her would be killer up. “No. I just didn't fight at all. My punishment for not picking a side was to have my side picked for me,” she said as Cianna took the offered hand. She helped the woman up.

“The church doesn't have that kind of detail about what each demon did. Just what their strengths and weaknesses are,” Cianna admitted with a perplexed look. “My weakness it would seem is love.” Natalie stated, looking straight into the eyes of the woman who a minute earlier was ready to banish her to Hell, “What now?” “I... I don't know,” Cianna admitted, shifting her weight with an odd wince. “I have instructions to send you to Hell, but...” she paused wincing again and looked down, noticing her right hand was spattered with red blood now. Running her hand down her side she felt something and she teetered for an instant before collapsing back to the floor. As she landed, the long trench coat flopped open to reveal the stiletto buried to the hilt in her side. She wrenched the blade free instinctively and gasped, immediately regretting it. “I seem to have a problem.”

“But you’re immortal,” Natalie started but was interrupted.

“Not immortal, just ageless and blessed with strength and vitality.” the wounded woman corrected.

“I need to get you to a hospital.” Natalie declared, hefting her former assailant up.

“Perfect, the demon I am sent to banish is gonna help me to the—” she coughed violently and a spatter of blood landed on Natalie's cheek, “hospital. Fuck I clipped a lung.”

A few minutes later they were racing towards Harborview Hospital in Natalie's Porsche.

As they pulled into the ER entrance, Cianna looked over at Natalie from inside the blanket she was wrapped in.

“I need you to do me a favor.”

“Aren't I already doing you one?” She asked as she stopped the car.

“No, this is practical. I need you to take my guns. I can't take them into the

hospital... and I need you to take the sword I left in your apartment and get it to Saint James Cathedral. Give it to the Arch-Bishop. He'll know what to do with it.” “You want me to go to a church? A cathedral no less, and talk to an ArchBishop?” she said with disbelief as she got out of the car to get Cianna into the hospital. She scooped the smaller woman up in a two armed carry and with deft fingers grabbed the plastic bag she'd put the stiletto in and carried them into the hospital to the nurses’ station, where Cianna was put on a stretcher while she was left to fill out paperwork in her ill-fitting black and red stained white night gown, that she only now really became self-aware she was wearing.

It was 8:38 when she called work to tell them she'd had to take a stabbing victim to the hospital and that she'd be a little late.



Angela’s eyes fluttered open to the dim light filtering into the office windows from the warehouse floor. It took her a moment to recall where she was, and what she’d been doing.

Sitting up from where she lay on the desk, Angela was immediately aware of several things. Foremost was the soreness. Her whole body from her calves to her jaw muscles where they connected at her temples hurt like she’d had a work out of excruciating length and intensity. The worst of it was centered on her pussy, mouth and neck.

Then there was the mess. Her whole body was sticky or crusty, and she smelled like… sex. Which is fitting since that is what caused all of this mess. She was painfully aware of the huge gush of mixed fluids that poured from her used gash as she sat upright. Ugh!

Then there were the physical changes. Her tits were huge! She was easily as big as Natalie. I don’t see why the drones all treat her so different, I am just big as she is… wait. What?

Something didn’t seem right about that. She remembered back to the office. She’d never been given lead, and she suspected that it had to do with not being taken seriously enough. Angela had overheard some of the junior partners snickering behind her back about how big her rack was, and how she’d never win a case with a female judge. She tried to think some more. She’d appeared in court for four major trials, and they had won all the ones with male judges. There was only that one with Judge Thomas, and she’d been particularly hard on their defense team.

All of this made her resent the fact that Natalie had been made Junior Partner even more. I can do everything she does, and I still don’t get the recognition or respect. I graduated top ten in my class at Princeton! I… “Ow!” she moaned as stiff soreness interrupted her though as she stood. Her internal muscles were grumbling in protest as

her legs took her weight.

That brought her mind back to last night. After the four initial ravers had had their way with her, more had showed up, and eventually she’d lost track of how many men and women had been on the train that had railed her last night. More than twenty, she was sure, between her mouth and her snatch. More still if she included her hands. Common sense thoughts of concern were absent. The thoughts of sexually

transmitted disease, or pregnancy were not her concern. More pressing right now was finding her dress and getting back to her apartment and getting cleaned up. She took a first ginger step and felt a wet warmth ooze anew from her

beleaguered beaver, running down between her sculpted inner thighs. There were no signs of other people. She’d been left here when the party ended. That’s good I guess, at least I’m not at some creepy guys bachelor pad.

She saw her dress, balled up in a corner of the room, covered in dust and God only knew what else. Beating on it to remove the grime only rewarded her with more residual goo leaking from her pussy with every aggressive move. Okay, this can stop now.

Surprisingly her purse was also still in the room, and apparently unmolested. Retrieving the packet of Kleenex she had inside, she proceeded to use all of them to finally remove enough of the co-mingled sexual muck from her lower body that she felt as though she could probably put the dress back on. However that lead to a whole new problem.

The dress was straight cut, to the point where she’d cinched the waist tight last night to show off her tiny waist line, but over her now pneumatic curves, getting the inadequate and non-stretching material to go on was going to be a struggle at best. Pulling the dress over her head, she learned right away that her breasts pliability was the only reason they would fit in the obviously far too restrictive confines of the garment. When she finally had it on, it looked absurd. The previously spacious neckline was now filled by the bulging cleavage of her breasts as they fought against each other for the insufficient space inside. Her hips likewise made the lower portion of the dress look painted on, while the waistline looked absolutely stupid stretched between her hip line and bust line but not accentuating her wasp waist at all. Instead it contained even more breast tissue that hid beneath the valiant dress' now filled smooth shape. And the belt, unlike her purse and the dress, was nowhere to be found.

There was little evidence of the rave left over on the warehouse floor. Some obvious spots where beverages had been spilled, a little clutter, but generally it could have passed for an unused building.

She started to leave the office space, when she noticed a cell phone sitting on one of the window-sill. It was an iPhone 3S, it’s bulky after-market case allowing it to stand freely. Picking it up and pushing the button, the screen came to life to show a video capture app open. Curiosity made her push the play button on the last captured video.

It started with the rave on the floor, the microphone being overdriven by the cacophony of blaring music. The unseen videographer suddenly trained the camera on a scruffy looking twenty something saying something unintelligible and beckoning the recorder to follow quickly.

The movie skipped to a dimly lit room to focus on… “Holy shit that’s me!” She watched the grainy and dim video in rapt attention. She could see the black stud who’d plowed her box relentlessly making impossibly long strokes between her legs. At the same time she was jacking two very well endowed men off with each hand even as another man was fucking her face, again with a champion grade rod that must have been a foot long.

She sat there focused for maybe a minute; long enough to see the dick in her right hand shower her with jiz, adding to the liberal coating already applied to her quivering breasts. Then the phone made a beeping noise and the AT&T logo appeared on the screen. The battery had died.

Curiosity grabbed her and made her commit to taking the phone home instead of merely deleting the offending video and leaving the phone for its owner to find. She’d had an iPhone once, and she still had the charger. It was just a matter of charging it up, and hoping that there wasn’t a password. There wasn’t one when I took it off standby; it should be unlocked when I charge it up. I hope. She shoved the phone into her purse and left the room.

Angie walked through the cavernous space only to find the door padlocked closed from the outside. She determined after finding all the doors locked from the outside, that a window would be the best option.

Keeping an eye on the limited traffic, she determined the best time to make a move and opened one of the big windows enough to squeeze through the gap. She managed to get her head, shoulders and considerable bust through the gap with no problem and was pressing herself over the low wall with her arms when she felt the dress snag on the corrugated sheet metal siding. By the time she could try to stop though, her immense upper body was pulling her forward, and she heard the dreadful sound of a sustained ripping followed by the slamming of the window as she tumbled head first to the raised concrete of the loading dock below.

Looking herself over she was mortified to discover that the dress had torn down the front from the navel down, leaving only her ass covered and displaying her abused non-underwear clad pussy bare for the world to see. It was four blocks to her car, at 8:55 in the morning, on a Wednesday. Where she was right now was not bad, but as soon as she stood it would be a huge problem.

That was when her libido, dormant since falling unconscious after last night’s epic train ride, awoke.

What the hell is wrong with me? She wondered as her sex drive ramped up. The need she felt at that moment was dire, and her right hand plunged into her

over used box with three fingers while her left meandered to her breasts and began languidly playing at her nipples. What am I doing?! Her mind screamed as she uncontrollably masturbated. Dammit Angie stop! But she couldn’t; the need buried in her crotch was like an itch she couldn’t quite scratch, burning brilliantly, begging for relief. Then one of her deep probing fingers hit her G-spot, and a mix of aching pain and the high of release washed through her. The endorphin rush pushed the pain away, and she was able to compose herself as best she could with her current state of dress. Shoeless, in a torn dress, she managed to find a newspaper to protect some of her modesty and after three different passer by’s in cars had offered assistance (and leering looks) she finally made it to her car.

The drive home was nerve racking. On the one hand she was effectively naked from the waist down and positive that people on the passenger side of any car she drove next to could see her. On the other, she wanted them to see. She wanted to invite them into her car and have them ravish her right there while she drove home. The fight between propriety and wanton lust was hammering her sensibilities, to the point where she’d almost gotten into three accidents on the drive back to her house. Angie exited her vehicle in the car port of her modest one story bungalow, only after waiting a pregnant moment to make reasonably sure that no one was paying attention. Normally she backed into the spot to make for an easier departure down the narrow residential street, but that meant walking around her car to the door, so she had pulled the car in to make the dash into the house that much shorter. It wasn’t short enough for her neighbor Sarah not to notice her return though.

Sarah Billings had never been an admirer of Angela’s before, but this morning that changed. Tall and athletic with a strong but slight build and angular features, Sarah could be considered attractive but not beautiful, with an air of masculinity about her that betrayed her sexual orientation. She couldn’t remember the incredible curves that the lawyer had, but she knew they were what her body lusted after today. However, when she saw the state of Angie’s dress as she spun quickly to shut the car door, those sexual thoughts fled in an instant, and for good reason.

To an outsider, and contrary to her hyper-sexualized thought process, Angela looked like a rape victim. Her dress was torn, her eyes were distant and slightly glazed, and her hair was a rat’s nest. I need to go see if she’s okay!

Angela rummaged through the junk drawer, pulled out her old iPhone charger and plugged it in to the phone and the wall. When it had booted she started watching the video again, noting this time that the video was over two hours long, and had ended when the phone’s memory had run out of space. She moved to a new spot in the movie, about an hour into the duration.

The image had changed perspective, probably agreeing with the location where she’d found the phone, implying that the videographer had most likely joined into the orgy, but right now it was a heroin chic girl that she was eating out that had her

attention. A relatively modestly endowed man was held in her right hand and the woman atop her was deep throating some other guy at the same time. Her finger moved to the screen, getting ready to move on, when the boyish looking woman came, and that was when she noticed the change.

Angie watched as she changed, her breasts literally ballooned, filling out rapidly from virtually nothing to something much more, quickly surpassing normal and then moving beyond big into huge. Subtly she could see her ass bulging larger, and her thighs swelling. The “girl” was now very womanly as she wailed through her orgasm. The pixilated vision before her made the gears in her mind start to mesh. The modestly endowed man popped off with his own orgasm, going from where he was to far past modest and into the inhuman ranks beyond that of heftiest of porn-star cocks. Finally it clicked; When they orgasm they change!

Suddenly there was a knock at the door, snatching her from the riveting movie on the 3.5 inch screen.

“Just a second,” she announced rising from the table and running to get her bathrobe from the bedroom. As she pulled it on it was obvious that it was designed for someone far smaller about the chest and hips, while larger in the waist than she was. Even pulled as tightly closed as she could it gaped about her cleavage, the hemmed edges only coming together once they passed below the prominence of her breasts at her waist, where the new abundance of fabric was short lived about the sash. It then spread out to very nearly gaping again at its lowest point just below her now expanded hips and derriere. So much fabric was spent wrapping around her curves that the once knee length robe now barely covered her crotch. Just walking to the door, her right breast had started to force its way out of the massive gap at the top of the garment, while the lower overlap had opened up to expose her tidy but swollen snatch. Angie hesitated to turn the knob after her hand had reached it, her mind racing. She took a deep breath.

Keep it together Angela, just answer the door like a normal person. She’d left the table relatively calm and clear-headed, but in the time it took to get dressed and reach the door she’d again become horny, the act of squeezing into the ill-fitting robe not helping. Oh fuck, not again, she bemoaned mentally as she felt the lust taking over. Desire replaced concern as she turned the knob.

For her part, Sarah wasn’t ready for what opened the door. An obviously aroused and confused Angela, who’s dilated pupils were locked on hers the second her the second the door swung in. There was a distinct smell too about her as well, like sex and sweat. Her hair was a mess, and her makeup was smeared. But that wasn’t what got Sarah’s attention. It was how absolutely smoking hot Angela was. How had she not seen this before? But then she realized she had. Angela had been the object of her unrequited and unfulfilled desire for three years now. Why am I just now coming over? Stop that! She may need help, just ask the question.

“Angela, do you-,” Sarah was interrupted mid-sentence by the lawyer’s hand thrusting out and grabbing her by the collar to lock her into a sweltering kiss even as Angie pulled the two of them into the kitchen.

Pushing Sarah up against the fridge, Angela proceeded to smother her face in wet kisses before starting to move down her neck to her clavicle. Her fingers moved down between the visitors legs, pressing knowingly into the thin material in search of her clit, and upon hearing a moan from Sarah, knew that she’d found it. Sarah meanwhile was marveling at the turn of events, while reveling in the sensation of Angela’s lips about her neck, and fingers at her nethers, she was also acutely aware of the pressure those two huge breasts were exerting on her in the embrace. Why hadn’t she come after this buxom minx sooner?

Finally the kiss broke apart, and a hard breathing Angela asked her neighbor, “You were saying?”

“I, uhh-“

“You wanted to fuck? Okay,” Angie interrupted again, pulling the dazed woman further into her home and toward the bedroom.

For her part Sarah didn’t resist. The reek of sex and the lewd appearance of Angie coupled with the confusion she was feeling about the lawyer’s sex appeal and horniness that was raging in her body lead to a passivity she’d not felt for a long time. The two of them stumbled together into the dimly lit bedroom, lips still locked, unable to keep their hands off each other. They struggled to make it to the bed, rampantly pawing one another, then giggling like a pair of naughty school girls as they tripped over the huge pink dildo Angie had casually left on the floor.

Finally making it to the roughed up bed, Angie collapse backwards, sprawling and pushing herself up its length. Sarah looking on, one knee up on the mattress, like a hungry beast about to leap atop its kill. Angie was squirming like an expectant whore, her long legs working to rub her thighs together, and her torn dress exposing her swollen lower lips between the obscuring motions of her legs. Her breasts were stressing the seams at the overburdened bust line of the dress even as they were splayed out beneath the fabric by her reclined pose and gravity.

Angie had her eyes closed as she seemed to grind toward release. What are you waiting for,” she moaned, “fuck me already!” The command obliterated all remaining hesitation from Sarah’s mind. Angie took a sharp breath as she felt her newest paramour straddle her legs. Leaning forward she lowered her face to Angie’s and laid another smoldering kiss on the raven haired sexpot beneath her.

Sarah’s right moved to the gooey entrance of her lover’s box. Angie moaned into Sarah’s kiss, and her pussy convulsed around her fingers, almost like it was trying to draw the blonde’s digits in deeper. She diddled at Angela’s clit for a minute before withdrawing. Sarah could tell that her climax was close.

“You’re a horny little minx aren’t you?” she whispered into Angie’s ear. Angie

merely moaned in response.

Knowing it wouldn’t take much, and wanting more pleasure of her own, Sarah slid her crotch down atop Angie’s. She began to hump, grinding her own well-toned pelvis into that below her, stimulating Angie’s ragingly erect clit with every thrust. Soon her own clit was bulging from its hood, and her own moans joined Angie’s as both women worked towards orgasm.

Angela could feel the rise of orgasm looming on the horizon of her

consciousness. But it lingered just over the edge, nagging, building higher and higher. If there were a cock inside me I would have come by now, She mused through the fog of pleasure that was clouding most of her mind. God I need something inside me. Suddenly Sarah increased the intensity of her gyrations while simultaneously latching onto one of Angie’s rock hard nipples with her teeth, launching Angela’s orgasm from the periphery of her being to prime time center stage.

Sarah felt the spasming of Angela’s climax below her own pussy. The power of Angie’s kegel muscles such that her engorged cunt lips pulsed and massaged Sarah’s own dainty labia. Frustrated that there was nothing to grip within it, Angie’s quivering lovebox gushed with a flood of love juices apparently unneeded for lubrication, shocking Sarah as she felt her groin doused in girl spunk. Just as a moan escaped the orgasming lawyer’s parted lips, her paramour felt something too.

An ache started in her eager snatch. It centered on her clit and built into a mixing of tingling pleasure and pain. She still needed to get herself off though, and continued grinding away at Angie’s slobbering cunt. Soon she felt her engorged joy buzzer catching on the upper lip of Angie’s pussy, their twin buzzing organs sending the pair to yet higher levels of bliss. Then she felt something strange, a sensation she’d never experienced before. Her clit felt warm, surrounded on all sides, clenched tightly by Angie’s powerful vaginal walls. It felt amazing! Angela groaned happily as she felt her vaginal walls unnaturally penetrated by hot warm flesh. In her state of arousal, she didn’t question what it was that was pounding into her.

The girls continued their humping, Angela practically screeching in delight as Sarah moaned, huffed, and grunted; the magical foreign pleasures assaulting her mind. She’d never experienced anything like this before, and she couldn’t stop. It felt so, so wrong she knew, but so, so good. Finally, after another thirty seconds of pistoning madly, Sarah came explosively, a lightning bolt of ecstasy striking her hugely expanded clit, shocking her with pleasures so mind destroying, she almost passed out. The shock made her pull out, her female orgasm continuing as she withdrew, her only thoughts the wish that this feeling would last forever and that she loved feeling erect fullness of her clit. The heavy weight bobbing up and down as she shook in orgasm was intoxicating. She loved having a huge clit, loved the maddeningly intense orgasms it gave her. Wait, she thought, heavy weight? Huge clit? Her clit was just average! Still in the throes of ecstasy, she looked down. What she saw shocked her even more.

Sarah had a cock. No, not really a cock, but her clit had swollen to near cock-like proportions. It was vaguely cock shaped, with what looked like the distinctive glans of a man’s penis, but there was no hole at the tip, and it still had the smoothness and shiny nakedness of a clitoris. What the fuck is going on? Why is my clit turning into a dick? Not just a dick, but a huge one too. And it feels so good, fuck! I want more! She continued her visual exploration awestruck, still twitching in the lingering remains of the longest and most powerful orgasm of her life. Sarah watched as her new phallus sprouted longer and thicker by the second, stretching out and broadening. Fuck yes, I want to be bigger, she thought as it swelled, giving her yet more pleasure. I’ve always wanted to be bigger! Wait, no I haven’t! Her left hand moved to the shaft’s midpoint and took hold, making the new member jump in reaction, triggering a second orgasm and sending a fresh wave of pleasure up her spine. She could feel the bright pink fleshy meat tube respond to her touch. It throbbed rhythmically as it expanded further in her hands, engorging with blood as it became fully erect.

But this isn’t right. I can’t remember- But then she could remember. She could remember the ridicule, the taunting in school. How, even when not erect, her big clit would bulge conspicuously from its hood, making gym class often embarrassing. How she started having small but noticeable erections that grew with time during puberty, forcing her to conceal her clit with loose skirts and dresses. She could remember being called a freak. She could remember the confusion. At the same time though, she was aware of her existence as a “conventional” woman. These were two divergent paths but they were the same, as if they were a blending of different realities. Then, she blinked and it was as though everything melded together. She could remember the pain and depression of her youth, the embarrassment mixed with excitement when she’d found how good masturbation was. And then she’d discovered a whole sub culture who was infatuated with her as she’d grown up. She had it all, a big cock like clit and a pussy. This had made her very sought after by a small but very devoted group of suitors. Her thoughts and new memories crystallized and her attention went back to the writhing nymph on the bed before her.

Angie’s eyes focused on Sarah, and then the cock that she’d just imagined fucking her sprouting from Sarah’s crotch. She was still neatly trimmed, but there was now a big thick dong that had replaced her previously demure clitoris.

That wasn’t like that before, I remember… I know this isn’t right. This doesn’t happen. I just imagined that and now it’s real. It's too much. But holy shit, that thing looks amazing. Her mind was screaming at her that this wasn’t right, that things were seriously wrong, but all she really wanted right now was to have that clit-cock filling her completely. That and for Sarah to have boobs that matched that big tool. She reached out to take hold of Sarah’s member and guide it back into her wanton slot. As she pulled the tool to her splayed open lower lips, her right hand went to Sarah’s gash. You can’t do this! This is so fucked up!

“STOP!” Angie yelled. “Just stop! Something’s not right.”

Sarah looked at her funny. There was incredulousness at first, then a flash of anger. “What the fuck do you mean stop?” she inquired. “You were all hot to go before but now you aren’t interested? Am I too strange for you? Don’t like the thought of what I’ve got? You seemed pretty happy with it inside you, and you sure seem to like that giant fake shit you’ve got laying on the floor.

“It’s not that. Something is wrong. Something I can’t explain. You weren’t like this a minute ago. I know it, I mean I think I do,” Angie pleaded.

“You’re a fucking teasing bitch!” Sarah screamed standing. Her previously massive “cock” was rapidly shrinking, now merely a four inch long giant clit. Soon Sarah knew it would retreat almost completely into her hood, looking like an abnormally large, yet plausible clit. She started to get dressed.

“Wait! Let me show you something, so that at least you can see what I am talking about,” she begged chasing after Sarah naked as the seething lover stormed toward the kitchen door.

“What? What can you possibly show me that will explain this?”

Angie picked up the iPhone that was still charging on the table and pushed the button.



The fact that it was a slow news day helped Natalie's case at work, as the local stations had picked up the story of a Good Samaritan who'd helped a stabbing victim to a local hospital. The news piece identified her by name but not by photo and that had got her off the hook when she arrived at work 1:30 in the afternoon. The late arrival had largely been to afford her time to get a new outfit. It hadn't been easy. Walking into her new office, Natalie set to the task of catching up on the correspondence that had accumulated over the course of the morning. Second from the top of the stack was an envelope addressed to her in a neat but masculine script. She knew what it was before she opened it.

Ms. Faust,

While I have enjoyed meeting the people who work at the firm, I have determined that I am not cut out to be a personal assistant. I am hereby giving my two weeks’ notice. I trust that this will be sufficient to allow for a replacement to be found.

V/R,

Matthew Willcox

She was instantly reminded of the night prior, but then anger seeped in. What a

load of shit! He's worked here a little over a week and a half. He's leaving because of me! DAMNIT! She thought.

Storming out of the office, she strode purposefully to his position. She leaned over and braced both arms on his desk. “My office, NOW!” she said loudly and forcefully enough that several of the secretaries at nearby desks looked up from their phones and computers in shocked surprise. Ms. Faust rarely raised her voice, and never made ominous demands like that. The whole energy in the office changed immediately. For his part, he did as he was told, real fear evident in his eyes to all who saw him following her.

“Close the door.” she commanded after they were both inside her office. He did as ordered and stood there stricken with fear.

“Your letter of resignation is crap. You are a fine personal assistant. It’s me that you can't stand anymore,” she accused in a quieter tone. She knew that the door wasn't soundproof, and there were nosy people in the office who were gossip mongers. After he stood there silently for an uncomfortably long time, she added, “Well... say something!”

“I can't associate with you. That's what my pastor told me.” he said flatly. “Are you kidding me! You told your pastor about me? Did you know that a Hunter came to my door today? That's pretty short turn around. What exactly did you say?” she explained with agitation.

Matt looked even more alarmed. “I tried to keep it hypothetical. I just asked him what he would do if he knew someone was evil, someone who he was involved with. He told me he would stay away from that person and pray for them. And he said he would ask for help if it became a problem doing that.”

“Well it must have set off warning bells. The hunter that came to my apartment is the Vatican's best and I was ready to let her send me back. We had a... discussion, and as such she granted me a reprieve, but I am on borrowed time, more now than ever.” “I... I don't know what to say.” He replied

“No, I don't figure you do, but I have something I want to say to you, since I may not get the chance again. I know you've heard me say this before, but it's the truth. I have never done anything to hurt you, well aside from slapping you yesterday, but that was to get you to listen for a minute. I love you, in a way I have never felt about anyone ever before. I care about your well-being. I had hoped that after I’d explained who and what I am, if you felt the same about me, that you would be able to see past my background and origins and care about me as the person I am to you.” she said, laying out her feelings. Her hands were trembling as she fought to keep from crying black tears for the second time that day.

Matt was a little caught off guard that she was opening up to him like this in their current environment. “I... do care about you, but I can't be with you,” he started. “I know...” she interrupted but Matt held up a hand.

“Let me finish. Let’s say I was to accept that you were truly turning over a new leaf. What would we do, just live happily ever after? You’re immortal. Short of banishment you can't die. I am just a human. I will get old and withered and eventually pass on. Then what? And furthermore, you yourself said that living with you was hazardous to me. That you were being hunted and just being with you was putting me at risk. Is that any life for the person you love to be subjected to? As God is my witness, I love you too, but I don’t see how I can be with you. You have to understand that.” he explained. The passion and conviction in his voice told Natalie that he was speaking the truth.

“Just to clarify, I can die, but yes, you are right. I was being selfish to put you through what could potentially be dangerous.” She took a deep breath before continuing, taking a moment to straighten her blouse and compose herself. “Should I process your resignation?” she asked, the office queen facade returning in an instant.

“Yes.” Matt said after a moment of contemplation.

“I will arrange for one of the girls to take over your position, and get you two weeks paid leave while you find new employ. I think it's the least I can do since I am at the heart of why you are leaving,” she said coolly.

“That is very generous,” he said with honest thanks.

“Be safe Matt,” she said standing and extending her hand across the desk. “You too,” he replied taking her hand and exchanging a firm handshake.



She returned to her apartment that night sad but understanding. She stripped off her clothes and put on a night gown that no longer came close to fitting right. Natalie had no idea what her bra size was now, or for that matter what size panties she would need. She'd gone without underwear at work that day, and was glad for the private office because of it. Now in the confines of her home she was getting ready for a night alone when she saw the long black bag sitting by the archway leading to the hall and front door.

Immediately she knew what it was; Cianna's sword. The bag was six feet long or more. It was silky to the touch and as she lifted it obviously specially made. When she unbuckled the top of the bag with its two brass buckles the room was flooded with power, enough so that she dropped the bag on the floor in shock. Without the buckles fastened, the bag fell from the sword leaving only the tip covered before the blade fell to the floor as well, naked for her to see.

It glowed blue white with divine power, and as she got closer again, she could see and feel arcs of deep purple energy reaching out from her body to meet bright blue arcs from the blades closest point.

“An angelic sword, in the possession of a demon.” she said out-loud and with a look of awe. She reached for the hilt and felt the static energy building as the arcs between her and the weapon intensified with proximity. Pain built in her hand as she forced it the last few inches through the blinding lightening that was illuminating her dining room.

Finally with great effort and a roar of anguish, she grasped the great sword's grip and the pain vanished. In its place was a tranquility and an energy she'd not felt in millennium; the power of Heaven. For the first time in what seemed like forever, she felt totally at peace, here, holding a weapon of such power in her hands that she dared not think what it might be capable of. Cianna has no idea what she was carrying. She thought.

Then she felt it... like a whirlpool in a still pond, moving closer to her. Someone was coming, and they were coming fast. She steeled herself just as the door to the apartment flew open with such force that the knob stuck in the wall. All the light in the room was pulled toward the figure in the door; a figure in gleaming armor whose eyes radiated blinding white light.

“Nathalia.” his voice boomed in the hallway.

“Simeon,” she replied with a head nod of acknowledgment. “It's been a very long time.”

“That does not belong to you, nor do you belong here,” he declared, blaring in a rich tenor that made the windows rattle.

“I was charged with the return of this weapon. I have not violated that charge,” she announced with indignation. “And as for being here, I will not go back to Hell willingly, and I will fight you if you try to send me back. It's not that I wish conflict, merely that I won't go.”

“As long as you have that sword we will find you, and we won't stop hunting you until the end of days.”

“Enough talking, if we can't be sensible, bring it on.” she said moving into a modified high guard with the huge sword, experience and training she hadn’t used in 400 years suddenly relevant.

“You were always weak anyway.” he said drawing his own one handed sword. “And you always talked to much.” she said waiting.

He rushed in with his shorter single handed blade and a shield, keeping the aegis high and slashing at her middle. Natalie jumped back from his slashing attack and stepped to the side, allowing him into the dining room.

“You would fight me in that form? You are truly outmatched,” he announced with a smirk. He charged again and this time swung later forcing her to parry with the large sword. When she did so, he slammed her against the wall with his shield. Its divine magic hit her for full effect, and she nearly collapsed as she tried to regain her composure. He was on top of her again with a downward swing that she barely

deflected, and again the shield sent her crashing into a wall.

He charged her again, but this time she met him with a strong down swing, cleaving out a gouge in the ceiling before splitting his shield down to his bracer and stopping his attack as the force drove the shield into the deep pile carpeting. Pressing her advantage she lashed out with a vicious sweeping kick to the obliques while wrenching the sword free and swinging in a wide left to right stroke, again hitting his shield and this time taking almost a quarter of it off as the new impact met the deep channel of the prior swing.

“I like this form!” she shouted as she moved in close and slammed the riccaso of the massive sword across the angel's nose, staggering him. She quickly hammered the pommel of the weapon into his helmet and he fell back on his back in the least graceful divine landing she'd seen in some time. Another swift kick to the chest and he was lying on the floor, a look of utter shock on his otherwise perfect face. She placed the tip of the sword to his throat.

“You... how... I,” he sputtered.

“You were too full of yourself back then too.” she said withdrawing the sword just before falling atop him so that her knees pinned his arms. She brought her hand to his cheek and leaned over him to see his face beyond her pulchritude. She could feel his thoughts and fears through their skin contact with him, and maybe something else, “Does Raphael know that one of his warriors has lust in his heart for a demon?” “Unclean harlot! Your words mean nothing. I am righteous! I am a servant of the most high God!” he protested strenuously.

“You may call it that, for it is true, but you are far from righteous if you think you can hide your desires from me. Desire is what I do,” she said as she leaned down and met his lips with hers.

In a flash of clarity, she realized that Simeon's mind was probably simpler to pick apart than the average human's. His motivations were straight forward, and his cunning and capability for secrecy poor at best, but indeed, deep inside his being was a desire to experience human emotions, in particular romantic love and sexual intimacy. Even as she continued her fervent kiss, she pulled out all the stops in her specialized engines of lust, pumping out pheromones and pushing hormones into him through every avenue of contact they shared.

Simeon tried to resist, for about a second. Quickly he was overcome by the raw sexual energy she was pouring into the encounter. A resistant mouth relaxed and then joined into the incendiary kiss, and his body, only a moment before writhing to escape, stilled as her seduction took hold.

Imagine the power we would have if we were to tap into him! Id shouted in her mind. We would have almost limitless energy at our disposal!

And Heaven would just let us keep an Angelic Warrior, even one as pathetic as Simeon, Ego countered. No doubt the entire host is waiting for us to make a mistake.

Heaven will never let us back in if we corrupt him, Super-Ego added. He's a test. If Gabriel, Michael or Raphael really wanted us, one of them would have showed up personally, and we'd be burning in hellfire again. We can't afford to fail this one. For a demonic conscience, you two sure know how to rain shit on my parade. Id pouted. Natalie broke off the kiss, her green eyes glowing with restrained sexual power and in a fluid motion stood and pulled Simeon to his feet and then raised him clear of the floor. For his part, the Angel looked startled out of bliss.

“Simeon, I have a goal, one that's well known, and I can't have you getting in my way. Give my regards to Raphael. Forgive me.” she said as her free left hand morphed into a long razor pointed claw that in the quickest blink of an eye lanced through his armor and shredded his heart. His body vanished just as quickly.

Natalie knew she didn't have long. That sword was going to be a magnet for beings of both light and darkness in a matter of minutes. She needed to get to St. James fast. Out of the frying pan, into the fire.

The drive to Saint James' Cathedral on First Hill took what felt like an eternity in the Porsche, even flying between stop lights at speeds that were no doubt insane for mere mortals, but not nearly fast enough for Natalie's comfort. Then there was parking, which of course there was a distinct lack of. She ended up parking almost three blocks away. She slung the black bag which contained the sword (and it turned out Cianna's passport from the Vatican) over her shoulder and started walking briskly toward the towering building.

Dressed in a Black Watch plaid pleated skirt that went to mid-thigh and a collared polo T-shirt that in no way hid or left anything to the imagination about her bodacious bosom or wasp thin waist, she looked like a porn star, not a parishioner, which was probably closer to the truth any way. She had real trepidation about entering the church though as it made her very vulnerable. On the other hand, just carrying this divine homing beacon was making her vulnerable.

Only a block from the church, she felt her skin start to crawl. The light breeze stopped blowing and the sound of the city seemed to go mute. She lengthened her stride and sped up to a power walk that sent her already raucous bosom careening in the hugely overwhelmed bra. This isn’t good.

The smell stopped her in her tracks though. Half a block from the cathedral the reek of death mixed with ammonia and concentrated raw sewage filled her nostrils and mouth, nearly evoking a choking cough, before the distinctive malodor of sulfur added its own note to the gut wrenching, nausea inducing stench. Natalie lowered the bag from her shoulder and deftly opened it just as an enormous slime covered demon appeared from the shadows of the building ahead. The sword was in her hands just as the demon before her roared.

Malleus was a minor warrior compared to hulking soldier before her. Fire smoldered from its eyes and smoke billowed from its stunted wings. The thing must

have been thirty feet tall and the ground trembled with every lumbering step it took. Each fist was the size of her upper body from crown to crotch and broader across. I am so fucked. She thought even as she took a defensive stance with the sword parallel to the ground and at head level, one hand on the grip and the other gripping the ricasso below the parrying hooks.

The massive hell spawn leaned forward and bellowed a barely intelligible “NATHALIA,” before charging her. Just the force of the blast furnace wind of the beasts vile breath made her brace her rear foot farther back from a half block away. “So we’re gonna do this here? On the street, in broad daylight?” she shouted at the lumbering behemoth.

The huge soldier demon cocked back its enormous left arm and swung at her in a broad arc in reply. In the brief instant in which she changed her stance to bring the sword to meet the oncoming blow she knew it wouldn't matter. Even as the angelic blade splayed open the putrid demon's hand, the pure inertia of all that mass propelled her across the street. She careened above a middle aged couple that had been walking oblivious to the celestials fighting around them until then. Even so all they saw before Natalie left their field of view was a woman go flying overhead. With what might have been a metal cane in hand. Her trajectory ended up embedding her in the stucco facade of an apartment building where she stuck briefly before collapsing to the ground. The demon looked at its useless hand and bellowed in fury before bounding across the street, crushing some of the pavement in the process. Natalie was just coming back to her senses when the monster was standing over her, but somehow she managed to realize she'd held onto the sword and met her assailant's assault with the point of the blade. The tip bit into the demon's other hand and its own momentum along the supernaturally keen edge split its flesh like a sausage casing. It still didn't stop the sundered mass of flesh from sending her careening down the street, towards St. James. She tucked and rolled as she hit the asphalt, pushing off with her demonic strength to rebound over a little red Mini Cooper driving through the intersection of Columbia and 9th Avenue, but hit the ground awkwardly, her supernatural agility barely turning what would have been a face first impact into a hard slam onto her shoulder. Now she was less than 120 yards from the front door of the church, sword still miraculously still in hand, but the hard landing had fazed her and she struggled to push herself up. The demon wasn't wasting any time either, an enraged roar and trembling earth warning of its impending arrival. She watched as he closed on her, his left arm having congealed back together in the time it took for the beast’s bulk to cover the distance.

For as much as she didn't want to do it, Natalie knew she had to transform, to accept what she was in its entirety if she were to have a chance against the hulk; there was no way she was making the church on foot. She needed to get into the church though, and in her true form that couldn't happen. Still, it was now or never. With her

massive stores of energy, the transformation was almost instantaneous, and gone with her human appearance was the pain and disorientation of being wailed upon by the brutish monster that was pursuing her. Just before he was on top of her, she sprung into the air and with a rapid contraction of her glossy blackened bronze wings, propelling herself into the air at near bullet speed.

In spite of its relatively tiny wings, the big demon made pursuit and was quickly gaining on Natalie, raw power being in many ways more critical to demonic flight than actual aerodynamics. It didn't matter much to her anyway; it was going to be a very short flight.

She was several thousand feet above the street when the warrior behind her had nearly caught up. It was at that moment that she tipped over and started diving furiously toward the ground. She pushed herself faster and faster, aiming for the roof of the church. Her lumbering pursuer while faster straight line, wasn't as nimble and was only then getting moving to give more chase. At three thousand feet she jinked to dodge an Alaskan 737 on approach to Seatac. She was less than a thousand feet above the church when she pointed the sword ahead of her. At five hundred feet she pulled her wings in tight and felt the speed increase yet more. At a hundred feet she transformed back into her human form and braced both arms on the sword that preceded her body by about seven and a half feet. At ten feet she closed her eyes. Her body hit the rooftop of the church at 270 miles per hour and thanks to the sword that lead the way, and her nigh invulnerability, punched a relatively neat hole through the roof tiles and crashed to the floor almost forty feet below. In her human form however, she wasn't quite as durable as in her natural shape, and after several successive collisions and concussions, she lost consciousness before she hit the black and white checkered floor tiles





CHAPTER V: “Drive you Home”

“Miss?” an unfamiliar male voice said from above her.

Natalie groaned as she stirred and then sat up. Taking in her surroundings she quickly sprang to her feet.

The priest who'd been standing over her stepped back at her abrupt rise. Or maybe it was the fact that she didn't have a scratch on her after falling through the roof and hitting the tile floor at over a hundred miles an hour...

“Miss, I think you should sit down,” he said, his eyes taking in her body before he looked away.

She did a cursory look at herself and realized that her t-shirt might as well have been non-existent, and her skirt had vanished at some point between taking flight and hitting the floor. The thong underwear she was wearing left virtually nothing to the imagination. Feigning modesty she sat back down on her knees and put her hands in her lap. “Do you have something I could cover up with?”

“Sure,” the priest said departing momentarily.

She noticed that the sword's case was still strapped over her shoulder and the sword that went in it was partly buried under some chunks of the ceiling. She secured it and put it back in the case just before the priest returned with what looked like a choir robe. “This is the best I can do on short notice.” he said handing over the crimson and gold robe.

“It's fine. Is the Bishop in?” she asked getting to the point as she threw the garment on.

“At nine thirty in the evening? No.” the young man answered. “I am Father Charles. The bishop is not likely to be in until tomorrow for Compline Mass.” Natalie retrieved the sword case from the ground where she'd set it to get dressed and offered it to him. “I was instructed to give this to him. Can you see to it that he gets it?” she asked.

He looked at her strangely as he reached to take the case. He lifted the flap and looked inside and seeing the obviously old but just as obviously real sword's hilt inside couldn't help but go wide eyed. “What does the Arch Bishop need with a sword?” “Is that what a sword that big is called? I was just told to bring it to him. There is a passport from the Vatican in the bag too, with the owner's credentials. She told me to bring it here,” Natalie explained.

He looked at her quizzically then dug into the bag and retrieved the passport.

Looking at it his face became even more confused. “Who are you?” he asked. “Not who, what,” she said, turning to leave the building.

“Are you an Angel?” he asked with even more shock.

“I'm trying to be... Believe me, I'm trying,” Natalie responded. The last thing she saw as her field of view swept to the door of the cathedral was the young priest cross himself.

She was relieved as she stepped out of the church that none of the angelic host had taken that opportunity to smite here inside where she was most vulnerable. Now she just had to contend with a very angry soldier demon who might still be outside waiting for her.

Looking left and then right she saw no sign of the hulking other-worldly creature and proceeded to make her way back to her car, just the occasional ordinary pedestrian or car. It felt awkward to wear the choir robe, but at the same time, it completely hid her figure from the apogee of her boobs down. It was dark out now, not fading twilight but true dark, and she had to assume she'd been out cold for a while before the Padre had awakened her. She could only hope that the soldier had become bored.

She got back to the 911 and realized she had left the key in her skirt's small key pocket. And that skirt was somewhere down wind of her current location. “Fucking perfect!” she cursed quietly.

Looking both ways she saw a woman approaching smoking a cigarette. She

approached the young lady who was wearing a ragged red plaid flannel over a black Tshirt and faded blue tight jeans over black leggings with black throwback All Stars. She had heavily applied makeup and bleach blond hair with faded blue streaks in it, complemented finally by a spike labret piercing.

“Excuse me, could I use your cell phone?” Natalie asked.

The young woman gave her an odd look but said “Yeah, I guess,” and dug an older style flip phone out of her pocket, handing it over.

She thought about who she was going to call for a long moment before

determining that it was the only choice she had. She dialed Matt's number. “Hello?” came his familiar voice.

“Matt, it's Natalie.”

“Yeah,” he said after a moment.

“I need your help. Can I get a ride?”

“Where are you?” he asked with mild irritation.

“10th and Boren. Behind St. James Cathedral.”

“Couldn't you call a cab or take the bus?” he asked.

“No, I lost my skirt and it had my keys and my ID in it,” she said then added “It's a long story,” for the benefit of the girl standing next to her as much as Matt. “Fine. Give me a half hour.”

“You are a life saver. Please get here as fast as you can.”

“Yeah, yeah, I will,” he said hanging up. Natalie flipped closed the phone and handed it to the young woman who was staring at her chest through the red robe.

“Don't take this the wrong way Natalie,” the young woman prefaced. “But are those real?” she asked, her pointing finger a mere inches from what until now Natalie had thought were relatively downplayed breasts. “Were they expensive?” the young woman, who couldn't have been more than twenty added.

Natalie chuckled. “Yeah, they are all me and no they weren’t, but bra's for them are. What's your name?”

“Cecelia,”she replied. “Do they hurt? Your back I mean.”

“You’re full of questions,” Natalie interjected before responding. “No. They don't hurt. Most of the time they feel pretty good honestly.”

“I've been thinking of getting mine done, that's all. I just figured you could answer my questions, but you are apparently not well versed on implants. You're kinda lucky that way.” Cecelia said quietly.

“I am probably the last person you would ever want to ask for advice, but if you want my experiences, I will tell you that in my experience, having bigger boobs is always better than having smaller ones,” she said seriously. “If you want to talk about this, I have a few minutes.”

Cecelia seemed to think for a moment then motioned to a bench a little way up the street. The two of them walked to it and sat down.

“You’re really big.” Cecelia said point blank when they sat down. “I've never seen boobs that big before, fake or otherwise. Well there were a couple of pictures on the Internet, but in person, never.”

“Yeah. I know, but tell me, why do you want your boobs done? And before you answer that, how old are you?” Natalie inquired.

“Eighteen. I just want to have boobs. Ya know? No, you probably don't. It's like this. My sister has boobs, pretty big ones. So does my mom. They all started early, and when I didn't I kept hoping that I would bloom late. But I never did.” she explained, disappointment in her voice.

“I see.”

“Yeah, and my boyfriend is always talking about the tits on this girl or that girl. I want him to talk about my tits.”

“I have a feeling that's got more to do with it than your genetics, am I right?” Natalie said. “Look, let me tell you something. I've had these a long time and I can tell you that they are great, but they are trouble too. You have to work extra hard to earn people's respect. You will always be a nice rack or that girl with great cleavage to the guys and a slut or whore or bimbo to the girls. That means you have to have thick skin and a sharp mind or they aren't gonna help you much.”

“What do you do, are you a dancer?” she asked.

“Nope, never danced professionally a day in my life, though I have been to a few clubs, but never as an employee. I am an executive office manager at a law firm.” she explained honestly.

“See, that's cool. I don't want to be a stripper. You would be a good role model.” Natalie almost choked the laughter started so suddenly and so hard. “No! No I wouldn't. I've messed up lots. Hell, just today alone I've almost been killed three times and had to take one person to the hospital. I've lost my clothes and had to borrow this choir robe from a church that I don't even go to, lost my keys and my ID, for the second time in three days, and I had to call my ex-boyfriend who I'm pretty sure hates me for a ride home. I am definitely NOT a good role model,” not to mention the fact that I am a citizen of hell who thrives off the life energies from men and women taken through sexual contact and I can effectively steal your soul, she thought but didn't add.

“Let me ask you this Cecelia, what do you want to be?” Natalie asked after a second to clear the air of her laughter.

“Just call me Cee. I don't know, something that pays well and can make a difference.”

“Okay Cee, how are your computer skills? Can you type?”

“Yeah. Pretty good. Sixty words a minute. I can use Word and Excel.”

“PowerPoint?” Natalie asked.

“I am familiar, but I am not good with it. We had to use it in class my junior and senior years in high school.”

“So you graduated? Are you in school now?” She pried into Cecelia's life a little more.

“I took a quarter at Seattle Central, but it didn't really interest me,” the teenager replied.

“I can get you a job that will pay well if you can demonstrate you are resourceful and can follow instructions.” Natalie announced.

“Sounds better than Starbucks. What is it?”

“You could work for me,” she said matter of fact.

“You mean, at your law firm?” Cee asked incredulously.

“It's not my law firm, but yeah. You would need some professional clothes. Also you would need to choose one hair color and loose the lip jewelry, but I can get you a job, starting at forty thousand a year, full time with bennies.” she said matter-of-fact. “But don't I need to fill out an application?” she asked.

“Nope, just a hand shake, then show up tomorrow at 8:30AM on the dot in some presentable business attire,” Natalie said with a smile. “I will take care of the rest. Sometimes it's who you know, and not what you know.” She extended her right hand across her body and offered it.

Cee looked at it for a split second and then shook firmly. She was surprised by the jolt of static electricity she felt, and then too by the firmness of Natalie's hand shake,

but she smiled and said, “Thanks. I don't know what to say. I guess I need to let more strangers borrow my phone.”

“Hopefully not.” Natalie said with a knowing smile. She knew everything about the young woman now, and she was ready to mold her into an excellent administrative assistant and maybe even future office manager. They chatted for a few more minutes and then Matt arrived.

“See you tomorrow Cee.” Natalie said with a wave.

“Yes! See you tomorrow!” she said standing and waving with a beaming smile. “Who was that?” Matt asked after Natalie had gotten into the car and closed the door.

“Probably your replacement.” Natalie said deadpan as Matt hit the gas and launched the car down the street and toward her apartment.

“She looks like she's barely out of high school.” Matt said disbelieving. “Call her an experiment in how a break can change a person. She's smart enough, she got good grades, just didn't have a whole lot of opportunity. I am going to give her that opportunity.”

Matt stopped the car at a light and looked at her. “For a demon, you sure don't do a whole lot of evil.”

“Thanks Matt. Thanks a whole fucking lot,” she said back at him angrily. It struck her afterward though that it was the first time he hadn't been afraid of her since her big reveal.

“I'm sorry. That was pretty insensitive,” he said apologetically, trying to extricate his foot from his mouth.

“No, it was true. I've just been trying so hard of late I didn't want to acknowledge that.” she admitted. “I am sorry for snapping at you.”

They drove the rest of the way in silence, until they arrived at the front of her apartment. “Here you are.” he announced.

“Matt... Thanks. I mean it.”

“Your welcome. It's kinda hard to stay mad at you.” Matt said with a thin smile. “I will be in the office tomorrow to clean out my desk. Guess I will get to meet my replacement first hand.”

“See you then.”



Cecelia woke up in the morning totally refreshed and feeling like a million bucks. She'd been so concerned about making a good impression she'd stopped at the local Safeway and picked up some black hair dye that would at least make her hair look presentable until it could grow in its natural raven color. As a result though, she'd not gotten to sleep until almost two in the morning. Thus she was pleasantly surprised that

she felt as invigorated as she did. She sat up and instantly something felt off. Her center of gravity was wrong and it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out why. Over the course of the four hours of sleep her whole physique had morphed into something completely foreign. It was as if a liposuction machine had pulled all her unwanted fat and put it in her tits and ass. But what started as alarm and then excitement then changed to fuzzy recognition. The changes she observed suddenly wove themselves into her memory. She’s always been like this, hadn’t she?

She went to the bathroom and looked into the mirror and was shocked at what she saw. Her skin was flawless. The little scar above her left eyebrow from falling off the wooden playground castle at eight years old was gone, as was the hole for her labret. Her hair looked like it should have been in shampoo commercials, not like the victim of a rushed dye job the night prior, and was thicker and finer than it had ever been. Her eyes were brighter blue and had a slight up sweep to the outside corners that normally she could only simulate with the extensive use of eye liner. Again though, the feeling that this was normal slowly drifted into her memory. She’d been the lucky sister, having a great body and never having to work for it, right?

Something didn’t add up when she went through her closet though. None of her clothes fit. “Why are all of these clothes so small?” None of her pants fit right any more, far too roomy in the waist, and only one or two pair could even surmount her exquisite ass and hips now. And shirts? Not a single blouse came even remotely close to fitting. It just didn’t make sense. Especially since she had photos of her wearing clothes that fit. She left wearing a black blazer, a white T-shirt that was filled up and stressed in front to critical capacity and black slacks that were cinched around her now smaller waistline and squeezed over her fattened derriere. As long as she could get through the morning wearing the blazer she'd be okay. Then she could go mad dash shopping at lunch.



Natalie on the other hand had to take her spare key via taxi back to her Porsche before driving it to work. Suffice it to say when she arrived at work she was rushed and not in the best of moods. Thus, it was pleasant for her to see Cee waiting at the security point when she arrived at 8:28 in her best professional attire (which was acceptable, though boring) looking otherwise like a dynamite.

“Cee. Welcome to the Fox, Bryce and Barlowe family. We will get you into HR and have your security card made. Then I can show you the office. You will be working directly for me.” Natalie said in an instantly better mood.

“Natalie, I... well,” she paused taking in her new bosses sweeping form in the custom fitted business attire for the first time. “Something amazing happened last

night.” she finished. Somehow her changes felt insignificant compared to the positively outrageous pneumatic curves of Natalie in the black skirt and red jacket. “You dyed your hair?” she said playing it off. “Good.”

“No- well, never mind,” Cee said.

The trip up the elevator to the office took almost an hour as they made stops at various departments to show Cecelia the various offices she'd be working with as personal assistant to Ms. Natalie Faust. Finally at 9:22, Natalie showed Cee her temporary desk. What Cee was only mildly aware of was that the changes in her body were dynamic and ongoing. As she sat down she heard the distinctive pop of several stitches in the crotch of her pants. Her face flushed bright pink.

Natalie just smiled at her and said “Don't worry; well get whatever just gave way replaced at lunch.”

Over the next two hours Cecelia's clothes essentially came apart at the seams. Her blazer's top button was hanging on by a pulled thread. Her pants had ripped at the side seams and in the crotch to proportions that were only barely contained by the slightly longish length of the jacket. Even the bikini top she’d worn as a make shift “bra” had untied and provided no support at all. On top of that she was feeling downright horny.

Finally Natalie announced it was time to go to lunch and beckoned her to follow. She was extremely conscious of the damage to her attire, and moved slowly and carefully to the elevator. Surprisingly, only she and Natalie were in the car for the ride to the lobby.

“You seem preoccupied.” Natalie said calmly. I guess I am evil, but I'm soooo good too.

“Honestly... my clothes are coming apart. I had no idea they were in such rough shape,” the younger woman admitted.

“You are going to get some new clothes now. My treat. We've only got an hour though, so you are going to have to go fast.”

The first stop was Victoria's Secret at Pacific Place, mainly because it was only a block and a half from the office. There she “learned” she was a 34DD. On Natalie’s recommendation she also got some 34DDD bras as well despite Cecelia’s protests that she’d always been a 34DD. Over $400 later they proceeded across the sky-bridge to Nordstrom and started to look at professional clothing. Almost $6,500 dollars and 30 minutes after that, plus an additional amount to be paid later after tailoring she had four outfits that were interchangeable and would be ready in two days. For the mean time she also had two outfits (including the one she was wearing now) that were ready out of the store, though again at Natalie's recommendation they were a little roomy in the top and the hips. Finally, she got several pairs of shoes, including what Cee considered two over the top pairs of four and a half inch stilettos that she couldn't even walk in.

Cee and Natalie returned to the office each conservatively dressed to kill. The two of them turned heads the whole way up the elevator ride and even in the office, all eyes were on Natalie's new protege, eye catching in a hip hugging just above the knee ending skirt and an expensive powder blue blouse under a complementary charcoal blazer that demonstrated the dramatic sweep of her narrow waistline.

Then Matt showed up, and turned heads for a different reason. He was dressed in canvass Carharts and a T-shirt that accented his strong arms and broad shoulders, not to mention violated every level of the dress code. His whole ensemble was covered in a hastily slapped off fine layer of sawdust, and he looked as though he'd already worked a full day. When he'd collected his remaining things (with every woman in the office and Andy watching virtually every move) he walked, box of possessions in hand, over to Cee's desk and asked to see Natalie.

“Just a moment, Mr. ...” she paused to get his name.

“Just tell her Matt is here.”

She stood up saying “Okay Matt,” with a twinkle in her eye. Damn he looks good! She opened Natalie's door and stepped inside closing it most of the way behind her. “Natalie, a cute guy named Matt is here asking to see you. I think he used to work here.”

Natalie looked up from her papers and said neutrally, “Send him in, and next time just use the intercom.”

“Sorry, I just thought I should tell you in person since —”

“I understand, but try to maintain more professionalism than this here at work.” she said in a mild rebuke.

“Sorry,” Cee said backing out of the office slightly crestfallen.

“Ms. Faust will see you now,” she said when she'd gotten to the other side of the threshold. She held the door open until Matt passed through and then closed it behind him.

“Well you completely flustered your replacement. She thinks you are the best thing since sliced bread.” Natalie said to him as he came to a stop before her desk. “Heh, well, I don't know why. Just wearing my work clothes.” he said

sheepishly, motioning to his clothing ensemble.

“I don't think it's the clothing. But anyway,” she paused. “So this is it? Are you going to ask for a security guard to escort you out?” she asked.

Matt noticed that she looked tired. She was still sexy as hell, but there was tiredness to her that he'd not seen before. “I was kinda hoping you’d escort me.” The tiredness seemed to lighten a bit around her eyes at that comment. “Sure, I think I can do that,” they walked out of the office together and past Cee's desk on the way to the elevator.

“I'll be back in a few minutes. I am escorting Matt out.” she announced. The two of them waited for the elevator in silence, and only after they'd gotten

on board and the door closed did Matt say something. “You really are trying to change aren't you?”

“Yeah, despite attempts by both Heaven and Hell to stop me, I am.” she replied. Matt reached forward quickly and hit the stop button on the elevator panel. He turned to her, “so, what do you think your odds are of getting back into,” he pointed up at the ceiling. “His good graces?”

“Not good, but I have to try,” she said looking into his eyes.

“Would you let me help you?” He asked quietly, returning the look.

“You are willing to help me through all my crap? You are willing to be with me when I have to deal with everyone's requirements of me? I'll warn you now, some of them aren't pleasant, in fact, you will have a very hard time with some of them,” she asked with dire seriousness.

“You make it hard for me to say I want to do this, but I do,” he replied. She pulled his lips to hers in an electric kiss that instantly shot his heart-rate to about 140.

“IS EVERYTHING ALRIGHT IN THERE?” the intercom on the control panel

suddenly shouted.

“Yeah, sorry,” Natalie said, pulling back from the embrace, and beaming a blindingly bright smile at him.

“OK, PLEASE START THE ELEVATOR AGAIN. PEOPLE ARE WAITING.” The

security guard on the other side of the speaker said with a hint of annoyance. Matt hit the button and the elevator started again.

“You know you are the closest thing I have to a friend?” Natalie said with a smile. There was sadness there too though.

“You've had other friends before though. Right?” Matt asked, then realized when she didn't reply that maybe she hadn't.

“I haven't had a friend since my first escape.” she said just as the doors opened to the building's lobby.

“Well, I'll give it the best shot I can.” Matt announced. “You want to do dinner tonight?”

“Yeah, that would be nice. I will call you when I get done with work.” she replied.

“Sounds good. Talk to you later.” he said with a wave and a long look as she made her way back to the elevator.

On the ride back up the elevator, Natalie felt as if the weight of the world had been lifted from her, and she hadn't even realized that she was so stressed out. She got back off the elevator on her floor with a spring in her step that, in conjunction with the high heels she had on sent her massive breasts quaking with every step in complete defiance of the industrial strength minimizing bra.

Cee was waiting with two missed call slips. “Ms. Faust, you had two calls while

you were out. One was from a Charles Bennet about a liquor purchase, and the other was from a Ms. Di'Trieste. She didn't leave a number but said that she needed to talk to you, whatever that means,” she said reading the small sheets of paper.

“Thanks Cee.” she said with a smile.

“Can I talk to you for a minute Ms. Faust? In your office?” She asked just before Natalie closed her door.

Natalie paused and turned back with a high intensity smile. “Sure, come on in,” she said holding the door and letting Cecelia pass by into the office before shutting it behind the two of them. “What's up?”

“Okay, so I’m kinda concerned,” Cee said quickly.

“So what are you telling me?” Natalie asked deadpan. I want to hear you say it. She thought.

“I keep having these feelings that I’ve not always been this way. I mean none of my clothes at home fit. I remember being really happy about how I looked this morning, but now it seems old hat. And then the fact that I go get a whole new wardrobe, and when the sales lady told me I was a 34DDD and not a 34B I remember being surprised, but then you told me to get 34F too, and I argued with you that I’d always been this way,” Cee explained.

“Let me ask you a question before I give you an answer,” Natalie said in response. “If you were different now, would you like to be back the way you were?” “I don’t know. I can’t remember what I was like before. But I love this body. It’s me, and I feel like I’ve always loved it.”

Natalie beckoned her closer and touched her forehead ever so lightly.

It was as if the lights came on in Cee’s mind, illuminating an area that in reality had only been shrouded in mystery for a few hours, but felt to her as though it had been a lifetime. Her eyes got very wide even as Natalie motioned for her to step back and prepared to speak.

“So if you could go back to looking the way you did but keep the job would that be okay? Or say, if you had to go back to your old job but could look the way you do now. Which would you rather? And be honest, there’s no harm in any answer.” Natalie asked, an uncontrollable mischievous smirk forming on her lush lips.

“Well either would be better than just being back at my old job as the old me. I guess I would take the latter. I could always quit and get a better job. The changes that have happened to my body over the last day would cost a fortune if they were possible at all,” Cee responded before cocking her head in recognition. “You’re doing this.” Natalie's expression got instantly serious. “You can tell no one about this. Nobody. Not your boyfriend, your best friends, not even your parents. They can't know that I did this to you.” she admonished. Then her expression lightened, “but I can do a lot more. Just don't ask how. I can't tell you even if I wanted to. Just accept that I can and will do it for you.”

“Okay, but I have to know one thing; Why?” Cee pleaded. “Because I have the ability to do so. I could just as easily do nothing with it, hoard it and keep it to myself, but why do that? It's so much better to give something back to the people in the world.” she said nonchalantly.

“So... how does this work?” Cecelia asked.

“Well, you could just tell me what you want, but that makes for some vagaries. The best way would be for you to show me,” Natalie replied.

“How would I do that?”

“Do you trust me?” Natalie inquired stepping directly in front of her young protégé.

“Yeah, I guess,” Cee responded, knowing that something was about to happen but unsure exactly what.

“Close your eyes,” Natalie instructed soothingly.

Her words were sweet in Cee's ears and she was instantly compliant. Her eyes closed with heavy lids and she waited calmly for whatever was going to happen next. When Natalie's lips met hers she inhaled sharply as the world seemed to fall away. The taste of sweet cinnamon poured into her mouth as Natalie's tongue played between her lips. She felt her own arms embracing the taller and much curvier woman. Her own tongue wound around Natalie's and she reveled in the sensations that were flooding her body.

Is this what you want? Natalie's voice rang in her head. Let go of public perception, and envision what you want. This is for you, not them. You only get this opportunity once, seize it! Natalie moved back a step from the blissed out personal assistant.

“Yesssss...”she muttered in a dreamily whispered hiss, her eyes still closed. She felt warmth spread around her body, concentrating in her breasts, waist, hips, ass, and legs. Her hands moved lazily to her boobs and squeezed them through the fabric of her clothes. She could feel them swelling larger, pushing back against her fingers, and she smiled broadly. Soon they were pressing at the brand new suit jacket, creating a long stress line that ran horizontally along the top button. Her legs changed next stretching longer and becoming even more toned, while atop them her butt filled out a little more, and her hips broadened.

Still her tactile focus was on the hooters now threatening to tear out the struggling top button of her blazer. There were a series of popping noises as the bra's hooks gave up in quick succession. This in turn saved the buttons on the blouse at the expense of the top one on the jacket, which snapped its threads unceremoniously and fell to the floor between the two women. Her now very large tits stopped expanding a few moments later even as residual heat spread to her back and flanks then faded out. Cecelia's eyes fluttered open slowly to see a grinning Natalie.

“No regrets,” was all Natalie said, motioning for Cee to look at herself. The view took her breath away. She couldn't see her feet unless she bent a

considerable distance at the waist. Additionally, her perspective was different and indeed she was almost as tall as Natalie now. “Wow!” was all she could say for a long while.

“You like?”

“I don't care how you did this. I just love that you did it. Thank you so much!” Cecelia said with big bright eyes and a dazzling smile.

“You are going to have to go back to Nordie's tonight and get your clothes realtered before the tailoring starts, if it's not already too late. And you will probably need new bras again. Especially since the one you were wearing quit while you were changing,” Natalie announced happily.

“Yeah. I need to see a mirror.” Cecelia giddily.

“Go to the bathroom. Just remember, the people outside this office won't see the difference. To them you will have always been this way. Now go to the bathroom, and then get back to work.” she said, shooing her out of the office. She took a seat in her chair and smiled happily for a minute, quite pleased with herself, before getting back to her duties.



“So what's the story with the new girl?” Matt asked before taking another sip of his wine. It was white, fruity and went well with the halibut he was eating. “What do you mean?” asked innocently.

“I mean, what is your plan for her? I know you like projects. I was one of them, remember?” Matt expounded upon his first question.

“I am molding her to be a possible replacement for me,” she said taking a sip of her own glass of wine. It was a Cab, and went marvelously with the fillet she was eating, “As such, she's going to need to look the part. The rest money can take care of.” “How did you explain the changes to her?” Matt asked with a thin smile. “I didn't really. I just told her I could give her the body she wanted and then did it.”

“That's it. How did that work out?” He asked with surprise.

“She took it a hell of a lot better than you did. I just told her not to ask any questions about the how, and be happy with the results. And of course not to tell anyone. All in all I think she's very pleased with the end product,” Natalie said with a little smugness.

“Dare I ask how much you changed her?” Matt inquired.

“Only as much as she wanted too. I did tell her to be totally uninhibited about her desired body though... So she went all out. I am rather proud of her.” “And this is the same girl you were talking to when I picked you up last night?” he asked taking another sip of his wine and digging his fork into some rice pilaf.

“The very same. And completely different now.” she mopped up a little of the truffle au-jus with a very rare morsel of her fillet.

“Ya know, I like a good medium rare steak, but it blows me away that you can eat a fillet mignon that is so undercooked.” he said in somewhat disgusted fascination. “Well, since I don't need to eat, and I can't get sick, why not eat it as perfect as I can get it?” she said, enjoying the conversation change. “Let me ask you a question, since we are having out the truth right now. Did you use the gift I gave you at all?” she asked taking another piece of the steak to her fork.

Matt looked a little embarrassed. “Yeah. I did. I played around with sizes. Then with sizes at different states of arousal. You could say that what I settled on would make me a grower and not a shower.”

“But when you show, would people notice?” Natalie asked with a naughty

twinkle in her eye.

He flushed red a little, “Yeah. They would.”

Natalie just smiled at his discomfort.

“So...” he started leaning close across their table for two and spoke quietly, “How big is too big?”

“Here? I don't know. I mean I am built for it, you know. I know that when I was...”she pointed down. “Malleus would practically rip me in two,” she admitted with a sudden distance to her voice.

“I’m sorry; I didn't want to bring up traumatic experiences,” Matt said suddenly very uncomfortable with the subject he'd run with. “Dare I ask who Malleus is?” “No, it's okay. He’s the demon who I was given to as punishment. Let’s just agree that he’s really big, not exactly the gentle caring type, and leave it at that. Up here though, I don't know. The rules are different. Mortals can't hurt me, so I would imagine that there isn't a real upper limit.”

“I thought that demon hunters were mortals though,” Matt asked segueing into another topic.

“They are, but often times they have magical or divine weapons. Some of them are blessed in and of themselves, and then they can do all manner of harm to me. There is one; in fact I had a confrontation with her the other day, who is human but essentially immortal. She's ageless, blessed, and until yesterday was in possession of an angelic sword. That kind of power is all but irresistible for my kind.” she explained, obviously a little happy for the subject change.

“How did you survive?” he asked with keen interest.

“I approached her from an avenue against which she hadn't been blessed. I reasoned with her honestly.”

“How did she get that way? How does one become ageless?” Matt wondered

aloud. There was interest in his voice.

“I don't know the whole story, as we aren't exactly friends. But I know that she's

very old, northern Italian by birth, and she's one of the few demon hunters to have an actual demon kill, not just a banishment to her name, several in fact. She's the best there is at what she does.”

“She’s kinda like Van Hellsing to vampires? So you must be pretty powerful to beat her,” Matt said appreciatively.

“No, actually, right after you left, I was pretty much ready to go back to Hell, and I was ready to let her be the means. Something clicked though and I tried reasoning with her in a different way. I showed her the truth. Then she fell on her own knife and I had to take her to the hospital.”

“Really? You won by accident?” Matt said loudly and almost with a laugh. “Keep it down,” Natalie scolded with a serious look. “When it comes to physical power, most Succubi are among the lowest order of demons. We are the lowest of the tricksters. Even some scouts are physically stronger than me, though not as resilient, and nowhere near as smart.” she said seriously before taking a dab at her baked potato. “So you can't bench press a car or stuff like that.” Matt asked for clarification. “I don't know. I've never tried. In this human form I am probably about peak human strong. When I am transfigured, considerably more, but it pales in comparison with a warrior or soldier demon. It also doesn't hurt that I am very deep in my energy reserves right now. I've been able to store quite a bit over the last few years, and particularly since I met you,” she explained.

“How does that work?” Matt asked.

“Are you sure you want to know? It hasn't always been pleasant,” she admitted. “In for a penny, in for a pound.”

“Alright. But remember, you asked for it, so don't judge me by it,” she warned. “My power comes from the ability to seduce people, and then siphon off their sexual and life energies to power my abilities. Succubi seduce their marks in a variety of ways. We can make deals, or grant abilities or physical traits, or just offer ourselves up as sexual conquests. The most direct method is by ingesting a man's reproductive fluids, or in the case of a woman, her vaginal or mammary secretions. But even physical touch is enough to transfer power. Most succubi have methods for amplifying the rate of transfer.” she explained watching his face very carefully.

“But if you steal their life energy, what happens to them?” he asked.

“Depends on how much I take. A little is recoverable, but no succubus is going to settle for a taste when they can have a full meal, especially when they don't know when their next meal is going to come. Many will drain a man to death, or near death at the very least. This will make him rapidly age. You've seen what meth does to a person in six months? I have the capability to do that in seconds if I want to.” she declared, still studying his expression. She could see a hint of disgust flash across it before it morphed into his next question.

“Have you done that?”

It was her turn to show concern before she spoke but she answered anyway, “yes, a long time ago. I am very choosy about my marks. I make sure that they are already on their way to being evil before I make a move.”

“But doesn't that mean that you are playing the part judge, jury and executioner? What makes you think you have that right?” he asked, but there was no malice in his words.

“Rapists, child molesters, misogynists, and sadists don't generally constitute people that most of society consider good. And unlike the criminal justice system, I am never wrong. Just being around a person I can read them to some degree, figure out whether they are a better or worse person than their actions alone. If I touch you, I know your innermost desires, your darkest secrets. So yes, I am playing judge, jury and executioner, but I am rarely as hard on people as society thinks the justice system should be,” she declared with a hint of self-righteousness. Most of the time, these people have already judged themselves.”

“Does it ever bother you, seeing what those people have done?” Matt asked apparently accepting that answer.

“Yeah, but I take satisfaction in the fact that they are gonna get it twice, once on this side and once at the end of days. There's no double jeopardy law in the courts of Heaven and Hell.” She said with an almost sinister smile as she pushed around some more au jus with her rare steak.

“What did you see when you touched me for the first time,” Matt asked with some trepidation.

She gave him a sweet and comforting smile, “I see a man who loves his country, and is deeply sorry for the lives he had to take to defend it. A man who loved his brothers in arms and would have gladly taken any of their places so they could have lived, and probably most important, a man who fears God. You are one of the good ones. But I didn’t figure that out touching you. I try not to read ordinary people if I don’t have a reason. And I decided when I was going to date you that I would go in blind, no reading you. So I never fully have, in spite of the temptation to at times.” “I don't feel like that man very often, but it’s nice to know that I still have some secrets,” he said.

“Eat your fish.” she said playfully.

He took a bite then asked his next question. “So you store this energy in your boobs?”

She looked at him with a funny smile. “Not really in my boobs so much as they are an indicator of my how much energy I have stored.” she explained. “My whole body changes as I store more and more energy, but it's most obviously displayed in my girls.”

“You just keep getting more and more and more curvy then?” He asked.

“Give him a Qupee doll.” she beamed.

“Alright, one last question.” he said as he signaled the waiter for the check. “Shoot.” she agreed.

“You said that in particular I contributed to your current dimensions. How did I do that more than anyone else you've been with?” Matt asked.

“I had that very question. I had to ask Malleus of all people, which wasn't a fun experience at all, how that was. Before he tried to send me back to hell, he explained that it was because I loved you and wasn't trying to exploit you, that my power was being used benevolently, and that you were a believer. It was some kind of celestial power feedback loop.” she explained as best she could. “I don’t think he really knew much more than that, I think there’s more to it. For now though it’s what I have to go on.”

The waiter brought their check, and Natalie snapped it up before Matt could. “Let me get that,” Matt said.

“You are unemployed, and I have nearly fourteen decades of accumulated

wealth. Don't take this the wrong way, but I've got it. Besides, I just made partner,” she explained.

A few minutes later they were walking up to her Porsche, when she tossed him the keys. “You drive.”

“Uh, okay,” he said enthusiastically. A moment later the wheels were squealing as he sent the car sliding into the street out of the parking lot. The four beefy tires quickly reestablished grip and launched the two of them forward in an exciting and highly illegal display of German engineering prowess. The speedo rapidly passed eighty miles per hour on the street before he braked hard and slipped into the turn lane at a much more reasonable speed.

“Okay Speed Racer, I can afford the tickets, but one wrong move and you are gonna wrap this car around another motorist or worse. I know it’s fun, but slow it down,” she demanded.

“Alright,” he acquiesced, slowing the car to more or less legal speeds. A few minutes later they were at her apartment.

“You want to come up?” she asked. “You don't have to. I know I've given you a mental ton of stuff to think about over the last few days, and especially tonight.” He thought for a minute. If she wanted me to come up, she could just make me. “Sure.”

A few minutes after parking the car they were in her apartment. He noticed the body shaped imprint in the wall, “What happened there?”

“Cianna happened.” she said, grabbing him by the collar and pulling his mouth to hers. The faint smell of cinnamon wafted into his nostrils as she smothered him with a kiss for the ages. When she finally let him break for air he was gasping for breath as his heart rate had accelerated to well above normal, “Let’s not worry about that right now.”

“No, lets.” a third party said bluntly from behind Matt. She spun him out of the way to see Cianna standing there, arms akimbo.

“You must be Matt.” she announced, pulling out a chair from the dining room table.

“You have me at a disadvantage, but I assume you are Cianna Di'Trieste?” he said rhetorically.

“What do you want Cianna.” Natalie interjected.

“I wanted to thank you for taking care of that favor. And for helping me. Also, I needed to drop this off.” she said slapping a manila envelope on the table, “How much does he know?” she added changing gears.

“He's read on, but not well versed,” the demon replied.

The smaller woman shoved the envelope across the table to within arm’s reach of Natalie, “Read this when you have a chance. Oh, and here's this.” she said placing a smaller white envelope on the table with St. James Cathedral in the return address corner.

“What's that?” Natalie asked.

“The bill for the hole you put in the roof of the church. You know how to make an entrance. Father Charles is being reassigned because of you.”

Natalie rolled her eyes as Matt looked back and forth at the two women

quizzically.

“Nathalia,” Cianna said standing up again with a wince. “Thanks. Seriously.” she said extending a fingerless gloved hand.

“You are welcome.” she replied taking it.

“Just so you know, I am off your case now.” she said as she turned to leave the two lovers. “But the Vatican is assigning a handler to you. They've deemed you low risk and thusly you don't warrant a real demon hunter anymore.”

“Who is it?” She asked as Cianna crossed the threshold of the apartment's front door.

“I don't know, some new guy. Just stay on the straight and narrow and we won't be seeing any more of each other.” she said with a knowing smile. Then she turned and started gingerly down the stairs.

Natalie dead bolted the door closed and after retrieving the large manila envelope flopped back into the couch. Matt sat next to her after retrieving a glass of water from the kitchen.

“What exactly is that?” he asked looking at the envelope.

“Probably an information packet on a target I've been assigned.” she said running a perfectly manicured nail under the sealed edge of the large envelope. “What do you mean target?” he inquired looking at her.

“In addition to picking my own marks, I also get assigned them by the church. Call it paying the 'stay on Earth' rent. They find someone they want removed from an

equation, either permanently or by scandal and I provide a seamless service. You can't prove I did anything. And since I’m virtually impossible to imprison, well even if I am caught, I’m rarely held for long,” she explained. “It keeps me under their thumb and makes me useful to them. As long as I am useful and not too much trouble, they don't dispatch a whole bunch of hunters to come banish me.”

“That sucks. So who is the target?” he asked curiously.

“Some minor Saudi Prince, Gassan Salah Hassan. He's coming to New York as part of a UN envoy's entourage. Apparently he's some sort of intelligence czar. The Vatican wants him disgraced, but not dead. The envoy arrives Wednesday next week, so I have to plan how I am going to get in contact with him and disgrace him. And this looks like my information about his personal tastes in women,” she said reading. Matt tried reading the pages but they were in a language he couldn't understand. “It's Latin,” she explained before he could ask. “This guy will be easy to get.” she announced. They've already determined what his fetishes are, and I fit the bill already. Normally I have to change a couple characteristics,” she added, pointing at her tits. “In this case though, he's apparently quite the boob hound.”

She handed him some photographs of various women with very large breasts. He saw Chelsea Charms, Abbi Secraa, and several other extremely well endowed women, “What do these have to do with him?” he asked.

“They were pulled off of his hard drive. The dossier says he's got gigs of huge tit porn. If anything, I am on the smaller range of his liking” she said leafing through more color prints. Some of them were heavy set and some were downright fat, but all of the women were enormous when it came to boobs.

“Well you’re thinner than most if not all of the girls here,” he said.

“Shit,” she said, derailing the conversation. She held up a single photo with a post-it on it. The platinum blond woman in the picture was massive. She was reclining and all you could see from her shoulders to her knees were the unbelievable breasts. They were each easily as massive as her whole body, and probably considerably more so. The post it was written in English, not Latin.

“Fuck me, is that photo-shopped?” he exclaimed.

“Not according to this. She's his secret consort. She goes everywhere he does.” she said reading the sticky note.

“How does she move?”

“I don't think she does very much,” she said digging into the envelope. She found another picture paper-clipped to three sheets of typed paper. It was the same woman. She was pretty, and enormously buff in the photo, with the very small breasts fitting her occupation at the time. The photo was time stamped two years earlier. “Milena Baran. She was a Russian body builder. She's been with the prince for about twenty months. It says here that her breasts have been augmented via some kind of experimental technique to their current uncategorized size in conjunction with some

kind of skin treatment. Doesn't go into a whole lot of detail,” she announced reading the documents. “But she's been his sole love interest for the last six months.” “I like big ta-ta's but you have to be ambulatory.” Matt announced.

“Yeah. I don't get it either, but if I’m gonna compete with that, we’re going to have to figure out a way to give me an advantage.”

“Couldn't you just seduce him?” Matt said matter of fact.

“I can make him lust for me, but he may not be interested in what I have to offer. I need to have an edge.”

“You could appeal to his ego. He's an Arab, you know virility is a big thing to them.” he said matter of fact.

“Virility is a big thing to most cultures. Americans spend more money on crap that doesn't grow your dick than all the other countries in the world combined. But you are right. I still have to catch his eye though,” she announced.

“Well, can't you just make your boobs bigger?” he asked.

“Actually no, well not entirely. I can change my size all over, but my mass is restricted to what I've got to work with. So if I shrank down to five feet tall, then I would have a lot more mass to concentrate in by tits... but it still might not be enough. This guy is pretty perverted if he likes his women immobilized by their own anatomy. Maybe if I shrank down and had a little help from you I could get closer. I think my edge is going to have to be mobility and grace,” she said plainly.

“So you want my help huh?” he asked with a sly smirk.

“Oh, Ah think ah need yo'ah help Mistuh Willcox.” she said in a southern drawl. “Well don't let me slow you down.” he commanded as he sat back on the couch and spread his arms along the back rest.

Natalie moved between his legs quickly and could see the outline of his member as it started to inflate down his left pant leg. She stroked it through the fabric several times looking lustily into his eyes as she did it.

“Why Mistuh Willcox, is that fuh me?” she said playfully, as she unzipped and unbuttoned his pants. Gripping the sides of his trousers by the handful and pulling sharply toward her, she was rewarded with them pulling free of the couch and bunching around his knees. They didn't remain in contact with his body for very long after that. All that remained below the waist now was his boxers and socks, and neither of those did much to hide the enormous erection that was poking out the left leg of his shorts. It almost reached his knee and was still inflating.

She looked up at him with a twinkle of mischief and then promptly ripped his boxer-shorts apart. He was totally unready for that, but the deft fingers that suddenly encircled his tool made his protest stop before it ever started. Natalie started stroking him in opposing directions with both hands, watching as the precum would leak out the tip of his cock as her top hand moved up. Soon the entire surface of his cock that her upper hand touched was covered in a glossy sheen as the clear liquid spread through

her rapid strokes. His rod fully hard, she grinned up at him and quickly descended upon his staff, more and more of him disappearing into her mouth until she had her nose buried at his pubic bone. Then she started to move her head back and forth along his length, fluttering her masterful throat muscles along him as her fingers started to massage his egg sized balls. She could feel that he was already close to an orgasm, and she pulled back and looked up at him.

“I want you to cum, I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to feel your seed fill me. Cum for me baby,” she purred in a sexy voice, “Make my tits grow!”

That was all it took and she could feel his balls draw up as the first thick gout of his cream filled her mouth. The second made it overflow, running down her chin like a glaze, and the third didn't even land in her already full mouth instead white washing her cheek and nose. He shot spurt after spurt of viscous man goo at her grunting like a mad man. He had no concept of how long it went on, only the intense to overwhelming pleasure of continual release.

When his climax did finally calm down he could survey the flood damage his cock had wrought. Her face was coated in a thick layer of his baby batter, and it ran down her neck and chest in broad rivulets until it ran together into the expanse of her cleavage. The blouse and sweater she was wearing were drenched about the neckline and shoulders as well. He had no idea how much cum he'd flooded her with, but it was a lot.

“Wanna see something cool,” she said with smacking lips after a heavy swallow. He was panting but managed a “sure.”

She closed her eyes in response and he watched as all of his spunk was soaked up by her skin like a sponge. She shivered uncontrollably, “Mmmm, that was good.” she said with a Cheshire grin. “Now watch what you just did to me,” she said still grinning and leaning back on her hands so that her tits were pointed skyward and her back arched. At first he didn't see anything, but then slowly he watched as her already elevated knockers started to mound up higher and fatter on her chest.

She could feel the blouse beneath her sweater tightening against her flesh as the two hemispheres bloated bigger against each other and the resisting but over-matched white cotton. It was a shearing force that the poor buttons were never intended to be subjected to, and in spite of the assistance of the sweater, she could feel the three buttons at the apex of her mounds give way to the unyielding force of her growing mams inside.

“Mmmm, that was nice.” she said as the growth ceased.

“How did you do that?” Matt asked amazed.

Her eyes were almost aglow as she looked at him hungrily. “If I spend a little energy I can metabolize your power all at once, it just isn't as efficient, but enough explaining. Let’s fuck,” she said with smoldering sensuality dripping from her crude

words. Natalie yanked him from the couch and had a hand around his cock again as her free right hand guided his to the bottom hem of her sweater. He quickly got the message and had the soft garment over her head in just over a second. It was completely off two seconds later, allowing Matt to see the huge gap in blouse where the three buttons had given up in their fight.

She pulled him to the bedroom where she directed him to lie back on the bed with a playful push. Then she started to gyrate at the foot of the bed, using one of the four posts as an impromptu pole. Matt was getting hard again already watching as she ground against the carved wooden spire. She pulled the damaged blouse apart to reveal the overflowing cream colored bra beneath. Her motions allowed her to seamlessly meld the unhooking of her brassier into a dance, the rhythm of which only she could hear.

She slipped the shoulder straps of her bra off and the foundation fell to the floor, leaving her twin titans unfettered to wobble and jiggle in her slinking movements. They caromed off of each other as she did twirls and swung her upper body around. Then with the grace of a gymnast, she front flipped onto the bed and was straddling his thighs. She smiled at him broadly as the jiggling of her bounding cans came to a halt. “Wow.”

“Shh.” she commanded with a single finger to her ruby lips. Then those lips were on his in a sloppy series of French kisses that degenerated into a groping, pawing, sucking exposition.

He grabbed her quickly and flipped her onto her back with him above her, and moved down to position his very long Johnson at the entrance of her eager beaver. “Mmmm, take it, make me yours.” she moaned up at him.

He didn't hesitate and slid his long rod slowly but unceasingly forward into her welcoming tunnel. Matt buried his cock fully inside her, savoring the wet warmth of her sopping snatch. He stayed there for a few seconds before pulling back, then began establishing a slow but methodical rhythm of deep strokes.

“Yeah,” Natalie called, biting her lower lip at the sensations emanating from their mutual contact. “Nnngh, that's good.”

She smashed her soft dugs together and up toward his face in a clear offering and Matt took her right nipple in his mouth. Sucking in he was rewarded with her sweet ambrosia bursting forth in a mouth filling upwelling. He drank from her hungrily, even as his pace increased.

She groaned approvingly at his increased tempo and the attention he was paying her gushing mammary, “Oh yeah, drink me, let me feed you, fulfill your need... Mmmm, don't stop!”

“Mmmhmmm,” he replied into her nipple as he increased the suction and

stepped up the pace of his strokes again.

Her hand went to her angry and swollen clit and started frigging it furiously. She was close to cumming, and she could tell Matt was too. He started thrusting harder, and Natalie could tell that he was adding a little more size to his tool with each stroke, but in doing so was bringing his own climax closer and closer. He was definitely not going to last long now. He thrust in once more with a hard shove, grew substantially and withdrew almost completely before again pushing all the way home. She felt his torrential orgasm begin even as his out-sized phallus throbbed violently within her steaming cavern. Then the inundation began.

Matt's heaving hose unleashed a blast of cum like a river at flood stage, triggering an earth shattering, cock milking orgasm in Natalie that only intensified Matt's own mind altering release.

His head snapped skyward and his back arched, pushing every millimeter of his gushing prong as deeply into her as he could get it while unleashing a guttural howl of ecstasy. Natalie's pussy, filled to capacity as it was with Matt's spewing tool, acted as a funnel, pushing his inhuman downpour of jizz deeper into her. It felt like he was pumping gallons of man goo into her, and with nowhere else to go she could feel it starting to distend her normally taught and trim tummy.

Where is it all coming from? They both wondered at the same time. Natalie looked into his eyes at the joint thought. Was there something about Matt that she didn't know? She needed to figure that out, but she didn't want to abuse his trust, and frankly right now in the throes of the most amazing orgasm of the last 139 years, it wasn't high on the priority list.

Finally she could feel his torrential crescendo start to ebb, but even so the residual flow of his effusive seed continued for several minutes.

Matt relaxed atop his elbows, still buried to the hilt inside her. He looked down at her and smiled tiredly, “How did I do that?”

“I was going to ask you that,” she said, her hands rubbing a tummy that looked to be around midterm. “I've never had so much poured into me. Even when I've drained a man in the past...” she started but noted a look of displeasure at the course the conversation was taking.

“Can we not talk about other conquests right now? I’m enjoying the afterglow,” he announced.

“Sorry.”

“So that's all my stuff inside you?” he remarked as he felt the firm paunch between them.

“Yeah. There’s quite a bit in there,” she said with an odd pride to her voice. “You sound really happy about that,” he remarked.

“Why shouldn't I be? You've just filled me with enough of your spunk for a year or more. And your stuff is so much better than usual,” she explained. “I've never gotten fat from being with a man before,” she added, hugging him as close as her tummy and

boobs would allow. “So...” he started but hesitated.

“What?” she asked, releasing him from her embrace so he could lean up again. “Could you do that thing where you make your boobs grow again?” he asked in a small voice.

“You like the growing boobs huh?” she smiled mischievously.

“Yeah. It's an amazing turn on,” he said. She could feel that he wasn't lying. “I can do that. Especially since if it turns you on, it could be good for me too,” she said with a knowing smile. He's getting aroused again just thinking about the prospect of it!

“It's starting,” she whispered, closing her eyes momentarily. When they reopened there was an intensity about them that was captivating. Her hands pressed into the sides of her bulging abdomen. It started shrinking rapidly back into her tight wasp waistline. “Unnnngh,” she moaned sensuously, as the signs of a tummy vanished. Matt could feel her body rearrange around his once again throbbing cock. Her insides moved and jumbled sending strange sensations through her tightly packed tunnel and along the buried length of his tool that was swiftly surging back to full size. The stuffed maw began hungrily trying to squeeze and pull more of Matt's meaty tube inside, like a ravenous serpent swallowing an even larger snake whole.

At the same time her whole body was changing.

Her skin was the first thing he noticed, already incredibly touchable, it took on a softness somewhere between velvet and butter. Just touching it in the slightest was intoxicating. A glittering sheen shone in the dim light, while at the same time it almost glowed from within.

Natalie's robust hips broadened further, while the flesh about them rounded as more muscle and just enough fatty softness piled upon the ample quantities of muscle already deposited there. Her butt meanwhile plumped up but stayed firm, buoying her pelvis higher. This had the added effect of easing Matt's angle of entry. Then her thighs started to transform, from magnificent to something

unquantifiable, sculpted, thick pillars of sexy, silky smooth, womanly strength and grace. They tapered quickly into the same delicate looking knees, and then into substantial, swollen calves that made no effort to hide the strength contained therein while maintaining a supple femininity. And then, on top of that, he watched them grow longer. To his amazement her legs literally stretched at least a couple inches. Her arms received the same treatment, strengthening but remaining distinctly the arms of a woman, with flesh to cover any extreme definition, but belying the power within. He watched them swell slightly, and then they too lengthened before his eyes. Her shoulders expanded in all directions ever so slightly, giving foundation to those arms. On her hands, even the nails on her piano fingers lengthened, the candy apple red nail polish magically spreading across their expanded surface into the manicured talons

of a hand model. But the best part was saved for last.

The malleable flesh of Natalie's body seemed to stabilize for a moment, and her hands moved from her taut abdomen and up to her already monumental mammaries. “Ohhh nnngha!” she moaned as those hands pulled up on her nipples, the pliant flesh of her breasts stretching under her grip. She bit her lip and Matt watched as the stretched skin plumped up before him, allowing her hands to pull her tits even farther from her chest.

Her pulsating sucking cunt spasmed sharply, constricting hard around his member as an orgasm rocketed through her. “Fughaaah!” she wailed, hands still pulling at the nipples that were getting farther and farther from her chest. Mat could see milk starting to leak from between her fingers and around her palms, beads of opalescent liquid dribbling down that silken skin. Still her epic melons burgeoned further. Natalie's grip on her right breast slipped and the whole colossal construct collapsed several inches into a broad heaping pile of mounded tissue then rebounded into a jiggling blob filling all the space atop her arm to where it met its still elevated partner, and from her clavicle down to nearly her navel to a depth of half a foot or more. Thick, sweet milk was pooling atop of it as it burbled from the bright pink grape sized dug that crowned it.

Her right hand, now unencumbered by so much mammary meat, reached

between them and seized his twin duck egg sized stones, even as another wave of climax rushed over her. “Fuuu— chk... Meeeee!” she screamed the broken command. Matt started immediately, and knew at once that he was going to pop off fast. Even as he plowed into her, sending her unsecured right jug careening in counterpoint, he could tell that it was still expanding, getting deeper, creeping up and down her body, threatening to roll over her arm. And its stable-mate, still valiantly held aloft by her left hand looked positively gigantic. Her whole upper body was a hot wet mess from the downpour of milk now cascading from her nips.

Her snatch was continuously drawing him in, the rapturous ecstasy of orgasm after orgasm leaving her an exquisite quivering jumble of mindless skin and bones, flesh and muscle that could only try to extract more spunk from him.

It was too much and Matt exploded inside her once again. His turgid manhood surged inundating her with only slightly less unreal quantities of his man-wash than his last time. His cum pumped her tummy full, once again inflating her to the realms of mid-term gravidity.

Even as his vision started to darken around the edges, Matt's last conscious observation was that Natalie's pregnant looking form was unconscious. He collapsed into blissful sleep with her moments later.
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