CHAPTER TWELVE
CEDAR CITY

“…decided that the time was right to come to Cedar City and knock off this scum bag before he was able to consolidate his base more so than he already had.” Martin was explaining to Dysea and Normya as they sat in the small office he had taken over as his temporary Command Post. He leaned against the small desk in the room, the mug of coffee in his hand. Dysea and Normya could see the members of Martin’s command staff moving about checking maps and continuing to get reports from the field.

“You didn’t tell me you were going to attack Cedar City Nauta Melme.” Dysea scolded him moving up close to him, pressing her body against his and snuggling her face into his neck. 

Martin nodded slowly and meeting her emerald green eyes. His arm snaked around her small waist and pulled her closer to him. “I know Melda Min, but I didn’t make the final decision until the attack on Flagstaff went so well. Everyone was pumped up and confident, and the plan we developed last month worked to perfection.”


Normya looked surprised. “And you were able to mobilize your forces and attack in less than three days?” She asked the look of shock very evident on her face.


Martin nodded. “Most of them were ready to deploy anyways in case the operation in Flagstaff bogged down. Once we swept through Flagstaff so quickly, we were on a roll and I had them move to Cedar City.”

“The fall of Cedar City will not go unnoticed Martin Hunter.” Normya spoke wisely. “The other strongholds of mercenary and trader scum will be ready for you now. And word will go out among the human cities as well. You and my daughter have brought humans and elves together for the first time in our history, and once word of your victories reaches elf ears, hundreds if not thousands will flock to you. And more still will want to destroy what you have built. Are you prepared for that?”


Martin looked at Normya, his arm still holding Dysea close to him, her hand resting on his chest as she looked at her mother. “We are ready now.” He answered. “Eden is nearly complete, and our security measures to protect the city are impregnable. As we grow in size we will expand the security boundaries. The schools are opening within the week; our medical facility is the finest outside of Alliance controlled territory; and for the first time in four hundred years elves can become what they were intended to be, the partners and friends of humans.”


“And what of those that do not want this?” Normya asked.


Martin’s dark eyes changed to steely orbs. “I don’t particularly care what they want or don’t want.” He told her. “I’m only concerned with Eden. Those that want to live free will join us, those that don’t can go right straight to hell.”


“And if they attempt to destroy what you have built so far?”


The look in Martin’s dark eyes caused Normya to shudder as a cold shiver ran down her spine. “Then it will take them three very long and painful days to die.” Martin answered coldly.


Normya couldn’t help the smile that creased her face and she burst out laughing. “Oh my daughter, don’t let this one get away. I might steal him myself if you do.”


Dysea laughed with her mother and wrapped her arms around Martin’s waist. “I have no intention of letting him get away.” She spoke.


Normya got to her feet. “I look forward to talking with you more Martin Hunter. However, one of your promising young officers asked that I coordinate the transfer of wounded back to Eden, and after so long of not doing anything; I believe I will enjoy this task. I…”


Normya’s words stopped when the hulking figure of Danny came into the room, Vengal and Radama with him. They walked right up to where Martin was.


“My Queen,” Vengal spoke seeing Dysea for the first time and he quickly went to one knee in front of Dysea. “You don’t know how it makes my heart sing to see you well.”


Dysea smiled and took Vengal by the shoulders, urging him to stand up. “It is very good to see you as well General.” Dysea spoke. “But I am no longer Queen, and you need not bow to me.”


Vengal looked at her. “You will always be Queen to me My Lady, and to thousands of Wood Elves who recognize what is happening among our people. Never doubt that.”


Dysea’s face took on a tint of embarrassment and she nodded. “Thank you General.” She spoke. “Martin tells me that you took part in the attack here on Cedar City?”


Vengal nodded with a smile. “We did My Lady, and I can proudly say I have not had this much fun in nearly a hundred years.”

Dysea laughed and squeezed his hands as he stood back up. “Yes… Nauta Melme appears to get into some sort trouble on a regular basis.” Dysea glanced at Martin with a lusty twinkle in her eye before looking back to Vengal. “How many travel with you my friend?”


“A hundred of my Rangers accompanied me My Lady.” Vengal replied. “Nauro Ohtar has used us well here in Cedar City.” (Wolf Warrior)

Dysea looked at him puzzled. “Nauro Ohtar? Why do you call him that?”

Vengal glanced at Martin quickly and then back to Dysea. “He has the senses of a wolf My Lady, he hunts at night, and he is unforgiving of his prey.”


Dysea smiled. “Yes he is.” She said turning to look at Martin oddly as if something suddenly became clear to her. “Yes he is.”


“Skipper,” Danny spoke now. “Some of the other elves we freed have told us about a convoy of Hoppers that left here two days ago. Apparently it was full of elves that were being taken to Las Vegas to be sold as slaves; roughly three hundred of them.”


Vengal looked at Dysea, his eyes showing a spark Dysea had not seen in them in some time. “My Queen, Anuk was among them.”


Dysea’s eyes went wider, “Anuk? Are you sure Vengal? The reports we received told us she had been killed.”


“I questioned the woman myself.” Vengal told her. “She described Anuk in detail. It has to be her.”


Martin pushed off from the desk he was leaning on. “Who is this Anuk?”


Dysea looked at Martin. “She is Vengal’s youngest and only surviving daughter.” She answered. “She was on a routine patrol eleven months ago and was attacked by slavers. The initial reports we received told us she and her Ranger unit were wiped out.”


Martin perked up at this news. “General, are you sure she was speaking of your daughter?” He asked.


“I am positive Narmo Ohtar.” He replied. “She described my daughter right down to the tattoos I gave to her at her coming of age ceremony. It could be no one else. I ask that you allow me to pursue this convoy to Las Vegas and retrieve her.”


Martin turned to look at the map on the desk. “Two days ago would have given them quite a head start.” He said. “By the time you got moving they will have reached Vegas already. How big an operation is in Vegas?”


“It is a human settlement, easily three times as large as Cedar City.” Dysea answered, moving to stand next to him by the table. She adjusted the controls on the map chart and brought up a close up image of Las Vegas, Nevada taken from a Raptor in a high altitude pass over the southwest. “A slaver hub if you will. It is controlled by humans, but it is not considered a mercenary outpost. Everyone is free to come and go as they please and there are literally thousands that come to Vegas to buy and sell their slaves.”


“Elves you mean?” Martin said.


Dysea nodded. “They sell elves and humans Nauta Melme; humans who are not capable of defending themselves.”


“You must allow me to retrieve her Narmo Ohtar.” Vengal spoke, his voice excited now. “She is the only daughter I have left.”


Martin shook his head. “I’m sorry General, but I can’t send you into a settlement of humans that large. You would be captured along with her. And you now know far too much and have become far too valuable to me to risk you on such an operation.”


“She is my daughter!” Vengal snapped. “I… I can not simply let her slip through my grasp! I believed her to be dead! It nearly killed my wife when she found out Anuk had been lost! My other two daughters were killed by Alliance troops, and if there is even the slightest chance that Anuk still lives I will go after her.”


“I can’t allow that.” Martin spoke looking at him.


“You do not command me!” Vengal snapped. 


“You are too emotional General.” Martin spoke remaining calm, “Too attached. You would be captured within hours of entering this city.”


“I do not care! I…”


“I do care!” Martin barked loudly, causing Dysea, Normya and Vengal to jump at the tone of his voice.


“Nauta Melme… we have to do something.” Dysea spoke softly turning to face him. “This… this could be a child of ours one day. We…”

Martin held up his hand stopping her words. “I didn’t say we would do nothing Melda Min.” He spoke taking a deep breath. “Danny… how soon can you put together a G-Team? Get in… snatch her and get out.”


“Shit Skipper I can do that in my sleep.” Danny replied. “Give me an hour.”


“Make it a four person team Dan; you, the Master Chief, Radama and one other elf.” Martin said. 


“I will accompany them!” Vengal spoke quickly.


Martin shook his head. “No.”


“I must! If she is under the control of the Alliance mind drugs, only I will be able to convince her that what is happening is real. You must allow me to go with the team. I…”


Martin stepped up to Vengal and looked at him squarely in the eye. Vengal met his gaze without backing down, standing up to his full height of five foot ten and still shorter than Martin’s six foot two. “Listen to yourself General Vengal.” Martin spoke softly. “The desperation in your voice is such that you would attempt anything to get your daughter back, and that includes being captured yourself.”


“Would you not do the same thing?” Vengal asked.


Martin nodded. “Perhaps I would… but I would also listen to those who cautioned against such a move. I will allow you to travel with the insertion team Vengal, but you have to give me your word that you will return with the Raptor. Would you take the chance of making your wife a widow?”


Vengal’s eyes softened just a little bit and his shoulders slumped. “You are correct.” He said softly. “I would… I would do anything.”


Martin put his hand on Vengal’s shoulder. “I would as well… and not going is why you and I are the leaders we are. We know our limits and what we can and can’t do. Do you have someone among your Rangers who knows Anuk well enough to recognize her?”


Vengal nodded quickly. “Her cousin Leena is among the hundred I have brought with me.” He replied. “She is the finest hand to hand fighter I have, and she is also very beautiful. She and Anuk were very close.”


“A combination that is no doubt quite deadly.” Martin said with a smile. “Radio for her to get to the airfield, and I’ll get some more maps so that we can put together a plan.”


Vengal nodded and moved out of the room quickly. Martin turned to Danny. “No heroics Dan. Get in, get her out and return.”


“Me be a hero Skipper?” Dan spoke with mock surprise. “The thought never crossed my mind.”


“I’m sending Julie and Anja back to Eden with the Third Battalion and all but one of our artillery batteries to reestablish and expand the defensive zone around Eden.” Martin spoke.

Danny nodded. “Good move Skipper.”


Martin stepped up to him slowly; looking at the man he considered a friend and brother. Dysea watched them carefully, no words passing between them, but once more they appeared to be speaking with one another, and the gentle echo in her mind returned once more.

Danny nodded and headed out of the office with Radama. Dysea stepped up to him and took his hand looking at him curiously. “You handled that very well Nauta Melme.” She said softly.


“Let’s just hope it’s not a wild goose chase.” Martin said turning to her.


Normya saw the way they looked at each other and she stepped closer. “I am going back to the airfield and leave the two of you alone for a few moments until Vengal returns.” She spoke. 


“Thank you Amille.” Dysea said with a smile.


Martin watched as she left the office and turned back to Dysea, and found her in his arms and her delicious lips covering his. His arms went around her waist and he lifted her into the air as they shared the deep passionate kiss. Dysea’s legs curled up alongside his hips and she could feel him thickening between her thighs. She took his face in her hands and pulled away reluctantly, looking into his eyes and seeing the adoration and love in them for her, as well as the burning need.


“We… we don’t have the time Nauta Melme.” She spoke in a soft voice, sending her tongue across his lips quickly.


Martin lowered his face and nuzzled the hollow of her throat, Dysea gasping in delight when she felt his tongue flick out and he traced the sensitive part of her neck just under her ear with the moist tip. “Tell me Melda Min. Why is it that I smell Tarifa all over you, and it is mixed with another scent? A scent like…” Martin tilted his head slightly.

“Scents like Cherry Blossoms perhaps?” Dysea asked her eyes bright.


Martin met her eyes. “Yes.” He answered.


“Do we have a few minutes before General Vengal returns so that I can tell you of Tarifa and what transpired?” Dysea asked.


Martin smiled. “I’ll make a few minutes.” He told her.


“You must keep control of yourself Nauta Melme. I can’t have you taking me here on top of this desk. It would not be acceptable,” Dysea said, caressing his face. “No matter how pleasurable that prospects sounds.”


Martin smiled and kissed her softly. “I will keep control of myself. At least until I get you back to our home.” He said. “Then I intend to ravage you for two full days.”


Dysea squirmed in his arms, grinding her hips against his and pressing her firm breasts tighter against his hard chest. “I look forward to that.” She said with a seductive smile. 


“So tell me… how is Tarifa?” Martin asked. “And who is this delightful new elf I smell all over you?”

MOUNTAIN CITY


Telan glared at Aihola as she stood in the living room of Tarifa’s home. He and Tareif had returned only a few short hours ago to discover that there had been an attempt on Tarifa’s life while she was shopping in the market district with her mother, and this Drow assassin had rescued her. The same Drow assassin that had been hired by his father to deliver the mind control drugs to Tarifa’s aides. It was the talk of the city now, and Tarifa’s actions after the attack, naming the Drow as her Attendant and personal Guard were justified and entirely within her realm as Queen, and there was nothing he could do about it.


He tossed the duffel he was carrying to the floor and stepped up the Drow quickly, his face a mask of anger. “Explain yourself quickly Drow whore!” Telan hissed at her, moving menacingly close to Aihola. “This was not part of the plan!”

Telan’s eyes grew wide when he felt the pinprick under his chin and he froze. Aihola smiled at him, but her amber eyes told the true story, glaring at him with undisguised hatred. “Take care Telan.” Aihola spoke in a low voice, her hand nudging the blade of the wicked looking knife just a tad higher. “I am not one of your whores. Take a step back before you lose your ability to speak.”


Telan lost much of his bluster and did as Aihola instructed him, his face still frozen with anger. He looked at the Drow, now dressed in a form fitting black jumpsuit and a long cape with a cowl that was resting along her shoulders. Her shimmering white hair was draped seductively over her left shoulder to curl around her firm breasts. Her soft pink lips were moist and Telan felt the surge in his groin as he looked at her. He had to admit she was a beautiful creature, even for a Drow.


“What happen?” He asked in a much more civil tone, finally turning away from her.


“Your wench of a Queen came to pick up the drugs herself in a fit. I followed procedure and brought them too her” Aihola spoke as she casually dropped the blade of the knife back under her cape. “There were several slobbering fools who followed her not knowing who she was and thinking she was an easy target. There was a female with them, with platinum colored hair. I stopped them from raping and killing your whore, and they instead raped and beat me me. The Queen ran them off with her mother and brought me here to attend to my wounds. How was I supposed to know she would make me her personal Attendant?”

“Platinum hair you say?” Telan asked. “Did you get a look at her face?”


Aihola shook her head. “She kept her face hidden, and while her men raped my ass she forced me to eat her disgusting cunt. I did not sign on to this to become a whore for you or your father! You will speak with this wench and get her to release me!”


Telan looked at her. “Does she suspect that what you gave her is not what she thinks it is?”


“Do you mean does she know the drugs are not a contraceptive as she stupidly thinks?” Aihola asked with a grin. “She still believes they are keeping her from becoming pregnant, though I don’t believe that will matter much longer.”

“What do you mean?”


“She spent time with her grandmother while you were gone.” Aihola said. “Her mother was visiting friends in Salina. Her grandmother convinced her to accept her position. And she did something to increase her desire for you, though I can’t think of anything that would do that.” She finished the comment with a smile.


“What do you mean did something?” Telan asked.


“I have no idea, nor do I care!” Aihola snapped. “All I know is she returned from her grandmother with a renewed sense of making your farce of a marriage work. Personally I think her grandmother brainwashed her. Anyone who would bed you willingly would have to be insane.”


Telan took a step toward Aihola and he saw the blade extend from under the cape once more stopping him. “You try my patience Drow.”


“I don’t particularly care Telan.” Aihola spoke. “I could kill you before you took two steps and be well within my rights as the Queen’s new Attendant. I could say you attempted to assault her yourself, who do you think she would believe? She is a fool, and thanks to your drugs, easily manipulated.”


“She does not know your true purpose?” Telan asked again.


“Would I be standing here if she did you fool!” Aihola snapped. “I did not agree to this arrangement and you will tell her to release me from this duty!”


Telan shook his head. “I must talk to my father first.” He spoke.


“I want double the money!” Aihola demanded. “All of it in advance, or I will tell her everything!”


Telan’s eyes flew open. “You think to blackmail me! To blackmail my father! You presume much!” He almost screamed.


“You have no choice!” Aihola barked. “This is not what we agreed upon, and if I have to remain as her babysitter, I want more money!”

Telan glared at Aihola with hate in his eyes but said nothing. He took a deep breath to calm his nerves and turned to look out the open window. “She suspects nothing?” He asked again.


“As I said, she is a fool in a woman’s body. My suggestion would be to have her produce you a son as your heir and then get rid of her.” Aihola spoke. “And enjoy her disgusting body while you have the opportunity, she is so dimwitted she would not know a real man if one bit her.”


Telan turned his head and glared at Aihola. “I know your weakness Drow!” He growled. “Do not force me to use it as I did before.”


Aihola’s face softened just a bit. “Double my price and no less!” She snapped.


“Where is Tarifa?” Telan asked. “I must talk with my father before I see her.”


“She is with her mother at her residence. She asked me to remain here until she returned.” Aihola answered.


Telan picked up the duffel and moved for the door. “I will inform you of what my father says Drow witch. Until that time you will act as Tarifa as requested of you. Is that clear?”


Aihola smiled, “Until the money stops.” She spoke.


Telan whirled and stormed from the home and out the front door. As it slid shut behind him, Aihola let out a long breath. She turned as Tarifa came from the bedroom to stand next to her.

“You play a dangerous game Tarifa.” Aihola spoke softly.


Tarifa looked at her oddly. “You were very convincing Aihola.” She said, “Almost too convincing.”


Aihola smiled at her, her own five foot six inch height forcing her to gaze up into Tarifa’s sapphire eyes. “Perhaps… but I will need to be if we are to pull this off.”


“We? I was under the impression you did not believe anything I told you, and you only remained because you lack anywhere else to go.” Tarifa said to her. Aihola did not detect any sort of hostility or dishonesty in Tarifa’s voice and did not take offense at her words.


“The potion you gave me.” Aihola spoke turning her amber eyes on Tarifa. “It did what you said it would.”


Tarifa smiled. “I’m glad.” She replied. 


“I must ask this.” Aihola said the memories of the events with Tarifa and Dysea still very fresh in her mind. They were confusing thoughts to be sure. She was a Drow warrior, an assassin with unmatched skills, yet her tryst with the two elf Queens had made her shudder in pleasure she had never known. She had willingly, eagerly pleasured them, savoring the taste of Tarifa’s sweet juices even more and then wanting more. She found herself yearning, desiring more of what she had experienced with Tarifa, and only with Tarifa, yet the thought of breaking that taboo of her people willingly made her question everything she knew. Tarifa… the High Elf Queen affected her in a way she had never experienced with a man, and certainly never with a female. “I need to know if…”


Tarifa reached up and gently put her finger to Aihola’s lips. “Anja will discover a permanent cure for you Aihola. I gave you my word. I will not hold you to anything, nor will I force you to do what you do not wish to do. This has only just begun and you may still back out if you wish. I can simply tell everyone I released you from your obligation.”


Aihola stared at Tarifa for a long moment, taking in the curve of her lips and the bright beauty of her eyes. Aihola had to admit, the High Elf Queen was stunningly beautiful, and unlike what she had told Telan, she knew Tarifa was extremely intelligent. No one before Tarifa had ever treated her as an equal, and while her mind screamed for her to escape this place before it changed her, her heart was telling her to remain. Aihola shook her head slowly.


“I am involved now.” She finally spoke. “It will only raise more questions if I simply fade away.”


Tarifa smiled and leaned forward to softly kiss her on her pink lips. Aihola was surprised to find she did not draw away from the kiss, but actually found she was relishing the taste of Tarifa’s lips on her own. Tarifa
squeezed her hand and drew back. Tarifa had to admit to herself that this Drow warrior excited her more than Martin and Dysea ever had. She and Dysea had enjoyed their time with Aihola, but while it was only a passing interest for Dysea, Tarifa found herself desiring this Drow warrior more and more each day. She found herself caring for Aihola in a way not familiar to her. She wanted to have this Drow dominant her, take her however she wanted, but she could also sense the conflict within Aihola, and knew to push her into something she was not completely comfortable with was unwise. She decided at that moment to simply enjoy Aihola’s company and friendship for as long as it lasted.

“Thank you Aihola.” She said softly. “I… I believe I will need a friend through all of this, and I can think of no one that will fit that better than you at the moment.”


Aihola smiled in a way that made her usually stern face soften. “I will need some more clothes and other items since I will be remaining with you Tarifa.”


Tarifa nodded. “Purchase what you need and place them on my account.” She answered. “I need to prepare for when Telan returns. He will undoubtedly want to bed me and it is not something I look forward too.”


“Your commitment and desire to this ideal you say the Wood Elf Queen and this Martin Hunter are building is unlike anything I have ever seen.” Aihola said quietly. “To expose yourself to such dangers and abuses simply to one day go to this city they are building is not something I’m sure I could tolerate.”

Tarifa smiled as her thoughts turned to Martin and Dysea. “It is hard to explain and I would imagine even harder understanding. Perhaps one day, you would allow me to show you.”


Aihola met her eyes. “Perhaps one day.” She said softly. “Perhaps one day.”

MOON BASE EDEN


“Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Alliance Minister Selene Torcrum screamed out her pleasure as the elf under her buried his rock hard eight inch cock deeply into her sopping pussy once more. His hands were holding her tight ass cheeks and slamming her down on his cock with great force. Selene’s strawberry blond hair whipped from side to side as her body went rigid and she came all over the elf’s pile driving cock.

“You want more?” The elf grunted beneath her.


“More! Give me more you wonderful man!” Selene screamed out as she ground her spasming pussy down on the thick cock buried inside her. “More!”


The second male elf stepped up behind her, his hands taking her silky hair in his fists as he yanked her gasping head back. He licked the side of her face like a dog, leaving a trail of salvia on her cheek. “I have more for you human bitch!” He snapped. “Spread her!”


The elf below her gripped her tight ass cheeks and pulled them far apart, exposing Selene’s tight pink anus to his partner behind him. Selene knew what was about to happen, and her eyes went wide as she felt the head of the elf’s hard cock press against her most private opening.

“No not there please! I’ve never had… Ahhhhhhh!” Selene collapsed onto the elf beneath her as the second elf drove his stiff cock deeply into her ass. 


He clenched his teeth as he watched his cock slid all the way into her tight ass until his balls came to rest against her dripping pussy. His hands dropped to her hips and he held her tightly as he pulled his cock back out slowly watching her sphincter dilate to allow him easy passage.


“Fuck! Your ass is tighter than anything I have ever had bitch!” The elf gasped, pulling her up against his chest and reaching around to paw her large firm tits. Her pink nipples were painfully hard and he took them between his fingers pinching them as he drove his cock back into Selene’s ass.


Selene’s eyes were shut tightly as pleasure unlike anything she had ever imagined ripped through her body. Her mouth was open as she gasped in delight, feeling the elf pull out of her ass slowly and then drive back in. Her entire body was alive in agonizing pleasure that she could not control.


“You want more Minister Torcrum?” The elf snarled into her ear as he pulled her hair hard, her neck muscles straining as he licked her face again. “You want more elf cock?”

“Yes… yes! Give me more you wonderful men! Oh god, fuck me harder! Make me cum!” Selene screamed.


“Give her something to shut her up!” The elf beneath her body barked.


The elf fucking Selene’s ass with deep powerful strokes yanked her head to the side and Selene’s eyes found the third elf cock only inches from her face. This elf was darker than the other two, his skin a deep bronze color, and his cock was larger still at nearly nine inches long and deliciously thick. Her eyes were wide as she reached up to grip the thick pulsing cock of the elf. “Suck him you Alliance whore! Suck his elf cock!”


Selene’s mind told her it was the wrong thing to do, but she couldn’t deny the desire that was pulsing through her body as the two elves sandwiched her between their powerful bodies and fucked both her openings. She was in almost a daze as she watched the third elf step closer and he gripped her strawberry blond hair in his rough hand.


“Suck it you Alliance bitch! Suck my elf cock!” He growled the words at her.


Selene did as he told her and lowered her head to engulf the large head between her red lips. Her eyes went wider still as he forced her head lower, driving his cock deeper into her mouth. She gagged noisily and tears came to her eyes as his thick cock rammed deeper into her virgin throat. She had never sucked a man off before, considering herself above such an act, yet now as this long thick dark colored elf cock pushed deeper into her throat she came like she had never cum before. She tried to scream out her pleasure around the thick cock invading her throat, but it came out only as more gagging sounds, the elf grabbing both sides of her head and burying his cock completely in her warm clenching throat. He threw his head back, and grunted loudly as her delicate nose pressed against his hard abdomen.

“Suck me! Yes! I’m going to cum bitch!” The elf yelled. “We’re going to fill you with our elf cum! Yeah!”


Selene’s body was on automatic now as she drove her ass back against the thick cocks invading her pussy and asshole. She could feel her elves nearing their release as they had all stopped talking now and their breathing quickened.


“Tell… tell us how much you love our cocks,” The elf beneath her yelled.


Selene pulled her mouth from the thick cock in her throat, her hand immediately reaching up to continue stroking the huge elf cock. “Yes! Yes! I love your cocks! Fuck me! Fill me with your cum!” She screamed.


“You’ll do anything for us won’t you?”


“God yes anything! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy and ass! Fuck me please!”


“You’ll help us escape won’t you bitch, to get off this station!” The elf fucking her ass drove his cock into her deeply with that question, causing Selene’s eyes to roll back in her head as another orgasm erupted from her.

“Yes! Yes! Anything! More! Give me more!” She screamed. Selene replaced her pumping hand with her mouth once more and without a second thought plunged her lips down around the elf cock until they anchored at the base of the pulsing monster.


“Yeah! I’m cumming Alliance whore! Drink it all down, every fucking drop!” The elf yelled gripping her head even tighter as his neck muscles stretched with the strain of holding back the intense orgasm her warm throat and lips were about to give him. Selene reached up to grip his cum filled balls and she groaned loudly as she felt his cum rise through the hard shaft and he erupted deep in her throat, and set fire to her belly as she swallowed it down.


Selene’s pussy and ass clamped down on the cocks inside her as she yanked her mouth from the exploding cock and squealed like a stuck pig as she felt both the elves fucking her ram into her deeply one last time and explode within her body. The spasming cock in her hand was blasting the thick cum all over her face, some of it shooting into her open mouth and her sexually charged mind found herself relishing the taste as she drank it down eagerly, while more of his cum splattered on her face and dripped down to her large tits.  
  


The two elves fucking her were rigid now, their muscular bodies pressed tightly against her own as they filled her with their hot cum. It was unlike anything she had ever experienced, as a supremely warm sensation spread through her as their boiling hot cum blasted inside her like two uncontrollable hoses reaching places she never knew existed. And like the whore they called her, she lapped away at the erupting cock in her hand as it sent stream after stream of the delicious tasting cum into her mouth and all over her beautiful face.

It took nearly a minute before their cocks were drained, and Selene felt bloated from their thick juices filling her every female hole, yet she was wonderfully satisfied as never before. Her body felt hot and her nipples were harder than she had ever remembered them being. Her mind kept telling her what she was doing was wrong somehow, yet another part was telling her to beg for more. She turned her now cum drenched face to watch as the elf behind her withdrew his softening cock from her stretched asshole, leaving her feeling empty. She held tightly to the largest of the elves, turning back to bath the wonderful cock in her face with her tongue. The elf beneath her lifted her and withdrew his cock from her pussy, the copious amount of his juices pouring out of her mixed with her own sweet liquids. She was unaware of him extracting himself from her body as she devoted all her attention on the large cock in front of her, unwilling to release it from her grasp. She looked up into the elf’s face, seeing his handsome features for the first time.


“I want… I want more.” She gasped. “I’ll do… I’ll do anything you ask. Just give me more of this.” She said hefting the now hardening cock in her hand.

The elf standing in front of her while she lapped away at his cock smiled. “Anything you want Minister.” He said.

William shut off the monitor and turned to where Minister’s Deval and Wiseman and Colonel Marcus sat in the chairs across from his desk, half a dozen weapons trained on them from every angle in his office. He turned in the chair and looked at the men. Senator Graham sat on the couch along the side of the room, his face dark in anger.


“Is this the way the Alliance rewards our friendship Minister Deval?” Wallace asked him,

“You reward us by Minister Torcrum consorting like a common whore and offering to help our slaves escape this station while they are gang banging her pretty ass?”


“Where is Selene?” Deval demanded.


“I have her in the brig!” Wallace answered. “And the elves that took part in this little tryst were executed an hour ago!”

“I demand to speak with her!” Deval spoke.


“We undertook this relationship with the Alliance under the pretense of friendship!” Graham spoke now getting to his feet. “This is how you repay our friendship, by conspiring to help our slaves escape?”


“I assure you Senator Graham I had no knowledge of this prior to this meeting.” Deval defended himself.


“One of your Ministers is caught sneaking into the slave quarters for a little four way fun with elves and you don’t know about it?” William spoke. “Why do I find that hard to believe?”


Marcus looked around the office slowly, his mind calculating options and ways to get out of this.


“Senator I had no idea that Selene… that Selene was sympathetic to elves! I assure you this is as new to me as it is to you.” Deval said. “She… she does not represent the Alliance stance on our relationship with EDEN.”


William looked at Marcus from behind his desk. “Go ahead Colonel.” He spoke, his words filled with a cold finality to them. “One twitch from you and my men will fill you with so many holes; you’ll look like a piece of old Swiss cheese. So many holes in fact, it will be far more than your genetically enhanced elf healing system will be able to handle.”


Marcus glared at William from his chair. “This is not something we were aware of!” He growled. “How can you hold us accountable?”


“So you are saying that you knew nothing of Minister Torcrum’s obvious carnal tendencies towards elves?” William spoke.


Deval nodded. “That is what we are telling you Admiral.” He echoed Marcus. “She… she has succeeded in fooling us all it appears.” His voice was laced with anger. He looked at Graham. “Richard… I assure you this incident is not… this is not something… do with her as you wish… but I urge you not to take this as a sign of how we view EDEN and our mutual arrangements.”

“We will put her on trial.” Graham spoke.


Deval nodded. “Do whatever you feel is necessary, but please do not let this come between us. I implore you.”


Graham looked at him for a long moment. “Perhaps we should discuss this somewhere more comfortable.” He said.


“I wish to see Selene.” Marcus growled.


“I’m afraid that is out of the question.” Graham spoke.


William got to his feet. “I think in the spirit of our mutual arrangements we can allow that Senator.” He said. “You can view her through a partition, but I don’t think allowing you access to her cell is wise.”

“Why is that?” Marcus asked as he stood.


William’s smile was cruel. “It’s simple really, because I want to kill her myself. I abhor traitors.” He told them. “And I would prefer you did not take that pleasure from me.”


“What makes you think that is my intent?” Marcus spoke.


“Colonel Marcus, you are just like me. You’ve been betrayed before and you have an intense hatred for people who fuck you over.” Wallace answered. “I’ll send you a video copy of her execution as soon as she is convicted and sentenced.”

RAPTOR TWO FIVE

79,000 FEET OVER THE NEVADA DESERT


Dan, Radama, the Master Chief and the very attractive dark haired elf were clustered around the plot table with Leland and Vengal. The four of them wore black high pressure suits under their desert fatigues, their faces blacked out with paint. All of them wore HK74’s that dangled from quick release straps and an assortment of side arms and other nasty killing tools. There were roughly nine others in the back of the Raptor, all of them relaxing comfortably and several even sleeping.

Dan pointed to the map of the old Nellis Air Force Base northeast of Las Vegas. “This is our impact point.” Dan spoke. “This is the easternmost point of the old base and infra reds show it to be abandoned. From here we’ll move west until we reach the edge of the city.”

Leland leaned forward. “You should enter here at the northern gate. There is much more foot traffic and security is not as heavy.”

“How do we find Anuk once we are within the city?” Leena asked. “There are at least twenty slave centers within the city proper. We don’t know which one she was taken too.”

“The elves we talked too said one of the Hoppers they used had a bad motivator.” Radama answered. “We used a recon Raptor to do a passive sonic frequency scan on the three roads they would have used. We isolated the signal and tracked the Hopper to this facility.” He touched the map and the aerial view of the city came up and the large building turned red in the lower corner.”


“That’s the old Palazzo Casino Dan.” The Master Chief spoke up.


Danny nodded. “Yeah… and from what the scans could tell us, it’s loaded with people.”


“The Palazzo Center Casino is operated by one of the largest gangs in Las Vegas.” Leland spoke. “They call themselves The Skulls. They are exceptionally bright and skilled with their security measures.”


“They aren’t too good at giving themselves a name.” Dan said with a smile. “That’s got to be one of the dumbest gang names I’ve ever heard.”


“Do not be fooled by their name Daniel.” Leland spoke. “We have an extensive file on their operation and all their main members. They can be exceptionally brutal when they need to be. Slaves have known to disappear for hours and if they return they are never the same.”


“I haven’t met a security system yet that I couldn’t breach.” Tony told them. “That won’t be a problem.”


Leland held out the documents to them. “These papers identify you as Slave buyers from New Miami. All of them are quite accurate.”


Dan looked at the papers. “What happened to the real owners?” He asked.


Leland’s smile was not pretty. “They made the mistake of stumbling across one of our supply routes and thought they would take the entire convoy captive.” He explained. “Dysea took great offense at this.”

Dan chuckled. “Yeah I just bet she did.”


“We’ve had two members of a human group sympathetic to us posing as them for several years now. They have been assisting us in running a very lucrative black market trading center, and in the process they are able to help an average of fifty to sixty slaves escape to freedom each year.” Leland spoke. “I was able to contact them and they have agreed to remain out of site for a few days while we conduct this mission.”


“This will get us into the slave center?” Dan asked.


Leland nodded, “With no questions.”


“Ok… that covers me and Tony here, but what about our partners?” Dan asked. “I don’t envy leaving Radama and Leena here sitting out in the open with no cover and no support.”


“They will remain in the room that is reserved in your assumed names at the Palazzo Hotel.” Vengal told them. “We have many contacts within the bowels of the operations portion of the hotel, and it was a simple matter to crack into their system and reserve you two very elegant suites.”


Dan’s dark eyes smiled in the dim light of the Raptor. “I’ve never stayed in a suite before.” He said.


Vengal removed something from his jacket and held it out to Dan. “Martin requested that I give you these.” He said holding out the picture and small piece of cloth. They belonged to Anuk, and I have carried them since she was lost.”


Dan took the picture and the scarf. He brought the scarf to his face and inhaled deeply of the silk fabric. Dan felt himself become lightheaded for a moment and stars sprang into his eyes as he smelled the scarf. He pulled it away slowly and stared at the soft red fabric for a long moment.

“Daniel you seem distracted, are you ok?” Radama asked.


Dan shook his head quickly and nodded. “I’m fine.” He spoke quickly. “It must be the altitude.” He brought up the photo of Vengal’s daughter and gazed at it for a long moment. He took in the long rust colored shade of red hair, and the Cerulean blue eyes and Dan felt his heart begin to beat much faster. He looked at Vengal. “This is your daughter?” He asked finally.

Vengal nodded. “Anuk is my youngest yes. She would have celebrated her one hundred and twenty-first year only last month.”


“Man… I’m glad she didn’t turn out looking like you.” Dan said.


This brought a smile to Vengal’s face and the others chuckled. “She does take after her mother.” Vengal finally spoke behind his smile.


Dan tucked the picture and scarf into his fatigue top and turned back to the map. “Ok… we get in, find her, snatch her and make our way to Nellis for extraction. Leland… you and the General will be waiting for us here.”

Leland nodded. “Martin asked that we use the time to do a thorough scouting of Nellis.” He said. “Cathy will be monitoring the radio at all times should you need to extract quickly.”


“That works for me.” Dan said. “Leena… since you’ve never done a hard drop before, you’ll be riding down with the Master Chief here. Hope you don’t mind cramped quarters for a short time?”


Leena shook her head looking at Tony. “I will endure.” She answered.


“If he gets fresh… you have my permission to kick him square in the gonads when we land. Not before though, or you might crash.” Dan said with a smile.

Leena looked at Tony with her dark eyes and smiled. “I don’t believe there will be any problems.” She said.


“Not from me!” Tony spoke. “I like my balls just as they are.”


“Yeah,” Dan said, “Perpetually empty and underused.”


“Hey that’s not fair!” The Master Chief exclaimed.


Vengal listened to the laughter in the Raptor and once more he could only be amazed at the camaraderie that Martin Hunter had instilled in those who chose to follow him.


Martin waited until the last of the armored Hoppers and Scorpion tanks had pulled out with Anja in command. Julie had departed two hours earlier with all but one of the MLRS 300II mobile launcher batteries and the nine Scorpion tanks that would travel with Anja’s group. A single battery of 300IIs remained with Martin’s command, as well as twelve of the Scorpion tanks and a full battalion of ground troops that would ride the armored Hoppers that remained on the airfield with him. He walked the perimeter of the airfield, now considerably less busy with the evacuation of the rescued humans and elves. All of them had been transported back to Eden and would be held in a secure facility with every comfort provided to them until such time as it was determined they were not if fact spies of the Alliance. Martin’s Intelligence Division used very elaborate and very accurate lie detector tests on everyone coming to Eden. Some criminals had attempted to enter Eden with new identities in order to set up an organized crime ring. They were discovered within hours and never heard from again.

Martin moved finally moved to the terminal where most of his battalion was settled in. He walked among them as they sat in small groups talking and joking while sharing coffee and rations. He moved to the office his command team had procured for him and stepped through the door, closing it behind him. He dropped his combat vest and weapon onto the chair and turned to go into the larger room of the office, only to have Dysea appear before him as quiet as a ghost. Martin noticed immediately that all she wore was the fatigue top, and she was naked underneath it. He inhaled deeply and could smell her excitement in the enclosed space of the small room.

“I have waited long enough Nauta Melme.” She spoke in a husky voice stepping close to him and pressing her body against his, all the while never breaking eye contact with him. “I need you now!”


Dysea gasped as his arms engulfed her and lifted her into the air while his lips came down over hers hungrily. Dysea’s eyes changed almost immediately, her fangs extending to their full length as Martin pinned her against the nearest wall and plunged his tongue between her lips in a toe curling kiss that caused her body to ignite. She could feel his fangs lengthen within their kiss, their tongues dancing to a seductive tune only they could hear. She felt Martin lift her naked legs along his hips, and broke their kiss as he began to strip out of his fatigues, holding her against the wall with only his powerful legs. Dysea helped him, tearing at the thin t-shirt he wore, ripping it down the front with a powerful yank exposing his broad beautiful chest to her hungry eyes. 
Dysea placed her hands flat against his skin, caressing the wonderfully sculpted muscles of his chest and abdomen and causing Martin to stop moving as he was content to watch her explore. She was still somewhat in awe of Martin’s size. His six foot two frame towered over her own five foot seven inch body, easily outweighing her by over a hundred pounds. She traced the numerous scars on his chest and rippled abdomen with her fingers, smiling as his stomach clenched at her soft touch. Dysea had always been strong willed and independent, and even as a child growing up she had pushed her parents to their limits of tolerance. When she became Queen she had never contemplated having a man in her life, yet now as her hands caressed Martin’s skin, she could not imagine life without him. He could crush her easily; all of her deadly skills would be useless against him, no matter what she tried, and it amazed her at how gentle and soft his hands were when caressing her skin or holding her in his arms. As small as her frame was, she fit into his arms like the fingers of a glove, and she relished the feeling of his powerful arms wrapped around her. When she lay in his arms, fear and doubt became something she was unfamiliar with. 

The first time Martin had taken her in that cave with Tarifa, she had been filled with fear at his enormous size. She had never seen such a specimen of manhood such as Martin had. He had been so gentle and loving, and she remember how she had quickly grown accustom to his size due to the quantity of her own passion that he caused to escape her pussy. His delicious cock had given her experiences unlike any she had ever imagined, filling her to the point where she thought she would split apart, and causing immense orgasms to pulsate through her body, shaking her to her very core. Dysea knew she could not love another man as she loved Nauta Melme. They were joined in a way she doubted the Holy One had foreseen, by not only physical love, but also by a deep abiding sense of passion and want of each other.  She had seen and experienced his compassion for others, his desire to help and make things better for all. She had also witnessed just how brutal and savage he could be if he considered you his enemy. 
Dysea looked up into his face and saw his yellow black eyes gazing back at her, eyes that looked upon her with undisguised love. Dysea lowered her head to his chest, her lips wrapping around his nipple as she felt him begin yanking at his pants once more. His hand took a fistful of her soft platinum hair and he pulled her head up gently so that he could see her beautiful emerald and black orbs.

“I like what you have done with your hair Melda Min.” He told her with a smile as his tongue danced across her lips.


Dysea whimpered as he teased her, trying to catch his tongue between her lips. She felt his other hand tear open the fatigue top she wore and toss it to the ground, freeing her large firm breasts to his gaze. Martin looked at her large breasts with lust and hunger, the tattoos adorning her body only serving to increase her beauty in his eyes and increase his excitement further. Dysea grasped his face tightly and pulled his lips close to her, staring into his now yellow and black eyes.

“Do not tease me Nauta Melme, I beg you.” She hissed at him. “I have hungered to feel you inside me for days.”


“Tarifa did not sate your appetite.” Martin asked with a small smile as he drew his tongue along her neck and tickled the bottom of her elfin ear.


“She sated my appetite for her yes!” Dysea exclaimed her fingers digging into his broad shoulders as his tongue danced across the most sensitive spot on her elfin ears. “But she could not help my appetite for this!”


Martin’s eyes shut tightly as Dysea’s hands dropped between their bodies and wrapped around his savagely hard twelve inch cock.


“Take me Nauta Melme!” Dysea gasped into his ear while guiding the head of his huge pole to her opening. Dysea was already so excited, her juices were pouring from her and it was a small matter to line up the head of his cock with her soft pussy lips. “Take me now!”


Dysea’s eyes opened wide as she positioned the head just inside her tight opening and she felt Martin thrust. A noiseless scream escaped her lips as her head flew back, banging against the wall as her beloved sank every delicious inch of his impossibly thick manhood into her in one powerful stroke. Dysea came immediately, and she came hard, her body going rigid in his arms as her sugary fluids splashed wetly from her spasming pussy coating her beloved’s massive cock. Her arms went quickly around his powerful shoulders as he buried his face in the crook of her shoulder and neck, his lips fastening onto her skin and he began to make love to her with deep and magnificently powerful twelve inch strokes. His hands filled with her flawlessly formed ass cheeks and he used her firm body to assist him in possessing her very soul. Dysea covered the side of his face and his neck with soft kisses of love and delight, her body quaking with wondrous waves of bliss on every plunge he made into her depths. She gasped words of love into his ear each time he sank home, bottoming out inside her completely and causing her to have mini orgasms on every breath stealing plunge. He was making love to her like a man possessed, his arms crushing her to him, his fangs nibbling on her neck and shoulder almost to the point of pain.


Dysea couldn’t contain herself anymore, and took his head in her hands, pulling his face from her neck. She gasped each time he stroked into her, and she looked deeply into his yellow black eyes, seeing all she had ever dreamed she would see in a man’s eyes as he possessed her very soul; adoration, love, passion and an overwhelming sense of need.

“By… by the gods… Nauta Melme… kiss me please!” She screamed now, not caring if anyone heard her.


Martin did just that, covering her soft lips with his own and plunging his tongue down her throat. Dysea’s eyes flew open when she felt his thick shaft expand even further inside her, stretching the walls of her exceptionally tight pussy more so than she could remember. Even locked in the kiss with Martin as she was, she knew what this meant. She felt Martin’s hard muscular body stiffen, and his huge manhood grew impossibly larger inside her as his boiling hot cum raced up the length of his manhood and erupted deep into her womb with a force that sent her over the edge herself. Dysea screamed even louder if that was possible as she felt her beloved’s essence filling her. Her sweet juices poured from her, soaking his erupting cock deep within her and splashing wetly upon their thighs as it leaked out around his firmly seated cock.


It was at least a minute before Martin slumped against her, pinning them both against the wall, the last remnants of his essence spilling into her. His lips descended to her rock hard nipples and he lovingly traced the nipples with his talented tongue, drawing small circles around them, keeping them as hard as rocks. Dysea pulled his face up to hers and looked at him with black around emerald eyes, eyes full of her adoration and love for him.


“You… you truly… truly missed me Nauta Melme.” She gasped as her chest heaved, pressing her large breasts against the burning skin of his chest.

Martin leaned forward, kissing her lips softly. “You have no idea Melda Min.” He said in a half whisper.


“I too missed you Nauta Melme.” She said softly. “It seems I can not be long from your arms before the desire for you almost exceeds my control. Are you finished ravaging me, or do I have more to look forward too?” She asked, her eyes promising endless pleasures.

Martin brought his lips to within centimeters of hers. “Oh there is much more, Melda Min, much more.” He said before covering her lips with his own and pulling her away from the wall. Dysea gasped against his lips as she sank even deeper onto his still hard manhood and he held her there in delightful agony before turning and heading for the small couch in the office.
MOUNTAIN CITY

“Do we know who conducted the attack?” Telan’s father asked from the vid phone screen.


Telan shook his head. “No. The Drow assassin spoke of a female leader however, with platinum hair.”


The older version of Telan leaned forward in the chair he sat in from the elf city of Pacifica. “Platinum hair you say?” He spoke. “You suspect the Wood Elf Queen?”


Telan shrugged. “It’s possible father.” He replied. “Perhaps she returned for revenge, or perhaps it was just a coincidence. The Drow whore wants double her original price to buy her silence. I told her I needed to speak with you.”


Anlain thought quickly, options going through his keen mind. “Pay her what she wants.” He said finally. “I would rather have her keeping an eye on the High Elf wench, and then we can watch both of them. I will have some people look into this female the Drow spoke of. There has been no accurate information on where the Wood Elf whore disappeared too. Only that she went with the genome Hunter. What else did the Drow wench say?”


“She spoke of Tarifa visiting her grandmother and something about how her grandmother performed a procedure of some sort to increase her desire for me.” Telan spoke. 


“What procedure?” Anlain asked.


Telan shook his head. “I have not seen Tarifa since returning, so I don’t know. I was going to see her after speaking with you.”


“Palina’s mother is an old fashioned elf.” Anlain spoke thoughtfully. “We may have an unwitting ally on our side. If she convinced Tarifa to be more receptive to your advances… that will only work in our favor. She is still taking the drugs?”

Telan nodded. “The Drow was positive about that. And she still believes them to be a contraceptive.”


“We’ll have to adjust that if her grandmother has convinced her to accept you.” Anlain spoke. “Whatever her grandmother has done I want to know about it. What about Tareif?”


“He has returned to his home. Palina greeted him when he arrived, apparently to reconcile their differences.” Telan said. “I found this odd father, considering what happened between them.”


Anlain nodded, “As do I.” He said. “Keep a close watch on her. I am not as concerned about Palina as her influence has dwindled to practically nothing since your mother has started visiting the different elf cities and taken part in official functions. She may however, still have enough pull to cause delays in out timetable.”


“I’ll assign two of our finest agents to watch her.” Telan spoke.


“Impregnate Tarifa quickly Telan.” Anlain said. “Bed her as often as your duties allow, but you must not keep her from acting as Queen. The drugs will allow us to control her to a degree, but her actions must appear normal.”


“I understand father.” Telan said. “And I will enjoy fucking her every opportunity I get.”


Anlain smiled. “That’s my boy. Contact me if the need arises.”


That conversation had taken place three hours ago, and now Telan was emptying his sperm into Tarifa for the second time in less than an hour. He had discovered the procedure her grandmother had performed in the shape of the glittering sapphire piercing of her clit. Tarifa had seemed more docile and receptive towards him, but not fully convinced. However, once he began to pound his cock into her, she became putty in his hands due to her grandmother’s gift. The piercing must have made her extra sensitive, and Tarifa had clutched at his shoulders and whispered urgings to him as he had fucked her. Unlike the other times he had taken her, she had become very wet and allowed easy penetration into her center. The warmth and tightness of her pussy had driven him crazy and his only thoughts were of relieving himself in her, giving no thought to Tarifa’s pleasure, and not even noticing that her eyes were tightly shut as he grunted into her.

Tarifa’s eyes were tightly shut only because she was imagining it was Martin taking her and not Telan. It took only a few thoughts of what she had shared with Martin before he left, and the size of his manhood and what it made her feel and her pussy was soaked. It allowed Telan to thrust easily into her, grunting and slobbering the whole time, while Tarifa imagined it was Martin. This is why she clutched at Telan’s shoulders after she was wet enough and whispered into his ear in supposed passion. His touch made her want to vomit, and his ridiculous cock was not even half of what Martin gave to her. (Heart)  She played the game well, urging him on, clenching her tight pussy around his small tool. He could not even get a decent motion going as he kept slipping out of her. Tarifa would quickly grab his small manhood and angle him back into her opening, all the while still pretending he was actually pleasing her.
Tarifa finally threw her head back in a mock orgasm as Telan emptied himself into her for the second time. He lifted himself with his arms and watched her face contort in a supremely well orchestrated fake orgasm. He collapsed onto her, his male pride at finally getting Tarifa to respond to him already taking over.

“I… I told you it would become better.” He gasped.


Tarifa opened her eyes and gazed at him with a staged look of satisfied pleasure and ambiguity. “Telan… I… I…”


Telan rolled off her naked body and slipped his hand down her smooth abdomen, roughly pawing her pussy and touching the sapphire piercing. “This was your grandmother’s idea uhu?” He asked.


Tarifa nodded shyly. “She thought… she thought it would help.” She answered.


Telan looked at her. “I am not a bad man Tarifa.” He said. “If you will allow me to show you, I can provide you all that you will ever need.”


“I… I do not wish to be enemies.” Tarifa spoke softly.


“Then you will try?” Telan asked her.


“I can promise nothing Telan… only that my heart is no longer held by another. I will need time… and I will need you to treat me as a wife… not a trophy.” Tarifa said.


Telan looked into her eyes, attempting to see some deception, but he saw nothing but honesty. He nodded slowly. “I… I will do my best.” He answered.


Tarifa reached up and stroked his cheek. “That is all I can ask.” She said. “And I will do the same. Perhaps in time something true will come of this relationship.”


“Do you wish me to leave?” He asked.


Tarifa nodded. “This is your home as well, and your bed. We will need to learn to share it as we share our lives.”


Telan nodded and rested his head on the pillow as he lay next to her. Tarifa waited until he was asleep before climbing from the bed and moving quickly into the bathroom. She had prepared a tub of boiling hot water before he had arrived and because of the time that had passed, it was perfect now. She lowered her body into the steaming water, and with almost frantic motions began to wash away Telan’s disgusting residue from her body, inside and out.

“I admire your strength.” Aihola’s voice caused her to stop and turn in the water and she watched Aihola appear from the shadow in the corner of the large room.


Tarifa ran the large sponge down her arm slowly this time and shook her head. “What the females in the lower city see in him I do not know.” She snapped. “The man drools like a hog, and his cock would not please even the most inexperienced of them.”


“Mind your words Tarifa.” Aihola warned stepping closer. “You might wake him.”


Tarifa looked up at her and noticed now that she wore a simple white dress that hugged her luscious body, dipping low between her high breasts and revealing her deep dark cleavage. Her nipples protruded against the thin fabric, and Tarifa inhaled catching the faint scent of Cherry Blossoms in the air. She smiled seductively at her. “I slipped him a sleeping agent when I first allowed him to kiss me. He will not wake until the morning, and he will be full of himself when he does. Two can play the game he has begun.” She moved over to the side of the large hot tub and looked up at Aihola. “Do you always wear such attire to spy on me Aihola?”


“The… night is warm.” Aihola responded too slowly as she gazed at Tarifa’s naked body in the water. “I was coming here to use the tub when you came in.”

Tarifa smiled and motioned for her to come into the water. “It is just right, and there is more than enough room.” She said.


“You told me…” Aihola started.


“Do not worry Aihola.” Tarifa spoke to her with a warm smile. “As much as I would like to taste you once more after seeing you dressed like that, you have nothing to fear. Unlike Telan, I do have a great deal of self control, and I told you I would do nothing to make you feel uncomfortable.” Tarifa motioned again to the hot tub. “Join me please. We only need talk.”


Aihola looked at her. “Talk of what?”


“You can tell me of your life before we met.” Tarifa offered. “Or we can speak of the boring intricacies of politics.”


Aihola gazed at Tarifa for a long moment before making the decision that would forever change her life. She reached up and untied the dress, allowing it to fall around her ankles, exposing her body for Tarifa to gaze at. Tarifa smiled and moved to the other side of the hot tub out of respect for her and simply watched as she lowered her glorious ebony body into the water. Aihola’s body was much more muscular than her own, or even Dysea’s lean frame. Her abdomen was wash board flat and very well defined, the muscles rippling under the smooth skin and glistening now with water as the soft triangle of white hair above her sweet pussy disappeared under the surface. Tarifa watched as she settled onto the bench in the tub, the level of the water just barely covering her full firm breasts. Tarifa’s gaze settled on Aihola’s amber eyes and she turned to pour two glasses of wine from the tray next to the tub. She held one out for Aihola, who took it with a nod of thanks.

“So… tell me,” Tarifa said. “Tell me of your life before you came here Aihola of the Drow Family Anatyla. In the passion of the moment with Dysea and I a few days ago, you called out the name Tari.” Tarifa smiled at Aihola’s embarrassed glance at the water. “Tell me about him, is he someone you care for?”

Aihola met her eyes again. “He was my Commander… and my brother.” 

MOON BASE EDEN


Anisa approached William from behind as he gazed out the large window in his quarters, his hands clasped behind his back. She hesitated behind him, unsure if she should disturb him. He had been standing there for almost an hour simply staring out in to the stars. Anisa turned to go into the small kitchen and his words stopped her.

“Don’t leave.” He spoke softly.


Anisa stopped and turned back around. “I didn’t… I didn’t want to disturb you Nya Cundu.”


William turned to look at her. “That is not something you could ever do Anisa.” He said with a warm sincere smile.


“Minister Deval and the others have departed.” Anisa told him, moving closer to him now. 


William nodded. “Yes I watched their Raptor depart. They made the deal we wanted.” He said. “And I believe they will keep up their end of the bargain.”


“They fear you William.” Anisa said softly, “Marcus especially. It was in his eyes.”


“I hope that fear buys us the time we need.” He replied.


“You… you don’t like the way we handled Minister Torcrum?” Anisa asked.


“I will do what is necessary to protect you and the others on this station, but no… I don’t like meddling with people’s minds or controlling their actions. I should have known Graham would have people inside. Having her raped was not part of our plan.” He answered.


“It was the only way William, and it was not something we planned no, but it worked in our favor regardless.” Anisa said moving up to him and taking his hands in hers. “If we had not done what we did, she would have eventually told them everything she heard.”


“I know.” He said. “That doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

Anisa nodded, “If it is any consolation, one of the men who… one of the men who took her have volunteered to watch over and care for her. The effects of the drug will wear off in a few days, and she will discover what happened.”


“And then she will become an enemy prisoner.” William said, “A prisoner inside our base that will try everything within her power to either escape or get word back to her superiors.”


“They will not believe her.” Anisa said. “Not after viewing what they did.”


“You’re probably right, but now all we have to do is convince her that we did her a favor, and we weren’t the ones who had her raped.” William spoke, not believing for a moment that they would be able to accomplish that.


“Why does this bother you so William?” She asked him.


“I don’t like manipulating people for evil purposes.” He answered. “I know why we did what we did, but it was still manipulation on a grand scale. We used her rape as a controlling means. And it is something I swore I would never take part in because... because it was done to me and Martin and all the others on an even grander scale.” He looked at her beautiful face and met her dark eyes. “I should not have gotten involved with you in such a personal way. Now I have made you into something that you don’t understand.”


“Then make me understand William.” Anisa told him, her voice carrying a tinge of anger in it. “Explain it to me. I do not regret one moment of our relationship! Not one! Do you now mean to say that you do?”

William looked at her wide eyed. “What? No Anisa… that isn’t what I meant!”


“Then tell me! Share with me what is happening inside me!” Anisa told him forcefully. “I will not run away from you William, no matter what you think you are.”


“It’s not what I think I am Anisa… it’s what I know I am.” He exclaimed. 


“What are you?”


“I’m something very different Anisa.” William said. “And that is only the half of it.”


Anisa stepped right up to him now and took his hands in hers. “Tell me William.” She spoke softly, looking into his weathered face. He was not handsome in such a way to turn heads, his was a rugged handsomeness that you only discovered after you witnessed what was inside his heart.


William looked at her for a long moment before taking a deep breath. “Do you know what a werewolf is?” 

Anisa’s hand went to her chest, “Nauro?” She said in disbelief. (Werewolf) “Yes… yes I know what they are? They are the stories parents tell their children when they are small.”

Wallace nodded. “That they are.” He spoke. “And they are also very true.”


Anisa laughed at him. “William you jest with me.” She said her face becoming serious as he stared at her with his eyes. “Don’t you?”

LAS VEGAS


Danny stood on the balcony of the forty-second floor of the Palazzo Hotel and looked out over the skyline of Las Vegas. He could see the Venetian Hotel nearby as well as at least a half dozen other hotels up and down what was once Las Vegas strip. Much of the area around the assorted hotels was occupied by shanty towns of home made shacks and even some tents. There were hundreds of Hoppers moving up and down the large strip, and even more in the few parking garages he saw. 

The drop had gone off without a hitch, as well as their entrance into the city. The guards at the checkpoint did not question Radama and Leena with them, obviously assuming they were slaves of one sort or another. They also did not question the large crate that was in the back of their commandeered Hopper, which carried an assortment of weapons and other nasty surprises. They had checked into the Palazzo Hotel with little trouble and been escorted to their rooms. 

Dan turned as Tony, Leena and Radama joined him on the balcony. “Why weren’t the buildings here destroyed by the Great Fire?”


“Many of them were.” Leena replied as she came to the railing. “From what I understand the Great Fire affected many of the cities differently. The buildings here were built to last and sustain damage from earthquakes and the fires that could possibly happen as a result. For reasons that no one has been able to answer, the fires in the sky did not burn as hot in this part of the land. The result was that the buildings remained standing while the people died.”


Dan looked at Tony. “Kind of killed it as a resort town uhu?” He said with a grin.


“It seems to be bouncing back well enough Dan.” Tony said.

Dan’s eyes narrowed. “Yeah well I ain’t much for slave trading. We’ll have to put this place near the top of our list of slum holes to come clean out.”


“There is much Alliance influence here.” Leena spoke. “They invest heavily in the slave auctions held here. Every major auction has at least one or two Alliance officials in attendance.”  


“That’s good information.” Dan said. 

“The auction begins in six hours.” Leena spoke. “We should rest and prepare.”


Dan nodded, “That we should.”


They returned to the interior of the suite, and while not as lavish as hotel suites that Dan had seen in the past, the suite was definitely more lavish than anything he had seen up until this point since they had returned to earth.


Leena went to the small table between the couches and picked up some data discs. “A table has been reserved for you near the front of the room and close to the auction center. You’re sure Anuk is here?”


Dan nodded. “I smelled her when we came into the lobby.” He answered. “By my estimates she was within five hundred meters.”


Leena nodded. “That fits, the slave holding cells are on basement sublevel three.” She spoke. 


“So how does this work?” Dan asked.


“They will show the slaves today only.” Leena answered. “They will parade them around the center, allowing everyone to get a good look. Once that is done, they will allow a select few buyers purchase the slaves for the evening to try them out.”


“Try them out?” Tony barked. “Jesus this place makes me angrier and angrier.”


“Only the most beautiful of the female elves will be sold for the night, and only to a buyer that shows quite an interest in them. The Skulls will be watching everything, so when you see her as they walk them around the room, make a show of inspecting her thoroughly. Once the walk through is complete, they will take bids for the elf’s services for the night.” Leena told them. “The account we have access too has twenty-two thousand Alliance credits in it, and that should be ample for our purposes.”


Dan shook his head. “I’ll use the account we have set up.” He told her.


Leena looked at him, her eyes narrowing. “This account is quite sufficient.” She said.


“I’m not saying it isn’t, but the identities of the two guys we are impersonating says they are players right?” Dan said.


“I don’t understand. What do you mean players?”


“They run a major black market network right?” Dan asked.


Leena nodded. “Yes.” She answered. “They funnel the credits back through channels and it ends up in an account that is used by my people.”


“And you sent our information ahead so they know we’re coming?” Dan said.


“Of course we did!” Leena replied testily.


“What would look more suspicious to you Leena?” Dan asked, “Given our position and seeing an account with twenty-two thousand credits in it, or an account with four million credits in it.”

Leena looked at Radama. “We don’t have access to those kinds of funds Daniel.” She spoke.


Dan nodded. “But we do.” Dan said holding up the credit chip. “Like you… we’ve also set up a network that brings in illicit funds. We call it a black bag fund, just for operations like this.”


“How were you able to set this up?” Leena asked. “It took us eight months to channel this many credits into this account.”

Dan smiled. “Let’s just say we have a rich uncle.” He spoke.

“A rich uncle,” Leena spoke. “I don’t understand.”


“It’s a figure of speech Leena.” Tony explained to her. “We have access to larger amounts of Alliance credits, and it’s safer for your network if we use that.”


“How were you able to obtain them?” Leena asked.


“It’s better if you don’t know.” Dan said moving to the large crate they had brought with them. “Let’s see what toys we can bring to the party.”

SOUTHEAST OF CEDAR CITY UTAH

DIXIE NATIONAL FOREST

OLD ROUTE 143


Tari and Lynwe rested on the thickly forested ridge overlooking the lone road twisting through the Dixie National Forest. Old Route 143 was the only road that was still passable in the mountains, and it gave a direct connection to Old Interstate 89 which would lead those they were watching directly back home. They counted dozens of armored Hoppers, a kind they had never seen before, as well as the 300II and the Scorpion Battle Tanks as the miles long convoy snaked through the mountains.

Tari lowered the powerful binoculars he was looking through and looked at Lynwe. “This Martin Hunter is an exceptional tactician.” He said to no one in particular. “Notice how the Hoppers are spaced among the tanks and missile launchers? No two vehicles will be destroyed in any one attack, and the correlation of forces dictates that any part of the convoy will be able to bring maximum firepower to bear on any ambush attempt.”


Lynwe lowered her identical binoculars and nodded. “There is a gunner in every Hopper, and all of them are alert, sweeping their sectors as they move. There are portable anti-personal missile launcher crews on the exterior of every tank and probably in some of the Hoppers.”

Tari nodded. “That does not include the three flying machines we have seen make occasional appearances over the convoy since they left Cedar City.”


“Our scouts reported that Cedar City was destroyed.” Lynwe spoke looking at him as she smiled. “They saw the body of the mercenary leader hanging from a very tall tree near the old university.”


Tari matched Lynwe’s smile. “I believe I could grow to like this Martin Hunter quite a bit.” He said. “The man does not believe in pulling any punches.”


“You know… that’s really good to hear.” The voice spoke from behind them.


Tari and Lynwe reacted instantly, rolling away from each other, gathering their weapons as they did. Tari rolled to his knees, his rifle coming up just as he felt the cold metal of the gun muzzle placed to his left temple.


“I wouldn’t.” The voice spoke again. “I haven’t had my breakfast this morning, and brains aren’t exactly a favorite of mine.”


Tari glanced out of the corner of his eye and saw Lynwe in an almost identical position, the long platinum blond hair of the Wood Elf very visible as she held the strange looking automatic to Lynwe’s right temple from slightly behind Lynwe’s shoulder. He shifted his gaze upward and found himself looking into the face of Martin Hunter, his hand unmoving as it held the K12 pistol against his head. Tari looked around and saw at least a dozen elves rise from the tall grass or appear from behind trees, his own security force disarmed and being prodded forward.

“We are not… we are not your enemy Martin Hunter.” Tari said as calmly as he could. In all his years as a soldier, no one had ever been able to sneak up on him or Lynwe without being detected. Not only had Martin Hunter found him and Lynwe, his entire security detachment had been discovered and disarmed. Tari looked into Martin’s face, which was neither hostile nor friendly, but completely void of emotion. “We have been escorting a group of humans and elves that we have picked up enroute here from Nebraska. They wanted to join you, as do we.”


Martin nodded and squatted down in front of him slowly, the K12 never wavering. “Yes I know. My people have been watching you for two days now.” Martin spoke. “You weren’t trying to hide very well.”


“We did not wish to hide.” Tari said. “As I said, we have come to join you. The innocents we picked up during our quest to reach you. We could not leave them to their fates.”


“Nauta Melme they carry Alliance weapons.” Dysea spoke, her eyes never leaving Lynwe’s face.


Tari nodded. “And our uniforms are hidden away in one of our vehicles.” He said quickly.


Martin nodded. “Yes I know. We took down your group an hour ago. We found the uniforms.”


Tari looked at him astonished. “You captured my entire command? How is that possible, we had no warning?”


Martin nodded. “You’d be surprised how possible some things are.”


“You admit you are Alliance soldiers then?” Dysea asked out loud. 


Tari gazed at her for a long moment. There was something about this Wood Elf that seemed familiar, and it took only a moment for his keen mind to recall what that was. “I admit we were once Alliance soldiers Queen of the Wood Elves.” He answered calmly, and totally at peace with the decision they had made so long ago. “We no longer serve them. All of us have chosen to… change the direction of our lives and we deserted from Alliance service. We despise the Alliance and everything it stands for! We are the last of my people and I would not see them destroyed at the whim of Alliance butchers!”

“This must be the rogue elf company we have been intercepting transmissions about these last months Nauro Ohtar.” Ealin spoke from behind Martin. “Marcus himself has been leading the search for them.”


“They call… they call you Wolf Warrior?” Tari asked Martin.


Martin lowered his K12 and looked at Tari, “Yeah. Kind of catchy don’t you think?”


Tari saw Dysea lower her weapon from Lynwe’s head and watched as she stepped away from her until she was next to Martin, but her eyes never left Lynwe, and the K12 remained in her hand. He looked back to Martin. “You believe me?” He asked.

“Let’s just say that so far your story checks out.” Martin told him. “The civilians that are traveling with your group appear to be in excellent health, and they trust the soldiers you left at your camp. We questioned some briefly, and they said you had been protecting them for over a month as you moved west.”


Tari nodded. “We traveled only at night like the slavers do. If we were detected by the Alliance recon drones we would look like a slaver column and they would ignore us.”  


“How do we know they won’t just shoot us Tari?” Lynwe snapped. Dysea’s head turned quickly from looking at Lynwe to where Tari stood. 


“If I had wanted you dead… you would be dead.” Martin spoke. “Don’t doubt that for a second.”


“Tari?” Dysea asked, looking at him. “Your name is Tari?”


Tari met her eyes. “That is correct.” He replied. “You speak my name as if you have heard it before.”


“Do you know a Drow assassin by the name of Aihola?” Dysea asked.


Tari’s amber colored eyes lit up, “Aihola! You know Aihola? Where is she? Tell me!”


Dysea became hesitant at his excitement and she paused before replying. “How do you know her?” Dysea asked, almost possessively.

“How do I know her? Aihola is my sister Queen of the Wood Elves. I helped her to escape New Baltimore almost a year ago, and I have not heard from her since.” Tari answered. “You have seen her? Spoken with her?”


Dysea nodded slowly. “Three days ago, in Mountain City.”


“She is alive?” Tari asked.


Dysea nodded, “Very much so.”


Lynwe stepped closer to Tari, her own face somewhat brighter. “Tell us how she is?” Lynwe spoke. “We have not spoken with her in so long.”


Dysea glanced at Martin and she saw him nod his head slowly. Tari and Lynwe both saw this. “What is it?” Tari asked. 


Dysea looked at him. “Aihola is in excellent health.” Dysea said. “She is in Mountain City acting as Personal Attendant to the High Elf Queen Tarifa.”


Martin could see the looks of relief on both their faces even though their expressions hardly changed. He could smell the relief that coursed through them at this news, and that was the biggest indicator that perhaps these Drow were not enemies after all. 


Perhaps they would be potential allies in the war Martin knew was coming.

