CHAPTER FOURTEEN
NEW MEMPHIS

Anja Peterson had changed in the last five months.


She had come to EDEN with an attitude of arrogance and distrust, having been working the last three years directly for Senator Graham, a man whom she despised. She had allowed Graham’s son Kevin and even Graham himself to take her to bed and slobber and grunt all over her, in the hopes of furthering her career. She was out only for herself at that time in her life, not caring what she had to do, or who she had to sleep with to get where she wanted. Anja was smart, beautiful, and an extremely skilled genetics expert, yet she considered people below her education level to be beneath her and undeserving of her attention. She could have used her brains to obtain what she wanted, and instead chose to use her looks. 

All that had changed when she met Daniel Simpson and Julie Collins, two of the Genomes she had been sent to EDEN to have declared not fit for duty and removed from the active Navy roles. And in an ironic and amazing twist of fate, Anja had become the very willing and quite submissive lover to both of them, and her world had suddenly become so much larger and clearer.

Anja did not think of herself as a bad person, nor did she start out acting as a pompous bitch. She was extremely intelligent, tops in her class at the Naval Academy, one of the first women to complete the Navy’s SEAL training with honors, and she had two advanced degrees in Genetic Engineering and Bio-Research. The people she had chosen, or more importantly her father had chosen for her to associate with had changed her. Yet her relationship with Danny and Jules had opened so many doors that Anja had never known existed. She no longer looked at Genomes as beneath her, primarily because she had become part Genome herself thanks to Danny and Julie and their torrid relationship. During her time in school Anja had always preferred to look at things objectively, yet her duty posting with Graham and his son had dampened that trait in her. When she had joined EDEN’s crew and been reunited with Martin Hunter and the other genomes, that objectivity made a smashing come back. She witnessed utter self sacrifice during the emergency on EDEN after the comet had passed them by when the unknown Raptor had crashed into the base. Martin and Danny wouldn’t leave several human engineers to die in the vacuum of space and so they worked as a team and repaired the damage and kept themselves alive.


When Anja had first met Martin Hunter she was stuck by his carefree, almost reckless path in life, and somewhat angered at his lack of emotion towards her. Anja knew she was beautiful, and not just beautiful, but downright head turning, eye stopping gorgeous. Though only five foot three, she had always kept her body in superb shape. She was proud of her large, firm 34C breasts and her naturally stiff nipples. Her tits were usually the first thing that men noticed about her and then she knew she had them. She had long legs for her height, and she kept them in lithe, muscular shape by her hand to hand regime and riding a bike as much as she could. Her ass was perhaps her finest asset, extremely firm and perfectly round muscular ass cheeks allowed her to fill out any pair of pants she wore with considerable ease. Anja had soft jade green eyes and full red lips that, Julie had commented on not so long ago, were wonderful to kiss and feel moving across her body. She had always used her beauty to her advantage, but that night with Martin Hunter had changed all that. He looked through her arrogance and defenses and her pompous attitude and dove right for her soul. He had fucked her into senselessness that night, igniting within her a need and passion she never knew she could feel. It was a need and passion she did not rediscover until she had returned to EDEN. 

She had fought her feelings about going to EDEN and seeing Martin again, and when she acted like a bitch to him, he had responded in kind. Her brief but intense relationship with Danny and Julie had granted her almost immediate acceptance by the Genomes that remained. Her actions over the next few days cemented that trust even more. She did not have to think what her decision would be when it was discovered Graham was making a play for control of EDEN when they returned from earth with Tarifa. It was actually the easiest decision she had ever made.

Anja had left with Martin and the other Genomes and returned to earth to carve out their own life. Meeting the elves and eventually having to leave their capital city and build their own city had drawn her even further in. Her true self had blossomed and grown by leaps and bounds aided by her new Genome cells and skills. Anja had finally become what she was meant to be, a compassionate but capable warrior of unparallel skill, with a firm devotion to what was right and just; a pattern of action and concern that mirrored Martin Hunter, the one man she was madly in love with.

Anja had also discovered her true sexuality while sharing a bed with both Danny and Julie. She no longer repressed her feelings and reveled in sensations that were new and wonderful. That she was without any question bi-sexual did not cause her to blink in surprise at all now. Julie’s lush body had ignited a different type of passion within Anja, with its suppleness and sensuous curves and Anja loved them both. They had awakened a new person in her, and at first she thought it was love she felt for them both, yet as time passed she realized it was nothing more than a close knit friendship. They held a place in her heart and always would, yet over the last few weeks she had wanted to expand and explore because she was still looking for something. She was still missing a core piece of her being; a sense of actually belonging to someone. It was a feeling she had not felt since that night with Martin. She sensed it in them as well, a calling of sorts. Returning to earth had changed all three of them. She figured their time remaining together was short, and while that saddened her to a degree, she knew it was for the best. All of them were growing and their paths were taking different roads, and to try and remain together would only hurt them in the end.

Anja had a new sexual appetite, and she knew what she wanted. She wanted to be dominated; she wanted to be taken over and over again. Anja discovered she was totally submissive in bed, and she wanted someone to take her, dominate her, and command her but also someone who would respect her in and out of their bed. Anja had noticed many attractive elves and humans over the past weeks, even fantasying quite a few times of having Dysea and Martin dominate her and make her do what they demanded. Thinking of Dysea caused Anja to shudder in delight. She desired the Wood Elf Queen, more than she had ever desired Julie. The elf Queen’s body was even more enticing than Julie’s and she longed to see Dysea naked and wrap herself around that lush body. The platinum blond hair and the lithe figure of the former Wood Elf Queen always got Anja hot, and she already knew how impressive Martin’s assets were, and she couldn’t help but notice the almost constant smile Dysea walked around with. It had surprised her at first that she would apprise women as she did men, but that shock had long since passed and it came quite naturally to her. 
It did not surprise her however when she came to the realization that she was deeply in love with Martin. He had stolen her soul that single night so long ago, and no matter what she did, she couldn’t purge him from her thoughts. He was who she was meant for, of that she had no doubts. Seeing him all the time now made it worse, and knowing that he was sleeping with Dysea even more so, because she wanted both of them so bad it was almost painful.

Anja turned when she felt the hand of the dark haired female elf Talia touch her arm. She looked at the woman and smiled warmly. “Yes ma’am.”

Talia Torcrum looked at the young human female. “Your… your aura is not completely human young lady. Nor is it like that one… your commander…”


“Martin?” Anja asked.


Talia nodded. “Yes. His aura is a much darker color than yours. Like a deep forest in the west. A normal human aura is lighter in color… similar to the color of the skins of pears. Yours is different somehow.”


Anja nodded. “I’m not completely human any longer.” She replied with a smile. “My DNA has been altered somewhat because of a relationship I was having.” Anja surprised herself when she used the past tense to refer to her trio with Danny and Julie.

“And you knew this?” Talia asked.


Anja shook her head, “Not at the time no. We only discovered it was happening later, but it was a willing change. It was not something forced on me.”


“The Alliance conducts horrible experiments.” Talia said softly. “Genetic experiments on elves and even humans that do not agree with their rules.” She looked shyly at where Anari sat alone, her back against the wall of the building they were in. Lynwe had moved up to where Martin, Julie and Tari were squatting in a small group. “I understand that these very Drow elves with you were subjected to terrible experiments.”

Anja looked at her. “How do you know?”


“The unit they belonged to came here for schooling or training or something like that many years ago.” Talia explained. “I recognize the leader and his female second in command. She is very imposing.” Anja’s eyes moved to where Lynwe squatted. “There were rumors floating around the city all during the time they were here about how the Alliance had conducted terrible experiments on them.” Talia saw the questions in Anja’s eyes and continued. “Many years ago, a little over a century I think, the Drow were very nearly destroyed by the High Elves in the last battle of a war they had been fighting for decades. At the end of this battle there were only five or six thousand Drow elves left. Many of them became mercenaries and slavers. Apparently their fortitude impressed the Alliance scientists and their last village was attacked. The Alliance slaughtered them like hogs; the only ones to survive were taken prisoner by the Alliance to be used for experiments. The Drow you see here are offspring of those captured, and it was they who paid the price in the end.”

“What was done to them?” Anja asked tearing her eyes from Anari just as she turned her head, feeling eyes on her and turning to see who it was.

Talia shrugged. “It is said that many of the experiments were sexual in nature, and that many of the Drow even went so far as to commit suicide when it was discovered what was done to them. Those that travel with you and any who live elsewhere must have been the strongest of mind and body.”


“They seem very capable.” Anja stated.


Talia nodded. “They are.” She answered. “Many of them were trained by Marcus himself.”


“Marcus?” Anja asked.


“He is a Drow as well, but he is different. He willingly underwent the Alliance genetic experiments. He wanted them, and they turned him into a vicious cruel monster that would butcher his own parents if he needed too. He has no heart, no soul.” Talia spoke as if the mere mention of his name would bring him down on top of them. “Trust me you do not want to fall into his hands.”

Anja smiled and took her hand. “We only have a few more hours and then all of you will be safe.” She said.


Talia met her eyes. “We will be safe yes.” She spoke softly. “What about those we leave behind?”


“We’re working on that.” Anja told her.

MOUNTAIN CITY


Aihola looked up from where she lay on her bed listening to the message from Tari again when she heard the door to her small quarters open and close. Her fingers closed around the handle of the R4 Razor Hybrid Knife. The doubled bladed weapon was one of a dozen that had been secreted into Mountain City and picked up by Cantel earlier in the morning. The R4 was a new designed knife, forged from High Elf Steel but finished with a matte black coating of Teflon, making it virtually indestructible. She had taken to the weapon immediately, quickly realizing the one Cantel had given her was perfectly weighted and balanced for her own hand. Cantel had told her that it was Dysea who had given specifications that were ideally suited for Aihola. She had smiled at the time thinking she would have to thank the Wood Elf Queen in a similar way.


Aihola moved nimbly from her bed, the thin white robe tied around her curves loosely. She had been passing time until her nightly rendezvous with Tarifa in the large hot tub, and no one besides Tarifa had access to her private quarters. She pressed her back against the corner of the wall that led into the small main area of her quarters, and lifted the R4 closely in her hand, intending to strike for the vital neck area of whoever came around the corner.


“Nya Istel?” Tarifa’s soft voice called out.   


Aihola leaned around the corner and saw her, “Tarifa!” She exclaimed softly. “What are you doing here?” Aihola moved up next to her, amber eyes scanning the area behind Tarifa. “It is three hours before we meet, you must go! If Telan finds you here he will discover all is not as he thinks!”


Tarifa shook her head. “I slipped a pill into his drink at dinner. He will not wake until tomorrow morning the pig.” She spoke looking at the R4 Hybrid in her hand. “Were you expecting someone?” She asked with a smile.

Aihola saw where she was looking and shook her head. “I did not know it was you.” She said. “And it is no secret that Telan does not appreciate my company.”


Tarifa nodded. “That is true.” She said as she looked around the small apartment. Aihola had decorated it sparingly, Cantel bringing over some items she had requested from the small apartment she had been staying at before. “So this is where you come when you aren’t by my side?”


Aihola looked at Tarifa and for the first time saw what she was wearing. Tarifa’s robe was thin like hers, but a light blue in color, and Aihola could see her erect nipples straining against the thin fabric. She felt her face flush and warmth rushed to between her taut thighs. While her visit was a surprise, Aihola had already planned to do what her brother had said and take what she wanted. At this moment, Aihola wanted Tarifa more than anything else in her life. She had not been able to stop thinking about her time with the two Queens and what they had made her feel and do, and those memories came rushing back to her now, sending great waves of desire through her. And that desire was solely focused on Tarifa and had been for some time.

“What is it you want Tarifa?” Aihola asked confidently. She was determined to be the Mistress here, no matter Tarifa’s position as Queen. 


Tarifa looked at her, detecting the slight change in her tone of voice. It was almost a tone of annoyance, yet held something else as well. “I’m sorry… I didn’t mean to disturb you.” Tarifa spoke. She started to move around her to leave, but Aihola planted her hand against the wall, blocking her path with her arm. Tarifa looked at her again and now she saw Aihola’s amber eyes staring right into her soul.


“You came here for a reason.” Aihola spoke moving closer. “What would that reason be?”


“It’s… it’s nothing really.” Tarifa spoke turning so her back was against the wall. She was confused by Aihola’s suddenly dominate nature, and while it caused a tingling sensation within her belly, Tarifa was still unsure of how Aihola would react.

“If it was nothing why did you come here dressed so?” Aihola asked, her next step putting her only inches from Tarifa’s glowing sapphire eyes. “Was it your intent to come here and try to seduce me with your charms?”


Tarifa laughed off that truth and shook her head. “No… I… I was only going to see if you would like to…”


Aihola smiled as her desire for this female continued to grow by leaps and bounds. “I think that was your intent.” Aihola spoke reaching out to stroke Tarifa’s neck with her nails. She watched with a gleam in her eyes as she allowed her fingers to move lower, stroking the hollow of Tarifa’s throat and dipping closer to the valley between her breasts.

Tarifa was frozen as Aihola’s fingers caused electric tingles to course through her body. “Ai… Aihola… what… what are you doing?” She was finally able to say.


Aihola moved her lips closer to Tarifa’s until they were almost touching. “I believe you came here with a purpose Queen of the High Elves.” She spoke softly, her hand dipping even lower. She turned her hand over and brushed the back of her knuckles across Tarifa’s left breast, eliciting a small gasp when her knuckles grazed over Tarifa’s nipple. Aihola smiled when she felt the bud harden and become even stiffer. “What is that purpose?”

Tarifa had very nearly lost it already. Her skin was on fire, her nipples protruding proudly from her thin robe. She felt the change come upon her, and the world became so much more vibrant and real. Her sapphire eyes, now outlined in black looked to the ceiling as her hands came up to grip Aihola’s strong shoulders. “Aihola… you can’t… I… I am Queen… I…”

Aihola no longer feared Tarifa when she changed, and she smiled when she saw Tarifa’s teeth lengthen into half inch long fangs and her eyes change into the sapphire black orbs. Aihola brought her lips closer to Tarifa’s neck, lightly grazing her skin as her hand moved lower, sliding down Tarifa’s firm abdomen and making its way between the folds of her robe to touch her warm naked skin. She felt Tarifa’s muscles clench and her fingers tighten on her shoulders as Aihola ripped away the robe with one hand while her other dipped lower between Tarifa’s thighs. Aihola’s eyes grew slightly wider when her fingers grazed the area where she knew there should be soft dark hair and she found nothing but smooth soft flesh. This only served to incite her even more and she pressed her body tighter against Tarifa’s, her nipples pressing against Tarifa’s own breasts, while flicking out her warm pink tongue to caress the tip of Tarifa’s ear eliciting a gasp of delight.

“You have removed your hair Tarifa?” Aihola spoke softly into her ear. “What exactly am I suppose to deduce from this? I can smell your excitement Queen of the High Elves, and…” Aihola slid her fingers down even lower, curving them around slowly until they reached Tarifa’s pussy. “And you are already dripping.”


Tarifa shook her head slowly. “Please… I don’t… I don’t want to…”


“I think you do slave!” Aihola spoke more confidently. “You have not cum in so long! And you must endure that disgusting beast slobbering all over you.” She whispered into Tarifa’s ear. “He can not touch you in the places I can. He can not do to you what my tongue can do.” As she was speaking to her, Aihola was sliding her fingers back and forth lightly over Tarifa’s fully aroused and spread labia, being careful to rub her pierced clit every time she brought her fingers forward. Her pussy lips were engorged with passion, Tarifa’s clit standing erect and burning with desire. The sapphire piercing was causing the pleasure to slowly build in her belly, and there was nothing she could do to avoid it now. “And Telan most assuredly can not do this to you.” Aihola spoke softly, bringing her face around to stare at Tarifa. Her eyes were heavy with passion, her mouth slightly open and her breath coming in soft gasps. “Can he Tarifa?”

Tarifa shook her head quickly back and forth. “No! Gods… no!”


Aihola reached out with her tongue, running it along Tarifa’s upper lip slowly and ever so sensuously, pulling back quickly when Tarifa tried to kiss her. Tarifa’s eyes were wide, and she bit her bottom lip as Aihola’s fingers worked her into a sexual frenzy. Her pussy was sopping wet now, her legs weak and Aihola was having little trouble. She was also becoming very aroused herself, feeling the warmth spread through her own belly and into her loins. She pressed herself closer to Tarifa, pushing one of her legs between Tarifa’s thighs as she tore open the robe further, pulling it almost completely from her body and suckled on Tarifa’s silky neck. Tarifa gasped loudly when she felt Aihola’s lips on her skin, her body on fire. In the haze of pleasure she thought she felt two sharp points graze her skin. She felt Aihola’s knee press against the back of her own hand manipulating Tarifa’s soaked pussy, allowing her to apply more pressure; pressure that was soon going to force Tarifa into a blissful orgasm.

 
“You… you came here… you came here to seduce me didn’t you?” Aihola spoke softly, her own arousal very nearly out of control. “You wanted me to taste you! To suck your sweet pussy, didn’t you High Elf Queen. Answer me!”


“Yes!” Tarifa cried. “Yes! By the gods yes… that is what I wanted!”


Aihola smiled and drove three fingers deeply into Tarifa’s pussy. Tarifa stood up on her tip toes gripping Aihola’s shoulders for support as her orgasm shattered her resistance, and her sweet cum poured all over Aihola’s fingers and hand. Her head tilted back and she looked at the ceiling and the metal striping of the window above them. She saw the look on her own face and she saw Aihola smiling, pleased with her self that she was making Tarifa come. She also saw the tips of what looked like two very sharp fangs extend from Aihola’s lips and then her head came crashing forward. She clutched at the Drow warrior, burying her face between Aihola’s firm breasts, as she rode out the first orgasm she had experienced since Dysea left, humping the three fingers Aihola had stuffed up her pussy, wanting it to last as long as possible. 
After a long moment of Tarifa clenching her powerful pussy muscles down on her fingers, Aihola slowly pulled them out, hearing her moan in reluctance. Aihola brought them to her mouth, slowly putting one finger then the others seductively between her lips and drawing Tarifa’s juices from them, savoring the taste and feeling her own desire nearly triple in intensity. She released Tarifa after ensuring she assisted her in slumping to the floor gently so that she wouldn’t fall and stepped back.


“Perhaps I will do these things.” Aihola spoke as she started towards her bed.


Tarifa watched her walk, still in the afterglow of the small but powerful orgasm given to her by Aihola’s distinctly experienced fingers. Her eyes were clouded over in obvious lust, wanting more, needing more. Tarifa watched as Aihola turned to face her and sat down on the edge of her bed. She pulled aside her white robe to reveal her taut body in all its glorious beauty. Her ebony skin glistened with a fine sheen of sweat; her breasts though considerably smaller than Tarifa’s own were conical and firm and looked oh so tasty, the dark nipples jutting proudly and begging to be suckled. Her legs were long and slender for her height, packed with muscle yet still looking feminine. And then Tarifa’s eyes found her center and she whimpered in desire. Aihola’s pussy was breathtaking; the thin line of pure white hair above the pink half inch long clit, now standing out proudly and obviously waiting to be fed upon. Her pussy lips were a deep red and opened like a butterfly spreading its wings. It was so different than Dysea’s pussy, Aihola’s clit much larger and not pierced, and Dysea’s blond platinum line of hair above her opening. Dysea’s tattoos only added to her beauty, but Aihola’s skin was so dark and inviting, it had its very own addicting nature, and this is what Tarifa wanted. Tarifa looked up into Aihola’s amber eyes and then watched as Aihola dropped one of her hands to her glistening pussy and ran her fingers invitingly over her own pussy lips slowly.

“Come Tarifa, Queen of the High Elves.” Aihola spoke confidently, her lust making her confident. “This is what you want. It’s written all over your face.”


Tarifa didn’t dare attempt to stand up, so she discarded what remained of her torn robe and began to make her way over to Aihola on her hands and knees, her hybrid eyes focused on that beautiful pussy. With graceful and feline like seductive movements she made her way to the edge of the bed on her hands and knees. Aihola reached out with her hand as Tarifa finally settled between her thighs, her eyes never leaving Aihola’s now very excited pussy, her lips only centimeters from her engorged clit. Aihola caressed Tarifa’s face before she wrapped a large portion of Tarifa’s raven black hair in her fist and looked at her with unabashed lust in her amber eyes.

“I am your mistress now Queen of the High Elves. You will do as I demand when you share my bed. And I intend to see you share my bed quite often.” Aihola spoke softly but very firmly and confidently. “If you please me, perhaps I will return the pleasure to you.” Aihola was not kidding herself and she knew it; she would be the dominate Drow mistress to Tarifa, but she would never deny her anything. “Now to get your reward slave… you must eat my pussy and make me scream!” Aihola spoke, pulling Tarifa’s head closer to her dripping pussy. “Eat my pussy well and I will reward you slave!”


Whatever doubts Tarifa may have had when she came into Aihola’s room vanished when Aihola spoke those words. She felt the pressure Aihola exerted on the back of her head, pulling her closer to that dripping cunt in front of her face. Tarifa knew Aihola was right, she would do anything for her; she would allow Aihola to dominate her, as long as Tarifa got to dine on her wonderful pussy. The act of being submissive to Aihola in this way was driving Tarifa mad with lust and she inhaled deeply, the scent of cherry blossoms filling her nostrils, as the tip of her nose was nestled in the soft white hair just above that jutting clit. 

“Eat my pussy now slave!” Aihola spoke more forcefully now, and she pulled Tarifa’s head into her pussy with more strength than she intended, pushing her hips towards Tarifa’s face in desperation and want. She thought for an instant that perhaps she had overstepped her bounds with her actions, but her eyes flew open and she screamed, her head falling back as Tarifa’s wonderfully soft lips encased her painfully erect clit and she bit down ever so gently.


Tarifa’s hands moved up to Aihola’s breasts and began to pull and pinch her stiff nipples as her body fell back on the bed. Aihola still clung to her head, holding her face against her pussy. She needn’t have bothered, Tarifa had no intention of leaving the position she was in until her Aihola had cum harder than she ever had before. That was her duty now as slave to her Drow Mistress.

Tarifa sucked hard once more on Aihola’s clit before extending her tongue out as far as she could and trailing the tip of her tongue from the bottom of Aihola’s delicious pussy back up to her clit with agonizing slowness. Aihola’s body strained against her orgasm the entire time, her hands pulling Tarifa’s head closer as she ground her pussy against Tarifa’s lips, using all of her will power not to explode right there. She draped her long legs over Tarifa’s shoulders, pulling her closer and holding her firmly in position. 

“Yes… yes my slave!” Aihola gasped her amber eyes wide, her entire body shaking in pre-orgasm shudders. “You… you eat me so good! You’re going to make me cum!”


Tarifa felt wetness between her own thighs as she feasted on Aihola’s sweet pussy. She kept her left hand firmly fixed on Aihola’s left breast, manipulating and pinching her nipple almost to the point of pain. Tarifa sensed that Aihola would enjoy that more than most and she was not disappointed as it drew moans of pleasure from her Mistress. Tarifa dropped her right hand down to scrap her nails down the backside of Aihola’s taut thigh. She traced Aihola’s firm supple ass with her hand, squeezing that mound of delicious ebony flesh tightly, marveling in the firmness and texture. A part of Tarifa’s mind told her she would have to explore every nook and crevice of that gorgeous ass at another time. Tarifa brought her fingers up the inside of her thigh to Aihola’s soaked entrance and slowly pressed a long slim finger deeply into her dripping pussy, feeling Aihola’s pussy muscles clamp down tightly on the invading appendage. She heard Aihola groan softly as she added another finger slowly, pushing her fingers in deep. Aihola’s pussy was exceptionally tight, and she could feel the powerful walls of her tunnel clamping down on her fingers, as well as the incredible heat. Tarifa was beyond caring at this point, totally intent on making Aihola cum as hard as she could. Another finger followed the two already buried in her pussy and Aihola’s body tensed as Tarifa shoved them in as deeply as she could.

“That’s it, cum for me… cum for me Mistress!” She gasped, removing her lips from that hard clit, willingly accepting her role as slave to her Drow Mistress, plunging her fingers faster and deeper. She lapped away at Aihola’s defenseless half inch grape sized clit with her tongue now, flicking it hard on every plunge of her fingers into her pussy. 


It had also been far too long for Aihola, and her orgasm began in her belly, spreading outward and down to her spasming pussy. Aihola’s body went rigid, her mouth opening wide and her amber eyes staring at the heavens as her orgasm exploded out of her. Tarifa’s eyes also flew open, yet it was for a different reason. Aihola’s cum erupted from around the fingers Tarifa had buried in her pussy, her sweet liquid splashing wetly on Tarifa’s jaw and neck. Aihola’s body arched off the bed, and Tarifa quickly pulled her fingers from her clenching pussy and opened her mouth wide, locking her lips around Aihola’s entire spasming pussy, her own eyes closing in bliss as she drank down Aihola’s cum.


“Ahhhhhhh…. Yes my… yes my slave!” Aihola screamed her neck muscles straining to the point where veins were protruding from her skin, as her body shuddered violently in the midst of the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced. “Drink my juices slave… drink it all!”

Tarifa did just that, swallowing Aihola’s cum as it squirted into her mouth with such force it set Tarifa off as well. She didn’t remembered Aihola cumming this hard before, her juices squirting out of her into Tarifa’s waiting mouth, but she relished it none the less. Tarifa ground her tight ass cheeks down onto her heels as her pussy jumped and spasmed and her cum flooded out of her, splashing wetly down her thighs. Aihola came for nearly thirty full seconds, and Tarifa did not remove her lips from their pussy lock until she had consumed every delicious drop. Tarifa then spent the next minute lovingly licking Aihola’s still swollen labia, lapping up every minute amount of cum that was left, cleaning her beautiful pussy with her tongue as she felt Aihola’s body settle back onto the bed and she lovingly licked the puffy outer lips of her cunt. She began to lick and softly kiss her way up Aihola’s still heaving belly, stopping to allow her tongue to explore the sweet tasting dark flesh before her. The contrast in their skin color was driving her into a passionate frenzy, and even though she had just cum for the second time, Tarifa felt another orgasm begin to burn slowly within her belly. She climbed onto the bed slowly, as her tongue trailed up Aihola’s lithe body, teasing her still painfully hard nipples and rolling the stiff buds in her fingers while her tongue traced the edges of the sweat soaked dark globes.

Tarifa gasped when Aihola grabbed her and rolled them over, pinning her body to the soft bed. She took hold of Tarifa’s face tightly, while looking down at her and skillfully using her own tongue to clean off her cum from Tarifa’s chin and cheeks.


“Was… was that pleasing Mistress?” Tarifa finally asked in a soft submissive voice after Aihola had tongued her face clean.


“It… it was pleasant enough slave.” Aihola answered firmly, though Tarifa could detect the passion that was still there.


“I will do better next time Mistress.” Tarifa spoke, her hands absently caressing Aihola’s waist and back.

Aihola smiled. “Oh I know you will my dear. You will have much time to practice. You will serve under me whenever we are together. If you please me then perhaps I will do the same for you.”


Tarifa smiled brilliantly. “Oh yes! Please Mistress… I need… I need your attentions!”


Aihola smiled, still getting her breathing under control. “So… you want your reward do you slave?”


“Oh yes Mistress! Please… please don’t tease me.” Tarifa pleaded, fully getting into her role as submissive. She knew full well that it was not all an act. It may have been the fact that Aihola was a Drow elf, but being near her this way, submissively in her arms, their naked flesh touching, all Tarifa wanted to do was please her in every way she could. Aihola would never refuse her and never hurt her, Tarifa knew that and she actually found it most pleasing to be dominated in this way, especially by a Drow.


Aihola smiled warmly, her amber eyes gazing upon Tarifa with love and desire, as she realized just what she felt for this High Elf Queen. She leaned over and kissed her deeply, plunging her tongue into Tarifa’s mouth and hearing her whimper in delight as she returned the kiss with equal lust and passion. Aihola held her face while she explored Tarifa’s mouth with her tongue, dancing it across her teeth and the insides of her cheeks, exploring everything she could, engaging in a duel of tongues that Tarifa naturally lost. Aihola pulled back after a long moment, Tarifa’s tongue dancing across her lips as she did, trying to reclaim her soft lips.

“Now you will know your position, Queen of the High Elves.” Aihola spoke softly. “Under me, pleasing me and now you will continue your duties while I feast on your delicious flesh.” Aihola shifted on the bed quickly before Tarifa had time to speak, turning opposite of her and seductively lifting one of her legs to the opposite side of Tarifa’s head and she positioned her still dripping and passion bloated pussy over Tarifa’s face. Aihola looked down at her prize, her fingers lightly running across Tarifa’s hairless already soaked labia and seeing her fully aroused and unhooded clit. Aihola smiled; as this was the prize she so coveted. The round sapphire piercing glittered in the light, and Aihola could see how it actually pierced the hood of her clit, and caused the sapphire ring to brush against her sensitive bud when she was aroused, stimulating her even more. Aihola inhaled deeply of Tarifa’s aroma and smiled. 
“Prepare yourself slave… and you may scream if you wish.” She spoke.

The moment Aihola’s strong tongue flicked out and slammed into Tarifa’s pierced clit, she did just that, screaming out her pleasure as a hammer like orgasm struck her instantly. Her screams of rapture were drowned out quickly as Aihola plunged her pussy down onto Tarifa’s face and Aihola began to feed.

LAS VEGAS

BOULDER MUNICIPLE AIRPORT


“Do you believe him?” Cathy asked Leland.


Leland met her dark eyes. “I want to.” He answered softly. They sat in the cockpit of the Raptor as night rapidly fell all around them. “You must understand Nya Lisse Indil, elf families of influence and power will do anything to keep what they have, and gather more power and influence. It is the same with the High Elves I have no doubt. Vengal promised his daughter Anuk to the son of this family.”

“She didn’t have any say in it?” Cathy asked.


Leland shook his head. “I doubt it. It is more than likely that she was raised from a child with the intent she would eventually become wife to this man. When Vengal made this arrangement, Dysea was still Queen. Vengal’s family was very powerful themselves, but a marriage between the two families would have given them even greater influence and ties to Dysea.” Leland turned back into the Raptor’s crew compartment to Vengal sitting on the bench near the ramp. “He was not aware of the Alliance betrayal of Dysea, and I do not believe he knew the daughter of this family would be chosen Queen. At least I do not believe he knew of this. Vengal may be many things, but a traitor to Dysea he is not.”


“You’re sure about that?” Cathy asked.


Leland nodded. “Yes.”


“What did Dysea say when you talked to her?” Cathy asked him.


“She said to return to Eden once the mission was completed and she would confront Vengal.” Leland answered. “You have not seen Dysea when she is angry. It is a sight to behold.”


Cathy grinned. “I have no doubt about that.” She answered. Cathy looked at his handsome weathered face, his blue eyes bright and intelligent. “Leland… about what you said earlier.” She spoke softly.


Leland looked at her with a smile and reached up to touch her cheek. He caressed the scars on her otherwise flawless face. “It is what I want.” He spoke. “I would hope it is what you want as well.”


“Leland… I’m… Vengal is right. I’m completely human. I… I won’t live anywhere near as long as you will. It would not be fair to you.” Cathy told him. 


Leland smiled. “Half a lifetime with you Nya Lisse Indil is enough for me.” He replied. “Besides… technically you are already almost four hundred years old. Much older than me, and I have always wanted to enjoy the charms of an older woman.”


Cathy couldn’t help but chuckle and she moved closer to him kissing him softly. “You are a very unique man Leland.”


“I like to think so.” He answered. “You do not have to give me an answer now Cathy. When you are ready… though I think I know what your answer will be.”

“Oh do you?” Cathy spoke with a smile.


Leland nodded. “You make these delightful little noises when you are in my arms, and you have whispered many professions in my ear during…”


Cathy put her fingers to his lips. “I get the point.” She spoke with a smile. “And you are right. I would be very happy to…”


Tommy turned from his co-pilot’s seat and looked back at them. “Boss… we got company.” He spoke.


Cathy and Leland both go to their feet and moved the few meters to the pilot’s seat which Cathy quickly settled into, “Where?”


“Four contacts moving from the north.” Tommy spoke.


Cathy looked at Leland. “That’s the direction they would come from.” She said. “But there should be six of them.”


“How far out are they?” Leland asked.


“Nine hundred meters,” Tommy answered.


Leland nodded. “I will go out and meet them.” He said heading for the rear of the Raptor. He watched Vengal get to his feet when he saw them coming. “General we have four contacts moving quickly towards our location.”


“Four?” Vengal spoke confused. “But there were six of them.”


Leland nodded. “Yes I know. We do not have communication with them because they are maintaining radio silence until they have us in sight. I’m going out to meet them.”


“I will accompany you.” Vengal said.


“I don’t think that is wise.” Leland told him.


“We are in the middle of enemy territory Leland.” Vengal spoke quickly. “I may be many things, but I am not a fool.”


Leland thought about it for only a second before nodding, “Very well.”


Tony skidded to a halt next to the ramshackle building that used to be a hanger. Leena half hung to his shoulder, her arm useless and her feet almost dragging. The tears in her eyes had long since dried up at having to leave her cousin to her death, the pain and the fact that she did not want to die pushing the grief away.


Tony turned as Radama and Judziea stopped next to him. “We’re almost there.” Tony hissed quietly. He looked at Leena in his arm. “Are you going to make it?”


Leena met his eyes and nodded with a grimace. “I have suffered worse injuries.” She spoke through clenched teeth. “You did not have to break my ribs when you caught me though.”


Tony grinned. “Hey… that wasn’t on purpose.” He replied. “You landed awkward is all. Besides… it could have been your head.”

Leena met his eyes. “You… you do not seem to be upset that we lost your friend.” She spoke.


Tony looked at her. “Danny? Danny ain’t dead.”


“How do you know this? We don’t know how deep the sinkhole was.” Leena said. “It could have been miles deep.”


“It wasn’t.” Tony answered, his hybrid eyes searching the darkness.


“How do you know?”


Tony looked at her answering quickly, almost too quickly. “The minute I saw them begin to fall I switched my internal implant to Danny’s command channel. He called off distances as they fell. The last transmission that came through said they’d fallen a hundred and thirty meters. He must have struck something, because his COM blinked out after that.”


“A hundred and thirty meters,” Leena asked aghast. “Anuk… Anuk would not survive a fall of that distance. She…”


“Company!” Tony snapped, pulling Leena down as he saw the two shadowy figures rise up only thirty meters away.


“Raptor! Raptor! Raptor!” Leland’s voice called out in a loud whisper carrying to them in the still night.


“Here!” Tony barked, smelling Leland and the Elf General. He watched as the two figures sprinted to where they were and took shape. “It’s good to see you Leland.”

Leland’s eyes swept their small group quickly. “Where is Daniel?”


Vengal also chimed in. “Anuk! Where is Anuk?”


“We took shelter in an old building after getting out of the sewers.” Tony replied. “As we were moving out the floor gave way and a sink hole opened up. Our additional weight must have triggered the sink hole. Dan saved Leena here, but he and Anuk…”


“He and Anuk what?” Vengal snapped.


“They fell.” Tony told him.


Vengal’s eyes went wide. “They fell! And you did not think to go back to see if they had survived?”



Tony ignored Vengal and continued talking to Leland. “Danny told us to haul ass. It was a four story building and it all got taken down on top of them. He was speaking to me for a few seconds, and then his transmission got cut. There was nothing we could do.”


“You should have gone back!” Vengal almost screamed. “We… we came all this way! We had her in our grasp, and you let her die!” He stepped closer to Tony.


“Fuck you General Elf!” Tony spat. “I’ve served with Danny a lot longer than you. We’ve survived this long because we follow orders! If he hadn’t told us to beat feet we’d all be at the bottom of that sink hole with him! Now step off or I’ll chop you to fucking little chunks.” Tony had moved Leena away from him against the wall of the battered hanger as he prepared to draw down on the elf.

Leland stepped between them. “We do not have time for this.” He spoke. “We…”


“Leland! That armored column has found us!” Cathy’s voice came over his implant. “We need to leave and now! They’re three minutes away!”


Leland looked at them.” We need to go! The unit that we ran from earlier today has discovered us again! We need to leave!”

“I will not leave my daughter!” Vengal snapped.


Leland looked at him. “General we do not know if they are alive!” He said. “We need to leave now. We have this position and we can return when there are not enemy forces in the area!”


“I will not leave her!” Vengal almost screamed. “She could still be alive! We need to find her! We must go back! We have to…”


Leena took a step forward and swung her hand viciously. The butt of the handgun slammed into the side of Vengal’s head, dropping him to the ground like a sack of shit. Everyone looked at her. “He has lost all reason because she is his daughter! I am not stupid. We can not stay here any loner to search for them, no matter how much I want to.” She said. “We need to go now!”


Leland wasted no time and gathered Vengal into a fireman’s carry, “This way!” He said and headed off into the night.


Ninety seconds later, Tony was staring out the ramp of the Raptor as they lifted off into the air. He was looking back at the city of Las Vegas, and he was making a silent vow to himself and to a lost friend.


“We’ll be back to get you Danny. Hang tough my brother. Hang tough.”


She was called Anuk, daughter of Vengal.

She was one hundred and twenty-one years old, the youngest daughter to the senior Wood Elf Ranger Commander. She was born into a powerful and influential elf family, never wanting for anything. She had the best schooling, the best clothes, the best foods and lived in luxury as far as the elves considered the definition of that term. She was courted by only the most handsome and influential elves, but her hand had already been promised in marriage to the son of another powerful and influential family. Matarn was extremely handsome, and well established within the Wood Elf Ranger command structure. He had risen to his position by virtue of his family and their standing, not by any of his own deeds. He had been involved in only limited combat against the Alliance and in small raids against the High Elves, his family not willing to risk his life in the mundane duties of a soldier. 

Anuk had gone through the standard Wool Elf Ranger training and completed it with barely passing marks and a little nudge from her father. Anuk had never wanted to be a soldier, feeling herself above such things due to her family’s influence and closeness to the Queen. She had gone through the training to please her father, and enhance her standing among her people, as well as attempt to impress Matarn. Anuk knew she was beautiful, and she made no bones about that. Her five foot eight height came from her father, her long rust colored red hair and cerulean blue eyes she inherited from her mother. She weighed a hundred and twenty pounds, most of it muscle, but still with some baby fat spread out in places that she worked hard to control and get rid of. She was still considered a child by elfin respects, and this bothered her to some degree. She had long tapered legs, satiny skin and a tight, head turning ass that she worked hard at keeping that way. Her 34B breasts were firm and conical, topped with small eraser hard pink nipples. Her cheekbones were high in a regal fashion, her light red lips soft and full. She had allowed Matarn to paw her body at times since she was to be his wife anyway, yet his groping was usually roughly done with no sense of what he was doing. Anuk had never been with a man, ensuring Matarn would have that honor.

Her capture had changed all that.


The mercenaries that had captured or killed her small Elf Ranger unit were vile and disgusting men. And they were exceedingly brutal. Nearly all of them were of the dark skinned variety of humans, African Americans the history books had called them. Most of them were the most disgusting human men she had ever seen, and their appearance did nothing to quell Anuk’s dislike for humans to begin with. She had been captured pitifully easily, one of the mercenary slavers hitting her on the back of her head during the battle. She had awakened to find herself in a large cage like cell, her head throbbing in pain. She felt the Alliance drug dispenser on the back of her neck immediately, and gasped as her fingers inspected it. She could almost feel the drug working its way through her system. Anuk had looked up when the cell door opened and the enormous black man had come in. She had flung herself at him in rage, intending to shred his face with her nails, but he simply backhanded her inexperienced and still woozy body across the cell and then pounced on her back as she tried to recover. He had shredded what remained of her uniform until she was completely naked and feeling exposed and helpless.


Then with the Alliance drug doing half his work for him in making her more docile he then proceeded to rape her savagely for several hours, taking her virtue with grunting animal like noises while tears had streamed down her face. He had even gone so far as to cum all over her naked body before he left her to wallow in sorrow. That had begun the cycle she had been living for the last nine months. She had lost count of the men who had raped her, sometimes two or three at once, and with the Alliance drug keeping her from resisting for the most part, she endured acts so vile she did not even want to remember them. The drug and the fervent hope that her father would come for her with Matarn and rescue her was the only thing that kept her from taking her own life.

Anuk opened her cerulean eyes slowly, that effort itself causing her to groan in pain. She didn’t move the rest of her body as her eyes slowly came into focus. Her whole body ached liked it never had before, every muscle and bone screaming in protest. Her eyes came into focus slowly and she saw the pieces of concrete and wood next to where she laid. The memory of what had happened in the last few hours came rushing back to her. The auction where she had been bought by a giant of a black man, her cousin Leena, the withdrawal effects of the Alliance drug making her cold and striping her of her strength. The escape through the rancid sewers of Las Vegas and finally the floor opening beneath her and her plummet into the darkness of the abyss in the arms of a beast.

Anuk’s eyes grew a little wider when she realized she was no longer cold and shivering. The dangerous drop in her body temperature from the anti-dote to the Alliance drug was gone and she felt incredibly warm and strangely soothed. She slowly lifted just her head, wincing as her neck and shoulder muscles yammered at her in protest to the movement. Anuk realized she was lying on top of another body. A body that was pulsing with heat and incredibly hard and firm. She turned her head slowly and her eyes settled on the face of the man who had saved her life.


Anuk remembered now what had taken place in those last few seconds.

She was dangling above the blackness after the floor had caved in and nearly swallowed them. She and Leena were holding to this man’s hands for dear life, screaming for him to pull them up. In a incredible display of strength, he had heaved Leena clear out of the hole and out of sight, both of his hands then taking hold of Anuk. His face appeared confused and when he looked at something under where he lay, Anuk had followed his gaze and felt her heart sink. The main support beams were splintering under his additional weight, and sand and dirt was pouring through a foundation that was cracked and broken from centuries of deterioration. Anuk had looked back up quickly to see him changing as he had done before, changing into a fearsome looking hybrid of man and animal. He pushed off the floor powerfully pulling Anuk up into his arms like she was a child just as the floor gave way. She looked into his yellow black eyes for a split second, before they began to plunge into the darkness.


Anuk had felt him wrap those long powerful arms around her, one clawed hand pulling her head into his chest protectively. Her face was pressed so tightly to his chest she could smell his musky animal like aroma. She heard him counting off numbers in the beginning of their fall, amazingly twisting his body while they fell so that he took the brunt of impacts against the side of the tunnel they were falling into. She could hear him grunt in pain on each impact, and all she could do was try to huddle closer into his arms and say silent prayers to her gods. The final impact before she blacked out caused her to cry out as her head slammed upwards into his jaw. Anuk had felt a flash of intense pain and then blacked out.


He looked dead, Anuk thought to herself. He was unmoving, several gashes marring his dark skin, blood still oozing from the jagged cuts but surprisingly they seemed to be healing in front of her very eyes. He had protected her during the fall, using his own body as a shield to keep her from harm, and judging by their position now, he had twisted his body at the end to cushion her landing.


Anuk grit her teeth as she tried to move her legs, nearly crying out at the pain that shot through her.


“Don’t move!” Dan’s voice spoke.


Anuk turned her head as quickly as she dared and looked at him as his dark eyes opened slowly and he looked at her. She watched in awe as his face broke into a smile.


“Wow… I must be dead.” Dan spoke softly looking at her. “I didn’t think angels were real.”


Anuk looked at him confused. “Angels?” She asked. “I don’t understand, what is an angel?”

Dan shook his head as he started to move his arms slowly, “Never mind.” He replied. “Oh man… did you get the name of the pilot driving the Raptor that hit us?” Dan’s entire body ached horribly. He’d been conducting combat operations since the age of seventeen, and until this day, had never known that so much of his body could hurt at one time. He lifted his arms to make sure that they worked, and moved his eyes to Anuk once more. “Can you move?”


“It… it is very painful.” She replied in a soft voice.


Dan nodded. “I do know that.”


“How… how far did we fall?” Anuk asked.


“I lost count at a hundred and thirty meters… but we hit shortly within a few seconds after that.” Dan answered. “I’m guessing maybe two hundred meters.”


Anuk looked at him wide eyed. “We… we fell two hundred meters?”


“Well… we were making like a pin ball in a machine as we fell.” He said with a forced grin. “We didn’t exactly drop straight down.”

“You… you protected… you protected me.” Anuk spoke softly, her mind just coming to realize that to its fullest extent. Had she fallen alone, regardless of whether she bounced back and forth, the fall most certainly would have left her broken and bleeding, and above all else, very dead.

Dan groaned as he moved his legs and shoulders. “Yeah… and I’m going to pay for it later I can tell.” He spoke through clenched teeth. He looked at her. “As much as I enjoy having you plastered across my chest and all, we do need to get up and try to get back to the surface.”


Anuk’s eyes flared at his words and she pushed herself up off his chest regardless of the pain it caused. “You pig!” She snarled.


Dan watched her roll off him to the side, her face grimacing in pain and he sat up as gingerly as he could, his entire body screaming out in agony at this action. His ability to heal was rapidly asserting itself, but even he hadn’t taken this much damage to his physical body in a long time. He knew it would be a few minutes before he could move about with no pain.


“Glad to see you haven’t lost your cheery disposition.” Danny spoke as his eyes took in their surroundings. 


It was surprisingly well lit where they were, and Dan looked up to see crisscrossing beams of wood and pieces of concrete above them. They were effectively buried alive. As he turned his head he could see what looked to be a larger tunnel roughly a hundred meters from where they were and small fingers of light coming from above. He looked around his body and found the barrel of his HK sticking out from under some rubble. He reached out and pulled on the cool metal, only to have it come free from under the wood and concrete with no stock and no receiver. Dan shook his head and tossed the useless hunk of metal to the ground. He did a quickly inventory, feeling his K12 still strapped to his thigh, and his combat vest still loaded with his usual assortment of goodies.


“What… what is that smell?” Anuk asked as she painfully pulled herself into a seated position.


Dan sniffed the air and looked at her with a smile. “That my dear is you and I.” He spoke. “I’ve always wanted to take a walk through waist deep shit. I guess I never counted on smelling it once it dried though.”

“What… what are you?” Anuk asked looking at him now.


Danny grinned, “Lieutenant Commander Daniel Simpson Ma’am. United States Navy SEALs.”


“SEALs?” Anuk asked. “Like the… like the animal?”


Dan’s grin faded. “You’re making a joke right?” He asked looking at her sternly. Her facial expression told him she had no idea what SEAL stood for. “Let’s forget that part ok.” He spoke.


“You… you should not have been able to survive such a fall.” Anuk said.


Dan nodded. “Yeah… I’ve heard that before too.”


“How… how is it possible?” Anuk asked. “Are you… are you a Drow? There are rumors that the Alliance kept Drow warriors as prisoners and conducted terrible experiments on them.”


Dan shook his head. “No… I’m not a Drow… and before you ask, no I’m not part of the Alliance.”


“Then what are you?” Anuk asked.


“I am what was commonly referred to in my time as a Genome.” Dan replied, pulling his K12 from its holster to ascertain if it was still serviceable.


“Genome… what is this Genome?” Anuk asked.


Dan looked at her. “It stands for Genetically Engineered Nomenclature for Operations and Military Expenditure.” He answered, “Genome.”

Anuk’s cerulean eyes saw that the injuries on his face were almost gone. She pointed to them, “Your… your face. The cuts are almost healed.”


Dan nodded. “One of the few things they did right when it came to making us.” He answered. “All of us have a regenerative system that works about a hundred times faster than normal.”


“There… there are more of you?” Anuk asked surprised.


“There are other Genomes yes, but me personally, I’m one in a million.” He spoke with a grin. Dan noticed that his words didn’t get the response he was hoping to elicit. “Did you get out much when you were back at your home?” He finally asked.


“What do you mean get out?” Anuk questioned him.


“You know… go to parties.” Dan said. “Go out on dates. Go dancing.”


Anuk looked at him like he was from another planet. “I am the daughter of General Vengal. I am above such things. And I am the betrothed of Matarn, son of Fal’duil.”


“Oh right…” Dan spoke to her as he rolled his eyes, “The noble born putz who didn’t want to come get you himself.” He spoke. “Nice guy by the way.”


“Matarn is a fine man!” Anuk snapped, her temper flaring. “He is educated and proper! He is not a dark skinned beast like you! He is not a negr…” Anuk stopped herself and saw Dan looking at her intently.


“A Negro like me,” Dan finished her sentence for her.


“Men who look like you took my dignity! They took my virtue!” Anuk screamed at him, tears bursting from her eyes now. “They raped me! Over and over! And they laughed while they raped me! I was pure before they took me! Now… now I am tainted by those beasts!”


Dan looked at her as she lowered her face into her hands, her body softly shaking with the force of the tears. “Anuk… I am truly sorry for what happened to you.” He spoke gently. “I don’t pretend to understand what you must feel or are going through, but if we are going to survive this and get out of here you have to realize something,” He waited for Anuk to raise her face from her hands and look at him through tear stained eyes. “I am not those men.”


Anuk snorted in disgust. “Yes you are!” She spoke softly. “All of you are alike.”


Dan shook his head and realized there would be no arguing with her on that point right now. It was too soon after her captivity and rescue and the ordeal she had suffered through. He did make a mental note to himself to try and find the men who had captured her and make sure they felt every inch of his blade as he gutted them. Dan’s eyes widened just a little as he realized that he wanted to find the men who did this to Anuk and make them pay in a very painful manner. He’d never felt this type of anger surge through him, and he was uncertain what it meant.

Dan rose to his knees, his eyes inspecting Anuk as he did. There was no doubt about it; she was without a doubt the most gorgeous creature he had ever laid eyes on, and that included Julie and Anja. Her rust colored red hair was matted with dirt and sweat from the sewer and the fall, and dust from the falling concrete and wood. The clothes that Leena had brought for her were not practical and most of them had been shredded by the drop into the darkness. Her firm breasts were almost completely exposed for his eyes and anyone else who cared to look. He groaned as he removed his combat vest and set it aside, before unbuttoning his fatigue top. He pulled it off and held it out to her.

“Take this.” Dan told her.


“I am fine.” Anuk replied testily.


“You’re an elf, and you are beginning to shiver again. I’m guessing the effects of the anti-dote have not completely worn off yet.” He told her. “You need it more than I do.”


“I would be fine if you had not given the medicine to the High Elf whore as Leena said.”


Dan looked at her. “She helped us to get out of Las Vegas. It wouldn’t hurt to be a little more understanding.”


“She was a High Elf whore!” Anuk spewed. “She enjoyed what those beasts did to her every night! I did not!”


Dan stared at her for a long moment, getting lost in her fiery eyes. He shook his head and held out the top again. “Do you want this, or would you rather freeze?”


Anuk looked at him before slowly reaching out and taking the fatigue top from his hands. When she reached up to grab it, her face twisted into a painful grimace and she cried out softly. Dan’s eyes went wide and he moved closer to her. 


“You’re hurt!”


Anuk drew back from him quickly. “I… I am not!” She replied pain in her voice very obvious to Dan, as well as the adrenalin that had just got dumped into her system.


Dan didn’t let her tone deter him and he moved even closer. “Keep your tongue in your mouth and let me look at your side.” He demanded.


“I will be fine!” Anuk spoke.


“Christ woman, you are dense!” Dan spoke, moving forward and pushing Anuk to her back before she could react.


“No!” She screamed, rearing back her hand to strike him, “Ahhhhhhh!”


Dan ignored her cry of pain and pulled aside what little remained of the top she wore. He winced inwardly when he saw the wound. There was a nasty five inch long gash along her rib cage just below her breasts and it was very deep. The slice looked clean, and he assumed it was from some protruding piece of metal she had scraped as they fell. His fingers gingerly touched the wound, and Anuk’s body went rigid as she grabbed his arm and squeezed with every ounce of her natural elf strength. 


“I can see the bone of your ribs.” Dan commented, causing Anuk to turn her head and look at him, all the fury gone from her eyes now. She was exposed for his eyes to see, her breasts very nearly touching his face, yet his eyes remained focused on her wound as his fingers gently moved along the edges making certain there were no leftover pieces stuck in the cut itself. He didn’t even glance at her breasts by accident, intent as he was on the tear in her flesh.


Anuk watched Dan lean back and pull his vest to him, delving into one of the larger pockets. He pulled out a small plastic container and cracked the seal on it. He shook the small bottle vigorously and then used his thumb to pop the cap off. Anuk saw the spray top and looked at him.


“What is that?” She asked.


“It’s a disinfectant.” Dan replied and he leaned over again to spray the cut. “This is going to sting some, but hopefully it will kill whatever may have got in there after our little sewer bath.”


Anuk winced slightly as he sprayed the liquid over the entire cut, gritting her teeth to hold back the scream she wanted to let out. Instead she dug her nails into his arm again, his face impassive as he worked even though she would have drawn blood if not for his t-shirt. Dan finished spraying the wound and reached for the other part of the kit. He tore open the sterile packaging, his eyes never leaving her wound, and again this did not go completely unnoticed by Anuk and it surprised her to say the least.

Dan looked at her and held up the small white cloth that looked like a bandage. “This is what we call a MEDCOM patch. It is something that the docs where I come from thought up and put together. It’s not something I think the Alliance would readily distribute. It’s a self adhering bandage. Once I put it on, it will anchor itself with tiny microscopic filaments. Once it’s anchored, it will help pull the edges of your wound together and pump a steady stream of anti-infection drugs into your system. There is one side effect though.”


“What?” Anuk asked.


“It will hurt like a mother for about twenty seconds while the filaments anchor into your skin, and I have to hold it onto your wound so it seats properly.” Dan answered. “If I use it, hopefully it will kill any bacteria that may have got into your wound and stop infection.”


“Why are you telling me that?” Anuk asked.


“I’m telling you because I don’t want you decking me, or trying to rip my face off when my hand touches you.” Dan replied.


“What if you don’t use it?” Anuk asked.


“After walking through a sewer that smelled that bad… do you really want to take that chance?” Dan asked. He shrugged. “If I don’t use it, then there is a good chance that your wound will get infected and it will only get worse.” He answered. “Trust me… I have no desire to put my hands on you. Personally I think you’re an arrogant and spoiled little bitch and I wouldn’t waste two seconds trying to get into your shorts. You ain’t worth the effort.”


Anuk’s eyes flared wide in anger and she opened her mouth to come back at him with a tirade of vile and derogatory insults but her eyes widened when Dan slapped the MEDCOM patch on her side. Anuk’s eyes flew open even wider and this time her nails did break the skin on Dan’s arm, her head dropping back against the ground as the MEDCOM patch began to work. 

Dan held the patch to Anuk’s side as she took very long and deep breaths, trying to calm her nerves as the pain slowly dwindled until it was gone. She looked up at Dan slowly, her cerulean eyes burning in anger.

“You… you said that on purpose.” She spat at him, “To make me… to make me angry.”


Dan nodded as he sat back. “It got your adrenalin pumping and that makes the medicine in the MEDCOM work faster.” He answered. 

Anuk bit off a reply and closed her mouth as she watched Dan sit back across from her and pull the K12 out. She watched him break down the strange looking sidearm in less than twenty seconds and inspect the pieces carefully as she slowly pulled the fatigue top on over herself trying to block out the pain of moving. It was three times too big so she rolled up the sleeves and used a torn piece of the shirt she was wearing as a belt of sorts, tying it around her waist and pulling the fatigue top tighter.

“What… what are we going to do?” Anuk asked finally. “They will return for us won’t they?”


Dan slapped the magazine back into the K12 and worked the slide chambering a round before he looked at her. “It looked like that entire building came down on top of us, and I doubt they’ll try and get a work crew digging at the site so close to Las Vegas.” He answered. “We’re going to have to find our own way to the surface and then contact them to come and pick us up.”


“How will we find a way to the surface?” Anuk asked. “We are buried alive here.”


Dan shook his head. “There is a slight breeze coming in from that way,” He told her, pointing deeper into the tunnel they apparently had fallen into. “Fresh air means a way to the surface. We just follow the fresh air.”


“How do you know this?” Anuk asked.


Dan looked at her. “Man you are just full of questions aren’t you?” He spoke. “Part of my genetic DNA is made up from an animal back in our time called a Timberwolf. My sense of smell, sight, hearing and taste is a hundred times more sensitive than a normal human.”

“You said that before… your time. What do you mean?” Anuk asked her natural curiosity getting the better of her.


Dan met her eyes. “You got about ten years for me to try and explain it to you?” He asked with a smile. “Ok… listen, I’m from a base on the moon called EDEN. We…”

EAGLE FLIGHT

ENROUTE TO NEW MEMPHIS


Ben’s fingers caressed the control stick of the MH-53EJ PAVE LOW IV adjusting their course by one degree. Ben was in his glory, as the PAVE LOW IV was the aircraft he had started his career in the Air Force flying. At the time, it was the most highly advanced flying craft of any country in the world, rivaling even the space shuttle. It was the only rotary winged aircraft in the world that had an auto-pilot, terrain following and terrain avoidance radars, inertia navigation system, GPS Doppler computer system, and integrated avionics. The cockpit of the MH-53 was almost as sophisticated as that of the Raptor, and indeed, many of the systems on the Raptor were first used on the MH-53EJ. When they had discovered the vacuum sealed underground hanger at Luke AFB outside of Phoenix Ben had been thrown back dozens of years as they discovered twelve MH-53EJ’s and all the equipment needed to maintain them for the next fifty years.


Ben’s helmeted head maintained its position on the landscape in front of them as they flew only a hundred feet above the trees. The visor of the helmet was down, casting a eerie greenish glow on the land below him, but giving him a perfect view of the surrounding terrain. He didn’t need to adjust the controls in any major way as the terrain following radar was slaved to the main computer and doing the work for him. 


They had received the call from Martin three hours before, and because of their location and the number of additional passengers, Martin did not want to risk exposing a Raptor to Alliance troops. He wanted to make it appear as if elves and humans conducted this operation. Ben immediately had thought of the Pave Low IVs and decided he would fly the mission himself. There were only three other pilots qualified to fly the Pave Lows, and none of them had even half as many hours in one as he did. His helmeted head turned to his left and he saw the second and third Pave Lows maintaining a rigid formation not far off his wing and he smiled to himself at the skill they were displaying. He had trained his pilots well in the Raptors, and that was being seen in their ability to adapt to the Pave Low.

Ben turned his head the other way and saw Tina in the co-pilot’s seat, her helmeted head keeping a close watch on her instruments.


“How is everyone doing?” Ben asked cheerfully.


Tina turned her head to look at him. “You actually learned how to fly in one of these things?” She asked him.


Ben chuckled. “These babies were state of the art until the Raptor came out.” Ben answered. “You’re just spoiled.”


“They are very loud.” Endith’s voice came from behind them at the engineer’s console.


Ben nodded. “Inside here they are, but the bad guys won’t know we’re coming until we set down on their asses, not unless they are very attentive.” He replied.


“It’s like flying a museum.” Tina commented from her seat putting the rib to Ben.


He looked at her. “Hey… I take offense at that remark.”


Tina chuckled from her seat. “I know.” She spoke.


“Do not worry Ben.” Endith’s voice cooed in his helmet. “You were no museum last night or this morning.”


Ben felt his chest swell at the memories of Endith’s cries of passionate orgasm and the way she clutched at his shoulders as they had sex a few hours earlier. “Well thank you Endith.” Ben spoke looking at Tina. “Maybe I’ll be extra special tonight.”


“That’s just because she gets you so hot.” Tina spoke playfully.


“Hey…” Ben replied. “Whatever works right?”


“Perhaps we’ll see if he can handle both of us tonight Endith.” Tina spoke turning back to the diminutive female elf that now shared their bed and their lives.


“I would like that very much.” Endith replied with a twinkle in her eyes just as her console began to beep. Her helmeted head turned, “Contact! I’m picking up Martin’s beacon.” She exclaimed, “Ten miles.”

Ben nodded and they became all business again. “Ok folks time to put our work hats on! Spin up those mini guns back there,” Ben spoke into his mic to the three elf gunners that rode in the spacious rear of the Pave Low. “Kenny… Paula… give me a thousand meters of separation on either side. We’ll be doing the pick up; you guys just make sure no one bites me in my ass.”

“Copy Eagle Lead,” Kenny’s voice answered.


“A thousand meters it is boss,” The female voice answered.


“Ok… I’m taking it down to twenty-five feet off the river.” Ben spoke. “Eagles Two and Three maintain a hundred feet and look for targets. Mini guns are free.”

NEW MEMPHIS


Deval gripped the table and flung it across the room of Weston Torcrum’s now abandoned living room while Marcus studied the hidden room from the top of the stairs.


“That fucking half elf whore!” He screamed.


Marcus turned as the senior Alliance sergeant walked up to him silently, avoiding Deval at all cost. “What have you discovered?” Marcus asked.


“They were here until very recently Colonel.” The man replied. “I estimate no more than eight hours ago. The chamber below appears large enough for at least two dozen elves, and there are bedrolls and uneaten rations as well.”


Marcus nodded. “Her family has been running an underground network for slaves it seems.” He spoke absently. He looked at the sergeant. “Contact the garrison commander and make sure that there have been no attempts to breach the wall. And then spread out the search of the area to include all the way to the river. They must be attempting to leave from somewhere nearby.”

“Do you think they are still in the area Colonel?” The man asked.


“There has been no attempt to leave the city as of yet.” Marcus spoke. “The security checkpoints at the gates report no sign of Torcrum or any who have been trying to leave. That tells me they are still within the city and waiting for the right moment to leave.”


The sergeant nodded and moved to quickly exit the room. Marcus turned to look at Deval as he glared at a photo of Selene and her family.


“I want them found.” Deval growled. “I want to listen to Weston Torcrum scream as I castrate him in front of his wife and son. And when he is almost near death I will rape his elf wife in her ass in front of his broken eyes before I gut him.”


“I have issued orders to the garrison here to begin a wide search.” Marcus spoke. “We do not know how deeply this underground network goes. Perhaps we should begin interrogating slaves.”


Deval slammed the photo against the far wall and watched as it shattered into hundreds of pieces. He turned to Marcus and shook his head. “No.” He replied. “If we begin to randomly arrest and detain slaves and interrogate them to the point where they are no longer useful to their owners we will lose what little support we have among the local city governors.”


“I do not understand why we allow the governors to have as much power as they do.” Marcus asked. “It is symbolic only.”


Deval nodded. “Perhaps… but sometimes a symbolic show of support goes much further than an iron grip squeezing the life from a victim.”


Marcus shrugged his shoulders. “It is a waste of time if you ask me.” He spoke. “It appears they had several adults and at least a dozen small children with them when they departed.” He reported. “They will not be able to move well enough to avoid detection for very long with a group such as that.”


“Find them Marcus.” Deval hissed. “Find them and bring Torcrum to me. I wish to inflict upon him the shame his daughter has brought upon me.”


“What about Minister Wiseman?” Marcus asked. “He too knows of Selene’s betrayal.”


Deval looked at him, his eyes cruel and utterly ruthless. “I have already given orders that will silence Minister Wiseman, permanently.”


Marcus nodded. “A wise move Minister, a very wise move.”


Martin moved up next to Anja and Ealin on the second floor of the dock warehouse where they sat in front of the half smashed out window.


“What’s up?” He asked.


Anja looked at him and held out the small binoculars. “Take a look.” She spoke.


Martin brought the binos up to his eyes and trained them on where she motioned. The sun was less than an hour from coming up, dawn breaking over the horizon, and it was easy enough to see the Alliance troops off loading from several trucks in the small clearing four blocks away.


“Oh boy,” Martin spoke.


“They started arriving a few minutes ago.” Anja spoke, her eyes going back to the window as Martin watched the troops through the binos. “They’re just milling around right now, but I’m betting they are fixing to start searching this area very soon.” 


Martin nodded and lowered the small binos. “I never bet with a beautiful woman.” He spoke meeting her jade green eyes. “Ben is seven minutes out… coming in from the north. Ealin keep an eye on them and report their movements. Anja get the others ready to move.”

Anja nodded… keeping her face impassive. Martin’s words had struck a cord within her, and she didn’t know what to make of them as she watched him blend back into the shadows. She turned slowly to Ealin who was watching her intently. “What?” She asked.


“I did not know that you and Lyca Ohtar knew each other in… in such a way.” Ealin spoke innocently.

Anja nodded her head slowly. “It was a long time ago.” She answered, “In another time and another world.”


“It appears to be not as long as you might think.” Ealin said.


Anja shook her head to clear her thoughts. Martin’s eyes had done to her just now what they had done to her all those years ago before he had taken her to bed and fucked her into a multi-orgasmic state of pure bliss. “He has Dysea now.” Anja said, fighting the warmth that was spreading through her at the memories of that night.


“Are you so sure?” Ealin asked softly before bringing the binos back up to his eyes and turning to look out the window. “Perhaps they want you as well.”

Anja didn’t respond to him as she gathered up her silenced HK and headed for the stairs.


The Alliance guards walking the pedestrian bridge over the river were bored. They hated this duty, and the eight hour period they had to sit in the guard houses on either side or walk the half mile back and forth across the top of the raging river forty feet below them. They had not received the heightened security alert and were totally unaware of renegade slaves and humans in their location. The pedestrian bridge had been built to keep gangs and mutant creatures from infiltrating into New Memphis via the river as they had done when the city was first beginning. The concertina wire beneath the bridge was deployed in long strands and done by boat. There was no way an animal or human could pick their way through the ten strand wire without raising some alarm. On either side of the river the concertina wire was anchored into concrete pillars nearly two feet thick.

The two guards were in the center of the bridge when they stopped to light cigarettes and chat. They were young, new recruits into the Alliance army, and this was their first night on actual duty.


It would be their last.


“What’s that?” One of the men asked, lowering his smoke to gaze out over the river.


“What’s what?”


“Don’t you hear it?”


“I don’t hear anything but the river.” The second man proclaimed as he took a long pull from the smoke.


“It sounds like… it sounds like a turbine.” The first guard told him.


“A turbine,” His companion spoke. “Freddie you’re getting senile on me. There is nothing out here but you, me and the river. Just like always. The drill sergeant said this would be the most boring duty of all.”


“I’m telling you I heard it!” The guard called Freddie spoke moving from the center of the twenty foot wide bridge to the side that faced north. “And it’s getting louder.”


His partner listened harder and then he too could hear the whine of what sounded like a powerful turbine. “What the hell is that?” He asked as he made his way to where his partner stood near the edge of the bridge.


“I don’t know. I’ve never heard anything like that before.” Freddie replied. “It sounds almost like an aircraft engine or something.”


“Aircraft engine, out here?” His partner asked. “There’s nothing out here but us.”


“I’m just telling you what it sounds like.” Freddie snapped. “Maybe you better call it in.”


“Call it in? Are you crazy? They’ll think we are both nuts and put us on shit duty for a month.” His eyes went wide as Freddie turned to look at him.


The guard called Freddie saw the look in his partner’s eyes and then looked down to see him urinate in his fatigue pants gripped in fear. He turned back around slowly and could hear quite clearly the whine of the powerful turbines now, and the sudden mass of air pushing down at him. His eyes grew wide when he saw the cockpit of the enormous, matte black helicopter looking directly at him from only fifty feet away. He could clearly see the pilot and co-pilot’s helmeted heads in the greenish lit cockpit.


And he could clearly see the barrel of the mini gun swing toward him in the eerie glow, and the helmeted head of the person operating that gun as they hung out the side.


Then Freddie and his fellow Alliance soldier died as a thirty round burst from the 20mm mini-gun chopped their bodies into bloody mush.


Ben jerked the nose of his Pave Low up ten more meters and sent them hurtling down the river towards the infra red beacon he saw in his helmet.


“Give me my diversion!” He barked over his radio.


“On it Eagle One,” Kenny answered. “Stand by for the fireworks.”


“Three is moving to cover position.” Paula’s voice spoke.


“One minute out!” Tina barked. “Stand by Marty… here we come!”


Martin squatted next to Anja just outside the old dock warehouse. Julie was on his opposite side, Tari close to her, and Lynwe just to Anja’s right. The elves and the rest of their two teams were lined up just inside the warehouse for the moment that Ben set down. They would run in a single file to the rear of the MH-53EJ and up the ramp.

“One minute!” Martin spoke. “We need to make this orderly as possible folks. Space out between the elves, the Pave Low is loud when she’s on the tarmac, and I don’t want anyone wandering out of the file and getting chopped in half by the blades.”


Their heads all turned as a massive explosion to the northeast lit up the early morning sky. Kenny’s Pave Low was sweeping back and forth over the large vehicle depot and the three mini guns on his craft were tearing up the trucks and Hoppers with ease.


“Kenny is having fun.” Julie commented with a grin.


Ealin’s voice in their implants made them all tense. “Martin… Alliance troops are moving towards the depot!” His voice sounded excited. “But there is a small detachment that is sweeping towards your position from the south! They are in two Hoppers, roughly nine men.”


“Fuck!” Martin swore.


“I’m on it Skipper.” Julie spoke quickly beginning to move.


“Jules… don’t be late.” Martin spoke.


Julie grinned again, “Me late? When have you ever known me to miss a flight home?” She turned to Tari and looked into his amber eyes. “You interested in a little payback?”


Tari’s smile would have chilled a cobra to its core. “By all means,” He spoke.


Julie nodded and they headed around the edge of the building.

“What is going on?” Marcus screamed from next to the armored Hopper that was parked on old Auction Avenue.

The sergeant turned from the radio. “Someone is attacking the vehicle depot Colonel!” The man yelled. “A strange aircraft is firing down into the depot and destroying the vehicles!”


Marcus looked toward the rising black smoke and flames. “Deploy the entire garrison immediately!” He barked out the orders.


“They are already enroute Colonel!” The sergeant answered.


Marcus’s keen eyes picked up something else as he looked toward the river. He glanced inside the Hopper and snatched up the binoculars. He brought them to his eyes and trained them on the area he had been watching. He watched as the whirling blades of an ancient helicopter dropped from site as it settled to the ground on the other side of some warehouses.

“There!” He screamed. “The attack on the depot is a diversion! Torcrum and the others are escaping from the riverbank! Divert the garrison there!”


Julie and Tari waited on either corner of the small alley road that led directly to the waterfront. They could see as Ben settled the big MH-53EJ to the ground gently several hundred meters away, as well as the civilians begin to run towards it. Julie peered around the corner quickly once more, spying the two Hoppers as they moved down the road. The shadows that she and Tari occupied were rapidly fading away as the sun rose and they needed to act quickly. She looked across the alley at Tari, seeing his amber eyes settle on her. She flashed two fingers and hefted her HK as further sign of what she wanted to do. Tari nodded and flipped his HK to full automatic. Julie held up three fingers and counted down. When she lowered the last finger both she and Tari stepped from around the corner and opened up.


The HK was designed as an all-purpose assault rifle with the properties of a sub machine gun and an assault rifle combined; the 10mm Teflon coated armor piercing rounds gave the HK74 the punch it needed while its basic design allowed for silenced operation and lightweight use. The caseless ammo allowed for high magazine content, and no worries of hot brass hitting the floor or ground and spooking the enemy in an urban environment.


That did not matter now however as both Julie and Tari each burned an entire magazine into the two Hoppers and those inside them. The 200 10mm rounds punched through the light armor and windshields of the Hoppers, tearing into engine drives and body parts, shredding flesh and splashing blood wetly over the interior of the two vehicles. The driver of the first Hopper caught two rounds directly through his chest, blowing his heart out the back of his seat and sending the Hopper careening into the nearby wall effectively blocking the street. The second Hopper fared a little better, but only because only three of the four occupants died. The man furthest away in the passenger seat had the presence of mind to duck down to try and protect himself and was hit by only one bullet which passed through the meat of his side. The other occupants of his Hopper were instantly chopped to bloody chunks, the second vehicle slamming into the first, the engine beginning to spark and smoke.

Tari was in the process of changing magazines when Julie sprinted over to him. “Let’s go!” She yelled.


Tari ignored her and lifted the HK to pump another sustained burst into the two Hoppers. Julie grabbed his arm and pulled him hard towards her and he whirled to face her, eyes ablaze in hate and rage. It caused Julie to step back quickly. Tari saw the look of horror on her face and immediately the killing rage that had come over him passed. He shook his head. “Forgive me.” He spoke quickly. “I… I have much hatred for the Alliance.”


Julie stepped closer to him, her hand squeezing his thick forearm. “I understand Tari.” She spoke softly. “I do. But now we need to get out of here.”


Tari nodded. “You are right.” He replied.


“They have everyone almost loaded. By the time we get back we…” Julie’s words didn’t come out as her head canted slightly and she turned her head.


“What is it?” Tari asked, knowing the hearing and senses of the Genomes were far superior to his own elf senses.


“Vehicles,” Julie answered. “A lot of them, and they’re getting closer. C’mon!” Julie grabbed his arm and they sprinted to the closest building on the waterfront, bounding up several flights of stairs. They found their way into a room facing the street and Julie went to the window. She didn’t need the binoculars to see the dozen heavily armored Hoppers moving slowly down the main street toward them. “Shit! We got loads of company!”


Tari lifted the binos he carried and scanned the column of armored Hoppers, “T14 Hoppers.” He reported. “They are heavily armored and each is capable of carrying a dozen troops. It is unlikely our weapons will do much against their armor.”

“Ours might not, but our guardians will.” Julie told him. “Eagle One from Raptor Three we need heavenly support, armored column moving towards your location. Respond.”


“Raptor three standby; support is inbound your location, twenty seconds.” Tina’s voice replied immediately.


“Three this is one,” Martin’s voice filled her implant. “When air support arrives you carry your ass back here, and you can take that as a direct order.”


“Understood Skipper,” Julie answered. He turned to look at Tari. “Watch this.”


It took only fifteen seconds for Paula’s MH-53EJ to appear over the road from behind the column at a hundred feet off the ground. The attack was a complete surprise and completely devastating. The 20mm mini guns on both sides of the MH-53 spit death at the rate of 6000 rounds a minute, the tongue of flame from both guns nearly three feet long. Paula swept over the top of the column moving slow; her elf gunners dead on accurate in their concentration of fire. They knew the weak points of the T14 Hoppers, and this knowledge paid off as the armoring piercing rounds punched through the heavy armor of the Hoppers, shredding flesh and metal.

Julie looked at Tari in the rising sun of the morning as the explosions shook the ground around them, “Time to go handsome.” She spoke with a smile and touching his arm.


Tari met her bright dark eyes, surprise written on his own face. No one had ever called him handsome before, and it left him quite speechless. He nodded finally and turned back to take one last look at the carnage being wrought further down the block. He lifted the binoculars once more and swept them over the column again, his blood going cold and his breath stopping as he saw the flash of white hair.


“Marcus!” Tari hissed.


Julie’s face narrowed and she moved up next to him. “Are you sure?” She asked.


Tari nodded. “I know him intimately Julie.” Tari spoke, his voice bordering on the edge of losing control. “I owe him much pain.”


“Tari we need to go!” Julie spoke.


“We can not simply let him go.” Tari snapped. “He has killed and maimed hundreds of my people.”

Tari gripped his arm again. “This is not our mission Tari.” She told him. “We need to exfil now!”


Tari looked at her. “You don’t know what this man has done to my people, to me! He deserves to die horribly!”


“That may be true… but if you go off half cocked now; you’ll compromise the mission and get yourself killed!” Julie snapped. 


“I don’t care!” Tari snapped back at her.


“But I do!” Julie barked. She wasn’t sure what made her say that, but it came as naturally to her as breathing.


Tari met her eyes for a long moment, seeing something in them that he had not seen in the eyes of a woman before. He nodded. “We will go!” He said quietly.


Julie led them down the stairs at a dead run, bursting into the street from the side of the building. They didn’t break stride as they headed for the Ben’s MH-53EJ. They could see the last of the civilians boarding the craft as they sprinted for the helicopter. Paula still circled above the armored column like a predatory bird, her elf gunners cutting loose with burst after burst of concentrated fire. Many of the Alliance troops had never come under any sort of sustained fire, and after seeing almost all of their armor shredded by the high velocity armor piercing rounds, and many of their fellow troops chopped into bloody bits, none of them had any desire to stick their heads out from the holes they had found.


At the moment Marcus was being held down and covered with the bodies of two senior human sergeants who were attempting to protect him at all costs. As Marcus himself had never been under any sort of air attack before, he remained where he was, not wishing to move and expose himself to unnecessary risk.


Another Alliance soldier skidded to a stop next to Marcus. “Colonel they’ve destroyed all the armor!” He yelled above the whine of turbine engines and mini gun bursts. “Half our force is dead, many are wounded! What do we do?”


“We do nothing!” Marcus yelled back. “Do you have a death wish? This was not some operation that was thrown together! This was carefully planned and executed. The humans and half elves have grown smarter! Did you bring anti-air missiles?”


“We are not allowed to store them at the garrison headquarters Colonel.” One of the sergeants replied as he pushed himself off Marcus and to one knee.


“Whose fool order was that?” Marcus spat as he sat up.


“The Garrison Commander Major Vallow sir,” The man answered.


Marcus got to his feet slowly and turned to look down the street through the smoke and haze and flames. He watched with his keen elf eyes as two figures boarded the ramp, one a tall human male, the other a shorter female with red hair. The male turned to look in his direction as the ramp closed slowly while the big helicopter began to climb into the air. Marcus could have sworn that the figure was smiling at him.


“I want to know how they got into the city.” Marcus spoke turning to look at the two sergeants who had protected him. “You two just became my personal aides. Question who you must, search what you will… but find me answers!”


The two men nodded quickly, “Restrictions Colonel?” The older of the two asked.


Marcus looked at them, his amber eyes burning in hate, “None at all.”


Anja looked at Martin as Ben lifted the MH-53EJ into the sky slowly and began to accelerate smoothly. “What did you see?” She asked softly.


Martin looked at her. “What do you mean?”


Anja smiled. “Don’t try it Martin Hunter. I know you well enough to know that you saw something, or someone that held your attention. I would say it was either a bad guy, or a very attractive woman.”


Martin grinned. “Anja… you wound me.” He spoke as his eyes went to the ramp now as it locked into place. The large ramp of the MH-53EJ locked halfway up, the scene below in the streets of the city still very visible. Martin’s eyes caught the bright flash from a nearby rooftop and the grin on his face disappeared. “Ben evade now!” He screamed as he stepped in front of Anja without hesitation.


Anja heard the alarm in his voice and her combat senses lit off as well as he stepped in front of her. She was close enough to Martin to hear the wet thud and see his body go rigid and teeter towards her. “Marty!” She screamed.


“Sni…. Sniper,” Martin gasped as his eyes flared and he fell forward into her arms just as his three word command to Ben registered and the MH-53EJ slew violently to the right.


The combination of the helicopter’s quick movement and Martin stumbling into her arms caused Anja to lose her balance and fall backwards, Martin in her grasp. He twisted his body enough, wrapping his arms around her as they fell and he took the impact on his right side.


“You’ve been keeping an eye on me Anja.” Martin spoke the words softly as he looked up at her.

Anja looked flustered. “I… I have not!” She hissed at him in a slightly defensive whisper, meeting his dark eyes with her jade green orbs and seeing the pain in his eyes and the fact that he was fading fast.

Martin smiled again and leaned close to her ear. “That’s too bad.” He said softly again. “You know, you’re still just as delicious looking as when we first met. And now that you’re part like… like me… you smell even sweeter.” Martin’s arms went limp and his eyes closed.

Anja stood there in stunned silence as a warm feeling rushed through her at his words and she caught his head before it impacted the steel floor of the helicopter. “Martin!” Anja screamed at him. She moved her body off his and pushed him over onto his side. She saw the blood on the floor of the helicopter and the large caliber entry wound just under his shoulder blade. “Fuck! She swore looking up and seeing Talia Torcrum gazing at her wide eyed. “My bag,” Anja yelled pointing to the medical knapsack. “Give me my bag!”


Anja’s voice spurred Talia into action and she moved quickly to get the bag just as Julie and Tari came towards them from the cockpit. Julie’s face filled with worry at seeing her Skipper on the ground and Anja covered in his blood.


“Anja!” Julie snapped skidding to a halt next to her.


Anja was tearing open her bag with one hand while holding Martin on his side. “A sniper,” Anja spoke, “On one of the roofs! Martin… he got in front of me Julie! He took the bullet for me! Hold him up… I need to treat him. The bullet is still inside him!”

Julie’s hands grabbed Martin’s unconscious form and held him on his side as Anja dug in her bag. “Tari… help me!”


Tari settled onto the deck next to her and grabbed Martin’s side as Julie held his head off the deck. Anari scrambled over next to Anja and began to rip open the back of Martin’s vest and fatigue top.

The sniper brought the rifle down from his shoulder, his steel gray eyes emotionless and unblinking. “Slayer One from Slayer three, negative hit. I say again negative hit.”

“What is your status?” The voice spoke from within his implant.


“Raptor One must have caught a flash from my scope. He stepped in front of target just as I fired.” The sniper answered.


“You hit Raptor One?” The voice asked incredulous.


“Affirmative,” The sniper answered. “Target is still alive.”


“Fuck!” The voice echoed, “Damage to Raptor One?”


“He would have caught the round high in the shoulder.” The sniper answered the simple question dispassionately. “It shouldn’t be fatal with his healing system.”


“Damn! He can still create havoc wherever he goes.” The voice answered.


“Colonel if I may ask sir, why are we going after him and his team?” The sniper spoke as he began to break down his rifle. “Commander Peterson is one of us now Colonel, at least partially. You’ve seen the reports.”

“We don’t question orders Sergeant.” The voice answered.


“Roger sir.” The sniper replied, “Orders Colonel? Do we assist Colonel Marcus?”


“Fuck that half breed elf!” The reply was quick. “Let him clean up his own mess. Move to the exfiltration point. We need to report to the President.”


“Roger that, moving now,” The sniper answered.

