WH
The Witch and the Hunter

Myrrine sighed as she tended to the roses she grew in front of her house. She didn’t appear to be very different from most other girls in their late-teens or early-twenties; she was a bit taller than average, her eyes seemed to sparkle like emeralds, she kept her blood-red hair long on the sides and back of her head and on the front she kept her bangs fairly short except for one on each side of her face, and of course she had a good set of female assets. 
Her only real problem was that people weren’t comfortable around her. The house she lived in was quite big and had a dark history, and was certainly beyond the price range of the young woman Myrrine appeared to be. And those that saw Myrrine on the rare occasions she went into town said they felt a sort of power from her, something that seemed unnatural.
Over time Myrrine had learned to deal with the stares she got from people, but she still couldn’t help but feel lonely.

A few days earlier in another part of the country…
Jim Packard, a young man with dark hair, strode through the pristine halls of one of the hundreds of Hunter Program bases. The Hunter Program was a secret organization created to hunt down powerful and/or dangerous objects and seal them away where they couldn’t harm the world. Jim came to a stop before a solid wood door and knocked. When an “Enter” came for inside he opened the door and walked in. 

Seated behind a desk in the room was an older man, wearing a suit like Jim’s and an eye patch over his left eye. “Agent Packard.” The man said with a nod.

“Director Burg.” Jim responded in kind.

“Now that the official greetings are out of the way, it’s good to see you in one piece Jimbo. I’m glad that betrayal at Atlantis didn’t kick you out of the running.” The director said as his formerly hard face softened.
“Well, you know me Sir, I’m hard to keep down.” Jim replied as she sat on one of the chairs by the desk.
“Yes… and that’s the sort of toughness we need on this next job.” The director said as she opened a drawer and pulled out a folder. He set the folder on the desk, and clipped to the folder facing Jim was a picture of a young woman with blood-red hair. “I’m sure you’ve at least heard of the Temporal Transcender incident several years back.”

“I think so. About a decade ago an agent came across the Transcender and got sent back in time, then returned in time to stop the bad guys from taking it.” Jim replied.

“That’s the gist of it. The agent in question was sent back to 14th century Europe, and witnessed the destruction of a group we now call ‘The Cult of Rashiliyia’.” The director said, pushing the folder closer to Jim.

“I don’t think I’ve ever heard of it.” Jim said as he picked up and opened the folder.
“The only few that have are either hundreds of years dead, or are in the organization.” The director said with a knowledgeable smile, “They were a group witches. Actual witches. Rashiliyia, who  formed the group, essential though she was a goddess and planned to take over the world. She gathered many other witches to do this. The girl on the cover there was one of them, in fact she became one of Rashiliyia’s best.”

“What happened to them?” Jim asked, looking back at the picture.

“They were destroyed by a stronger and darker group. And that group was later defeated by the good guys. A decade ago, and shortly after the Transcender adventure, the agent was on leave and saw that same young woman. The resemblance was too close to be coincidence or even a descendant. Since then we’ve kept an eye on her.”
“In case she was the same woman and followed in Rashiliyia’s footsteps?”

“Exactly. At first we saw nothing to imply she was going down Rashiliyia’s path. But last month we noticed something we think is related. In the ten years we’ve watched this woman there have been ten unsolved disappearances, all young adults, within a fifty mile radius of her dwelling. The police have never found anything linking her to the disappearances, but we suspect she may be behind them when you notice that eight of the disappearances were young women and social outcasts.”
“If you got this data a month ago, than why wasn’t an agent dispatched?”
“We did send one. And they disappeared too. Now we’re quite certain she’s a threat. You’re mission is to bring her in, or…”

“I see… The usual ‘keep it under wraps’ approach?”

“Yes, your best bet is to get her inside her house and go from there. Good luck Agent, you’re going to need it.”

Present
Jim took one last moment to check over his disguise. He was wearing a set of casual civilian clothes, and held a printout of directions. Hidden in his jacket was a Hunter Program Stunner, a device designed to stun all types of life. If this girl was anything like the director said she was, then Jim just might need it.
“Excuse me,” Jim said as he approached the woman, “Am I anywhere close to Rovage Street?”
Myrrine looked up from her gardening at the young man; he seemed normal, but why was he talking to her? “Where ever you got your directions, I wouldn’t trust them again. You’re a good five miles south of it.” She said standing up and leaning on the fence separating her yard from the rest of the neighborhood.

“Okay, thanks.” The man said before wiping some sweat from his brow. “Pretty hot toady isn’t it?”

“Yes it is.” Myrrine agreed, now that her concentration wasn’t solely focused on her roses she noticed that she was sweating some too. For a moment she considered the man in front of her; he seemed nice enough, he did approach her, and she did need to open up to people… “Would you, like to come inside for a drink?” She asked

“Uh, sure.” Jim replied; he was expecting that he’d have to sneak in, but this would make his mission easier, perhaps a bit too easy. He watched as the young woman walked to a gate in the wrought iron fence and opened it. Then she stepped to the side to allow him through. After that she led him into the house. So far the mission was going quite well, now all Jim needed was some evidence this girl was what the Director said she was and he’d make his move.

Inside
Myrrine led her guest into her living room. It was fairly spacious, and the furnishings gave an excellent blend of the old style of the house and more modern standards of comfort. “Please, sit down.” She said motioning to the couch, “Would you like a beer?”

“Certainly. Though I must say, and please don’t take this as an insult, but you don’t look like you’re old enough to legally drink.” The man said as he carefully sat down.

Myrrine giggled and blushed, it had been a long time since she received a compliment on her looks. “Oh, don’t worry. I’m old enough to drink.” With a playful wink she headed for the kitchen, things were going well so far.
Thus far Jim didn’t see anything suggesting witchcraft, but that was just in this room and the entryway. If there was any evidence, it would likely be in the woman’s bedroom or some other private place. But he couldn’t go looking now because she’d be back at any second. In fact she came back that second with a bottle in each hand.
“Here you go. It’s not the best stuff in the world but it gets the job done.” She said with a smile offering one of the bottles.

“Thank you.” Jim said accepting the bottle, “By the way, I don’t think we’ve properly introduced ourselves. I’m Jim.”

“My name is Myrrine. Nice to meet you.” Myrrine replied as she sat down by Jim; not right next to him, not yet at least.
She watched as Jim opened and took a sip of his drink. “So Myrrine, this is quite the home. Do you, live here alone?” he asked.

 “Sadly yes…” Myrrine replied after a few seconds. She took a drink from her bottle before continuing, “People just… avoid me. Well, most people anyway.” She smiled at Jim.
Jim smiled back, “I’m assuming I’m not in those ‘most people’.”

“You guessed it.” Myrrine said as she scooted a little closer to Jim.

About half-an-hour later…

Aside from some slight inebriation, thing were going better than Jim expected. Myrrine had certainly opened up to him, but not quite enough to tell him about what he needed to know. By now she was sitting right beside him, their clothes being the only thing keeping their skin apart. Neither of them had spoken in a few minutes. 
Though he might be able to get things back on track. Myrrine didn’t seem to have much alcohol tolerance, given how she was slightly swaying. “Myrrine, do you mind if we talk about-” Jim started to say before Myrrine interrupted.

“We can talk later.” Myrrine said as she took the bottle from Jim’s hand and set it on the nearby coffee-table, “Right now I got a pair of lips that want some action.” She then playfully pushed Jim to a lying position on the couch.
Jim was just able to maneuver onto his back before Myrrine lay on top of him. Her breasts pressed against his chest more as she leaned down with her eyes closed and began kissing him right on the lips. Jim decided it wouldn’t hurt to go along with it. He closed his eyes and grabbed Myrrine’s shoulders as he returned her kiss.
They continued like this for about a minute. Then suddenly Jim felt a blast of heat followed by a cold chill before Myrrine’s lips left his. Jim opened his eyes to see Myrrine straddling him, her eyes alight in anger. She had his Hunter Program badge and ID card in her hand.
“You’re one of them.” She growled, her voice dripping of anger and betrayal. “I should have known. The only people interested in me are those who want to use me or kill me.”

“Killing you is only a last resort.” Jim calmly said before he quickly reached for his stunner.
“Stop!” Myrrine said. There was something strange about her voice at that moment, it seemed to echo with some undeniable power. Jim tried to pull out his stunner, but found he couldn’t move his arm, hand, or any other part of his body.

Myrrine reached into Jim’s jacket and pulled the stunner from his grip. “I must admit, you were far more subtle than the agent they sent previously. He simply pulled out one of these and tried to arrest me. And that subtlety makes me admire and hate you all the more.”
“What do you mean by that?” Jim asked, surprised his mouth could still move.

“I admire you in that you were smart enough not to use the direct route to getting me. The basic hatred of you comes in that you and your group assume that I’m a dangerous threat because I was part of Rashiliyia’s cult over six hundred years ago. Do you know why I and so many others joined her? Because she was the only one who reached out to us, she accepted us when our own parents drove us away, calling us monsters. I only hate you more now because I don’t like it when people toy with my emotions.” Myrrine answered, her eyes watered a bit and her voice cracked a bit as she spoke of her unhappy memories.
 “Well you’re certainly in the position to let loose.” Jim said sarcastically. He briefly wondered if that comment made him sound like one of those turned on by dominatrix girls.

“I certainly wouldn’t object to taking out some frustration on you. Especially since you wanted to cage me up like some animal! That’s how it always has been for me; people either want to use me for their own goals, or they want to cage or kill me like a beast.” Myrrine growled. “Though I suppose there have been times I’ve deserved such treatment…”
“Rashiliyia’s cult and the disappearances over the last decade?” Jim guessed.

“Decade?!” Myrrine burst out with a mirthless laugh, “I’ve been causing disappearances for nearly seven centuries!”

“That long?! That many!? Why?” Jim asked in shock.

“Because I’m vain and naive.” Myrrine said bitterly, “I kidnap people and do… something, to them that keeps me from aging. And I do that in hopes that I might find that once-in-a-lifetime person who truly knows and loves you. But I’ve been looking for about eight lifetimes, by modern standards, and the closest I’ve gotten to that someone is you and Rashiliyia.”
“What do you do with those you take?” Jim demanded.

“Oh don’t worry. You’ll see. I’m going to have to do it to you too. It’s the easiest, and cleanest, way to get rid of a person.” Myrrine replied. From her tone Jim could tell she was looking forward to what she was about to do, and apparently ashamed that she did get such pleasure from it.
Myrrine stepped off of Jim and stepped a few steps away from him. In a way she felt sorry for him, unable to control his own body with an angry witch about to do something to him; if they had met under better circumstances she would certainly have felt sorrier for him, she may even have helped him if it were a different witch instead of her.
She took a deep breath and closed her eyes before she began to chant softly. If Jim could hear her voice he would have noticed that it had taken on the same quality it had when she paralyzed him. 
What Jim did notice was that as Myrrine chanted he felt a strange tingle spread through his body.

Myrrine opened her eyes, and a grim smile came to her lips as she looked at Jim. The spell had once again worked perfectly. Sure it cancelled out the paralysis spell she had on Jim earlier, but now that he was only a few inches tall it didn’t really matter.
“What the-! What the Hell did you do?” His tiny voice shouted, with a bit more anxiety than anger.

“As anyone could see, I’ve shrunk you.” Myrrine said as she strode back to the couch and grabbed the tiny Jim. “That’s step one. Though before I go to step two, there’s something I always like to do.” She said before pulling off Jim’s shirt and jacket, his clothes shrank with him. She admired his naked torso for a moment before licking it. “Yeah, I’m sure you can guess what’s coming up.” She said after a pleasured moan.
“Yeah. At least you seem to feel bad about it.” Jim replied nervously, but there was a drop of sarcasm detectable in his voice.
“Guilty pleasures…” Myrrine said with a shrug, “It’s one of the things Rashiliyia taught us, but I think I’m the only one left that’s been able to do it.”

“So you shrink and eat people to keep your looks.”

“Not so much ‘eat’ as ‘swallow’. I suppose some of the girls did chew back in the 1300s, but it’s too barbaric for me.”

“And you’ve done this for nearly 700 years?”

“Once a year, every year. If your boss sends more of you agents for me I’m going to get addicted to it.” Myrrine said as she lay on her back on the couch, holding Jim above her head and face. “Well, try to enjoy these last few moments. Maybe you could imagine how close we might’ve been if we weren’t what we are.”

With that Myrrine dropped Jim into her mouth and closing her jaw before he could climb out. She couldn’t help but giggle as she felt him struggling around against her tongue. She savored this sensation for a while before gathering some saliva and swallowing. It took longer for Jim to go down her esophagus than if she’d been standing, but that didn’t matter to Myrrine; she simply enjoyed the moment.
When she felt Jim arrive at her stomach, Myrrine settled back on the couch and closed her eyes for a nap. She’d have to enjoy this peace while it lasted, her problems with the group Jim and his predecessor were from were likely only beginning.
