CHAPTER TEN
EASTERN ARIZONA
SOUTHERN EDGE OF OLD NAVAJO INDIAN RESERVATION


Tari, the Drow Elf commander, moved easily through the pitch black forest where he and his Company of Drow troops were camped. They had established this position two weeks ago and were doing their best to remain hidden and out of sight. His scouts had come to him a short time ago to inform him of the devastating attack on the mercenary scum in Flagstaff just yesterday by Martin Hunter and those under his command. According to his scouts, Flagstaff was now nothing but a ghost town. Anything that could be used had been stripped in only twenty four hours, and now all that remained were the shells of the city buildings and not much else.


Tari could not help but be impressed by how efficient Martin Hunter was. The man was an utterly ruthless enemy, showing no mercy or quarter, yet he was also by all reports from his scouts extremely compassionate towards the infirmed and the very young and very old. He would wipe you from existence if he detected any threat from you towards anyone under his command or towards his new city, and this above all else is what drove Tari to believe this was the man he had learned of in the schools he had been sent to. The rumors of Eden were spreading like wildfire among the mountains and plains, and he and Lynwe could sometimes hear their own troops talking quietly about seeing this city where men, Elves and whoever desired to be free lived together.


Tari had commanded these two hundred Drow warriors since their inception. They were all products of genetic experiments by the Alliance on captured Drow warriors from long ago and the children they had been forced to bear. When their species had been wiped out nearly a hundred years ago, the Alliance had kept several dozen prisoners to conduct experiments on, forcing many of them to breed. They wanted to develop a different breed of elf that would be a superior warrior, but many of the experiments ended up being sexually deviant in nature. Many of the experiments had been cruel and inhuman, physically changing many of his warriors in different ways over the years. All of his warriors however had one distinct connection and common thread among them. All of them despised the Alliance to their very cores and had been working towards a singular goal very discretely. When word had come down the chain of command that they would be the lead unit on the search for the two Queens of the largest elf factions, Tari had decided it was time for them to take all the Alliance had taught them and desert to Martin Hunter’s command, betraying the ones who thought they were the Masters. All of them had sworn they would never be taken prisoner by the Alliance again. 


They had been tracking Martin Hunter’s actions since they had been expelled from High Elf territory. Tari had not felt comfortable just yet in approaching Hunter and his group. The survival of his unit and their continued existence was all that mattered to him anymore. He had nothing left to work for except to see that his men and women finally found their freedom and could live free of persecution from the Alliance. He knew Martin Hunter was the man who could see this dream come true, but the inbred fear he had of who this man might be held him back.

Tari’s keen ears picked up the whimpering noises from the large tent he was heading for, and he slowed his gait. Lynwe was his second in command and had been since the inception of his unit. She was an exceptional Drow warrior, specializing in unarmed combat and stealth. She was very powerfully built and possessed unmatched speed and strength that equaled her unparallel beauty. Her muscular body was almost equal in height to his six foot one frame and rippled with exceptionally defined muscles. Her shimmering white hair hung down to nearly the top of her tight powerful ass cheeks outlining a flawless face with soft full lips and bright amber eyes. She was extremely intelligent and kept a very tight reign on her emotions, never allowing what she felt to show through except in her actions. Tari sighed heavily as he slowed and watched what was happening in the tent before him, surprisingly feeling sorrow at the sight before him. 
The opening flap on the tent was folded back, the soft lantern providing enough light for his keen eyes to recognize where the whimpering noises were coming from. They were emanating from the second female Drow officer in the tent with Lynwe. She was also quite naked and at the moment was face down in the pile of blankets beneath her, as her fists clutched at the deer skin coverings, her lips pulled back in almost a snarl like expression, a second blanket clutched tightly in her teeth. Tari recognized the second Drow officer as Anari, his senior medical officer, and another incredible specimen of female beauty and power. Tari knew that Lynwe and Anari were lovers and had been for several years now. Lynwe was obviously the more dominant of the two females, as was customary in any Drow relationship. The female Drow was always the one in charge of a relationship; even those with a male Drow she deemed fit enough to be her mate. It was the Alliance’s genetic experiments on his troops that brought about the relationship before his eyes.

Tari shook his head slowly with sadness in his eyes as he watched why Lynwe and Anari would never be able to have a relationship outside of each other. Lynwe’s muscular ass flexed in the dim light of the lantern, her back and shoulders slick with sweat as she drove her hips forward with dominating powerful strokes. The thirteen inch steel hard ebony cock between her legs was driving deeply into Anari’s willing and extremely beautiful and tight ass. Lynwe’s head tossed back, lost as she was in the pleasure of the moment. Anari had an incredible ass, so very tight and warm and perfectly shaped, and Lynwe relished the moments when she could plunge her male cock into that ass. Her hands gripped Anari’s hips as she sped up her plunges into her ass, Lynwe’s large come filled balls slapping loudly against the backs of Anari’s thighs. Lynwe clenched her teeth and groaned loudly as she finally erupted into the bowels of her submissive lover, grinding her huge ebony pole down fully anchored in Anari’s tight ass. As Lynwe groaned in release he heard Anari moan loudly as well, her small hand stroking the thick ten inch cock that jutted from between her thighs. He watched as Anari stroked her male organ with near blinding speed until she too exploded and her thick cum drenched the blanket beneath them. 

This was what the sexually deviant Alliance experiments had done to Lynwe and Anari. Two stunningly beautiful women and they had cocks that were larger than most males. Tari had not been able to escape the experiments himself, and he had never attempted to have a relationship with a female due to what was done to him, and had given up ever trying. Lynwe and Anari, as well as many others of his unit still hoped to pursue what they could and had not given up. Tari looked up into Lynwe’s face and saw her eyes focused on him while she emptied her cum into Anari’s tight ass. 

“Ah… kiss me Lynwe!” Anari gasped, turning her equally beautiful face back towards her Drow lover, the blanket falling form between her teeth. “I beg you!”

Lynwe turned back to Anari and drove her thick cock forward again eliciting a groan of delight from Anari beneath her as the last of her cum spilled into Anari’s bowels. She reached forward and grasped Anari’s silky white hair in her hand. Though it was much shorter she was able to grab enough of her hair to pull her head up almost painfully. “Kissing is for those in love!” Lynwe growled.

Lynwe proceeded to pull her softening cock from Anari’s ass, her cum spilling from the stretched opening as Anari slumped completely onto the blankets. This was the way of their relationship. Anari knew Lynwe cared for her in her own bizarre way, but she had never once showed her any affection, and while she would never admit it to anyone for fear of appearing weak, it was beginning to take its toll on her emotionally.

Lynwe reached for her clothes and dressed quickly as Tari approached slowly from the darkness. She turned to him as she fastened the last snap of her top, encasing her large firm breasts within the uniform. She stepped out to meet her commanding officer several paces from the tent, possessively blocking Tari’s view of Anari’s naked form within their tent, and not even realizing it. Tari made note of this but said nothing.

“You don’t come to my tent at this hour unless something has happened Captain.” Lynwe spoke softly. 

Tari looked at her as she straightened her uniform. He made no attempt to look behind her into the tent. “We are no longer members of the Alliance Lynwe.” He spoke softly. “And while we may be Drow, we do not have to adhere to ancient laws and tradition.”

Lynwe looked at him, her bright amber eyes understanding what he was saying. “It is very hard Tari.” She replied in almost a whisper. “I… I have so much hate within me.”
Tari nodded slowly. “Of that I have little doubt.” He answered. “Just know that she cares deeply for you, and she does not deserve the hate.”

“She is free to find a lover of her own.” Lynwe spoke almost defensively. “I have made that clear to her.”

Tari nodded. “Have you thought perhaps that she may not want too?” He said.

That statement caused Lynwe to pause and she glanced back into the tent quickly, watching as Anari was pulling her top on over her delicious looking breasts with hard jutting nipples, and her firm rippled abdomen. She felt a rush of sexual desire course through her at the sight, but she fought it down quickly. She turned back to Tari. “I… I will reflect on what you are saying my friend.”

Tari smiled. “I have come to advise you we will be departing tomorrow morning for Cedar City. Our scouts have reported that Hunter is going to move against the slaver there within the next three days.”

“Are they sure? It is so soon after his taking Flagstaff?” Lynwe asked.

Tari nodded. “It appears so. They have detected the remainder of his tank forces leaving Eden and heading southwest. With them were at least two additional battalions of heavy artillery and rocket launchers, as well as another two battalions of troops.”

“He has left Eden unprotected?” Lynwe asked in surprise.

Tari shook his head and smiled. “Hunter has done well in hiding the size of his forces. Our scouts were nearly captured when they got too close to Eden’s southern border. They estimate he has at least two Battalions still guarding the city, and you can be assured they have artillery and air support.”

“He’s moving to eliminate the last large contingent of slavers and mercenaries here in the south.” Lynwe spoke intelligently, her mind racing. “Once he destroys that idiot in Cedar City, he will effectively control all of Arizona, Nevada and most of southern Utah.”

Tari nodded. “And if he is stripping cities as he did Flagstaff it is for only one reason.” He told her.

Lynwe’s eyes went a little wider. “He’s going to establish his own territory!” She exclaimed.

“And Eden will be the center.” Tari spoke. “He is wasting no time either. None of the human and elf villages within the territory have refused his aide and have openly joined his movement. His ranks are swelling with men and women, as well as elves. The remaining Indians here on the reservation have been discussing joining him as well.”

“The High Elves are not going to be happy with him establishing his own territory on their southern border.” Lynwe spoke.

“There are rumors that many of the High Elf villages along that border are already actively working with him in regards to trade and mutual defense treaties.” Tari explained. “We know already that the governor of Salina has done this.”

“And you think others will follow his example?” Lynwe asked.

Tari nodded. “I believe they will. Already those he and Dysea have drawn to Eden are experiencing the benefits of their society. They no longer want for the small things. Medical attention, schools for their young children, a society free of prejudice and hate and persecution.”

Lynwe’s eyes narrowed. “How is that possible Tari?”

Tari shrugged his shoulders. “I have no idea… but however he has done it, it appears to be working.”

“Do… do you think he will allow us to join him?” Lynwe asked. “Our history with the High Elves and Wood Elves is not pleasant. Our Drow history is wrought with conquering and killing High Elf and Wood Elf villages and towns. That does not even include the history we have now, thanks to the Alliance bastards. And as you know, they have long memories.”

“Perhaps.” Tari answered. “Our scouts detected Dysea leaving with the High Elf Queen Mother only two days ago. We assume they departed to return to Mountain City. That suggests that the rumors they are lovers is at least possible, at the very least they are friends enough to not abandon Tarifa to the whim of the Alliance. That Dysea herself went gives even more credence to this notion.”

“The… the two Queens are friends… if not more.” Lynwe asked in obvious surprise. “That is why she would return to Mountain City even after they expelled them and effectively ended her reign as Queen of the Wood Elves. They must have been monitoring everything going on within Mountain City, and now that her mother has come to Eden City, they have decided it is time to act.”

Tari nodded. “That could very well be the case. There is so much information we do not yet have access too.” Tari told her. “Hunter is quite good at keeping secrets, and we have known for some time that Dysea has a security detachment after the assassination attempt. They did not accompany Dysea when she left with the High Elf Queen Mother, so we have to assume that everything is not as it is made to seem.”

“I am tired of running.” Lynwe spoke finally. “Our safest proposition is to join Hunter. We can not keep running from Alliance forces while protecting those we have sworn to protect.”

Tari nodded. “I agree. That is why we will depart tomorrow morning to join him at Cedar City. With luck he will welcome us.”

“And if he doesn’t?” Lynwe asked.

Tari met her eyes. “We have no place else to go.” Tari said. “He has too.”

MARE ORIENTALE BASIN
WESTERN FRINGE OF THE LIGHT SIDE ON THE MOON

MOON BASE EDEN


Anisa whimpered in passionate delight, her face buried into the soft pillows on the bed, her back arched upwards as she felt William stroke his incredibly thick cock into her from behind with power and confidence. Anisa had grown to crave the sensations his hugely thick cock gave her whenever he made love to her, and this time was no different as she met his powerful plunges into her dripping pussy with hard thrusts backwards. She groaned every time his burning hot balls slapped against the back of her thighs and sent tiny ripples of pleasure racing through her. Her pussy was soaked with her cum as he had already given her two very powerful orgasms, yet somehow he had held back his own orgasm and continued to fuck her with the same intensity.

Anisa had not intended to fall in love with this man, yet as she looked back on their last few months together she realized it was inevitable. He was the most compassionate man, human or elf, that she had ever met, yet he had a dark side to him that she had seen come out only twice before. Both times in was in response to something that Senator Graham had done, and she feared for whoever was on the receiving end of that anger. William however had never shown anything but love and warmth to her and those he deemed his friends and allies. Anisa had to practically force him to take her after that first time because he did not want her to feel servicing him sexually was necessary. Anisa didn’t tell him that his cock pounding into her made her feel things she had never felt before, and she now craved their moments alone together. Anisa quickly found that she loved being dominated by him in their bed as he drove her to new heights of pleasure each and every time they were together. It turned her on so much because she knew that outside of their bed he was the perfect gentlemen, and treated her as an equal in everything. It was not something she was accustomed too, but she was rapidly learning to accept it and take it for how it was meant as a sign of love.

Anisa could also sense there was something beneath the façade that William projected; something sinister and wild, always waiting to come out. She had seen glimpses of it in his eyes before he brought his emotions back under control. Yet whenever he was with her, she felt like a blanket of soothing warmth was draped around her body and she never questioned him about it.


Anisa felt William’s hands tighten on her slim hips and she knew he was close to filling her with his cum. She turned her head to the side and reached back to grip his pile driving hips, digging her nails into his skin as she knew he liked.


“Sardar William!” She cried, “Sardar!” (Harder!)

Bill Wallace clenched his teeth and did as his lover asked. He had been fucking this beautiful elf for nearly an hour now, and he was about to erupt inside her incredibly tight and spasming pussy. He slammed his hips forward with more force, driving his rock hard cock into Anisa with incredible strength, and when he bottomed out inside her velvety warm he felt her powerful pussy muscles clamp down on his raging cock and her lost it.


“Ah fuck!” Bill yelled as his cum exploded deeply into Anisa’s belly, filling her. He felt her own sweet juices splashing wetly across his spewing cock as her body went rigid in her own orgasm and she screamed out her joy.


Bill collapsed forward onto her back, pushing them both down onto the bed as his cock continued to erupt inside her, and his arms went under her body to cup her firm breasts and he pulled her to him. Her small frame fit snuggly into his embrace, her supple ass pressed against his groin. As his cock began to soften within her depths, Anisa made no move to extract herself from his powerful embrace. She released his hips and wrapped her arms over his hands as they clutched her breasts. He shifted slightly, coming to rest beside her in the bed, heedless of the wetness her previous orgasms had caused on the sheets. Anisa could only smile in contentment as his buried his face in the hair at the back of her neck, her raven colored mane wild and unchecked. Though he was growing soft, he still was firmly buried inside her, and this is what Anisa relished so much. William never was in a rush to leave her in bed as if she was some passing whore. He held her tightly after all of their encounters, his cock still within her much of the time and stroked her soft skin until both of them were breathing regularly again.


This time was no different, and Anisa spooned back against him as his lips caressed the back of her elfin ear, sending shivers of delight through her. He leaned forward against her face.


“You are incredible.” He spoke softly.


Anisa smiled. “And you are my Cundu.” She answered. (Prince.)

Bill pulled her tighter and sighed against her ear. “The representatives from the Alliance will be arriving in a few hours.” He said.

Anisa nodded. “We will be ready.” She told him. “Do you think our plan will work?”


“The only one I see as a question mark is this Colonel Marcus fellow.” William said. “I understand he is part elf and part genetically enhanced soldier.”


“He is what we call a Drow elf and he is a monster.” Anisa said quickly. “He is responsible for the deaths of many elves and humans. He is totally heartless, and a savage brute. I have seen the aftermath of his twisted nature on a young female elf. She barely survived and her mind broke at the things he did to her. She was in the hospital for nearly two months recovering from the physical wounds alone. Her mind never recovered.”


Bill nuzzled her neck. “I intent to make sure that will not happen here Anisa. I promise you.”


“Be careful in your dealings with him William.” She spoke, turning her head slightly towards him. “He is an evil man.”


“I’ve dealt with evil men before.” William told her confidently.


Anisa turned slowly, groaning as his still large cock slipped from the warmth of her soaked pussy. She turned in his arms and reached up to take his face in her hands. “You are no match for him physically William. Promise me you will not endanger yourself. I… I could not bear to lose you now. You have… you have become my tyar… my reason for going on.”

Wallace reached up and stroked her soft cheek with his weathered hand. “Do you trust me?” He asked.


Anisa nodded. “Without question William, you know this.”


“Then no matter what you see… or what you hear… know that I do…” Wallace looked into her dark eyes and surrendered to what he was feeling. “Know that I do love you Anisa.”


Anisa felt the tears trickle from her questioning eyes at his words but she kissed him deeply. “No one has ever told me that William.” She said.


“Just don’t forget it.” He said.


“You are unlike any man I have ever known William.” She said. “Were there many of you in the time you came from?”


Bill chuckled at the question and shook his head, “No, most of us came from one city, and we didn’t venture outside our city very often.” He told her.


“You are going to put the seed of doubt into the Minister’s heads about Graham aren’t you?” She said.


“I intend to let them know who actually runs this station.” William told her, “In a discrete way of course.”


“It is a dangerous game we play William Wallace.” Anisa told him.


Wallace nodded. “Yes it is. But in order for our ultimate plan to succeed, we have to play it.”


“I have heard rumors among the new elves that have come to Eden.” Anisa said.

Wallace looked at her, “Rumors?”


Anisa nodded. “They are rumors of a city in the southern mountains where men and elves live and work together in harmony. They are destroying slavers and mercenaries alike and building great things. This is… this is your Martin Hunter isn’t it?”


Wallace smiled and nodded. “If I had to guess I would say yes. Marty said he had settled in the southwest near Utah and Arizona. We communicate several times a month, short untraceable links.”


“They are building what the Holy One first envisioned for men and elves.” Anisa spoke with barely concealed excitement. “I would like to see this city one day if it is true.”


William nodded. “So would I.” He replied. “So would I.” 


Anisa snuggled even closer and rubbed her moist pussy against William’s soft cock. She looked at him with a seductive twinkle in her eyes. “Do we have time?” She asked.


Wallace grinned like a child in a candy shop. He rolled over on top of her sliding between her silky thighs easily. “We can make time.” He told her before covering her lips with his own.

MOUNTAIN CITY

“This is what Martin has taught me Tarifa.” Dysea spoke softly. “And it is what I will now teach you. It will give us an advantage in battle that you and I have never had. He wanted me to show you in case you felt it was needed for yourself to make a quick and silent exit.”

Tarifa and Dysea were sitting on the roof of Tarifa’s home, the thick blanket spread out on the metal surface, the moon light bright and allowing them to see easily. They were both naked; their bodies nearly mirror images of perfection in the muscular curves and lean limbs. Tarifa was almost fully recovered from the months of malnourishment and addiction to the drug she thought was a contraceptive, and she had regained her lush muscular form quickly with Dysea feeding her almost endlessly for the last two days. Her natural elfin metabolism, enhanced even further by Martin’s DNA, allowed her to recover much more quickly. They had shared many hours of pleasure together, endlessly exploring each others curves and most private places, until they were exploding in passion. They had grown much closer these last two days, physically and emotionally, and among the things they discovered was an almost sister like bond that had developed between them. Dysea had told her of everything that had occurred while building Eden City, holding nothing back, including her growing desire for the woman who had hurt Martin so much in the past. Tarifa had looked at her intently, listening and then telling her with great feeling to allow things to grow and work themselves out. 


They sat facing each other now, Tarifa’s long legs draped across Dysea’s. Their breasts were pressed together, their nipples hard in the cool night air, but both of them were suppressing the feelings of passion they felt. Their eyes had changed, the black outlining the sapphire and emerald colors, their fangs extended to their full length of nearly three quarters of an inch.


“I can fight Dysea.” Tarifa spoke with a small smile. “I thought you brought me up here to have your way with me under the eyes of the moon and stars.”


Dysea’s emerald eyes glittered in the moonlight and she smiled, leaning forward to kiss Tarifa softly. “That thought did cross my mind.” She said softly with a smile. “But I must show this to you before I leave tomorrow evening.”


“Show me what Dysea?”


Dysea leaned back from her and took a deep breath. “Watch Tarifa, this is another gift that Menya Melda has given to us. You must picture it in your mind first, and then allow it to come over you.”


“Picture what?” Tarifa asked.


Dysea took a deep breath and closed her eyes, “The Ahya.” (Change.) She said softly. “Feel it around you. Allow it to pass through you, embrace you.”

Tarifa closed her eyes and relaxed, taking deep breaths as the wind blew across the top of her home slightly. Her elfin ears twitched when she picked up the noise and she listened harder, trying to make out the myriad of sounds. Her nostrils flared as a kaleidoscope of smells swept over her. Dysea’s wildflower scent was most prominent due to her proximity, but Tarifa could detect dozens of other scents, ranging from food to flowers and plants and even people.


“Dysea I…” 

“Shhh… embrace it Tarifa...” Dysea’s soft musical voice spoke. “Separate the smells, catalog them in your mind. Memorize them. Feel the breeze on our skin, how it touches us, caresses our flesh. It can tell us so much. Direction, distance… even what it is. Hear the sounds, the voices, the footsteps, allow it to embrace you and teach you.”


  Tarifa did as Dysea instructed her, allowing it all to surround her and fill her. It was incredible and almost more than she thought she could bear, but she felt Dysea’s hands take hers and she relaxed even more, and began to file what she could hear and smell away just as Dysea had told her. She had never opened herself fully to the changes her relationship and love of Martin had brought about in her until now. She had not known the extent to which it had affected her, and now with Dysea’s help she was learning.

“Once we allow the Ahya to come over us completely, all of our senses and physical attributes increase nearly ten fold Tarifa.” Dysea’s voice spoke softly. “We… we are no longer just elves… we are something more. In time you will be able to file away a new smell or taste into your mind without thinking, and you will never forget it.”


Dysea opened her eyes and looked at the beautiful face of her lover. Tarifa opened her eyes as well, and she saw the look of wonderment in them. Dysea smiled. “You see.”


“It’s amazing Dysea!” Tarifa spoke looking at her with wide sapphire eyes. “What else has he shown you Dysea? Tell me.”


Dysea smiled. “There is so much about Nauta Melme that he holds back, even from me.” She spoke. “There is something… just beneath the surface. I can almost feel it when he makes love to me. It wants to come out, take me, possess me, but he holds it in so tightly. There… there are times when I watch him Tarifa, staring at the moon or the sky, and it’s almost as if he is talking with someone else. I can hear voices… faint echoes within my mind. It is very intoxicating at times… yet it is also frightening. It is almost as if he is holding more inside him than he allows others to see, even me.”


“Do you believe he… he means to hurt you in any way?” Tarifa asked.


Dysea shook her head quickly. “No… it is never that. I have known nothing but love and warmth in his embrace. Never have I seen him angry with me, though I have tested the limits of his patience at times.” She answered with a small smile. “I believe it is because he wants to show me more… tell me more… but something inside him stops him.”


Tarifa took her hands and squeezed them tightly. “We have known each other for so short a period of time, but I am closer to you than to my own sisters Dysea. Even without the physical pleasure we have given each other, I feel a special bond with you.”


Dysea nodded with a smile, “And I with you Tarifa. I have never had the pleasure of siblings, my father died before my mother could bear him more children and she never took another husband. You fill that part of me that a sister would, and I will always cherish that.” 


“Dysea, should we tell the Holy One what we have discovered?” Tarifa asked, her hand absently reaching up to stroke Dysea’s face.


Dysea shook her head again. “Your mother and my mother are the only ones who truly know what has been happening. We should keep it that way for now, at least until we have devised a plan to free your father and brothers. I know Nauta Melme has already begun working on one in his head, in between getting into trouble no doubt while I am away.” Dysea spoke with a grin.

“The two of you were truly meant for one another Dysea… and it makes me happy to see you with him.” Tarifa spoke.

Dysea reached up to stroke her cheek. “You will find the one for you Tarifa, do not fear that. If anything, my love and my time with Nauta Melme have shown me that these things most often blindside you from the least expected area, such as my growing feelings for Anja.”

Tarifa chuckled. “Well she is delightfully wonderful to look at.” Tarifa spoke. “Something I would not have noticed six months ago.”

Dysea chuckled, “Nor I.”

Tarifa met her eyes. “We have a night and day remaining before you have to depart. What do we do?”

 “Nauta Melme asked me to discover as much about this messenger who pass on the pills to you as I could.” She spoke. “This person may lead us to whoever is actually supplying the pills. I believe it may be time for you to run out of your medication and inquire that you need more urgently.”

Tarifa saw the look in Dysea’s eyes and her jaw line hardened. “Yes I think that would be an excellent idea.”

The tavern was in the lowest portion of Mountain City, and it was also considered the most dangerous, as it was where most of the petty criminals resided. It was also home to many of the seedier establishments that operated brothels out of their buildings. No matter what the elves tried, they found they could not rid themselves of these parts of their cities, and many of the elves considered these portions of their cities to be unconscious leftovers from their years as slaves. The position on the ground level and proximity to the several entrances nearby gave the criminal element easy access in and out of Mountain City. This was where many of the citizens of Mountain City dare not venture. It was an extremely rough and dangerous part of the city, and for the most part it was left without security forces patrolling it unless something major occurred. Tarifa had tried to expunge this part of Mountain City from their lives, but no matter what she did, it never seemed to die.

Dysea and Tarifa now sat in the rear of the tavern, the small table providing them with an excellent view of the entrance into the establishment. Both of them wore thick capes with the cowls and hoods drawn over their heads, effectively hiding their identities from the dozens of dubious looking individuals within the tavern. Most of the tavern was occupied by elves, but there were the few humans that were brave enough to enter. This was initially a surprise to Tarifa, who had never ventured this deep into the bowels of her own city, but she quickly understood it for what it was. None of the humans were slavers, as that would not be tolerated by even those elves prone to criminal activities, so that made many of them traders of black market goods who were looking to spend an evening with some of the more loose female elves in the cities. It was smoky inside, with the sounds of voices and music filling the air. They were watching the entrance to the tavern, as they had been for the last hour, carefully watching those who entered but remaining very subtle about it.


“Do you believe they will come?” Dysea asked in barely a whisper, almost no sound coming from her lips, almost as if she was mouthing the words. Dysea knew that Tarifa’s keen ears would detect her words now that she had opened herself fully to the Ahya. Their cowls hid the fact that their eyes were no longer normal, outlined in black as they were.


“There is no reason for suspicion.” Tarifa answered in the same manner, no sound coming from her moving lips. “I followed the procedure exactly.”

Their heads turned casually as the door to the tavern slid open and the figure of medium height stepped into the darkened room. The figure wore a long cloak and cowl as well, hiding their features from view. They watched as the head swept the room, finally coming to rest on where they sat. They gazed at the figure as it made its way towards them, moving among the mass of bodies with grace and obvious skill. That the figure was female was obvious as even the long cloak conformed to the full figure and breasts that pushed against the cloak. Tarifa sensed Dysea stiffen next to her, but resisted the urge to turn to look at her.

“Dysea… what is wrong?”


“It… it is a Drow!” Dysea answered in the same silent words.


“A Drow, here; that… that isn’t possible!” Tarifa replied, watching as the figure grew closer. “I… I thought they were nearly extinct.”


“You said yourself you saw dark skinned elves moving freely in the Alliance city where they held you prisoner.” Dysea spoke. 


“I did yes, but that they could be Drow never entered my mind.” Tarifa said. “Nor the fact they could be in my city.”

“Perhaps Tarifa, but whoever this is, it is a Drow elf.” Dysea answered. “No one moves like a Drow Elf. And this person is moving like a Drow.”


“Do we change the plan?”


“No. I will just up the dosage somewhat.” Dysea spoke, her hands deftly bringing the small tranquilizer gun from under her cloak. It was something that Martin had given her to keep from having to kill anyone if she needed to make a fast exit from Mountain City.


They watched the figure settle into the third chair at their table but make no move to draw back the cowl. Now that Tarifa had Dysea’s warning, her changed eyes could just barely detect the fringes of silky white hair under the cowl.


“Tell your Queen she takes a great risk coming here for this medicine.” The female voice spoke softly.


“She is almost out of what was given to her earlier. She needed more.” Tarifa replied calmly.


“Who is your companion?”


“A friend and protector,” Tarifa answered leaning forward. “Do you have what I need?”


The female Drow Elf took a small container from under her cloak and set it on the table. Her hand betrayed what she was, confirming Dysea’s suspicions. Her skin was the color of dark caramel, though barely discernable in the dim light of the tavern. “I was able to obtain double the requested dosage so that you do not have to take such risks coming down here. It is not safe for you to walk these paths.”


“You worry for the Queen’s safety?” Tarifa asked slightly surprised.


“The High Elf Queen is not my enemy.” The female spoke. “And I have no desire to make one of her. The rumors that spread in these streets say she is in danger, and I do not wish to have her come down here and risk herself while in my presence.”


“That is very interesting reasoning for a Drow.” Tarifa spoke. “I understand the Queen is responsible for the deaths of many of your people. Why would you help her?”


“You are… you are different.” She spoke. “Not like the normal hand maidens that come into these parts.”


“Should I take that as a compliment?” Tarifa asked.


The head of the Drow female turned ever so slightly to look at Tarifa’s hidden face. “The High Elf Queen has killed many of my people yes, but it is she who also urged the end of the war between our two peoples.” The Drow answered. “And this action saved many more lives. Do you have my payment?”


Tarifa took her hand from under her cloak and reached out with the small brown bag of credits and placed them in the outstretched hand of the Drow Elf. “I thank you.” She spoke, covering the exchange discretely with her other hand, casually taking the Drow’s hand between her own as if meaning to shake the hand. Tarifa’s hands clamped down on the Drow’s hand with a vise like grip and the Drow’s head came up quickly, exposing those near glowing amber eyes for Tarifa to see. The strength of the grip on her hand should not be coming from an elf.


“What are you doing?” She hissed.


“Getting some answers!” Tarifa hissed back.


Dysea extended the tranquilizer gun under the table and fired two quick shots. The soft sound was lost in the background noise of the tavern, as was the grunt of surprise and pain as the darts slammed into the Drow’s exposed side. The tranquilizer acted instantly, and the Drow’s now exposed amber eyes rolled into the back of her head and she collapsed forward onto the table.


Tarifa acted just as quickly, scooping the Drow female into her arms, absently admiring the firmness of her body. Dysea quickly joined her on the opposite side of the unconscious Drow, as they situated the Drow warrior between their bodies.


“I know a place.” Tarifa said quickly. “We can take her there.”


“Quickly,” Dysea said. “Before we draw more attention to us then we desire.”


They needn’t have worried, as it was apparent that many of the taverns’ visitors passed out from too much wine and ale, and the few heads that had turned in their direction went back to what they were doing and dismissed the drunken elf and the comrades that assisted him in leaving the tavern.

MOON BASE EDEN


“I present Colonel Marcus of The Alliance Military Eastern Command Headquarters.” Minister Oleg Deval spoke, motioning to the tall dark skinned elf with cruel amber eyes.


William had turned out in his finest dress uniform, with all his decorations, to greet the arriving Alliance Ministers with Senator Graham. He had met Deval before, but the new Ministers he had not. There was older man by the name of Robert Wiseman and the head of the Alliance Genetics Division Selene Torcrum. Wiseman had the same hard look as Deval and Bill immediately dismissed him as another crony. Minister Torcrum however was different. She was relatively young for such a position of power, her strawberry blond hair long and pulled into a tight pony tail away from her face. The plain gray outfit she wore did not hide the long legs and ample chest she sported, and William briefly wondered how she had advanced so high up in an obviously male dominated form of government.


William now stood eye ball to eye ball with the man that many of the elves called The Alliance Butcher. Marcus was equal in height to Wallace’s six foot one, and very well muscled. He had a dark cruel look in those amber eyes, and it was setting off alarm bells in William’s head from the start.


“An honor to meet you Colonel,” William spoke calmly.


Marcus eyes this human in front of him, taking note of his excellent physical condition, and the intelligent look of his eyes. “You may not think so after our visit here Admiral.” He spoke.


“Is that so?” William said confidently. “And why is that?”


“It is my job to make certain that Alliance interests are being looked after.” Marcus spoke. “I intend to do just that.”


“I have no doubts you will find everything in good order.” William spoke.


The politicians in the room simply stood there and let the two military men stare at each other from six inches apart for another few seconds before Graham smiled.


“We are very pleased you have come.” He spoke. “I have arranged very comfortable quarters for you during your stay. All of you will have two slaves at your call for whatever you may need at all times. Please…” Graham motioned for the door. “I’d like to give you a short tour and then I have an exquisite dinner laid out for you.”


Deval seemed pleased at this. “I take it you are happy with the last shipment of slaves then.” He asked.


“Oh yes, very happy.” Graham answered.


“Perhaps then we can begin discussions on the advanced avionics packages for the Raptors that you have so graciously given us the plans too. And I’m sure Minister Torcrum would like to inspect your facilities and see your baseline code for the new drug.”


Graham nodded, “Of course. We’ll pass the lab area on the way to more comfortable surroundings and I can have Doctor Taggart give Minister Torcrum the complete design and specs.”


Deval turned to Marcus. “I trust Admiral Wallace will be able to give you a separate tour of the facility Colonel.”


William smiled. “I’d be honored too.” William replied. “We can start with the Raptor production facilities here on Eden.”


Marcus nodded. “That is sufficient to start.” He spoke and heading towards the opposite door that William’s hand extended in the direction of.


William looked at Deval. “We’ll meet you for lunch Minister. Enjoy the tour.”


William turned and followed Marcus out of the receiving center and into the heart of Eden Base.

MOUNTAIN CITY

DRAGOON SAFE HOUSE


“And you are sure no one knows of this place?” Tarifa asked Cantel as he lowered the two heavy bags to the floor.


“This is one of the oldest safe houses that we have My Queen. Only the most senior commanders know of its existence.” Cantel replied. “And they are all loyal to you without question.”


Tarifa nodded. “Inform my mother of our location so that she does not worry.” Tarifa told him. “We will return sometime before mid day so that Dysea can leave with the Trade Caravan.”

“My Queen… she is a Drow!” Cantel spoke. “They were thought to be extinct! How is it that she is alive and operating within Mountain City?”


“I don’t know, but we will find out Cantel.” Tarifa replied.


“You should allow me to at least leave a senior Dragoon with you. If she is schooled as a Drow Assassin, she will be lethally trained and extremely dangerous.”


Tarifa touched his arm. “We will be fine Cantel. Make sure my mother knows our location and insure all arrangements for Dysea’s return are perfect.”


Cantel nodded quickly and bowed his head, “As you order my Queen.”


Tarifa watched as the door slid closed behind him and she secured the lock. She tossed back her cloak and draped it over the chair as she headed for the bedroom where Dysea had taken the Drow. 


Dysea was securing the Drow’s feet to the floor anchors with clasps and iron bracelets that were connected to the floor at the foot of the bed. The safe house was able to accommodate prisoners and had been used to interrogate individuals in the past. Dysea had removed the Drow’s cloak and cowl and she stepped back just as the Drow was beginning to regain consciousness. The woman’s silky white hair was cut short all around her head except for in the front where it was considerably longer on either side of her face. Her dark obsidian skin was flawless in its features, her lips appearing soft and colored with dark red gloss. The outfit she wore was a very revealing skin tight white dress that barely came down over her firm, muscular dark thighs. It was cut in a deep V shape, revealing her muscular abdomen and the line of cleavage from her medium sized but exceptionally firm breasts, and was held together with laces. Around her neck she wore a glittering gold medallion that Dysea quickly reached down and removed as she stirred. The effects of the tranquilizer were instantaneous in their results, but Martin had told her it would give the person a splitting head ache when they woke.


Dysea heard the Drow moan as she moved her head and she turned to look at Tarifa as she came up next to her. “She’s already coming around?” Tarifa asked surprised.


Dysea nodded. “Her metabolism is regenerative it seems, much like ours is. It appears she is much more resilient to poisons than most elves.” She answered, also surprised at this realization. “Another ten minutes and she would have woken up while we were carrying her here. She has no weapons, but she was wearing this.” Dysea held out the medallion to Tarifa who took it in her hands gently.

“An heirloom perhaps,” Tarifa spoke turning it over in her hands admiring the intricate workmanship it would have required to make. The medallion was split down the center, as if it had been cut with a laser.

“Whatever it is, it was all she had on her in possessions.” Dysea said. “Why would a Drow Assassin be in Mountain City without weapons?”


Tarifa looked at the Drow on the floor at the foot of the bed, her sapphire eyes wandering over her body in a different fashion that Dysea’s had. Tarifa took in the lush figure and silky satin like skin, as well as the curves of her hips and the fullness of her breasts. She had touched the Drow’s skin in the tavern, and it had sent ripples through her even as she had Dysea had supported her as they left the tavern. “Her heart rate has increased. She’s fully awake now.” She said.


Dysea smiled. “You can open your eyes Assassin.” She snapped. “We know you are conscious now.”


The Drow’s eyelids opened to reveal her gleaming amber colored eyes and the anger and hatred was very obvious within those amber gems. “I will kill you both and strip the skin from your bodies!” She hissed vehemently.


Tarifa and Dysea smiled. “Just how do you plan to do that?” Dysea asked. “You are securely shackled. And you will not break those bonds.”


“No bonds can hold a Drow Assassin!” She spat.


“You think highly of your skills.” Tarifa spoke now. “Yet you allowed the two of us to take you with considerable ease. Why is that?”


“You… you deceived me!”


“Of course we deceived you!” Tarifa replied. “Did you think we would tell you who we were and expect you to meet with us! How is it that a Drow Assassin survived the Alliance purge of your people? How long have you been in my city?”

“Your city,” The Drow spoke sarcastically. “You think much of yourself if you…” Her words stopped and her eyes took in Tarifa as if seeing her for the first time, “You… you are the High Elf Queen?” Her eyes went to Dysea and recognition blossomed on her face once more. “You are the… you are the Wood Elf Queen?”


“Former Queen.” Dysea corrected her. “You have much to answer for. Paramount among them is the attempt to kill Tarifa.”


“I did no such thing!” The Drow spat defiantly.


Dysea held up the container of false contraceptives. “Then explain this?” She tossed the container on the floor at the Drow’s feet.


“I will tell you nothing former Queen! I am a Drow Assassin! I am superior to you in every way!” The Drow hissed her eyes angry.


Dysea was upon her in a blink, moving far faster than the Drow assassin could follow. She gasped when Dysea’s hand closed around her throat and squeezed. She leaned back but was stopped by the foot of the bed and her eyes sprang open as Dysea’s face, her emerald eyes now outlined in black appeared in front of her eyes.


“You will tell us what we want to know Drow Assassin!” Dysea snarled. “If you do not, I promise you more pain than you could possibly imagine.”


The Drow glared right back at Dysea, the defiance never leaving her eyes. “You… you know nothing of pain!” She stammered. “You… you have never been tortured by the Alliance Pain Masters!”

Tarifa stepped forward and placed her hand on Dysea’s shoulder, “Dysea.” She said softly, causing Dysea to meet her eyes. Dysea released her grip on the Drow’s throat and got back to her feet as Tarifa knelt in front of the Drow Assassin. “Dysea may not have experienced the Alliance Pain Masters… but I have.” Tarifa said softly.

“You lie!”


Tarifa reached up and pulled the loose fitting shirt from her right shoulder. The Drow’s eyes went to the three inch long jagged scar that paralleled her shoulder blade. She knew immediately what it was. “The Pain Master inserted his electrodes through here.” Tarifa said, touching the scar. “I was his prisoner for four days before Marcus made me his plaything.” Tarifa’s hand snapped out with lightning speed and she hit the Drow across the face with a stinging pop that rocked her head back and split her bottom lip slightly. “Never accuse me of not knowing pain! And do not doubt the pain Dysea will inflict upon you will be far greater than anything the Pain Master may have put you through. She has a particular distrust of Drow. Now, I have been used by far too many people for far too long and I want answers. You will answer our questions with no more games or spouting your Drow superiority to us. Either of us could take you as if you were a child if we so choose. Do we understand each other now?” 


The Drow’s amber eyes softened slightly and she reached up to wipe away the blood trickling from her split lip. These were not ordinary female elves she was dealing with, their speed and strength far greater than anything she had ever encountered. She needed to know more before she could form a plan to escape and she nodded her head slowly.


Tarifa nodded. “Good.” She said. She got up and moved across the room, pulling the chair from under the desk. She brought it back to the end of the bed and sat in it facing the Drow assassin. “Har Undu, on the bed. You do not need to stay on the floor.” (Sit Down) 

The Drow got to her feet slowly and pulled herself into a sitting position on the end of the bed, the iron shackles clanking on the floor as she settled.

“Let’s begin with your name.” Tarifa said.


“Aihola,” The Drow answered immediately, “Aihola of the Family Anatyla.”


“Who do you work for?” Dysea asked. 

“I work for myself!” Aihola replied. “I am alone.”


“Then who gave you the drugs to give to me?” Tarifa asked.


Aihola’s eyes narrowed. “I do not deal with drugs! Of any kind! They are evil!”


Dysea bent down and retrieved the container from the floor and held them up in front of her face. “These are drugs Drow whore!” She snapped.


“They are pills to keep from becoming pregnant!” Aihola snapped right back. “I do not transport drugs! And I am no whore Wood Elf bitch!”

Tarifa took the container from Dysea’s hand. “These pills are not a contraceptive Aihola.” She said calmly. “They are a combination of three mind controlling drugs given to you to give to me so that someone else could control my mind.”


“You expect me to believe that?” Aihola popped, looking at her. “There is nothing wrong with you.”


“How did you get into Mountain City without being detected?” Tarifa asked.


“I was given travel papers and credits.” Aihola replied. 

“By whom?” Dysea spoke.


“I don’t know. They were left for me in a delivery box in New Baltimore! Five months ago!” Aihola replied.


“So you are a member of the Alliance Military?” Dysea prodded.


“I was until a year ago.” Aihola replied honestly. Something told her that these two Elf Queens would know if she was lying, and the sapphire eyes of the raven haired Queen were boring into her in a way no gaze ever had. “I was expelled for… I was expelled and ordered executed for not butchering an innocent human family that had done nothing wrong!”


“And they just let you leave?” Tarifa asked with some doubt.


Aihola shook her. “I escaped the day before my execution.” She answered. 

Dysea pulled the second chair over next to Tarifa and settled into it. “Are we to believe you escaped from a maximum security military prison the day before you were to be executed by yourself?”


“My unit commander and others assisted me.” Aihola answered. “A little more than three months ago they vanished while on a mission. All of them are Drow… and all have been servants of the Alliance. They tortured us… conducted vile experiments on us! We had decided nearly a year ago to desert at the first opportunity, and apparently that opportunity came.”


“Yet you remained in New Baltimore undetected?” Tarifa said. “Why?”

“I took on a new identity and had plastic surgery to change my appearance.” Aihola said. “There is an extensive underground network in New Baltimore.”


“There is an underground network?” Dysea asked surprised.


“There are many who do not agree with the Alliance policies.” Aihola spoke. “They have formed an underground cell where an elf or someone wanted by the government can go to for help. New Baltimore is very large, as most of the Alliance cities are. It is a small affair to remain hidden and undetected if you know what you are doing. There is a sizable mercenary network that uses New Baltimore as its base.”

“So you were recruited to come to Mountain City to poison me?” Tarifa asked.


“I was recruited to come here and await orders!” Aihola snapped. “When I arrived I was given a place to remain hidden and told I would be contacted. Just over three months ago I was. I was instructed to deliver a package to a female elf within the Royal compound. I did so and was paid quite well. I had no idea what the package contained and I didn’t ask.”


“You asked this time.” Tarifa said. “You must have or else you would not be under the impression you were carrying contraceptives for the Queen.”


“When I was contacted they offered double what I was paid the last time to deliver the pills to you this evening. I inquired as to why the figure had doubled for a similar job. She told me.” Aihola answered.


“She told you?”


“My contact was a female.” Aihola told her. “By the sounds of her voice and breathing, I estimate she was nearing a hundred years of age. She had a trace of Western City accent in her tone.”


“She told you they were contraceptives for me?” Tarifa asked.


Aihola nodded. “There are rumors circulating here in the lower levels of your city that you do not wish to bear that saura ner Telan a haryon. The voice told me the rumors were true.” (Putrid Man) (Heir)

Tarifa looked at Dysea. “I know who it is.” She spoke confidently. “She is an aide to my mother, though how she has access to such drugs is a mystery. My handmaiden must have contacted her, and she made the call to Aihola here.”


“The new aide to your mother the one that goes by Alore,” Dysea asked.


Tarifa shook her head. “You have not seen her yet. But you will.” Tarifa turned back to Aihola. “How did she contact you?”


“I have an untraceable communicator.” Aihola answered.


“Where is this communicator?”


“It… it is hidden.” Aihola told them.


Tarifa glanced at Dysea and nodded slowly. “Remove your clothes.” Tarifa spoke matter of factly turning back to Aihola.


“I will do no such thing!” Aihola spat.


“You will if you wish to live.” Dysea demanded.

“Then you will have to kill me!” Aihola barked.


Dysea moved much faster than Aihola was prepared for and in the blink of an eye she was behind her, wrenching her head back further on the bed by her hair. Dysea’s eyes changed quickly and when Aihola reached back to strike at her she grabbed one of her wrists and pinned it above her head. Tarifa was in front of her then, pulling her other arm back and pinning it behind her as well. They both noticed that this Drow female had a great deal more strength than a normal elf, forcing them to apply more pressure.

“No!” Aihola screamed, struggling in the iron like grip of Dysea and Tarifa. Her amber eyes were wide at the strength of the two Queens, “Ni indome cera hon!” (I will carve out your hearts.)


Tarifa settled onto Aihola’s lap, effectively pinning her legs down and brought up the razor sharp blade. “Do not move!” She spoke firmly.


Aihola looked at her as she lowered the knife to the laces holding her dress closed around her. “No! Le bertho na apa… ahhhhhhh!” (You dare to touch.)


Tarifa sliced open the laces holding her garment together and watched as her full and very firm obsidian colored breasts were fully exposed to her eyes. Aihola’s nipples were jutting out nearly half an inch in length, fully erect and they looked to be painfully hard. This caused Tarifa’s eyes to go a little wider, and her heart to flutter but she kept to her task.


“Le racco whores!” Aihola screamed.
(You cursed.) Her head was flailing side to side as Tarifa’s hand snaked lower along her flat firm abdomen. “No! Inye nosta le! Lau!” (I beg you. No)

Tarifa’s fingers slipped inside Aihola’s thin white panties and she felt the soft white hair above the opening of her pussy. Her eyes grew even wider when Aihola’s taunt body tensed noticeably, her back arching slightly. There was only one place she could have hidden a communicator and not have Dysea find it. Tarifa’s finger slipped through the soft hair and found Aihola’s soaked pussy lips. She felt her extremely erect clit prodding the skin of her hand and Aihola’s eyes nearly rolled into the back of her head when Tarifa’s hand brushed against her engorged clit. As gently as she could, Tarifa slipped her fingers past Aihola’s drenched pussy lips and found the thin object taped inside her thigh.

“Lau…lau! Inye… inye nira buio le…Ahhhhhhh… lau!” (No…no! I will serve you!)

Tarifa was taken aback as Aihola’s body went completely rigid and her cum flooded out of her spasming pussy. The veins along the side of her neck bulged out, and her coal black skin suddenly blossomed with sweat. The strong scent of Cherry Blossoms filled the room as Tarifa lifted the communicator in her cum covered fingers, her eyes on Aihola’s withering body as she was gripped in a powerful orgasm.

Dysea looked at her amazed, her own senses overwhelmed by the scent of Aihola’s cum, which still was erupting from her cunt, soaking the panties and the bed she was sitting in. Aihola was completely out of it, her body having betrayed her as she surrendered to the sensations ripping through her. Her mind was flashing with bright lights and she silently cursed the Alliance scientists who did this to her. The slightest sensation of pleasure on her breasts or pussy caused her to become highly aroused and unable to stop the pleasure from griping her and sending her over the edge. She had tried to control it, but Tarifa’s hand had been too soft and too skilled, and her engorged clit was fully erect by the time her hand had deftly slipped into her lace panties. Aihola lost all sense of reality as soon as her hand had grazed her clit and sent her over the edge.


Dysea no longer needed to restrained Aihola as she was gripping the sides of the bed in an explosive orgasm and she released her grip on her arms, watching as Aihola brought her hands down to her obsidian breasts and began to fondle them roughly, pinching her own nipples trying to draw out her pleasure.


“What did you do to her Tarifa?” Dysea asked in shock.


Tarifa looked just as surprised and held up the communicator. “I… I don’t know. This is what I wanted.”


Dysea took the communicator and took the wrapping off of it carefully as Tarifa turned to look at Aihola’s glistening body on the bed. She brought her fingers up to her face and inhaled the Cherry Blossom scent deeply, feeling a wave of sexual heat surge through her. Almost without thinking Tarifa slipped her fingers into her mouth and tasted Aihola’s juices. Her taste buds came alive and exploded in delight at the taste.  
“I have the last communication code.” Dysea said.


“Inye Racco le ui,” Aihola spat viciously as she began to regain her composure, her chest heaving in exertion. (I curse you both!) “You had no right!” Her delicious looking breasts were shiny in the dim light, covered in a fine sheen of sweat, and Aihola tried to pull her sliced garments together to hide her nakedness. 


Dysea turned to look at Tarifa and saw her chest rising and falling quickly. Her face was flush and her eyes had changed again, “Tarifa?” She asked softly.


Tarifa turned to look at her and Dysea then detected the now familiar smell of her lover’s excitement. “Dysea… I… I feel so warm.” She said in a voice that was almost pleading in tone. Dysea felt a wave of sexual warmth rush through her just as quickly as she smelled Tarifa’s excitement, “What is happening Dysea?”


“It’s… it’s the Drow!” Dysea answered hesitantly, feeling her own excitement rising quickly. “She… her juices… it is affecting us somehow.” She said stepping closer to her. “I… I have seen this before Tarifa. We should leave now… before…”


Dysea’s words were silenced as Tarifa’s soft luscious lips covered her own and Tarifa’s tongue plunged into her mouth. Dysea’s control surrendered to Tarifa’s need and her arms pulled her closer, frantically pulling at Tarifa’s clothes. Tarifa nearly ripped Dysea’s top from her, exposing her large tanned breasts and aroused nipples. Dysea gasped loudly as Tarifa lowered her head and engulfed her right nipple within her warm mouth. Even in the midst of her increasing sexual excitement, Dysea continued to pull Tarifa’s own clothes from her, finally freeing her firm breasts and eraser hard nipples. She pinched Tarifa’s nipples firmly hearing her groan in desire. Whatever had affected them was firmly in control and Aihola could only watch in stunned shock as the two Queens groped and licked each other all over. It was a new sight for Aihola, having never experienced pleasure with a woman, and even though a small part of her found it disgusting, it was having its own affect on her. She could not tear her gaze from the firm and lush bodies of the two Queens as they pulled the remainder of each other’s clothes off, exposing themselves to her gaze completely.


Aihola’s amber eyes were wide in growing excitement, and she felt the warmth returning between her quivering thighs. She watched as the two young Queens fell to the bed next to her and quickly reversed their positions. She got a full view of Dysea lowering her dripping platinum haired pussy onto Tarifa’s extended tongue, and she watched as Dysea’s blond mane lowered out of sight into Tarifa’s dark haired pussy. She was frozen in place watching Tarifa’s tongue plunge furiously in and out of Dysea’s pussy, alternating between long licks up the blood engorged lips as they opened like a flower and flicking across the clearly pierced and very erect clit. Tarifa’s hands never stopped moving, stroking her lovers’ body all over. Aihola could only stare at them and the gods help her, she wanted the High Elf Queen to do the same to her. 

It was Dysea though who won the battle as Aihola saw Tarifa push her head back, her face and lips covered in Dysea’s juices and scream. Dysea’s dancing tongue and skilled fingers caused her to shudder in orgasm as her cum exploded out of her, empting into Dysea’s willing mouth. Aihola saw Tarifa’s eyes fix on her as her neck strained in orgasm and it was then that she saw the extended fangs protruding from Tarifa’s open mouth. She also saw that the white’s of her eyes had disappeared and her sapphire colored eyes were now outline din black.


“I want… I want to taste her!” Tarifa gasped and Aihola’s eyes grew even wider.


Aihola watched as Dysea’s body turned on top of her lover and she discovered that Dysea’s emerald eyes had changed as well, and she saw the extended fangs as Dysea lovingly trailed her tongue up between Tarifa’s jutting breasts.

They were both far too gone to care and Dysea smiled as she licked her lips next to Tarifa’s beautiful face.


Aihola saw the look of desire in both their eyes and she tried to get up quickly from the bed. “I… I am a Drow warrior!” She stated quickly as both Tarifa and Dysea came across the large bed towards her. “I… I will not allow this!”


Tarifa moved like a blur of light and grabbed the chain that connected to Aihola’s ankle shackles. She yanked hard and watched as Aihola couldn’t hold her balance and fell with a gasp back onto the bed. She moved again grabbing Aihola’s silky hair in her fist. Aihola’s wide eyes saw that her lips and face were moist with Dysea’s juices.


“You will… you will not take me like this! I am a Drow warrior! I will not submit to this! I… I do not bed women!” Aihola nearly shouted, but her voice was faltering, as Tarifa’s soft hand trailed up her muscular abdomen.


“I… I have heard Drow woman like it rough.” Tarifa spoke in a husky voice, staring into Aihola’s amber eyes.


“NO! Do not… I don’t want this!” Aihola pleaded.


“Your body says otherwise Aihola.” Dysea’s voice was soft as her face appeared next to Aihola’s.


“I… I don’t…” Aihola began.

“We are going to take you now!” Dysea spoke, filling her hand with Aihola’s lustrous white hair.

“No! I… you…” Aihola’s couldn’t complete her sentence as Dysea’s lips covered her mouth and gripped her head tightly by her hair. At the touch of Dysea’s tongue within her mouth Aihola groaned against the invading appendage as it met and began a duel with her own tongue. Aihola had never been kissed before, and it sent electric shocks shooting through her unlike anything ever had. She could taste Tarifa’s cum on Dysea’s tongue and it tasted distinctly like peaches and despite the fact that it was a woman’s tongue within her mouth, Aihola found it very much to her liking and her resistance to the kiss subsided just a little. 
Dysea felt this and deepened her kiss, using her free hand to reach for Tarifa’s head which was currently snuggled next to Aihola’s large breasts, her tongue dancing across the firm black skin and mercilessly teasing the monstrously erect and hard nipple. Dysea pushed Tarifa’s head lower, and needing no further encouragement in her current state of arousal Tarifa complied.

Tarifa shifted her body lowered and settled between Aihola’s quivering black thighs. She admired the lean muscles as they clenched and drew tight, and she caressed the slick black skin, the contrast of her skin against Aihola’s heightening her desire even more. Her eyes found the prize she was searching for and they grew wide as Aihola’s nearly half inch long dark pink clit was engorged and completely unhooded once more as if begging to be feasted on. The dark pink lips of Aihola’s pussy were open like a butterfly just spreading its wings and Tarifa brushed her nose against the sensitive lips inhaling deeply, burning her scent into her brain. She felt Aihola’s legs tense and her tight black ass clenched as she tried to draw away. Tarifa didn’t allow that and took those beautifully shaped black cheeks in her hands. Her ass was easily the equal, if not more beautiful than Dysea’s firm and wonderfully shaped ass and she held the tight ass cheeks firmly as she drew herself closer to that soaked and dripping pussy. She pursed her lips and blew softly on Aihola’s fully exposed clit, feeling proud as one of Aihola’s powerful hands dropped to her shoulder and squeezed tightly, trying to push her away.

Dysea knew from the way Aihola reacted that Tarifa was about to take her and she pulled away from the toe curling kiss she was giving to the Drow Assassin. She smiled when Aihola instinctively flicked out with her tongue trying to continue the kiss. She stared into Aihola’s amber eyes as she lifted herself up and rotated her body around.

“No!” Aihola protested, turning her head to the side even as her eyes stared at Dysea’s dripping pussy lower over her face. “I am Drow! I don’t… I don’t do this! I don’t bed with other women! No!”

Dysea looked down as she knelt above Aihola’s face and saw Tarifa’s sapphire eyes looking up at her positioned as she was in front of the Drow’s sopping pussy. She felt a rush of further sexual excitement and reached out to lower her hands onto Aihola’s large breasts.

“I… I would believe you… Drow assassin… if your body was not betraying you.” Dysea groaned as she pinched Aihola’s huge nipples. “Ta… taste me Aihola!” Dysea gasped. “Taste me and you will experience the second most wonderful thing in this harsh world. Taste me you Drow bitch!” Dysea lowered her drenched pussy entirely onto Aihola’s face. 

Aihola was almost beyond the point of caring, as Tarifa’s continued blowing of cool air across her huge clit was driving her mad with desire. She had watched the platinum blond pussy lower over her face dripping its wild flower tasting juices onto her cheeks and lips. She tried to keep her head turned to the side, the last of her willpower telling her that it was beneath her to submit to such base pleasures, especially with another woman and a non-Drow woman at that. Her body and heart answered for her mind as she felt Tarifa’s soft warm lips encircle her almost painfully erect clit and suck hard. Aihola turned her head in order to scream out her pleasure but instead found the wonderfully beautiful blond pussy of Dysea lowering to her soft black lips and pink tongue. Without thinking Aihola stabbed out with her tongue and it plowed into Dysea’s pierced clit, causing Dysea to scream out her own pleasure as her powerful thighs clenched Aihola’s head tightly between them and flooded her mouth with cum.

Aihola’s strong hand grabbed the back of Tarifa’s head, wrapping her fingers in the raven black mane of the High Elf Queen and held her head in place as her cum erupted into Tarifa’s sucking mouth. Tarifa drank down Aihola’s juices with relish, squeezing her thighs together as she came in a powerful orgasm of her own. Aihola’s free hand reached up to grab Dysea’s right upper thigh and pull her down even harder onto her cum covered face as she alternated between screaming out her own pleasure and drinking down Dysea’s sweet cum as if it was her last meal on this planet. 
Only one thing was going through the minds of all three of them at that moment and that was to see how many times they could make each other cum.
