CHAPTER ELEVEN
EDEN MOON BASE

“It is very impressive.” Marcus spoke as his amber eyes took in the control room where the production of the Raptors was taking place. He could see that the center stretched as far back as even his keen eyes could detect, and there were control rooms like the one he now stood in spaced every few hundred meters. At the various stations on the floor below he could see dozens of elves working with various humans standing at different points within the massive room. Much of the production was automated, and the elves were used for the extreme manual labor of hoisting large metal components from one conveyor to another. “I noticed you do not have any security on the production floor itself. Why?”


“It’s not needed.” William told him. “Our drug allows the elves the most freedom of movement on the station, and we do not have to monitor every elf’s progress. The way it was explained to me by my people, the drug works at almost the sub conscious level. When they are given a task, no matter what it is, the elves feel an overpowering urge to complete that task, regardless of whether they want to or not.”

Marcus looked at him. “There are always exceptions to the rules.” He spoke evenly.


William nodded. “Yes there are. That is why each elf is equipped with a micro receiver when they arrive on Eden. That receiver is linked to a tiny explosive charge implanted into their necks right next to the two main carotid and jugular veins. A small radio burst and that charge explodes. End of problem.”


Marcus nodded in approval. “Efficient.” He spoke turning to face William. “I understand you were Hunter’s Commanding officer for some time.”


William nodded slowly and Marcus detected the slight twitch in his jaw line at the mention of Hunter’s name. “Ten years total, off and on.”


“And yet he betrayed you at the end.”


“He damn near beat me to death.” William told him. “Then he sabotaged my station, took thousands of metric tons of supplies and almost my entire fleet of Raptors. You’re damn right he betrayed me, and if I ever come across him again, I’ll string him up by his guts and watch him die.” 


The door to the control room opened and the armed man in fatigues walked in. Marcus watched as he went directly to Wallace. 


“Admiral… we have a situation in D corridor, section twenty-two.” The man spoke.


“What is it?”


“An elf at the end of his dosage period is refusing to take commands. He killed a guard and took his weapon and is now holding four hostages.”


“How did the guard allow him to get his weapon?” William snapped his face angry now Marcus saw.


“He violated protocols Admiral.” The guard spoke carefully. It was obvious to Marcus that the soldier feared his commanding officer.


“You’re damn right he did! Fuck!” William swore. He looked at Marcus. “I have to apologize for this Colonel Marcus; I gave additional instructions to be extra alert during your stay here. This should not be happening.”


“Did I understand you said he was at the end of his dosage period?” Marcus spoke. “What exactly does that mean?”


“Each dose of X19 last for 72 hours. In the last two hours of that period the elves can become hard to handle if they haven’t gotten another dose. X19 is very addictive; it’s how it was designed. If they don’t get the next dose they can lose control.” William explained. “That corridor is nearby, would you care to observe?”


Marcus couldn’t hide his surprise at being invited to see this. It was an obvious failure in security and a flaw in the drug, but Wallace was not hiding it. “I’m surprised you would allow that.” He said finally.


“Why not?” William spoke. “It’s a flaw. I’m not going to try and hide a flaw in something just to look good. This drug works and works well… but it does have its flaws. This just happens to be one of them.”


“What will you do with the elf?” Marcus asked as William motioned towards the door.


“He’s killed a guard.” William replied. “There’s only one punishment on this station.”


It took them only a matter of minutes to move down several corridors and make three turns and then they arrived at the location. Marcus could hear shouting and he saw four armed soldiers with their weapons leveled at a large male elf that now held a bloody assault rifle to the head of an older human male kneeling in front of him. The body of a soldier was on the gray floor, a large pool of blood spreading outward from his prone form.


The obvious officer came up to Wallace as he approached. “He’s lost it Admiral! He’s not responding to any commands now. He keeps demanding that we bring him more X19, but he won’t let the others go until we do.”


Marcus watched as William’s jaw twitched again in obvious anger. “Why haven’t you activated the charge?” He demanded.


“We’re afraid the explosive charge will cause his finger to pull the trigger and kill the hostage.” The officer replied. “And none of my detachment wants to risk a head shot.”


William sighed heavily. “Colonel I must apologize for this situation. It’s embarrassing.”


“Unexpected events can not be planned for.” Marcus spoke. “That you have not tried to hide this from me says quite a bit.”


William looked at him. “Yeah well… that doesn’t help me now.” He said. He looked at the officer. “Give me your sidearm.”


The officer didn’t hesitate and handed over the K12 automatic. William took two steps and brought the K12 up in one smooth motion. He fired two shots from the automatic and the results were quite effective. The first round from the K12 hit the hostage in the leg and caused the man to slump forward screaming in pain. The elf lost his grip on the man’s collar as he fell forward and it exposed him for all to see. The second round from the K12 punched squarely into the elf’s chest, blowing him backwards, blood erupting from his chest in fountains. William turned to the officer. “Activate the charge now!” He ordered.


The captain didn’t hesitate and his thumb plunged down on the small button of the box he held in his hand. Marcus heard two small pops and watched as the neck of the elf burst apart ghastly, blood showering the walls at an explosive rate. The male elf had not fallen down from the bullet to the chest, and his hands dropped the rifle they had been holding when his neck exploded in two different directions and his blood began to fountain from the two massive holes. It took only seconds for him to drop to the floor clearly dead, his blood still leaking onto the steel gray metal beneath him.


William handed the K12 back to the officer. “Get this mess cleaned up!” He spoke. “And make sure the elves are up to date on their doses!”


“Yes sir!” 


William turned and moved a short distance away to speak with another officer that had arrived and Marcus stepped up to the first one. “May I?” He asked motioning to the K12 William had fired.


“Yes sir!” The officer spoke handing over the weapon.


Marcus made a show of inspecting the weapon and admiring it. He ejected the magazine and looked at the steel jacketed rounds carefully before reinserting it and holding it out to the officer. “Thank you.” He said, before moving over to where Wallace was.


“…make sure you check the dosage records for all the elves. I don’t care if it takes all night.” William was speaking to the second officer.


“Yes sir.”


William turned to Marcus. “Again I must apologize for this incident Colonel.”


“You handled it well.” Marcus spoke honestly.


“It shouldn’t have happened at all. I’m going to have to devise tighter control methods to monitor the dosage records of the elves.” He said.


“I have some suggestions if you would be willing to hear them.” Marcus spoke.


“I certainly would. We are supposed to meet Senator Graham and your Ministers for lunch. We can talk as we head for the restaurant.” William spoke.

SOUTHERN UTAH

TEN MILES SOUTH OF CEDAR CITY 


Martin held the steaming hot mug of coffee in his hand as he stood at the front of the armored Hopper. A large and detailed map of Cedar City was spread out on the hood, and Danny, the Master Chief, Radama, Anja and Julie and two other elf officers were gathered around the hood. All of them were drinking coffee or water and munching on ration bars.

“What’s the word from the scouts?” Martin asked.


Ealin leaned forward and stabbed his finger on the map. As the executive officer for Martin’s team he had appointed himself as Martin’s administrative assistant as well. He gathered all the intelligence reports and other information that came in and went over it before it found its way to Martin. It was something he found he had a talent for, and even though Martin had told him it wasn’t necessary; Ealin had continued to conduct the duties regardless.

“They have penetrated within half a mile of the city.” Ealin spoke. “They report that there is no outward appearance that he knows we are coming.”


Martin looked at him. “You’re kidding right?”


Ealin shook his head. “All six teams of scouts report the same thing.” He spoke. “They can see mortar and artillery positions inside the wall from their locations, but none of the positions are actually manned. The two teams we have inside the city confirm this as well.”


“What about the heavy machine gun positions along the top of this wall?” Danny asked, tracing the map.


“They are occupied, but it appears the mercenaries are not at an increased level of readiness.” Ealin replied. “Scouts report they can see the sentries smoking and joking as the Master Chief puts it.”


“He doesn’t believe we’ll attack him.” Martin said to no one in particular.

The others looked at him. “Skipper that’s crazy; we’ve been going at this idiot for almost three months with raids and surgical strikes.” Danny spoke. “He has to know we would come for his ass sooner or later.”


“He thinks he has too many men for us to handle.” Tony spoke now. “That and he thinks that wall of his will protect his lard butt.”


Martin grinned. “Good… let him think that he is nice and cozy. When we bring it down on his ass he’ll change his tune.” He said looking at Ealin. “What’s the word from our people inside?”


Julie extended the small data pad over the hood of the Hopper to him. “They’ve formed into five separate cells.” She told him, glancing at Ealin and seeing him nod. “These transmissions just came in this morning. When we begin our attack, they are going to move as many elves and innocents as they can to these five locations.”


Martin leaned over the map and marked their locations on the laminated map of Cedar City. “Ealin… make sure our battery commanders have these coordinates. I don’t want stray shells landing and killing the people we are supposed to be saving. Advise them I’ll have the ass of whoever misfires and drops artillery into these locations.”

Ealin nodded with a grin. “I’ll let them know.”


Radama turned his head as his communications implant sounded in his ear. He listened for a few seconds and then looked at Martin. “Martin… Leland is coming in with someone he says you should meet.”


Martin nodded. “I wondered when they would make themselves known.” He said. “Tell him to bring them in.”


“What’s up Skipper?” Danny asked.


“It is Dysea’s former Ranger General Vengal.” Martin replied. “He and a sizeable force of his Wood Rangers have been trailing us for twelve hour now. I told Leland to go out and meet him and bring him in.” Martin sipped the coffee and made a face like he had just tasted shit. “Man… who made this coffee!”


Anja looked at him across the hood. “If one more person tells me my coffee tastes like shit I’m going to get angry!” She retorted.

Martin looked across the hood at Anja and smiled at her. Her honey scent filled his nostrils and surprisingly he could not detect either Danny or Julie’s scent on her. That surprised him somewhat and he saw Anja’s jade green eyes smile back at him in a very alluring way. This caused his heart to skip a beat and the memories of her succulent flesh and tight body from that night so long ago screamed at him.

Martin looked away quickly as Leland broke from the treeline with two of his team and two tall elves. They Wood Elf Rangers were very capable looking and very well armed. Martin turned and watched as they came up to the small command group and stopped.


“Martin may I present General Vengal of the Wood Elf Rangers.” Leland spoke.


Martin held out his hand without question. “It’s a pleasure to meet you General. You could have saved yourself a chilly twelve hours and come in last night.”


The dark haired elf hesitated, uncertainty in his eyes before he took the offered hand. “You… you knew we were following you?” He asked.


“You and your troops are top notch General. It was totally by accident that they were detected.” Martin said quickly, sensing it wouldn’t be a good thing to say that compared to his scouts, the elves were toy soldiers.


“You and your forces tread very close to Cedar City Martin Hunter.” Vengal spoke. “When I agreed to meet with you and told Leland this, I was under the impression I would be meeting you and Dysea in your new city.”


Martin looked at the elf general, taking in his height and well muscled form, as well as they lines of experienced that etched across his face. This man had seen much combat and looked to be extremely capable. “Melda Min is currently in Mountain City on personal business for the two of us. That was the plan originally, but events change as you well know.”

“You refer to my Queen as your Beloved One Martin Hunter.” Vengal said. “Am I to understand you are claiming you and she are now Nute Ve Min?” (Bonded as One.)


Martin looked at Leland quickly and then back to Vengal. “Yes, I suppose you could say that? Does that pose a problem General?” 

Vengal looked at Martin with a slightly surprised expression. “Then the rumors we have heard are true?” He said.

Martin nodded. “Yes they are true.” He answered, looking somewhat embarrassed. “May I ask where you heard these rumors?”


Vengal couldn’t hide the grin that crossed his face, “From Dysea’s own mother.” He answered. “I visited her before we left. She… she is much more open minded in her views than most elves of her years and wisdom. I believe her first comment was “with Lyca Ohtar as their father and my daughter as their mother I will have powerful Indyo.”


Martin looked surprised and embarrassed at the same time. “She said that?” He asked.


Vengal nodded. “She did indeed Martin Hunter, right before she demanded I bring her with us.”

Martin looked stunned. “Wait a minute… she came with you?” He asked.

Vengal nodded. “Without even meeting her, you have gained a very powerful spiritual leader among the Wood Elves. She understands, as many of us do, if you have taken the heart of our Queen, then you are powerful indeed. I had no choice but to bring her. I left her with six of my finest Rangers at the edge of your perimeter.”

Martin turned to Ealin. “Ealin… take a detachment and escort her and the General’s men inside the perimeter. Make sure she has whatever she needs.”

Ealin nodded quickly. “I will see to it Lyca Ohtar.” He said and moved off quickly.


“You still refer to Dysea as Queen?” Radama asked softly.


Vengal met Radama’s eyes. “Dysea will always be Queen in my eyes and the eyes of many, regardless of what that fool Council of Elders say. The child they have put in her place is so easily controlled and manipulated it boils my blood just thinking about it. She is an innocent in all that is happening, and when the time comes she should be spared. That is why we are here. And I see we have come at just the right time. You are no doubt preparing a battle plan to kill the fool in Cedar City?”


Martin nodded with a grin. “That we are.” He said.


Vengal nodded. “Good. I have brought a hundred of my Wood Rangers with me, and we are eager to spill the blood of those who prey on my kind and others.”


Martin stepped to the side a little and motioned to the map on the hood of the Hopper. “Then let’s not waste anymore time.” He said.

MOUNTAIN CITY


Tarifa stood beside Dysea and her mother in the small cargo bay watching as the Dragoons loaded the Hopper for trip back to Salina. The security was heavy, but Cantel had stationed them in a way as to not draw unwanted attention. Palina stood a short distance from them talking in whispers with Cantel, while Tarifa and Dysea said their goodbyes.

“I don’t want you to go Dysea.” Tarifa spoke softly, slipping her hand into Dysea’s.


Dysea looked at her and smiled warmly. “I don’t wish to go either, but your father and Telan will return tomorrow and it would be far too dangerous for me to stay. You know that Tarifa.”


Tarifa nodded her head in understanding, but her eyes held sadness in them. “When will you or Martin be able to return?”


“If all goes well with the return to Salina then we can establish a permanent trading route. As Queen you can come and go as you please, and now that you are free of the drugs and your mind is clear, I have no doubt you will find ways to come see us, as long as you don’t endanger yourself.” Dysea told her. “I will return as often as I am able Tarifa, you know that. We will never abandon you.”


Tarifa caressed her cheek as they looked at one another and she smiled brightly. “Dysea… what happen with Aihola… it…”


Dysea shook her head quickly. “The Alliance experiments on her cause even the most casual touch to ignite passions within her. She secretes a pheromone when this happens, and it was this pheromone that affected us, at least initially.” She finished the sentence with a sly smile.

Tarifa returned the smile. “Then it was pleasant for you as well?”


Dysea nodded, and even under her tan she turned a small shade of red. “Even after our systems purged the pheromone she secretes when excited and made us immune to it you mean?” She spoke shyly. “Yes… it was extremely pleasant for me.”


Tarifa couldn’t help but blush as well squeezing Dysea’s hand. “What do we do?”


“I have seen this before, though not on as large a scale as with Aihola.” Dysea spoke. “I sincerely doubt she even knows she secretes the pheromone. It is a typical Alliance method to be used as a means of control. You noticed the small scars on the inside of her thighs?”


Tarifa nodded. “Yes.”


“That is where the electrodes were placed. Close to her center of pleasure.” Dysea said. “She must have cut them out when she escaped, and now actual contact is needed to set her off.” Dysea took the small data pad from her pack and typed on it for a moment. “These are ingredients for a potion to counteract her extreme sensitivity. Give it to her. I don’t believe she is a threat to you, and she could make a valuable friend. I will see if Anja can produce something that will be more permanent for her when I return.”


“I… she…” Tarifa started to speak.


Dysea looked at her with her emerald eyes. “She stirs your blood, doesn’t she Tarifa?”


Tarifa nodded slowly meeting her eyes. “I… I don’t know what it is about her.” She spoke softly so that only Dysea could hear her, “Her scent drives me mad with desire and to me she tastes wonderful.”

Dysea smiled and leaned close to Tarifa. “Then do not be afraid to explore this Tarifa.” She said softly. “For you don’t know what it could bring.”

Tarifa took the pad and tucked it under her cloak with a smile. “You will do what I asked when you see Martin?”
Dysea nodded with a smile. “I will try Tarifa. I don’t think I will be as proficient as you however. Nauta Melme is quite large.”

Tarifa grinned and stepped forward to nuzzle Dysea’s throat. “All it takes is practice Dysea, and patience.” She said softly. “And think of the pleasure you will get in return.”

Dysea chuckled softly. “Yes… there is that to consider.” She said. She reached up and stroked Tarifa’s lips. “Be strong Tarifa? Don’t let that sara quelet ner extinguish the light inside you.” (bitter corpse of a man)
Tarifa smiled brightly. “That will not be a problem Dysea.” She said. “Not anymore. You have given me back my mind and my body.”

Dysea kissed her softly. “I will try to contact you weekly.”
“I will miss you Dysea.” Tarifa said.

They pressed their foreheads together as Cantel stepped up to them with Palina. “The caravan is ready to depart.” He said, not wanting to intrude on their goodbye. “We should leave soon.”

Dysea nodded. She pulled Tarifa into a strong embrace and squeezed her tightly. “I’m ready.” She said softly.

Palina stepped up next to her daughter as Dysea and Cantel moved to the Hopper and took her arm. “Do not fear Tarifa. Now that you are yourself again, their friendship will mean so much more.”

Tarifa nodded with a smile. “I know.” She looked at her mother. “We have much to do mother.” She said. “We should sit down with the Holy One and begin to make our plans.”
Palina nodded. “I told him we would be over to see him after we saw Dysea off. He’s… he was very happy that the two of you were able to reunite.”

“Amille… please do not be angry with me.” Tarifa said. (Mother)

Palina looked at her. “Angry? Selye (Daughter) I am not angry with you. Confused perhaps… but never angry. I do not pretend to understand the relationship you have with Dysea. You share each other’s flesh yet you are like sisters.”

“It is very different I know.” Tarifa said. “But Dysea’s heart belongs to Martin, and his to her. And they have yet to discover the others that will share their lives I think. My… the person I am meant for will…” Tarifa’s mind flashed to the Drow Aihola. “That person will come soon I think.”
Palina looked at her. “Your father… when we free him of those naraca (Vile) drugs, I believe your father just may surprise you in who he truly is daughter. He is far more accepting than you have seen.”
Tarifa looked genuinely surprised by this statement and her face showed it, “Atya? (Daddy) Mother you jest with me?”

Palina smiled. “No Tarifa. There is much that you do not know about your father. There are many sides of him you have not seen because of your duties as Queen and you living here in Mountain City. Perhaps we can change all that now.”

Tarifa smiled. “I believe I would like that.” She said just as Cantel came back up to them.

He bowed his head slightly. “Roland will contact me as soon as they are moving freely south to Salina My Queen.”

Tarifa nodded. “Thank you Cantel. I want a two man detachment of Dragoons assigned to Aihola immediately. They are to treat her with every respect.”

“Tarifa the Drow… this Aihola,” Palina gasped. “They… they have always been our most hated enemy.”

“Aihola is not our enemy.” Tarifa told her. “She escaped from New Baltimore on the day of her execution for not killing a family. She was tortured and experimented on by the Alliance butchers, and I for one do not intend to reinforce to her that we are enemies, for we are not.”
“My… my Queen…” Cantel looked at her, his face a mask of horror.

Tarifa looked at him. “Cantel… what is it?”

“I… I did not… I did not think my Queen. One of the men I left to guard the Drow…” Cantel looked at her.

“Yes! What?” Tarifa said.

“It is Norebon.” Cantel told her seeing her eyes widen.

“Norebon,” Tarifa gasped. “His grandparents were slaughtered by the Drow in one of the last raids against the High Elves! Cantel… how could you?”

“My Queen… please you must believe me. I did not think!”

Tarifa ignored him and broke into a sprint out of the cargo bay, heading for the location of the safe house.

MOON BASE EDEN

The Alliance Ministers sat in the small living room of the quarters they had been assigned and waited for Marcus to finish sweeping the room. He held the small device with a blinking green light on it, and he swept it over the last portion of the room he had yet to check. He turned back to Deval.


“The room is clear.” He said. “We may speak freely.”


Deval nodded and settled onto the plush couch. “Excellent.” He said. “We can finally relax. I’ve been bored with Graham since the third hour in his company. The man is an idiot with no sense of reality.”


Marcus stood to one side of the couch, his arms folded across his chest as the Ministers all sat down with drinks in their hands.


Selene settled on the chair by herself while Wiseman sat across from Deval. “I’m still running initial tests, and I have not broken down the components, but at first glance this X19 drug seems to be everything they have said it was.” She spoke after sipping her drink. “It is incredibly powerful… it’s amazing that this young fool Taggart was even able to recognize it.”

“You don’t think he is capable?” Deval asked.


Selene shook her head. “Oh he’s capable… he’s just plain ditzy. He continually goes off on irrelevant tangents, and can not keep his focus.”


“So it’s possible to reproduce this drug then?” Wiseman asked.


Selene nodded. “Oh yes… and quite easily.” She replied. “The profit we could make off this drug is infinite. It’s highly addictive… and very powerful as I said. Once injected with it… regardless of what you may feel is right or wrong… you will do what you are told to do.”

“The only obstacle I see then is getting a sample off this station.” Wiseman spoke now.
“I would not recommend that.” Marcus spoke up now.

“Come now…” Wiseman said. “Surely Colonel Marcus, you do not believe these fools on this base could stop us.”

“Not only would they stop us… we would very likely end up very dead.” Marcus spoke matter of factly.

“Preposterous!” Wiseman snapped. “Is that your professional opinion Colonel?”

“Robert that is quite enough.” Deval spoke. He looked at Marcus. “What makes you say that Marcus?” He asked. 

“Graham does not run this station.” Marcus said. “Admiral Wallace does.”

Wiseman couldn’t contain his laughter and got to his feet. “You must be joking! Graham has an iron grip of things here. The fool has shown us his personal control room, not to mention the files on dozens of infiltrators he has among the elves and crew of this base. He could not be anymore in control.”

Marcus simply stared at Wiseman with a look of utter contempt on his face, his amber eyes glittering. “Are you as big a fool as you act Minister Wiseman?” He spoke finally.

That remark caused Selene to chuckle and Wiseman’s face to turn red with anger and embarrassment. “You overstep your bounds Colonel!” Wiseman snapped.

“And you overlook yours you fool!” Marcus popped. 
Deval had a small smirk on his face as he leaned forward on the couch. “What have you seen that tells you otherwise Marcus?” He asked.
“Admiral Wallace, whether by design or by accident, allowed me to see that it is he who controls this station and not that fool Senator Graham, no matter what he thinks.” Marcus spoke. “Whatever measures Graham used to assume control of the station have since been eliminated. Wallace controls the security, and the elves. Those with any kind of authority report to him, and not to Graham.”

“So you don’t think these Sweeper agents as he calls them are active anymore?” Deval asked.

Marcus shook his head. “Most likely they are all dead. I watched Wallace eliminate a rogue elf today. He shot the elf in the chest, and then ordered the control measures they have in place activated. The elf’s neck blew apart as we watched. I checked the weapon he fired, to reassure myself that we were not being duped. It was loaded with live ammunition. Admiral Wallace is much more than we were led to believe.”

“Why leave Graham in charge?” Selene asked. “Why not kill him?”

Marcus smiled. “It’s simple really. He’s using him as cover. He supplies him with all the elves the man has a desire for. Those elves undoubtedly report directly back to Wallace.”

“So he’s working with the elves?” Deval asked.

Marcus shook his head. “He’s working for himself. Under his cool exterior, he is a twisted and cruel man. He has no regard for the elves here. They are only a means to an end for him.”

“Then the Mistress was correct?” Deval spoke.

Marcus nodded. “I believe she was, yes. They have provided us with elves for our pleasure while we are here, but we are not in New Richmond anymore. The elves are under his control and will report to him anything that we do. I suggest we refrain from our usual activities and do nothing to cause Wallace unrest.”

“Such as what Colonel,” Wiseman asked sarcastically.

Marcus looked at him. “Such as your appetite for using sharp instruments on elves while you fuck them Minister.” He snarled.

Wiseman came to his feet. “Why you…”

Deval looked at Wiseman. “Think about what you are about to do Robert.” He said calmly. “You would not take three steps with hostile intent towards Marcus before he killed you where you stood. Now sit your ass down!”

Wiseman glared at Marcus and looked at Deval before settling back into the chair with a huff. “I do not discount myself from my own warning Minister.” Marcus spoke. “We need to refrain from our normal routines while we are here. We need to learn as much as we can while here, and then we need to come up with a proposition that Wallace and Graham can not refuse.” 

“What do you suggest Colonel?” Deval asked.

“As Minister Torcrum has stated, this drug is beyond anything we have the ability to produce.” Marcus answered. “Our scientists could reproduce it easily, but first we must obtain a sample of it. That will not be as easy as asking for it. Wallace will demand quite a bit for that information. And he will convince Graham to ask for it somehow. I believe we should beat them to the punch.”
Deval sat back in his chair the gears in his mind turning. “That is very interesting Marcus.” He said. “You must have some idea in your head. Tell us what you are thinking.”

MOUNTAIN CITY 

“No! Please! Ahhhhhhh,” Aihola’s voice carried to Tarifa’s keen ears as she entered the safe house.

“How does it feel Drow bitch?” The male elf mounted behind Aihola growled into her ear. “How does my cock feel up your ass?”

“Stop! Please…Ahhhhhhh!” Aihola screamed. “It… it hurts!”

The male Dragoon laughed next to her ear. “If it hurts so much… why are you cumming all over the bed bitch?” He drove his hips downwards again, sinking his entire cock deeply into Aihola’s bowels once more as she howled in pain and unwanted pleasure.

The Dragoons had set upon her the moment they entered the safe house. As physically spent as she was after her tryst with the two elf Queens, Aihola had been sluggish and her movements predictable. They had surprised her as she was thinking about how the two Queens had driven her mad with desire and passion, the Alliance experiments only heightening her intense pleasure to levels she hadn’t reached before. They had obviously had been with women before, as they had known exactly what to do to set her off. And Aihola was contemplating her own feelings on what had happen as well. The two Queens had forcibly introduced her to a new form of pleasure that she had never once considered, and she had taken to it like a fish to water, relishing in their screams of pleasure as her tongue worked on them. It shamed her that she found the experience so utterly wonderful. 

The raven haired High Elf Queen had stirred Aihola in a way she had never felt before. The Queen had feasted on her pussy for hours, even letting Aihola dominant her by holding her face to her spasming pussy and grinding her dripping sex against her face in lust. It had also been a few hours of discovery for her as well. She and Tarifa had rolled together on the bed well after the Wood Elf Queen had fallen asleep, and for the first time in her young life Aihola had actually eaten the pussy of another female. And what frightened her most was that she loved every minute of lapping at Tarifa’s delicious cunt.
These were the thoughts going through her head when the Dragoons surprised her. In her weakened state it was easy for them to pounce upon her and render her helpless. The blood trickling down the side of her face attested to the violence of the attack. The larger of the two Dragoons had struck her with his weapon knocking her back onto the bed. The second Dragoon had grabbed her arms and pinned her face down on the bed, ripping the sheets from her naked form. The larger Dragoon wasted no time in pinning her legs to the bed with his knees while he unbuckled his pants. He fingered her sore pussy roughly, quite unlike Tarifa and Dysea who had stroked her pussy with hands like flower petals, causing her to scream out in pleasure. This Dragoon cared not for her pleasure, and pawed her pussy and ass cheeks as if she was a slab of meat. Regardless of his intent, Aihola cursed the Alliance again; as their experiments caused her body to react and it was shortly after that her pussy became a sopping mess.
Aihola had screamed and tried to fight, but the Dragoon holding her down had the proper leverage to keep her from twisting away, and soon she felt the larger elf’s thick cock slap against her coal colored ass cheeks.

“Scream all you want Drow whore!” The Dragoon had snarled in her ear. “The room is soundproof! This is for my grandparents!” He barked before driving his thick cock brutally into her virgin ass with one savage plunge.

And howl Aihola did, in a mixture of agony and pleasure from the violent intrusion. He grunted and slobbered all over her back and shoulders as he fucked her ass with brutal strokes, while she whimpered and came all over the bed beneath him.

That all changed in three blinks of an eye.

Tarifa stepped into the room where she and Dysea had left Aihola sleeping on the bed and came up short. It took only a matter of those three blinks for her eyes and nose to detect what was happening here, and she felt her anger rapidly reach a boiling point and spill over at the sight before her. 
Palina had not witnessed the physical changes that had manifested themselves within her daughter because of her relationship with Martin Hunter. She had not seen Tarifa in her altered state, at least not until this very moment. 

Palina could only gawk in stunned silence as Tarifa’s eyes changed quickly to black around sapphire, and her fangs extended to their full length in an instant. The Dragoon holding Aihola’s arms saw her first, his eyes going wide in fear. He immediately released his grip on Aihola’s hands and lashed out with a savage punch to the side of her head, causing her to see stars. While Tarifa couldn’t stop the blow to Aihola’s head, the Dragoon was hardly fast enough to stop his impending doom. Aihola’s dazed eyes caught a glimpse of Tarifa stepping forward, her face twisted in a savage snarl, and grasp the Dragoon by his head. Aihola heard the sickening crunch of his neck snapping like dry timber as Tarifa grabbed his head and nearly tore it from his shoulders, and then the sound of his body hitting the floor. Aihola felt the larger Dragoon withdraw his cock from her ass before blackness finally washed over her and she passed out.

Tarifa barely paused after killing the first Dragoon, and was stepping over Aihola’s inert form to reach the backpedaling Dragoon.

“My… my Queen,” Norebon gasped as he stepped back against the wall with no where to go.

Tarifa lashed out with her hand, her face now a darkened mask of anger and hate. The stinging blow carried enough power to snap the Dragoon’s head violently to the side as she stepped up to him. Tarifa was easily six inches shorter than the Dragoon, yet her hand closed around his throat and lifted his near two hundred pounds with little effort, pinning his half naked body to the wall. He gasped for air, clawing at her hand around his throat.
“You scum!” Tarifa snarled. “You defile the uniform you wear with your perverted actions!”

“My… my Queen,” Norebon stammered barely able to talk. “She… she is a Drow whore! They… they killed my… my family!”

Tarifa squeezed her hand around his throat. “She is no whore!” She screamed. “And she did not kill your grandparents!”

Cantel knelt next to the bed, his hand gently pushing Aihola’s hair from the side of her face to inspect her head wound. He had been a Dragoon all of his life, and he had never personally witnessed something like this before. He had taken hundreds of lives, elf and human alike, as well as countless Drow, yet this perversion was beyond anything he had seen. He glanced up at where Tarifa had Norebon pinned against the wall and was slowly choking the air from his lungs.

“War Master Tareif would gut you where you stand for your actions this day!” Cantel spat at his fellow Dragoon. He got to his feet and came to stand next to Tarifa, Norebon’s eyes wide in fear as the air was rapidly leaving his lungs and his face was turning blue. “I will act in his stead!”

Cantel withdrew the wicked looking blade and without further thought drove it into the side of Norebon’s abdomen. Norebon’s eyes nearly exploded out of his skull as Cantel plunged the blade in as deeply as he could and ripped it sideways. Tarifa released him and stepped back quickly as his blood and intestines spilled from the now gaping wound in his belly. Norebon slumped to the floor, his hands attempting to hold his organs inside his body. Blood spilled from between his lips as he turned his face up to Cantel and Tarifa.

“Your name will be stricken from the rolls of the Dragoons, and your family will now bear your dishonor!” Cantel spat at him. “And now you will die like the animal you have acted as this day.”

Tarifa snapped out with another blow, this one a short but exceptionally powerful punch to Norebon’s jaw. The blow rocked his head back, and all in the room heard his neck pop like a gunshot within the confines of the room. Norebon sank to the floor, dead before his body stopped moving.

Cantel stood there in shock… his eyes showing his shame. “My Queen… Tarifa… I have no… I have no excuse for what has happen here.” He said softly. “I will… I will present my dishonor to a Dragoon Council when your father returns.”

Tarifa looked at him. “You will do no such thing!” Tarifa snapped, her eyes slowly returning to normal. “You have acted as a Dragoon Commander this day. This dog did not deserve to wear the uniform. My father would have done the same. And he can not learn of this.”

“Tarifa… he must…” Cantel started.

“He can not!” Palina spoke from behind them. She was next to Aihola on the bed, pulling the sheet back over her naked form, and gently stroking her head. “If what happen here is revealed it will alter our plans and expose us all. No Cantel, you have acted honorably, and now you must dispose of these idiots.”

Cantel’s face showed his realization at their words and he nodded. “I will see to it.” He spoke quickly. “Their remains will never be found.”

“What of the Drow Tarifa?” Palina asked.
Tarifa stepped over to the bed and sat next to Aihola’s unconscious figure. She reached out and caressed her bare shoulder and back gently, almost lovingly. “Take her to my home.” She said finally.

“Tarifa you can’t!” Palina spoke quickly. “It will raise suspicion! Telan will question all that you do!”

Tarifa looked at Cantel. “We have always thought the Drow destroyed Cantel, but they were also mercenaries before the Alliance wiped them out, were they not?”

Cantel nodded. “Many became Assassins and body guards after our war with them destroyed their power base.”

Tarifa nodded thinking quickly. “Start passing the word among the Dragoons that an attempt was made on my life while I was shopping with my mother in the Merchant Quarter. Report that we were saved by Aihola, who was injured in defending me. I brought her back to my home to recuperate as thanks.”

Cantel’s eyes grew bright. “Saving your life would immediately grant her a pardon for all past crimes.”

Tarifa nodded. “Yes. Then I can select her as a personal Attendant. That will cover any questions that might come about as to her staying with me.”

“What of Telan?” Palina asked. “Surely he will know who she is and what she was brought here for. How will you explain it to him and keep him from becoming suspicious?”

Tarifa looked at her mother with a smile. “He is a man is he not Amille?” She asked with a small smile. “And Telan always thinks with his cock first.”

Palina looked at her daughter carefully, while Cantel turned away embarrassed to hear his Queen speak in such a manner. “Tarifa… we can find another way.”

Tarifa shook her head. “This is the only way Amille. The only way that would be plausible.”

“Telan will gloat and expect you to share his bed whenever he pleases if you do this.” Palina spoke.

Tarifa nodded. “Yes… and he will believe he is finally gaining my favor. And in that way he will be easily controlled.” She spoke. She took Palina’s hand. “I no longer fear what I must do Amille. Now that I know what Martin and Dysea and you have revealed to me, I will do what is necessary to save my father and brothers. If that means I have to allow Telan to think he is all I ever desired in a man than so be it.”

“You are sure?” Palina asked.

Tarifa nodded. “It is the only way.”

“You should let me string him up by his innards for what he will force upon you my Queen.” Cantel hissed turning back to her.

Tarifa shook her head and reached out to gently touch his arm. “If I allowed you to do such a thing Cantel, then my brothers would die, and we will fail to discover just how deeply Telan and his family are embedded with the Alliance scum.”

Cantel nodded slowly. “I understand my Queen; it does not mean I have to like it.” He spoke. “What of the Drow my Queen?” Cantel asked. “What of this Aihola? Will she go along with your plan?”

Tarifa looked at him. “I will convince her.”

“And if you can’t?” Palina asked.

“Then I will kill her.” Tarifa answered flatly.

SOUTHERN UTAH

CEDAR CITY


The staccato sounds of gunfire could be heard across the landscape of Cedar City. The sounds of explosions in the distance and the brilliant blasts of flame and smoke into the sky would announce the precision accuracy of the MLRS rockets landing among the buildings and streets of this once popular mountain city.


The forces of Eden had begun their attack with complete and utter surprise. Two battalions of humans and elves launched a ground assault from the southwest corner of the city under Danny’s command, while Martin brought another battalion in from the east. Four battalions of humans and elves were pushing slowly south from the northern tip of the city and from the airport. The MLRS batteries and three other batteries of the devastating 200mm Self Propelled Advanced Paladin artillery were methodically pounding different sections of the city, dropping hundreds of rounds of high explosive shells into the city proper. The force of nearly twenty thousand mercenaries and assorted scum had been taken completely by surprise, their leader saying that Martin did not have the manpower to take their city from them. 


Almost ten thousand of the human mercenary force was killed in the first three hours of the operation, caught in their barracks by heavy artillery and repeated rocket attacks from the nine orbiting Raptors.


Leland led the small team of humans and elves through the half destroyed buildings that were once five stories tall. The manufacturing center of Cedar City was now a wasteland from little use and the enemy of time. The concentrated artillery barrage in this area had left little standing that was over three stories tall. The night was their friend, and Martin was using every minute of darkness they had to sweep as far into the city as they could. The keen eyes of the genomes and the elves gave them the ability to strike in near pitch black, and it was that advantage that had allowed them to press as far into the city as they had. All of them were covered in dirt and soot from the burning wood and steel that they had just come through. Leland brought them to a halt along the side of what was once a grocery store, the front of the building now nothing but a gaping hole from 200mm high explosive artillery shells.

Vengal quickly moved up beside where Leland crouched, his elfin eyes wide and excited.

“Your new leader does not believe in sitting in the rear I see Leland!” He spoke with a grin. “We are further forward than our other units in this area.”


Leland nodded in response. “I have learned much about him in only four months General.” He replied. “Foremost among what I have learned is he does not like to be left out of the action.”


Vengal sipped water from his canteen. “I have to say I am very impressed with the battle plan he put together. He has taken down a city of almost twenty thousand enemies in only a few hours.”


Leland nodded. “We aren’t out of the action yet General.”


“No we are not, but I’ve had more fun this night than in the last hundred years.” Vengal answered with a toothy grin.


They turned as the diminutive human female squatted down next to them. She had a radio handset jammed into her helmet over her ear, and sweat poured down her blackened face.


“Ealin says we can come up from the backside along this street. It will lead us directly into their rear perimeter, four hundred meters from here.”

“Thank you Diane. Pass the word if you would.” Leland replied.


Vengal watched the young female nod and her hand went to the handset as she moved a short distance away, her eyes meeting Vengal’s gaze squarely and without any hesitation. “Tell me Leland…” Vengal spoke softly turning to look at his former executive officer. “How is it that this Martin Hunter has been able to bring together so many, humans and elves, and forge them into a workable society in so short a time? It is something the Holy One attempted and failed at for so many years.”


Leland looked at his friend. “I will tell you what I think General.” He said.


“Yes.”


“I believe that Martin seizes on the one thing that no matter how bad it gets, all of us still have within us.” Leland told him.

“What is that?”


Leland hefted his assault rifle. “Hope.” He answered quickly.


“Hope?” Vengal asked.


Leland nodded. “Do you not hope for a place where you can raise your children and not worry for their safety? Do you not hope for a place where we are seen as equals and not slaves? Do you not hope for a place where we can grow old and die not from war or disease, but from old age?”


“Hope is a relative term my friend.” Vengal said.


Leland shook his head. “No. It is a poignant term that can move many to greatness.” He replied. “And it is something that Martin Hunter, Dysea, Tarifa and many others have returned to all of us. And this time we will fight for that.” Leland got to his feet. “Let’s move!” He hissed.


Martin’s command group had occupied the small warehouse office space quickly and turned it into a working CP. Security was heavy along the edges of the half destroyed building, machine gun emplacements set up on all four corners of the building, and four teams of snipers on what remained of the roof. Inside the office, Ealin had set up a small table and had spread out two maps of Cedar City on the table, and this is where Leland and Vengal found Martin as they came into the CP.


Vengal simply watched him for a moment, taking in the dirty uniform, and the blood stained pants. His weapon dangled from quick release straps, and he had a small bandage on the side of his face. Vengal and Leland both looked at Ealin as he came up. His uniform was not in much better condition, and as they looked around the small room they saw the others of the Command Group also looked as if they had been involved in a large attack.


Ealin saw the questions in their eyes and he smiled. “We came across a company sized group of mercenaries holding this building. It took us an hour, but we secured it. Lyca Ohtar became rather upset when they refused our surrender terms and called all of us elf loving motherfuckers.”


“You have outdistanced your support Ealin.” Leland spoke. “The tank and mortar elements are scrambling to keep up with you.”


“I saw an opportunity and we took it.” Martin spoke from the table turning to greet them. “Now we have a staging area to push through to our northern battalions.”


Leland took the offered hand as he and Vengal stepped up to the table and shook it firmly. “I understand that.” Leland said. “However… Julie and the Rear Guard Detachment Commander were screaming their heads off about how reckless you are.” Leland pointed to Martin’s face. “It seems they may have been accurate.”


Martin chuckled, “This scratch?” He spoke. “Jeez! I’ve cut myself worse when I was shaving. It’s Julie’s job to scream at me, she’s been doing it for years, and don’t let Juan fool you. He would have done exactly the same thing.” Martin pointed to the map. “How is your deployment?”


Leland looked at the map. “We have secured the southeastern half of the city. I have my people establishing bunkered positions as we speak all along Route 15 all the way to the old interstate.”

Martin nodded. “Danny has pushed in north all the way up to route 200 and as far east as the old coliseum. Radama has secured the airport and Colonel Fowas has relocated his artillery batteries there.”


Vengal looked at Martin. “Colonel Fowas? He is the Commander of the High Elf Dragoon Ninth Infantry?” He asked.


Martin nodded. “Yes he was. He left Mountain City three weeks after we were expelled. He joined us a week later with nearly all of his command.”


Vengal chuckled. “That must have set off War Master Tareif.” He said. “I understand Fowas was one of his most loyal officers.”

Martin grinned. “I don’t suppose it gave him warm and fuzzy feelings for me, no.” He answered. “Fowas told me that Tareif was acting strangely and had been for months. It apparently stems from Telan somehow. When Tareif ordered Fowas to stand down his unit and removed him from Security of Mountain City, Fowas decided it was time to leave.”

“How many other High Elf units have deserted to you Martin Hunter?” Vengal asked.


Martin met Vengal’s eyes with an even stare. “You’ll forgive me if I don’t answer that General.”


Vengal nodded. “I take no offence.” He replied. “In your position I would act the same.”


“Leland what are your casualties?” Martin asked.


“They are surprisingly light.” Leland answered. “Nine dead and thirty-three wounded.”


Martin nodded turning back to the map. “We’ve been lucky.” He said. “They didn’t expect us to hit them from three sides, and they damn sure didn’t expect heavy artillery. We have the advantage for another four hours, and then things will get nasty.”


“Nasty? Why do you say that?” Vengal asked.


“We have the advantage now because of our sight.” Martin spoke. “The genomes and elves have superior night vision. We can move more quickly and direct actions more efficiently at night. Once the sun comes up they’ll be able to see us and we’ll start taking more casualties.”

“What do you suggest?” Leland asked.


“We’ve secured all the refugee sites that were pinpointed before the attack.” Martin said, touching five different points on the map. “We got these assholes surrendering all over the city, and we’re running out of people to watch them. Intelligence taken from them indicates that the leader of this group and roughly a hundred of his closest people have bunkered in here… at the old Southern Utah University. The only problem is they have about four hundred civilians as human and elf shields. Whoever this leader is, he figured out we aren’t going to attack places where innocents are holed up and he gathered as many as he could while moving here.”


“So artillery is out of the question?” Leland spoke.


“I had Ealin dig up what he could from the old City Hall as far as blueprints on the University.” Martin said, spreading out some blueprints on the table over the map. “The place is built like a fortress with high stone walls all around the campus and a large sewer and tunnel system under it. I had a Raptor do a low altitude recon pass over it and it looks like they have everyone here in this building. It used to be a sports arena, so it can hold large numbers of people. The rest of them are in what used to be the Student Center. It’s filled with meeting rooms and such and has open fields of fire all around it.”

Leland looked at him. “Bring it down.” He said softly. “A hundred men could hold these two facilities for days Martin. Open fields of fire and the time to lay traps, our people would be cut down before even getting to within sight of the building.”


Martin nodded. “I know… but I’m not going to sacrifice four hundred men, women and children to this fucker.” He growled.


“You are thinking a covert operation?” Vengal said.


Martin looked at him. “Yes, with half your Wood Elf Rangers and thirty of Leland’s team.” He spoke. He motioned to the blueprints. “This tunnel comes up directly under the arena. It has to be the drainage for the locker room or something. I don’t imagine they are well armed, as the scum we captured and interrogated said they were scrambling really fast to get out of the area.”


“Even lightly armed as they probably are, many civilians could die in the assault.” Vengal spoke. “The moment they knew we were attacking they would start killing these people.”

“Not if you broke in and became hostages yourselves.” Martin said, seeing the confusion on Leland’s face, but the recognition on Vengal’s face. “Get your men inside, and get them close to the bad guys. No coms will be used, just clicks on the implants when everyone is in position.”


Vengal nodded. “When we are all in position, we hit them at the same time.”


Martin nodded. “It’s very risky, but…”


“It keeps us from having the blood of four hundred innocents on our hands in our quest to do good. And if it works… the word will pass that we risked all to save them and not sacrifice them. That knowledge alone will draw thousands to our cause.” Vengal finished.


“Our cause?” Martin asked.


Vengal met his eyes and nodded. “Yes Martin Hunter, our cause. My Queen is here… and after what I have seen this night… the future of my people is here. I would be honored if you allowed me to lead this mission.”


Martin gazed at him for a long moment, detecting no signs of false bravado or deception from him. He nodded. “I’ll contact Julie and get your men set up with some implants.” He said.


Leland looked at Vengal with a smile and much respect. He turned to Martin. “What will you be doing Lyca Ohtar? Surely you will not sit this one out?”


Martin grinned. “Me? I’m going to take Ealin and my team, and we’re going to go watch a football game.”


Leland and Vengal both looked at him as if he had gone totally mad. 

SALINA, UTAH 


Dysea stood to the side of the small airfield, her thoughts miles away as she watched without interest as the Dragoons and the team from Eden loaded the Raptor with the last of their supplies and equipment. They had arrived in Salina without any issues, making excellent time. During the trip Dysea had time to contemplate everything that had happened in her life in the last few months.

She was no longer Queen of the Wood Elves, and she found herself honestly relieved at that knowledge. It was not something she had thought she would ever say. The realization that she was no longer Queen also made her come to realize that she no longer needed to ‘be’ Queen like in her actions. She had found something that she had long ago given up hope of ever finding, and that was her intense love for Martin. What she and Martin had begun to build, and what Tarifa would help them to build when she rejoined them, that was who she was now. She wanted a life without fear and persecution; a life full of laughing and healthy children; Martin’s children. She wanted a life of having Martin’s body wrapped around hers, and perhaps sharing that life with the red haired human who so filled her thoughts now.

Her love of Martin Hunter had also changed her physically in a way she had never expected. Though she could not alter her physical appearance to the extent that her Nauta Melme was able too, her eyes and teeth still became something other than normal. Her senses were extremely more attuned to her surroundings, and she had learned quickly from Martin how to distinguish between the different scents, and also how to use her sense of smell as a weapon. Her physical strength had also increased nearly three fold, and she was now more physically fit and her stamina and reflexes were far beyond any elf that she knew with the exception of Tarifa. And while she had questioned her mother’s attempt to increase her sexual pleasure with the piercing of her womanhood, Dysea could not deny the delicious sensations of pleasure that ripped through her when her Nauta Melme was driving his beautiful cock into her. She now understood why her mother had told her to have it done, and it was the reason that she had performed the same operation on Tarifa. Tarifa now sported a glimmering sapphire piercing of her clit, and the memories of tickling that ring while feasting on Tarifa’s luscious pussy sent warm feelings coursing through her, and quickly Anja replaced the images of Tarifa in her mind, and Dysea could not shake the images of being wrapped in an intimate embrace with the red haired human female. Dysea smiled to herself, knowing that she would need Martin to fuck her silly once she returned if she continued to think these thoughts.

As she contemplated all these things, Dysea knew as Wood Elf Queen she could never have achieved them. Yet as she was now, just Dysea, that dream was well within her grasp. They would have to fight for every inch of ground they gained, and there would be setbacks, she was intelligent enough to know that, but she was also intelligent enough to know that as long as she had Martin that dream could come true. There was an aura about Nauta Melme, a will and drive that she had never experienced in any man before. She knew there was far more to the man she loved than he was willing to let her see right now, but she knew his love for her was complete and total, and the time would come when he would share all his secrets with her.

It was this realization that came to her as they returned to Salina. This was the realization that caused her to walk to the nearest stylist of hair and make the changes she had. Her long platinum blond hair was no longer simply straight as it was now cut in such a way as to frame her face in angular waves and edges. Now her face was framed by the gentle angular style in such a way that it highlighted the emerald color of her eyes and made them stand out more. She had kept her hair long, reaching almost to the small of her back because Martin liked to fill his hands with it, but it was a new version of Dysea, a new hair style to go with the new person she would now be.


She smelled Governor Kadeem moving up behind her long before he came into view and she turned to face him as he got within sight of her. His eyes registered surprise at her new look, but her smile as he stopped in front of her.


“Your beauty challenges that of Tarifa Queen Dysea.” Kadeem spoke.


“Governor, I am no longer Queen. I am simply Dysea. Please… we are equals you and I.” She told him.


Kadeem looked at her. “But you are the… you are… you are Nauta Min… of Lyca Ohtar.” He said. (Bounded One) “It is written.”

Dysea looked at him oddly. “Written?” She asked. “What do you mean?”


“It is written in The Yara Parma, The Ancient Books.” Kadeem answered.


The Ancient Books of the Drow,” Dysea asked surprised. “It is written in there? I thought the Alliance destroyed all the history the Drow had in their main library when they purged their race?”


Kadeem shook his head. “Some of it managed to survive. I was able to obtain a copy of the Ancient Books from a human. They did not know what they had, though the books cost me quite a bit.”


“That is very interesting Governor.” Dysea said. “Would you allow me to read them?”


“Of course my lady… I will have them sent to you in the next shipment to Eden.” He answered. 


Dysea nodded. “I appreciate that Governor, but regardless of what is written, that does not make me someone special.” She said.


Kadeem shook his head. “With respect… it makes you very special.” He told her. “You and Lyca Ohtar have given all of us hope.”


“We could very well fail Kadeem.” Dysea said.


Kadeem nodded. “Perhaps; but is not the attempt worth it?” He answered. “And it is this that gives us hope. Regardless of whether you succeed or not, hope has been returned to us all.”


Dysea nodded slowly. “You are correct; the attempt is indeed worth it.” She replied. “I thank you for your words Governor.”

Kadeem smiled. “I came to inform you before you left that The High Elf Council has approved the trade route to Salina My Lady.” He told her. “I received word only moments ago. They believe it is Salina that is providing them with their ripe fruit and vegetables.”


Dysea smiled. “Then let us let them continue to think that.” She said. “The trade route has been securely worked out?”


Kadeem nodded. “It has, twice a week My Lady.” He answered. “A changed letter or number will indicate that Queen Tarifa will be coming with the convoy. I will then notify you in Eden.”

“Excellent. When I return to Eden I will insure that you are delivered the fresh fruits and vegetables three times a week so that you do not miss a shipment and draw suspicion.” Dysea answered.


“There was also word from Mountain City of an attack on the Queen.” Kadeem spoke. “The reports say she was rescued by a female Drow warrior. A Drow! Everyone thought they were extinct. The Queen has announced this Drow will become her personal Attendant. Can you believe it? Is this true?”


Dysea nodded. “There are quite a few Drow that survived the Alliance purge from what I understand. She is a part of no clan or family and I met her before I left Tarifa. She will make a fine Attendant to Tarifa. You have your instructions on what to do if any dispatches come through.”


Kadeem nodded. “Yes My Lady.” He answered. “The communications hub you have left here will come in quite handy. It is well hidden and well guarded, have no fear.”


Dysea nodded. “Until we are ready to fully announce we exist, we must maintain certain levels of secrecy Kadeem. It is not because we do not trust you; it is because we do not trust those in the larger elf cities.”


“Yes I know. And I will insure we do our part as well.” Kadeem told her. “Your… your hair looks very… you look very stunning My Lady. More so than any time I have seen you before.”


Dysea smiled and blushed slightly. “Thank you Governor.”


They turned as the Crew Chief for the Raptor walked up slowly. “We’re all set to depart Dysea.” The male elf spoke. “Cathy is warming the engines up and we can lift off in three minutes.”

Dysea nodded and gave Kadeem a short embrace which surprised him slightly. She smiled at him. “I will see you again soon.” She spoke before turning and following the crew chief towards the Raptor. The whine of the engines spooling up prevented any conversation until she was inside, and she moved directly to the cockpit.


Cathy turned her helmeted head and her eyes grew a little wider. “Wow!” She spoke. “I like the new hair cut, very sexy.”


Dysea smiled and settled into the engineer’s chair. “I rather like it myself.” Dysea said. “I hope Martin does too.”


“Dysea… you could be bald and he wouldn’t care.” Cathy said. “I’ve known the Skipper a long time, almost as long as Ben and Tina. You’re in his blood girl, never forget that. You’ll see.”


Dysea smiled at her words, unsure what the last part of her statement meant. “He is in mine as well.” She said finally. “How are things going with Leland?” She asked knowingly.


Cathy couldn’t help the wide smile on her face. “I can honestly say I have never worshiped a man before.” She spoke. “But Leland… well he just makes me tingle all over inside.”


“He’s a good man.” Dysea said. 


“Yes he is. I just bet he’s elbow deep in trouble right now though.” Cathy said.


“What do you mean?” Dysea asked.


“We’ve been busy while you were gone.” Cathy told her with a knowing smile. “We wiped out the mercenaries in Flagstaff, and Martin and Leland are leading the assault against Cedar City.”


“We went after Cedar City?” Dysea spoke a worried expression on her face.


“It’s going well Dysea, relax. We’ve cleaned out most of the city rather quickly. They didn’t think we would attack, and when we did, we hit them from three different directions. They ran like little kids.”


“What are… what are our casualties?” Dysea asked.


“Thirty-seven dead and three hundred nineteen wounded.” Cathy answered somberly.


“We… we predicted almost a thousand dead if we attacked before winter.” Dysea spoke in surprise.


Cathy nodded. “I know… we began hitting them last night and caught them with their pants down. Martin and Leland have been pressing the attack ever since. Last time I spoke with him they were about to head deeper into the urban portion to link up with Martin and his command. Marty got a little ahead of his support elements.”


“Martin is there?” Dysea asked.


Cathy nodded. “That’s where we’re heading. We have a load of supplies for them.”


“He didn’t tell me he was going to attack Cedar City.” Dysea spoke.


“He probably didn’t want you to worry Dysea, and besides, he knew you had another mission. Sit down sister, because there’s more. Your mother showed up with a bunch of your Wood Elf Rangers too.” Cathy spoke. “Last I heard they were kicking ass and taking names.”


“My mother is at Cedar City?” Dysea asked aghast.


“Don’t worry, she’s holding down the fort at the airfield.” Cathy spoke. “We’ve moved our command section there. When we lifted off, she was directing the arrival of wounded and the extraction of the civilians we have rescued.”


“Let us go quickly Cathy. I haven’t seen my mother in months.” Dysea said.


Cathy grinned. “That’s what I like to hear!” She turned and her hands flew over her flight controls. “Let’s turn and burn.”
CEDAR CITY

Martin winced as the rounds struck the side of the building above his head and showered him with broken bits of concrete and brick. He pulled his head back quickly and looked at Ealin and the other members of his personal team that lined the outer wall of the old college football stadium.


“I think they are waiting for us?” Martin spoke with a smile.


“What makes you say that?” Ealin asked sarcastically as he rolled his eyes.


“Are the other teams in place?” He asked.


The female elf with the small radio attached to her shoulder and headset stuck in her ear nodded her head quickly. “Danny split his group into two teams. They are standing by at the northern entrances. They were undetected as they moved into position.”

Martin nodded. “I saw a football game here once.” Martin spoke to no one in particular as he hefted his HK74 assault rifle. “The visiting team won.”


“I take it we are the visiting team?” Ealin asked.


Martin grinned. “I don’t know, but we are going to win I can tell you that.” Martin looked at his watch and took a deep breath. “Execute!” He barked.


The twenty-two mercenaries from Cedar City had holed up in the front office of the stadium, unable to get all the way to the University grounds with their comrades. It had been a horrific twelve hours for them. None of them had ever come under heavy artillery fire before, and when the rockets and artillery rounds began landing all around them and destroying all that they took for granted, they quickly panicked. Many of them bore minor wounds from flying shrapnel and gunshots. They had been completely unprepared for the ferocity of the attack by the elves and the men and women under Martin’s command. Many had seen dozens of their mercenary comrades attempt to surrender only to be brutally shot in place as the humans and elves swept throughout the city, slowly taking control of what they once had. 

It mattered not where they turned, for if the area was not being hammered with artillery, it was infested with humans and elves that were heavily armed and out looking for blood. Their slaves and many of the civilians of Cedar City had disappeared in the first ten minutes of the attack, and they didn’t know that most of them had been ushered to safe zones within the city limits and were under heavy guard, though they were receiving medical treatment and hot food and drink.


The mercenaries had never experienced the savage violence that was been visited upon them before. They were so used to being the ones exacting the violence on others, as soon as it was turned against them by someone stronger, they ran like the cowards they all were.


They managed to make their way here to the stadium before being cut off by artillery fire and unable to link up with their commander at the University. All of them knew they were surrounded, but they mistakenly thought they were in a good position to hold and protect them from further attacks. The guards that were posted had taken potshots at a few fleeting glimpses of armed people in and around the front office block, but they were completely unaware of how close to death they truly were. No one heard Martin’s shouted command to execute, and the first any of them knew they were about to die is when the four flash bang grenades came flying through the smashed out office windows and went off in their midst. Many of them mercenaries were unprepared for the grenades’ detonation, and screams erupted as ear drums were ruptured and blackness with white stars filled their eyes. Almost all of them dropped their weapons to clutch at their heads in agony, and none of them saw or heard the three teams of elves and humans burst into the room.

Nine HK74’s spit out death and devastation, the Teflon coated ammunition punching through bodies with no resistance at all. The screams of the dying were quickly silenced by single shots or three round bursts through open mouths or into foreheads and chests.


Martin squeezed the trigger of his HK one last time, sending a three round burst through the left eye of a mercenary who had been unable to even get off the floor. His hands had been clutched over his bleeding ears, his mouth open in silent agony of which Martin quickly freed him of. His head blew open like an over ripe melon, splashing the wall and the floor with blood and brain matter.


“Clear!” Martin barked out, holding his position. Ealin and his radio operator were on either flank of him, holding their positions.


“Clear!” Danny’s voice sounded in the smoke filled room.


“Clear!” Radama’s voice followed. “I have the leader of this group!”


Martin got to his feet slowly as the smoke from the grenades began to filter out of the room and he saw Radama shove the human man forward to sprawl in front of Martin. His ears were bleeding, and Martin knew his ear drums were ruptured. He also bore two bullet wounds in his upper shoulder and arm, his ragged uniform soaked in blood.


“Hi there,” Martin spoke looking down at the man.


Martin saw Danny come up through the dissipating smoke, his HK in his hands. “The rest are deader than shit.” He reported. “This one zagged when he should have zigged. Radama was aiming at his empty melon head.”


Martin grinned. “Secure the building, and let Leland know that no reinforcements will be coming from the stadium.” He spoke turning to his female radio operator. “He can conduct his attack as soon as he and General Vengal are in position.”

“Danny please let Juan know that we can use the stadium here to set a triage center before moving anyone to the airfield.” Martin spoke. “Process them here and then send them forward. I don’t want to risk anything at the airfield.”


Danny nodded and turned to his own radio operator who waved indicating he understood. “I’ll get some additional security in here to lock down the place.” He spoke.


Martin nodded and looked at the mercenary. He reached out and slapped the man viciously, getting his attention. “Is there a reason why I should keep you alive?” Martin asked, raising his voice so that the man could hear him even with his damaged ears.

“Fuck you elf lover!” The man spat.


Martin chuckled. “You aren’t my type sport.” He answered. “Take this fucker and string him up outside.” Martin spoke looking at Radama. “Do it in a way so that they can see his carcass at the University.”


Radama smiled savagely and grabbed the man by his long greasy hair, “With pleasure.” He spat.


Leland lifted his finger to his lips in the universal sign for silence as the young human boy saw him lift himself from the sewer in the floor of the large bathroom.


“Where you at runt,” The mean voice echoed in the room. Leland scrambled quickly to the side of the door.


The boy turned to see the large mercenary burst through the door of the bathroom, and his eyes filled with fear. “No… please… not again!” He gasped.


The mercenary grinned widely, revealing broken teeth and a foul smelling mouth. “You liked it last night boy.”


“You will hurt this child no more scum.” Leland growled.


The mercenary’s eyes went wide and he started to whirl around, only to have Leland bury the large blade into his chest that much more quickly. Leland clamped his free hand over the mercenary’s foul smelling mouth and wrenched the blade up. The man lifted himself up on his tip toes to escape the savage pain tearing through his chest and belly, but it was of no use. His blood splashed wetly on the tile floor around him, and his eyes quickly rolled into the back of his head as Leland sliced open his heart.


Leland easily grabbed the body before it fell, catching the weapon and lowering them both quietly to the floor. He looked at the human boy.


“I mean you no harm little one.” Leland spoke gently. “And this man will no longer hurt you.”


“Are… are you an elf?” The boy asked quietly.


Leland smiled. “Yes I am little one. I have come with my friends to save you.” He motioned to the hole in the floor and the boy followed his hand to see more elves and humans quickly climbing out of the sewer drain. “Are your parents outside?” Leland asked, coming up next to the boy.


The blond haired boy, no more than eight years old, shook his head. “They are dead mister.” He spoke. 


“Are you by yourself?” Leland asked. The boy nodded slowly, his hands clutched together as he bit his lower lip. “What is your name?”


“Johnny.”


Leland smiled and held out his hand, “Johnny can you tell me how many men like him are out there?”


“Billy was really mad this morning! A bunch of his friends left last night!” The little boy answered. “They didn’t think anyone saw them, but I watched as they ran off down the street.”


Leland looked at Vengal as he settled next to him. He turned back to the boy. “Can you tell me how many are left Johnny?”


“Not many.” He replied. “Billy was so mad he killed two of his own men to scare the others. There is only like twelve of them left. No one else knows.”


Leland smiled and took the boy’s small hand in his. “They won’t hurt you any longer little one.” He said softly. 


“Are you… are you going to kill Billy?” Johnny asked.


“I am certainly going to try.” Leland spoke.


“He’s hurt me a lot.” Johnny spoke lowering his head in shame.


Leland felt his heart go out to the human child and he brushed the blond locks from his eyes. “You have no need to fear any loner Johnny. I will protect you.”


“You… you promise?”


Leland nodded without thought. “I promise you. Right now I need you to stay hidden in here until I come back for you. I’m going to go take care of Billy and his men ok?”

Johnny nodded. “Ok.”


“Go hide in one of those small stalls until I come back for you. And don’t move no matter what you hear. Do you understand?”


Johnny nodded and Leland and Vengal watched him scamper quickly into one of the abandoned toilet stalls. Vengal glanced at Leland a look of disgust on his face. 


“They use children?” He asked in outrage.


“Scum like the ones we are about to kill have no morals General.” Leland replied wiping the blade of his knife on the dead mercenary’s shirt. “I will enjoy killing this scum Billy.”


Vengal nodded. “Indeed. We should stick to the original plan in case the child has missed any that might be hidden.”


Leland nodded. “If the child is any indication, we must move quickly. The civilians may be in greater danger if this Billy person thinks he is threatened.”


Vengal smiled savagely. “Give me six minutes to move into position and then we can attack.”

Leland nodded. “Six minutes General.”

CEDAR CITY AIRFIELD


Dysea embraced her mother at the foot of the rear ramp of the Raptor as Cathy shut down the engines and systems from the cockpit. That they were related was easy enough to tell as her mother had the same platinum blond hair and the same slim yet luscious figure, but she looked much older.


Dysea smiled as her mother held her tightly, inhaling her mother’s scent and finding joy and peace in the smell. She had not seen her in almost a year, and to finally be able to embrace her tightly like this was just the medicine she needed.


Dysea’s mother finally pushed her away and held her at arm’s length and looked at her, eyes moist with happy tears.


“You… you should not have come.” Dysea told her, but not really meaning her words.


Normya could only grin as she looked at her only child. “Acid storms could not have kept me away child.” She said. “It has been too long since I have seen you.”


“I have missed you Amille.” Dysea spoke softly smiling at her mother.


“Imagine my surprise when I discovered that Vengal was coming to meet with you and this Martin Hunter.” Normya spoke. “I was incensed when the Council declared you a traitor to your own people. They provided no proof except some silly information they made up. Things have been very bad Dysea. There is much talk among the people that you were betrayed Dysea. This new Queen the Council has appointed bends like a reed in the wind to the Council’s will.”

“It doesn’t matter anymore Amille. I will deal with the Council of Elders when the time is right. I am here now, and we are building something far greater.” Dysea spoke.


“So I see. I have been among these people for only a few short hours and in that time I have seen something I never imagined I would, humans and elves working together.” Normya told her as they began to walk away from the rear of the Raptor. “Elves treated equally… and in positions of authority over humans. And the humans accept this as if it is common place.” Normya shook her head. “When I arrived here at this airfield, a human man came up to me and asked if I would take control of directing the refugees to buildings and tents they had set up. He did not blink that I was an elf.”


Dysea held her arm as they walked and she smiled. “It is part of what we are building here Amille.” She said. “They care not if we are human or elf, only that our ultimate goal is achieved. And that is freedom and prosperity for all of us.”

“The man who has claimed you for his own, this… this Martin Hunter?” Normya spoke. “What is he like? When I asked to see him I was told he was leading an attack on the old University here personally. He commands such a following… such courage and devotion.”


Dysea nodded. “Yes he does.” She said. “And I think he is more frightened of you than you are of him.”


Normya looked at her daughter aghast. “You jest!” She spat.


Dysea smiled, “Not at all.” She told her mother. 


“You have returned from Mountain City.” Normya asked. “How is… how is the High Elf Queen?”


Dysea looked at her mother, trying to see any signs of disapproval and rejection but all she saw was a mother’s love. “She is herself again.” Dysea answered. “Amille… I…”


Normya put a finger to her daughter’s lips and shook her head. “You need explain nothing to me Dysea. I have thought of what you have done many times myself, but I never had the opportunity to experience it. You have said she is like the sister you never had?”


Dysea nodded with a gentle smile. “We have become very close, yes Amille.” She answered quickly.


Normya nodded. ‘Then who am I to say anything?” She replied. “Is this Martin Hunter up to the chore of pleasing my daughter as she desires?”


“Mother!” Dysea exclaimed, her face taking on a slight shade of red even under her tan.


“It is a fair question!” Normya spoke.


Dysea couldn’t help but shake her head. “He is more than up to the task mother.” She finally said. “Come… we’ll secure a Hopper and go to the university and you can meet him.” She looked up and waved at the heavily armed soldiers that had become her shadow as soon as she exited the Raptor. Normya took notice of this quickly and watched as one of them broke from his position and ran up to her briskly.


“Yes ma’am?” He asked.


“I want to go to the University Richard.” She spoke.


The young human man nodded his head. “The General just reported in that Leland and General Vengal have taken down the last mercenary position at the University. The captives there are being moved to the coliseum.”


“How many did they save?” Dysea asked.


“All of them ma’am, Leland and that Wood Elf Ranger did some serious ass kicking. They even captured the leader of the scum. The General is with him now.”


“Good… secure a Hopper and let’s get moving.” Dysea spoke. “My mother will be accompanying us.”

The young man nodded and turned to another in Dysea’s security detachment and began shouting orders. Normya squeezed her hand. “You have a security detail?” She asked.


Dysea nodded. “Nauta Melme insists on it.” She replied to the same question Tarifa’s mother had asked. “There was an assassination attempt when we first started building Eden. Since that time he has insured I was never alone when I was not with him.”


Normya nodded in understanding. “What you have built will no doubt threaten many. He did the right thing in protecting you.”


They turned as the armored Hopper pulled up next to them. Dysea took her hand. “Come mother… it is time you met Nauta Melme.” 

MOUNTAIN CITY


Aihola stretched luxuriantly on the silk sheets of the bed she lay in. Her eyes fluttered open, a look of contentment on her face at feeling the soft sheets against her skin. As the memories of the last few hours came rushing back, her eyes sprang open quickly and she sat up in the bed with a start. She inhaled sharply when she saw Tarifa sitting on the large bed lotus style, her eyes nearly aglow in the dim light of the coming morning.

“Good morning.” Tarifa spoke softly. Aihola looked around quickly, her Drow warrior instincts lighting off and Tarifa took notice of this. “You are safe Aihola. You are in my home.”


Aihola turned back to her. “Safe!” She hissed. “Your Dragoons raped and beat me! I will never be safe among your kind!”


“The Dragoons who assaulted you are dead!” Tarifa stated flatly. “They were scum of the vilest sort. I had you brought to my home, and here you will be safe.”


“Your home,” Aihola asked her eyes going slightly wide when she heard Tarifa tell her the men who had raped her were dead. “So now I am your prisoner as well?”


“You are no prisoner Aihola.” Tarifa spoke softly. “But it is safer that you stay here with me than any other place in Mountain City.”


“Why should I trust you?” Aihola hissed. “You… you and your blond Queen raped me as well! You are no different than…”


Tarifa sighed heavily. “We… we did not intend for that to happen Aihola.” She spoke softly. “The Alliance experiments on you… when you become excited you secrete a pheromone that anyone around you will find irresistible. It overcame us and caused us to react the way we did. I sincerely apologize for that.”


Tarifa got up from the bed and Aihola noticed for the first time that all she wore were undergarments that fit her lush body like a glove and highlighted every delicious curve. The same curves Aihola had taken great pleasure in exploring intimately only a few hours ago. Her coal colored skin hid the deep blush she felt as these thoughts raced through her head. She watched as Tarifa went to the small table and she couldn’t help but admire the long satiny legs and firm ass cheeks, nor could she discount that Tarifa’s large breasts were straining magnificently against the light blue bra she wore. She noticed for the first time that Tarifa was perhaps two or three inches taller than her. She watched as Tarifa picked up the vial of dark liquid and returned to stand next to the side of the bed and hold it out to her.

“Dysea is quite knowledgeable of Alliance poisons and such.” Tarifa explained. “I don’t know how… but she is. She left this for you. It is made from herbs and roots and will effectively counteract what the Alliance experiments did to you. It will not cure you completely, but it will make it so you are not as… sensitive to unwanted manipulation. At least until such time as we can find a more permanent solution. She has returned to Eden and taken a blood sample of you back with her. If anyone can discover a cure for you, Anja can.”


“How do I know this is not just some other means for you to control me?” Aihola retorted. 


“I have no desire to control you Aihola.” Tarifa spoke. “You are an unwitting pawn in a power play among the High Elves. Telan has been using you, as he does everyone else.”


“So you say.” Aihola spoke, realizing for the first time that she was very naked under the satin sheets. She gripped them quickly and wrapped them around her slim chocolate body.


Tarifa nodded. “Yes… so I say.” She spoke pulling the chair closer to the side of the bed. “You have a choice to make Aihola.”


Aihola watched as Tarifa settled into the chair and looked at her. Her actions thus far had not been in any way controlling. Aihola’s keen senses could not detect anyone else inside the room with them, or inside the house for that matter. Tarifa was extremely comfortable and her heart beat evenly. Tarifa smiled as she saw Aihola reaching out with her acute Drow senses.


“We are alone Aihola.” She spoke. “There is no one else here with us.”


“Why have you brought me here?” Aihola finally asked. 


“I need your help.” Tarifa answered honestly.


“My help? You are the Queen of the High Elves… what would you need my help for? I am a Drow warrior, an assassin, a mercenary. I am as much hated by your people as I am the humans and other elves.”


“I don’t hate you.” Tarifa spoke softly. 


Aihola laughed softly. “You are Queen… you hate me more than anyone.”


“If that was the case, and I did hate you, than why are you here now? Why did I react in the manner I did when I saw those men raping you?” Tarifa asked.


Aihola was silent as she gazed at Tarifa’s face. The almost blue black hair framing her sapphire eyes, the full lips and delicate skin. Aihola remembered how those lips tasted of peach, how her skin flushed as she reached the pinnacle of pleasure at Aihola’s own urging. And she remembered the intense pleasure those lips had bestowed upon her as they drove her to heights of passion she had not known existed.


“And if I say no?” She questioned.


“Then I will kill you.” Tarifa stated flatly, “Without hesitation.”


“You think much of your skill Queen of the High Elves.” Aihola spoke. “I am a Drow warrior… I could…” Aihola’s eyes bugged out of her head as she found she could no longer breathe. Her hands went to her throat and she felt the iron grip of Tarifa’s hand on the slim neck. She glanced frantically at Tarifa’s face and saw it was only inches from her own. Her eyes had changed to sapphire orbs surrounded by blackness, and her fangs had extended to their full length. Aihola restrained herself from exerting her own strength, not wanting to reveal what she was.

“Do not for an instant believe I could not kill you Aihola.” Tarifa spoke. “I am considerably more than just an elf now, and it would not please me to have to show it to you.” Tarifa moved her face closer, her hand still clutching Aihola’s throat, but not squeezing any tighter than she already was. Aihola’s hand rested atop hers. “I have no desire to kill you Aihola. I would very much like you to listen to me and help me of your own accord.” Tarifa’s soft lips were only millimeters from Aihola’s own soft pink lips as she spoke. “You… you know too much already and I…” Tarifa sat back slowly, releasing Aihola and bringing her hands together as she returned to the chair. “I would prefer to have you as a friend.”

Aihola rubbed her neck where Tarifa’s hand had just been. “And if I do not help you, that is when you will kill me?” She spoke her eyes wide in a mixture of anger and something else she did not understand. “I have no family! No clan! My brother and those under his command have vanished and they are probably dead at the hands of the Alliance! What could you possibly give to me that would make me want to go on?”


“Hope.” Tarifa answered without hesitation. “Hope for a future where things are different. I have been among the Alliance torture chambers Aihola, just as you have been. Marcus himself tortured and raped me for nearly six weeks before giving me to his men. Nine of my father’s Dragoons died rescuing me. I have sworn never to have that monster take me alive again. I too thought all hope was lost… that things could never change, until I met someone who changed my mind and returned that hope to me.”


“The one you speak of… he is the one who changed you and the Wood Elf Queen?” Aihola asked softly.


Tarifa nodded. “He has changed us in more than just physical terms.” She replied. “My… my relationship with them is difficult to explain, but it has opened my eyes to hope for a better future. And he has already started building that future with Dysea, and they wait for me to join them, for we began this quest together. And I will join them and help them as we build a future at the earliest possible moment. You can be a part of that future with us.”


“You mean as the sex toy of you and your Wood Elf lover; as the plaything of the man who changed you and her into something other than elves?” Aihola snapped viciously. “I think not! I have no desire to become like you and she!”


Tarifa looked at her, her eyes returning to normal and her fangs retracting. “Was making love to me… to us that terrible Aihola?” She asked gently. “I did not think so, and I can tell you neither did Dysea. Part of the gift that Martin gave to us was an ability to heal and purge foreign diseases and viruses from our bodies. The pheromone your body secretes when you are gripped in passion no longer affected us after the first hour Aihola; at least it did not me. I was acting quite of my own free will.”


Aihola looked at her surprised. “You… what… you were willingly doing such things to me?” She gasped.


“While we could not resist initially, once our bodies were purged of the pheromone you secrete, we were acting quite willingly I assure you. I… I enjoy it very much Aihola, perhaps much more than Dysea. You… you could not help yourself, we understood this… but you tasted so good and sweet and…” Tarifa looked at Aihola, her cheeks turning a slight crimson. “It was wrong and I apologize to you for that. That however is not the reason behind what I propose to you. Who you share a bed with is entirely up to you, and you would be helping me by acting as my Royal Attendant.”


“Do you think me a fool? I would be your Attendant?” Aihola gasped.


Tarifa nodded. “My bodyguard if you prefer that term, yes.” She replied. “I can think of no one who would fit that role better. You are a Drow warrior, and that by itself strikes fear into others.”


“Your… your husband knows me.” Aihola spoke softly, her mind racing now at what Tarifa was offering to her. “How would you explain this to him?”


“He is NOT my husband!” Tarifa growled viciously, startling Aihola. “And he is no different than most men, and fortunately for me he thinks with his cock most of the time. I can deal with Telan.”

“You… you are married to him.” Aihola spoke not understanding. “He… he is your husband.”


“I would never willingly marry that pig!” Tarifa spoke, the heat in her voice very evident. “Telan and his family are part of the problem. Before Dysea came to Mountain City they were giving me drugs in an attempt to control my mind and my actions. You were supplying those drugs without realizing what they were intended for. Unfortunately for Telan, because of the changes in my body because of my relationship with Martin, the drugs did not work as well as they had hoped. Once my mother told Dysea of what was happening, she came here in order to help me. I am once more the person I was before all of this began.” 

“Then why do you need me?” Aihola asked, now very riveted by the story Tarifa was telling her.

“There are others associated with Telan that do not think with the wrong head.” Tarifa told her. “As long as they perceive that I am doing what they want and am still under their control, and even becoming more compliant, they are not to be feared. You would be there for those that fall outside that category.” Tarifa looked at her, softness in her eyes that Aihola had not yet seen. “And… I would… I would very much like to have a friend.” 

“What… what is it you want of me Queen of the High Elves?” She finally asked her voice soft and almost a whisper as she lowered her head.


“The first thing…” Tarifa spoke reaching out and grasping her jaw and gently lifting her face to meet hers. “My name is Tarifa and I want you to use it. You are not a slave Aihola, not any longer. And… and if you truly wish to leave… then I will allow you to leave if you give me your word you will never speak of what we have discussed this day.”


Aihola looked at her quickly. “You would allow me to leave? Even with what I know and what you just told me?”


Tarifa nodded slowly. “If that is what you truly wished, after what we shared… I could not bring myself to kill you.” She got to her feet and looked down at Aihola. “There are clothes for you in the truck against the wall. I am relatively sure they will fit you quite nicely. I’m going to take a bath. If you are still here when I come out then I will have your answer. If you are not here, then I will fabricate a cover story to make your exit from Mountain City easier. The choice is yours. I… I would like very much for you to stay. The vial contains enough liquid dosage for a least a month. If you leave you will need to seek out Dysea in Eden so that they can give you a more permanent solution or your symptoms will return. Now you must decide.”

Aihola watched Tarifa turn and exit the room leaving her to admire the sway of Tarifa’s ass as she walked, and to decide the future of the rest of her life.

CEDAR CITY


Dysea’s security detachment maintained an extremely tight circle around her and her mother as they made their way into the interior of the old football stadium. Once word had been received that Leland and General Vengal had succeeded in taking down the last holdout of mercenaries within the city, medical teams had descended upon the stadium in droves. They could see hundreds of men, women and children, humans and elves alike, being attended to by dozens of field medics, while a trauma center had been set up in one of the larger offices, Anja directing her medics and treating everyone. 

Normya clung to her daughter’s hand as they approached the office area of the old stadium. She was unsure of how Dysea knew where to go exactly, not realizing that Dysea was tracking Martin by his scent. To Dysea’s enhanced sense of smell, Martin’s unique mint scent was almost overpowering to her and she followed it easily enough. They came to a long corridor and had traveled half way down the narrow hall until Dysea pulled up short. Normya looked at her daughter.


“What is it?” She asked.


Dysea smiled. “Let’s wait here for a moment.” She spoke calmly. “Nauta Melme will join us momentarily.”

“What… what do you mean? How do you know that?” Normya asked.


Dysea started to answer but the large crashing sound stopped her words. They both turned as the entire wall in front of them came crashing outward from the force of the large body that came through it. Plaster and old wiring was ripped from the wall as the bloody body of the mercenary leader impacted the far wall of the corridor and slumped to the floor. His hands were bound in front of him with Teflon plastic cuffs, his face bloody from a smashed mouth and a nasty cut above his eye. His nose was equally twisted and bloody, the cartilage obviously broken, and the upper portion of his nose angled sharply outward. 


Normya watched as the towering male human smashed through the shattered wall right after the body of the mercenary. She took in the tall incredibly muscular body, the dark hair and the wild looking yellow eyes encased in coal black outline, and quickly realized that this man was not completely human. Her eyes grew wide when she saw that the incisor teeth of the man were abnormally long, nearing an inch in length, giving him an extremely terrifying appearance. She watched as he bent over and hauled the mercenary up by his throat with only one hand and slammed him none to kindly into the opposite wall with as much effort as lifting a twig from the ground.


“I know how many innocent lives you have taken!” Martin growled. “Human and elf alike; and for no other reason than they failed to please you in some way. You are nothing more than a disease and you have the audacity to ask me, to beg me for mercy?”

Normya was unable to hear what the mercenary leader was able to mumble, his blood stained lips hardly moving. His eyes were clearly bulging out of his head as the air circulating in his neck was slowly being extinguished by the huge man’s fist. Normya couldn’t help herself and found herself smiling. “Oh I like this man.” She whispered to Dysea. “Tell me he is a friend of your Nauta Melme my daughter.”


Dysea grinned at her mother before looking back to where Martin had the mercenary pinned against the wall. She felt her heart jump when Martin’s head turned as he detected her scent, and his eyes grew wide and immediately changed back to the pools of dark brown she so adored. Martin dropped the mercenary’s body unceremoniously, and stepped back from him. 


“Danny?” He spoke to someone behind him. Normya’s eyes grew wider still when she saw the even larger black man exit through the large hole in the wall. “String this shit sorry fuck from the tallest tree you can find before I lose my temper and begin to cut off his limbs.”


Danny smiled and reached down to grab the mercenary leader by his greasy dirty blond hair. “I think I can arrange that Skipper! And I got just the tree in mind.” He spoke.


Martin turned to look at Dysea as Danny hauled the groaning mercenary leader of Cedar City to his doom. “Melda Min.” Martin spoke taking a step towards her.


Normya’s eyes widened when she heard what Martin called her and she turned to look at her daughter, but Dysea was already launching herself into Martin’s powerful arms. Normya turned back and saw her daughter within the embrace of this tall powerfully built man, a man who was not completely human Normya could tell from the color of his aura. She watched as their lips came together and her daughter shared an exceptionally passionate kiss with him, heedless of the others that were watching.


Martin’s arms crushed Dysea to him as her long legs drew up along his sides and her arms encircled his head tightly. Dysea plunged her tongue into Martin’s mouth, dancing it across his teeth and artfully playing tag with his own tongue. She quickly lost the battle and groaned as Martin pulled her tighter and deepened his kiss, pinning her warm tongue with his own and teasing the tip of his tongue across the bottom of her trapped tongue, causing tiny ripples to course through her. 


They slowly and quite unwillingly drew apart, a small strand of salvia connecting their lips, and Dysea traced her fingers over his face and eyes. “I have missed you Nauta Melme.” She spoke softly. “I have missed you so very much.”


Martin nuzzled the hollow of her throat, his lips grazing her satiny skin. “No more than I have missed you Melda Min.” He told her softly.


Dysea took his face in her hands and kissed him once more, staring into his dark eyes with adoration and love. “Tarifa sends you her undying thanks Martin.” Dysea spoke, caressing his cheeks. “She so wanted to be with us here. To help us to continue what we started.”


Martin set Dysea down on the floor. “You reek of her.” He spoke with a grin. “And…” He sniffed Dysea’s hair, “Someone else as well.”


Dysea smiled and squeezed his hands. “I couldn’t pull myself away from her.” She told him shyly, pressing her head against his chest and wrapping her arms around his waist. “We missed having you with us my love.”


Martin held her tightly, his eyes closed as he relished in the feel of her in his arms. “Then she understands of our plan?”


Dysea nodded. “She does not like it, but she knows what she must do. Governor Kadeem and I should be able to arrange visits by her that will not arouse suspicion. Now that she knows we still consider her a dearest friend, I have no doubt she will try and make as many trips to see us as she is able and not put herself in jeopardy.”


Martin nodded and caressed Dysea’s hair. “And who is this other female elf I smell on you Melda Min?” He asked. 


“A Drow warrior we ran across.” Dysea answered. “I will explain all that later when I have you alone.” She told him, a lustful glint in her eyes as she gazed at him.


Martin smiled. “I look forward to that.”


Dysea drew away from him partly and turned to hold out her hand to her mother. “Nauta Melme… may I present my mother Normya.”


Martin looked at Normya and bowed his head slightly to her in respect. “It is an honor to finally meet you Queen Mother.” He spoke.


Normya looked at him surprised. “My daughter is no longer Queen Martin Hunter… therefore I no longer hold that title.”


Martin looked at her. “Your daughter will always be Queen… and you will always hold that title in my eyes.” He replied, taking her hand and bringing it to his lips to kiss the back of her knuckles.


Normya couldn’t help but smile broadly. “Oh I like him daughter.” She said with chuckle. “I like him very much.”

Martin laughed with them. “Please… we have set up a small command post of sorts nearby where we can relax and talk more.”


Normya allowed Martin to take her arm, and noticed that he still held Dysea’s hand tightly, as he led them down the corridor. She smiled to herself… knowing that her daughter had chosen extremely well.

MOON BASE EDEN

Taggart looked at Anisa as she sat on the edge of the medical bed. “How long has this been happening?” He asked.

Anisa met his eyes. “I would say roughly six weeks now.” She answered. 


“And what exactly do you feel?” Paul asked.


“There are moments when I can hear others talking when they aren’t even close to me. I smell things I shouldn’t be able to.” Anisa answered. “I… I’m stronger… my reflexes twice what they should be.”

Paul finished drawing the blood from her arm and placed the small cotton ball over where we had withdrawn the needle. He looked at Anisa carefully. “Go on.” He said.


Anisa shrugged. “It’s very scary Paul.” She spoke. “I’m changing and I don’t know why.”


Paul placed the vial of blood on the table and then turned back to look at her, leaning against the adjoining bed. “I do.” He told her softly.


Anisa looked at him surprised. “What do you mean you know? I have just come to you, and you have not even conducted an examination.”


“I don’t need to conduct an examination.” Paul answered.


“I don’t think I understand.” Anisa said. “How is it possible that you know what is happening to me without a full medical examination?”


Paul went to one of the medical tables and retrieved a data pad from it. He walked back to her as he punched in a security code and then held it out to her. “Read this.” He said.


Anisa took the pad and after a moment of looking at him, she began to read the pad. The more she read, the more her eyes grew larger. She looked up at him. “How… how did you get this?” She asked. Paul turned away and began to fiddle with the instruments on the small table next to the bed. Anisa reached out and took his arm, turning him back around. “I asked you a question Paul. How did you find this out?”

Paul met her eyes and exhaled heavily. “You must not reveal you know anything.” He said. “The Admiral would kill me if he found out.”


“Found out what Paul?” Anisa asked.


“We have a secure communications line open with Martin and the others on Earth.” The voice spoke from the doorway, startling them both and causing them to whirl around. Admiral Wallace strode into the room casually dressed in civilian clothes and looking like he had just woke up. “We have sent reports back and forth since he established Eden City in Utah.”

Anisa looked at the man she had come to love fiercely. “I don’t follow William.” She spoke. “Why… why keep that a secret from me?”


“If you did not know… and you were captured… you could not tell them anything.” William answered. “I’m… I’m sorry Anisa.”


“I don’t care about that!” She snapped. “I understand that! Why would you keep what this Anja Peterson reported from me?”


“That’s a bit more complicated.” William answered her.


“Admiral… I’m sorry… she…” Paul began.


Wallace waved his hand cutting off his apology and shook his head. “It’s not your fault Paul. It’s something I should have been more open about from the very beginning.” William looked at Anisa, “Especially with you Anisa.”


“William… why… I don’t understand.” Anisa spoke stepping closer to him, and reaching out to stroke his weathered cheek.


“I… I have always tried to keep it from others. I doubt even Marty knows.” William spoke. “All throughout my entire career I have had to hide it and turn away from it. I never wanted too, but it was something I needed to do. It was part of my mission to help in protecting him.”


“Protect who William…?” Anisa asked.


“Martin.” Wallace answered, “To protect Martin. He doesn’t know who and what he is yet. He will discover it soon enough… but right now he believes he is still a Genome.”


Anisa stepped off the table and moved to him. “William… what are you talking about? Who is Martin? What do you mean?”


Wallace shook his head and put a finger to her lips. “You have a right to know. I have never felt for a woman what I feel for you.”


“William I am an elf!” Anisa snapped.


Wallace chuckled. “Do you think that matters to me considering what I am? I saw the report that…Dym… Doctor Carson left for Marty in the computer at Eden Ground Command. How he altered certain elves to make them more attractive to genomes, and vice versa. Have you never asked why you suddenly found me so attractive Anisa?”


“Why would this matter?” Anisa asked.


“Walter Carson was brilliant.” Wallace spoke. “One of the smartest men I have ever had the pleasure of knowing. And I hope to see him someday soon so thank I can thank him.”


“Thank him?” Anisa asked.


William nodded. “Thank him for you.” He replied. 


“William… my Cundu… I don’t…”


William smiled at her. “Everyone seems to think that Marty is the very first genome Walter ever created. That is not completely accurate.” He looked at Anisa. “You see… Martin and those with him… they aren’t really genomes at all.”

Anisa’s eyes went wide at this and they all heard the small yelp of surprise and the glass vial hitting the floor behind them. They turned and saw Alliance Minister Torcrum standing in the small office listening.


She had just heard everything William had told them.

