CHAPTER FIFTEEN
MOUNTAIN CITY

Tarifa sat on the edge of Aihola’s bed, her eyes gazing on her new Drow lover and Mistress as the sun began to creep up in the horizon and cast light into the small window. Aihola’s face was quite peaceful as she slept, her soft pink lips open slightly as she breathed. Tarifa remembered vividly the taste and texture of those wonderful lips as they had kissed her passionately and explored her body. Tarifa shifted her eyes and watched the rise and fall of her chest, Aihola’s somewhat smaller but still very firm breasts hidden by the thin sheet, her dark nipples pressing against the fabric. Her shimmering white hair was splayed across the pillow, soft and shiny in the early morning light. The sheet covered her lithe ebony body only partially, and Tarifa allowed her eyes to wander hungrily over the taut dark flesh of her muscular thigh and calf. Gazing on Aihola like this sent a shiver of pleasure through Tarifa as she remembered the events of the previous night. The pleasures she had shared with Aihola were unlike anything she had ever experienced. Even her times with Dysea had not compared to the sheer will breaking orgasms that Aihola had produced from her, or the enormous pleasure she had experienced simply by having her face snuggled between Aihola’s delicious thighs. Aihola had dominated her completely, instructing her how to please her, demanding her to do things that gave them both untold pleasures. Tarifa had experienced orgasms more powerful than anything, just by simply having Aihola firmly in control of her every move. Yet unlike a typical Drow relationship, which Tarifa knew full well was usually very one sided for the dominant Drow, Aihola had returned every sliver of pleasure back upon her with undisguised passion, desire and glee.


Tarifa stared at Aihola’s peaceful face, her thoughts rushing through her mind with clarity she had never known. Tarifa had been raised to hate the Drow, she had even killed many of them in the latter years of the war they had fought, yet lying before her now was not a hated enemy. On the bed before her was a woman Tarifa had come to desire almost painfully. Tarifa knew that a small part of it was the taboo of the Drow that Aihola was breaking by sleeping with her, a small part of it was the fact that the contrast in the color of their skin drove her mad with desire, but most of all Tarifa knew it was because of the woman Aihola was. Tarifa had learned much about Aihola in their time together, relaxing in the hot tub simply talking of different things, and she had caught a glimpse of the woman Aihola truly was. On the bed in front of her was not a hated Drow enemy, but a complex and intelligent woman who had quite unexpectedly wormed her way into Tarifa’s very soul. Aihola was a skilled and deadly warrior without question, but there was a side to her that Tarifa had only glimpsed at until last night. Aihola was Drow yes, and it was in her genes to dominate and be superior, but she had not hesitated in giving pleasure to Tarifa every which way she could the previous evening. She had even gone so far as to do things to her that Tarifa had never considered. Looking at her, Tarifa felt no more questions in her. This woman had wormed her way into her heart as surely as the sun came up every morning. And Tarifa relished that feeling more than anything in her life right now.


Tarifa reached out and softly ran her fingers along Aihola’s shoulder and upper arm, causing her to stir and her amber eyes to slowly open. Aihola turned her head and saw Tarifa, and a small smile creased her soft pink lips. She gazed at her with a longing that made Tarifa want to lose herself within the pleasures of those lips once more. Aihola’s amber eyes saw the sun coming up through the window, and she came instantly awake, her eyes ever alert as she bolted upright in the bed, holding the sheet over her breasts.


“It… it is morning!” She gasped. “Tarifa you must…”


Tarifa smiled and took her hand quickly. “Fear not Nya Istel.” She spoke softly. “Telan is already gone. I woke him earlier and sent him off with a smile on his putrid face, and none the wiser.”


Aihola looked at her, her eyes taking on a shamed expression. “Forgive me Tarifa… I have been remiss in my duties. I should not have allowed myself to act in such a way last night. It has…it has put you in danger.”


“Why in the name of the gods would I be angry over something that I found so overwhelmingly wonderful Aihola?” Tarifa asked her. “And it did nothing to put me in danger, so put that thought from your mind.”


“I allowed… I allowed my personal feelings to override caution Tarifa.” Aihola told her, gathering the sheet around her body and preparing to get out of the bed. “I took what I wanted and my actions put you at risk. That was not what I had intended to…”

Tarifa silenced her words by covering her soft lips with her own and kissing her deeply. Aihola’s instinctive reaction was to grasp Tarifa’s head with a moan of desire and kiss her back harder, thrusting her tongue between Tarifa’s lips with determination and domination. Tarifa groaned in delight, sinking into Aihola’s arms, surrendering to her Mistress as Aihola returned her kiss and she gave herself to the sensations coursing through her. It felt so gloriously right and wonderful to surrender to her like this.

Aihola quickly brought her raging passions under control and pulled back from their kiss with barely concealed reluctance. “Tarifa…” She gasped softly. “Someone might come in.” Aihola stared into Tarifa’s sapphire eyes as they opened slowly with a dreamy expression on them, and Aihola had to fight down the urge to take her right there. Seeing her face and lips so close, Aihola realized she had some very un-Drow like feelings rippling through her, and they were feelings she now welcomed with open arms.

Tarifa nodded slowly, a look of disappointment on her face that did not go unnoticed by Aihola. “You… you are correct.” She spoke as she leaned back on the bed. She closed her beautiful eyes briefly as if composing herself and then opened them again to look at her with an expression that caused Aihola’s heart to leap. “I brought us breakfast.” She spoke motioning to the small table where the hot tea and small breakfast biscuits rested.


Aihola looked at the table and noticed the smell and shape of the biscuits for the first time. They were an ancient Drow recipe that she hadn’t had in years and her eyes grew bright, “Lunta biscuits!” She exclaimed, holding the sheet around her as she reached for the sweet breakfast biscuit.


“I hope you don’t mind.” Tarifa said as she began to pour two mugs of tea. “I inquired of the Holy One a few days ago in regards to foods that the Drow considered delicacies. He told me that these biscuits were among your people’s greatest invention.”

Aihola chose one of the biscuits and took a bite out of it, her eyes closing in bliss as the warm biscuit practically melted in her mouth. Aihola opened her eyes as she chewed and looked at Tarifa. “Tarifa… these are… they are delicious.” She said.


Tarifa beamed with pride and set the tea down in front of her. “I’m glad.”


Aihola plucked at a piece of the biscuit on the edge of her lips and looked at Tarifa closely. “Do you not have to appear before the Council soon?” She asked.


Tarifa shook her head. “I postponed the meeting until tomorrow before we leave for Salina. I wanted…” Tarifa looked at her shyly. “I wanted to spend as much time as I could with you.”


Aihola suddenly looked very embarrassed. “Tarifa… I… I apologize again for my actions last night.” She spoke softly. “I should not have… I should not have treated you in such a way.”


“Why?” Tarifa asked her. “I did not exactly protest in any way.” Tarifa smiled and her eyes turned seductive as she remembered their actions, “Quite the opposite in fact if my memory serves me correctly.”


“You… you are Queen of the High Elves Tarifa.” Aihola replied slowly, her own emotions raging within her now. “I am…”


Aihola looked at her, and knew without question at that very moment that she had fallen in love with Tarifa. A taboo that was so anchored in their Drow culture, two females being lovers and Aihola found that she was surrendering to it with no qualms. Tarifa had found her way into her heart and soul as easily as any blade could have. The Queen of the High Elves had a body that caused her own pussy to pulse with excitement, a body that Aihola could explore every night for the rest of her life and never tire of. Yet Tarifa was also the Queen of the High Elves, and any relationship that Aihola desired could never…

“Don’t do that.” Tarifa’s words interrupted her thoughts and she looked at Tarifa who was gazing at her intently.


“Don’t do what?” Aihola asked.


“Don’t you dare question the feelings that your heart tells you are right.” Tarifa told her. “And don’t question whether our relationship will continue or is right? That is what you are thinking isn’t it?”

“Tarifa you are the Queen of the High Elves.” Aihola spoke calmly. “I am a Drow Assassin. There could never…”


Tarifa moved much faster than Aihola could track her with her eyes thanks to her newly enhanced genome DNA, and suddenly her face was within inches of her own, her sapphire eyes having changed to the sapphire orbs outlined in black. Aihola also saw the tips of her fangs extending past her soft lips. It no longer frightened her when Tarifa changed, and she stared into those sapphire orbs with desire and love.


“I know some of the taboos of your people Aihola.” Tarifa spoke softly. “I am not a fool in regards to your culture Nya Istel. I have spent several nights deep in conversations with the Holy One, learning about the Drow and your history. He gave me many books and data pads to study. I know that you have broken one of the strongest taboos of your people already by taking me into your bed. That by itself speaks volumes of the person you have become. Before last night you were hesitant with me, knowing that I desired you so, and you did nothing. What happened to change that?”


Aihola found she could not tear her eyes from Tarifa’s bright beautiful face. Tarifa called her Nya Istel, “My Light” in the elfin language, and those words caused Aihola’s heart to pulse in joy, “My… my brother Tari.” She answered softly. “In his message to me he told me that many of the cultures and traditions of our people had died with them. He said we no longer needed to adhere to customs and rules hundreds of years old. That we were free to take what we wanted, and that we would build the Drow again in a different image, a better image.”


“And I was what you wanted?” Tarifa asked shyly.


Aihola nodded slowly, “Since that very first night.” She replied honestly. “I… I have never felt for anyone what I feel for you. No woman and certainly no man. No one has elicited the emotions within me that you have stirred. It confused and frightened me until I saw the message from Tari. His words made it all so clear to me.”

“So… so what we shared last night you do not regret?” Tarifa asked softly, her voice holding hope and promise.


Aihola shook her head slowly with a smile. “No Tarifa, I do not regret it.” She moved closer to her, reaching out to caress her cheek. “Do you regret it Tarinya Enda?” (Queen of my Heart)

Tarifa welcomed Aihola’s touch and she smiled dreamily, “Never.” She replied softly. She reached up and took Aihola’s hand in hers. “And I hope it happens again and again, for as long as I have years on this earth.”


“What… what of your role as Queen? What of…” Aihola looked at Tarifa, her amber eyes searching Tarifa’s face. “It would never be accepted Tarifa.” Aihola asked.

“I will not lie to you Aihola.” Tarifa spoke honestly as well. “It would not be easy. I have… I have always searched for love. I… I believe I have finally found it with you. I do not care what you are… I only care what I feel when I am with you.” Tarifa got up and moved to the small window looking out over the top of Mountain City.

“But… Tarifa, I am Drow?” Aihola asked getting to her feet as well and moving up behind her slowly, her heart hammering in her chest as she waited to hear what Tarifa would say to that. Aihola was prepared for the worst though she hoped for something more.


Tarifa turned and looked at her. “I do not care Nya Istel.” She spoke. “I have fallen in love with you. I don’t please you enough… is that it? I’m not submissive enough? Tell me Nya Istel; tell me Mistress, I do not want to lose you.”

Aihola’s amber eyes did nothing to hide the feelings that ripped through her at Tarifa’s words. It was more than she had expected or hoped for, and it made her soul sing with new found joy. She looked up into the eyes of her taller lover. “Ta… Tarifa,” She started to say.


Tarifa stepped closer to her, pressing her body to Aihola’s and taking her hands in her own. “I have fallen very much in love with you Aihola of the Family Anatyla. It has happened very quickly I know, but I know what my heart is telling me and… and I truly hope I am not making a fool of myself and you feel the same in return.”


Aihola stared at her for a long moment, the silence in the room so complete she thought for sure she could hear the pounding of both their hearts in the still morning air. She stared into Tarifa’s eyes, memorizing every contour of her beautiful face and let the words come. “You are not making a fool of yourself Tarifa, and I do feel the very same thing. More powerful than anything I have ever felt for anyone.” She answered with a loving smile.


Tarifa stepped closer to her now and kissed her softly. It was a kiss of two people very much in love. There was no dominance by either of them, only a deep kiss that drew them together even more. “You do not know how that makes my heart sing.” Tarifa spoke softly after they had reluctantly parted.


“What of your mother and everyone else? What will they say?” Aihola finally asked her, her hand coming up to caress Tarifa’s cheek and jaw line.

Tarifa smiled dreamily once more. “I care not what they will say.” She said firmly. “I had something torn from me once before because I listened to others. I almost lost the one man and woman who are like the dearest brother and sister I have ever had. We are rocks for each other, and while we may have shared something long ago, it has blossomed and grown into what it is now, a deep abiding friendship that nothing could ever come between. I will never allow that to happen again, concerning anything, least of all my feelings for you.”


“Tarifa I…” Aihola began.


“I will be your willing slave in all things private to us Nya Istel.” Tarifa spoke softly with a knowing and delightful smile, pressing her body against Aihola’s harder, “Most especially in our bed. I enjoyed my role immensely, and I will do whatever you ask of me my Mistress.”


Aihola smiled seductively, “As did I... my slave.” She answered squeezing Tarifa’s hands and leaning over to nuzzle her cheek with her lips. “But never in public Tarifa. I honor and love you too much, and you are still Queen. I want us to be equals in everything we do Tarifa. Is that even possible?”


Tarifa traced a finger over her cheek, relishing in the warmth and radiance of Aihola’s amber colored eyes. “It will be soon Nya Istel.” She spoke softly in response. “We have much to accomplish in the months ahead, and you must meet Martin as well as the others. I will not hide from them what we share, and he would be angry with me if I tried. The time we spent together opened our eyes to many new things, and we have so much to do. Once all of us have broken from such old traditions and customs we can be together as we want to be Aihola. Until that day, we must be patient and enjoy what little privacy we will have here to the fullest. Can you do that?”


Aihola nodded confidently. “I have waited over a hundred years to feel what I feel for you Tarifa, Queen of the High Elves. Another few months being cautious of our love will not be so long to wait, and then I intend to announce it to the world.”


Tarifa smiled. “You will have to beat me to that.”
Aihola smiled and leaned forward to kiss her gently. “By the gods you are delicious my love.” She spoke huskily. “How did… how did Dysea let you get away?”
Tarifa smiled at her words and drew Aihola back towards the bed. “I believe that Dysea’s true heart lies with Martin and perhaps someone she has yet to discover. She did not say as much when she was here, but I could feel her soul longing to return to Martin, and longing for the touch of someone else. It was radiating from her strongly.”


“He is the core isn’t it?” Aihola asked as they settled onto the edge of the bed.

Tarifa nodded slowly. “The moment he returned to our planet, events were set in motion that will forever change the face of everything we know. I think you will be impressed. Aside from his obvious physical attractions and he has quite a few of them,” She spoke with a knowing smile. “He is perhaps the most compassionate man I have ever known. Yet that compassion is laced with steel. If you are his friend he will do anything within his power for you, but if you are his enemy… well let’s just say I have seen the side of him that no one wants to see. It is not a pretty sight when he becomes angry, and part of me believes that there is much he does not let anyone see. Not even Dysea.”


“You are looking forward to seeing him aren’t you?” Aihola asked with absolutely no malice or jealously in her voice at all.


Tarifa nodded slowly with a smile. “I have missed him a great deal. He… he is like a brother to me now… a brother and dearest friend. You know what it feels like to feel as if you are alone? When someone you are close to… someone who shares you values and ideals and you are close too, you know what it feels like when you are apart from them. That is what it feels like to have not seen him in so long. I thought perhaps I had lost him and Dysea… their friendship and caring… but her visit here made me see that it has perhaps made the bond between us stronger. A bond that now includes you.” She looked at Aihola and slipped her arms around her waist pulling her ebony body tightly against hers. “Enough talk of that, I am with you now my Mistress. How… how may I please you?” She said.


Aihola smiled as passion again swept through her and she allowed it to consume her. She pushed Tarifa back onto the bed her amber eyes filled with desire and hunger as she spread her body out on top of Tarifa. “Yes… yes you are… my slave, and I’m sure I will come up with something over the next few hours.” She spoke before lowering her lips to Tarifa’s and pulling her body to hers.

EDEN (FORMERLY JUNCTION CITY UTAH)


Dysea stood on the tarmac of the airport her blood boiling in anger and her heart aching with worry as she paced in front of Vengal. She wore the standard dark gray fatigues she had adopted after coming to Eden. They were practical and comfortable yet did nothing to hide her figure in any way. Her long platinum hair cascaded past her shoulders, framing her face and falling to nearly the top of her tight ass. Buckled around her waist was a utility belt that held a holster for her K-12 automatic on her left hip, and the long bladed Wood Elf fighting knife was strapped to her right thigh. She had spent the last twenty minutes communicating directly with Anja after they both tore new assholes into the communications officer in the tower. Dysea had come immediately to the airport when Leland had contacted her that they were inbound and what had happened on their mission. It was here that she discovered that Martin’s team was also inbound from their mission, but that Martin had been wounded. It took another thirty minutes of screaming and yelling before she had spoken directly with Anja.

Dysea had lit into Vengal the moment he had come down the ramp her face a mask of rage. Leland stood at the top of the ramp, Cathy next to him as they watched. They saw roughly a dozen and a half of Vengal’s Wood Elf Rangers approach, led by the man Leland recognized as Matarn. Tony and Radama stood to one side of the lowered ramp, Dysea’s five person security detachment spread out in a loose circle around her, Vengal and the others.


“…realize what you have done?” Dysea ranted, only inches from Vengal’s face. “Do you have any idea what your actions will do?”


“I was only attempting to rescue my daughter!” Vengal protested.


“You have used us!” Dysea screamed. “You used us to accomplish something you could not do yourself! You knew this!”


“She is my daughter Dysea!” Vengal spoke softly. “The only daughter I have left.”


“You should have been forthright the moment you arrived in our presence!” Dysea screamed. “I would have done everything in my power to give you the help you needed. Everything! Instead you betrayed my trust and what’s worse you betrayed Martin’s trust!”


The young elf who had arrived after Vengal and the others departed stepped forward now. Matarn came from a very influential Wood Elf family and thought very highly of himself. He was very handsome with fair skin and long blond hair. His blue eyes were bright and clear, but they also held a small amount of malice in them. It was also obvious to even the causal observer that he did not care for anyone or anything that was not elfin in nature. 
“He is no elf!” Matarn snapped. “Why should we care in the least if what we told him was the truth? We should not trust these human hybrids!”


“Matarn keep your silence!” Vengal hissed at him viciously.


“I will not!” Matarn barked again. “Anuk is sworn to me! She will be my wife! She belongs to me! She has been a slave and defiled by those like these men and women for too long and in what should have been a simple operation she should be back here with us and not trapped with some black skinned barbarian who is neither human nor elf!”


“These men and women are not like the others!” Vengal snapped.


“They are all the same!” Matarn answered. “We are superior to them in every way. All of them are barbarians as far as I am concerned!”


Dysea turned her head slowly to look at Matarn, seeing the look of astonishment on Vengal’s face at Matarn’s words. “Does this arrogant young fool speak for you now Vengal?” Dysea asked her eyes boring into Matarn. 


“No my Queen, he does not.” Vengal answered softly.


“She is no longer Queen!” Matarn almost shouted. “My sister is Queen now! And it was she who sanctioned this operation! An operation we should have never revealed to these people! Their incompetence has most likely cost me my most treasured property!”


Vengal’s dark eyes glared at Matarn, “Property? My daughter is no one’s property!” He growled. “You would do well to remember that!”


“You promised your daughter’s hand to me!” Matarn spoke. 


“That is true… but she is still an individual!” Vengal replied. “You speak of her as some sort of possession.”


“We will not have this discussion here.” Matarn growled. “And it matters not now. Because of these fools and their incompetence, she is lost to us. I am quite sure that this black skinned barbarian is having his way with her even as we speak. We…”


Matarn’s eyes grew wide when he felt the prick of the razor sharp blade press against the soft flesh under his jaw. Dysea was directly in front of him now, her emerald eyes outlined in black and her lips curled back over her fangs. Her arm was extended, holding the Wood Elf Shakur ritual fighting knife in its position. The blade had moved from the sheath on her thigh to its present position in less than a single blink of an eye. The men with Matarn had not seen anyone ever move so quickly, not even an elf and they were slow in reacting, their weapons coming up almost in slow motion. They were also far too slow and froze in mid motion when they heard the snicker of bolts slamming home driving live rounds into rifle chambers, and the barrels of a dozen HK-74 rifles jamming into their bodies in various locations. Their eyes also heard the mechanical sound of the retractable turret in the side of the Raptor behind Dysea extending and locking into place, a female elf behind the controls of the 30mm chain cannon.


Dysea glared at Matarn as a predator would look upon its prey. Her extremely cold and emotionless emerald green orbs outlined in black gazed at him with the finality of deaths touch.

“You stand closer to death’s door than at any other time in your pathetic life.” Dysea’s words were measured and filled with an icy calm that sent a shiver down Matarn’s spine unlike anything he had ever felt. “You speak of a man who has more honor within him than you have common sense. The only reasons… and I do mean the only reasons… that you still stand there now and are not on the ground attempting to hold your innards inside your body, are due to General Vengal and the relationship we have shared in the past, and the fact that Anuk is betrothed to you.” Dysea stepped closer to Matarn, keeping the blade pressed tightly to his throat, a thin trickle of blood beginning to slide down his neck, staining the blade. Dysea’s black outlined emerald eyes stared at Matarn intently. “If Nauta Melme were here you would already be dead Matarn, don’t doubt that for a single moment.” The sounds of the PAVE LOW III approaching caused Dysea to turn her head and look to the sky for a moment. She glanced at Leland who stood on the end of the ramp his HK-74 leveled at two of Vengal’s Wood Rangers, “Leland… place Matarn and the others under house arrest. General Vengal will be kept separate from them. Insure they want for nothing, but they are not to be allowed free access to anyplace in Eden City, or any type of communication equipment. Make sure you search them thoroughly and take anything that might be used as a weapon.”

Leland nodded, “As you order Dysea.” He spoke.


“You have no right to do this!” Matarn gasped, even with the blade against his skin.


Dysea turned back to him. “I have every right to do this. You have used us once, and I will not allow you to do so again. Daniel Simpson is like a beloved brother to Martin Hunter young Matarn. They have fought and survived in places you and I could not possibly imagine, they have seen things that we could never hope to understand. I dare say if anything has happened to Daniel due to your deception, you will not have long left in this world.” Dysea took her blade away. “Take them.”


“Dysea…” Vengal began to speak but Dysea shook her head quickly. 


“We will speak later.” She spoke, her words carrying firmness in them that Vengal did not question.


Vengal bowed his head slightly as Leland stepped up to him, “Until later.” He said. 


Dysea had already dismissed him as she turned to watch Ben bring the PAVE LOW III in for a landing. She could see the medical Hopper racing across the tarmac toward them to transport Martin to the clinic. Dysea’s heart was caught in her throat at the moment as she contemplated just how important Martin was to her.


The past few months spent at his side and in his bed had confirmed for her that no man would ever have her heart as he did. That first time within the cave had been a moment of passion and lust that Dysea had been denying for too long. Tarifa had triggered something within her that she had kept buried deep and Martin had been the one to release it. She had allowed him to enter her soul, and he had allowed her to see into his, bringing them closer together than she ever thought possible for two people to be. The first few weeks after being exiled from Mountain City they had made love to each other because it gave them peace. As the weeks passed by however their loving making became more intense, more spontaneous and considerably more passionate, and they would pleasure each other for hours on end. Dysea didn’t believe that Tarifa loved her and Martin anymore than they loved Tarifa, but they would always share a friendship forged in the most trying of times and one that they could always turn to in times of need or council. 
Dysea’s love for Martin however was something else entirely. It consumed her being in a way she could not put into words. There were times when they were in bed where she would simply allow her eyes to wander over every contour of his body and face, marveling that such a specimen of a man belonged to her. And Martin made no bones that he did indeed belong to Dysea. There were times lying within his embrace when she could also feel Martin’s eyes on her doing the same thing, and she felt washed with warmth and love. Her feelings for Martin however consumed her very soul in the embrace of love.

Dysea had also recognized that a new part of her had awakened, and she no longer shied away from appraising other females. There were many beautiful women within Eden, human and elf alike, but for some reason she could not explain, her thoughts always returned to one and she found herself comparing whoever she was looking at to that woman. 


Anja.


Perhaps it was because she knew of the relationship that Anja and Martin had shared however briefly so many years ago. Perhaps it was due to Anja’s exotic Persian red hair and the smooth contours of her face and skin. Martin had told her everything about that night and what had transpired afterwards. Dysea could also detect the tone in his voice when he spoke about Anja. His words and tone softened, as they often did when he spoke to her. Dysea could tell that Anja still held a part of his heart that he kept locked away from even her.

Dysea had spent considerable time with Anja Peterson when she wasn’t working beside Martin. The human/genome hybrid woman and she shared much more in common than she had first realized. At first Dysea had kept her distance because of the relationship she knew Anja was involved in. When she first began to change because of her love for Martin, Dysea began to hone her body in a way that she hadn’t before, always waking early to go to the makeshift gym the genomes had established in a nearby school. She always saw Anja doing the same thing, but with Julie and Daniel at first, and then only Julie, and finally over these last few weeks she was alone. Dysea had found herself gazing at the definition of Anja’s toned body. Anja’s breasts were larger than her own, and while she was easily six inches shorter than Dysea, she had long legs for her height. Legs that ended in the most incredibly perfect ass Dysea had ever witnessed on a woman. Anja’s abdomen rippled with muscles, lean and deeply tanned. Her legs were also muscular, yet they remained distinctly feminine. Her dark Persian red hair shimmered in the morning sunlight, and Dysea had found herself wondering on many occasions if this was her natural hair color. 

As Dysea stood waiting as the large rotors on the flying machine slowed she silently gave thanks that it was Anja caring for Martin. Anja had contacted her immediately after getting his condition stable, and they both had resorted to cursing and screaming at befuddled and very frightened communications technicians until they could talk to one another clearly.

Dysea walked with the medics and her security detachment as the ramp on the PAVE LOW came down slowly and she felt a small smile crease her face when she heard the bellowing voice from within the strange flying machine Ben had been so ecstatic about discovering.


“I can damn well walk!” Martin’s voice bellowed.


“If you try I’ll knock you out and sedate you myself!” Anja’s equally loud and firm voice replied as Dysea walked up in front of the now apprehensive elf medics from Anja’s clinic.


Dysea stopped when she saw Anja standing over a sitting Martin, her hands on her hips and not budging a muscle. The front of her uniform was saturated in what Dysea assumed was Martin’s blood, and her keen eyes detected the civilian elves and humans that Martin and his team had rescued from New Memphis. Martin was shirtless, with a large bandage over his shoulder and back that was stained with blood as well.


Dysea watched Martin get to his feet slowly and with a grimace of pain and he towered over Anja by nearly a foot. He glared down into her face, his eyes changing to yellow/gold within black orbs and his fangs extending to nearly a full inch.


“I am entirely capable of walking out of here on my own!” Martin growled at Anja.


Dysea could not help but be impressed by Anja. She knew her Nauta Melme was an extremely intimidating physical presence all by himself, but when he allowed his eyes and fangs to alter, he appeared like some fearsome visage from an adult’s nightmare. Anja looked up into Martin’s face and Dysea watched as her jade green eyes changed and shrank in size, becoming outlined in black as well, and her canine teeth extended to nearly half an inch. Dysea almost forgot that Anja’s relationship with Daniel Simpson and Julie had changed her as her own relationship with Martin had done to her. Anja remained in front of Martin, no back down in her whatsoever, and met Martin’s eyes.


“You so much as take a step off this aircraft and I will stick you with enough sedative that you will drop like a limp noodle in the wind.” Anja growled back at him.


Dysea watched Julie move from the direction of the cockpit, the Drow warrior Tari right behind her. The civilians were watching this confrontation intently; unable to move for fear of igniting something they had no control over.


“Better listen to her Skipper.” Julie spoke with a grin. “She can be very tenacious. And I know from experience you won’t win.”


Anja smiled sweetly at Martin as he continued to glare at her. “What’s it going to be Marty?” She asked.


“You wouldn’t dare.” Martin spoke.


“Do you really want to test me?” Anja asked calmly.


Dysea could not help but smirk at the stunned expressions on the faces of the elves of Martin’s team and the civilians. They had never heard anyone challenge Nauro Ohtar in such a way. Dysea chose that time to step forward so that everyone could see her. She heard the soft gasps from some of the civilians as they recognized her immediately.

“She is correct Nauta Melme.” Dysea spoke softly.


“I will not have my troops see me carted off this aircraft on a stretcher Melda Min.” Martin replied, his eyes never leaving Anja’s. “My healing system is…”


“Your healing system is not infallible Martin.” Anja spoke softly now. “The bullet was coated with some kind of poison.” She told him, seeing his face wrinkle just a tiny bit in confusion at this information. Anja reached up and touched his cheek, the warmth of his skin sending electric shocks through her fingers. “It is just a precaution until I get you back to the clinic and insure that your healing factor is indeed destroying the poison. Trust me on this please.”


Dysea stepped up next to Anja. “I agree Nauta Melme.” She said softly. “Please listen to Melyanna.” (Dear One)

Martin glanced from Dysea to Anja and back before his eyes returned to their normal dark brown and he acquiesced, lowering his frame back onto the bench in silence as Anja ushered the two sturdy male elves forward with the stretcher.


“Take him directly to the exam room and begin routine prep.” Anja ordered. “I want all of these civilians brought there as well to undergo complete physicals. Make sure they have ample food and plenty of liquid to drink, some of them looked malnourished.” 


The other medics nodded and began to usher the civilians off the helicopter as Anja looked at Dysea. “Thank you.” She said softly.


“You appeared to have it completely under control.” Dysea said. “I simply echoed what you were telling him. What happened out there Anja?”


Anja didn’t hesitate and took her hand. Dysea felt a warmth course through her as Anja led her from the PAVE LOW III. “I’ll tell you everything as we head to the clinic.” Anja spoke as they headed for one of the extra Hoppers that had arrived minutes before.
NEVADA
SIX MILES OUTSIDE LAS VEGAS

187 METERS UNDERGROUND 


Anuk’s eyes popped open with a start at the loud snapping noise nearby. Her cerulean blue eyes darted back and forth as she remained perfectly still, bringing her senses back from her fitful sleep. The flickering light from the small fire several meters in front of her cast ghostly shadows across the small tunnel they were in. She felt the thick wool like blanket draped over her and her eyes grew a little larger as the blanket came into focus. It wasn’t a dirty ragged piece of cloth as she expected, but it looked almost brand new with a slight musky odor. She let her eyes wander over where she was once more. They had traveled for several hours, until he had chosen this small tunnel to stop and rest. It was situated above the main tunnel and was only about twenty meters deep. The interior walls were smooth and unbroken, though a cave in had collapsed the roof of the tunnel preventing them from going any further into it. He had told her to rest, and she had sat down almost immediately and fallen into an exhaustive sleep. 

Anuk’s dreams were dotted with memories of her months as a prisoner and slave, the uncountable rapes and beatings at the hands of her captors, the wild breakout of the hotel only a short while ago, his fearsome face inches from her, and then their drop into the unknown. Her body was incredibly sore, most especially the deep cut along her rib cage. She winced slightly as she stretched out her legs and leaned forward just a little. Her eyes settled on him as he squatted by the small fire adding wood to it as he broke the thick boards in his hands. He was the man who had rescued her, and the man who had saved her life twice in less than six hours.


Daniel Simpson he had said his name was.


Anuk had never seen a man such as him. The slavers that had captured her and killed the rest of her Ranger patrol were also black skinned men, but many of them were fat and foul smelling as if they hadn’t bathe in weeks. They were ill tempered and disgusting humans, yet most of them were exceptionally large and brutal in their dealings with slaves. 
Daniel was different. 
He was easily as tall as many of the slavers, but his body looked as if it had been sculpted from a marble statue. She watched as the muscles in his arms and shoulders worked under his skin as he snapped boards that no elf would have been able to break even with their enhanced strength. His head was completely bald, the firelight gleaming off the crown of his skull. His skin was not as dark as the slavers, more like a deep caramel color. He squatted with ease, the dusty fatigue pants covering long muscular legs. His combat boots were black and she saw the hilt of a small knife secured on his left boot ankle. He wore only a tank top t-shirt, his utility belt around his waist, the matte black automatic in the holster, as well as the Wood Elf Shakur fighting knife. Anuk’s eyes grew a little wider when she saw the knife. She hadn’t noticed it before, and now she wondered just how he had the knife in his possession.


Anuk stared at his back remembering what he had turned into right in front of her. She would never have believed it had she not witnessed it herself. The change that came over him was terribly frightening. Anuk had thought for an instant her was going to rip her apart when he first changed. The short dark brown hair that had erupted from his pores and covered his exposed skin, as well as the long and vicious fangs that curled from his mouth. He had changed into something then, a version of a wolf he had explained to her. The story he had told her was almost impossible to believe, yet for some uncanny reason she believed him, but she felt there was more he wanted to tell her and didn’t. When she had fallen asleep hours before there was no blanket over her, and now the wool blanket surrounded her and she smelled…

“Food!” Anuk gasped, scrambling from where she sat heedless of the pain that lanced through her side.


Danny turned as she came off the ground and moved toward the small fire. He smiled when she knelt next to him and looked at the metal pot he had sitting in the center of the fire, her nose flaring at the smell. 


“What… where did you find food?” Anuk asked reaching forward to stick her finger into the brown substance in the pot.


Dan motioned to the main tunnel. “I noticed something odd about these tunnels when we got out here into the main shaft.” He explained pointing out into the main tunnel below them. “I remembered that in my time the city of Las Vegas had begun construction on an underground rail system between here and Phoenix. They got it working from Vegas to Prescott Arizona before they ran out of money. It was actually really cool. The rail system had stops along the entire route, and at each stop was a small shopping mall. There’s one about two miles down. I was able to rummage around the stores until I found some food with a shelf life of forever. Mainly old military rations from the sporting goods store. That blanket was the only one that was sealed in a vacuum wrap and serviceable. I was able to scrounge together different clothes for you that will at least allow you to be less exposed.” Dan spoke as he handed over the small bundle. “They should fit you well enough.”


Anuk stared at him with the bundle in her arms. “You did all this while I slept?” She asked incredulous. 


Dan nodded with a grin. “I’m quick on my feet.” He answered.


“What… what is that?” Anuk asked licking her fingers.


“That my beautiful companion is what the military called field rations in the time we came from.” Dan spoke moving to adjust the small pot and stir the concoction around more with the metal spoon. “If eaten alone they were the most retched things known to man, but we learned a few tricks to make them actually pretty good.”


Anuk stared at Daniel as he stirred the pot. He had called her beautiful in such a way that Anuk felt warmth flush across her skin. It was not spoken with a sarcastic tone in his voice, and Anuk could not detect any other motive from his words. She looked at the bundle of clothes and saw that he had brought her a sturdy pair of dark work pants, and a button down shirt that would cover her entirely. There was also a pair of boots that looked as if they would fit her.


Dan glanced at her. “Go ahead and change while I serve out this wonderful slop for us to eat. I will keep my back to you, don’t worry.”


Anuk didn’t take her eyes from him as she moved further back into the tunnel to change. She wished that she could bathe to remove the grim and dirt from her body and attempt to wash away the filth of what she had endured these last months, but the clothes would at least return some of her dignity to her until she could cleanse herself in a pool of steaming hot water. She dressed as quickly as she could, heedless of the fact she had no undergarments to put on. She pulled on the pants which slid over her legs and hips smoothly, amazingly fitting her almost perfectly. She pulled on the dark green socks and then the black boots before standing and beginning to unbutton the oversized fatigue shirt. As she stretched awkwardly to remove the top she let out a small gasp of pain, her eyes closing tightly as it felt like a thousand needles were stabbing into her side.  


“What’s wrong?” Dan’s voice spoke almost instantly.


Anuk’s eyes opened quickly to see him towering over her, his dark eyes bright in the dim light of the tunnel. Anuk attempted to cover her half exposed breasts and shied away from him. “I… I am fine.” She managed to gasp.


“Oh really,” Dan spoke. “I can smell your pain and how your adrenalin just spiked sky high.” He said stepping closer to her and reaching for the fatigue top. 


Anuk prepared to hit him as hard as she could to keep him from taking her. Her fingers balled into a fist as his hands touched her and gripped the shirt. As her arm tensed to throw the crippling punch into his neck she felt him lift the fatigue top from the bottom, being very careful not to expose her breasts, and look at her wound.


“The MEDCOM patch is gone!” Dan exclaimed. “Why didn’t you tell me?”


Anuk watched him move quickly back to where his vest was and grab the small medical kit. “It… it came off as… as we were walking here.” Anuk spoke softly as he returned with another bandage in his hand.


“Damn!” Dan grunted as his fingers once more probed the wound tenderly. “It’s infected now! Fuck!”

Anuk watched him tear open the remaining bandage and hold it out over her side. He looked up at her.


“Ready?”


Anuk nodded and grit her teeth as he placed the bandage over the long slice in her skin. His hand slid around to the small of her back to give him leverage as he held the bandage to her skin, and his fingers sent electric jolts though her skin at the contact, and it was not from pain. Anuk hissed in pain then, her hand going to his shoulder and squeezing with her elf strength, as the micro filaments of the bandage bore into her skin to anchor the healing patch in place. It passed within seconds and she relaxed her hand, but did not take it from his shoulder. She watched him as he secured the bandage even further with white tape from the kit, gingerly applying two strips across the middle of the bandage. Satisfied with his work he slowly began to get to his feet and Anuk allowed her hand to drop away.


“We need to find someplace where you can take a bath and wash this crude off yourself.” Dan spoke softly. “I have one more patch, but it’s already infected and unless we can clean it up, it’s only going to get worse.” He held out his hand and Anuk saw the two small pills in his large palm. “These will take the edge off and make the pain a dull throb.”

Anuk looked at the pills in his hand and then to his face. “I…”


“Anuk… if my intentions were anything other than honorable do you think I would be doing this?” Danny asked her in a voice that was calm and sincere.


“I… I would fight you!” Anuk spoke.


Dan nodded slowly. “Yes you would. And if that was my intent you would lose.” He told her plainly. “My brothers and sisters and I were not raised to act in such a manner. Marty… the oldest among us… I watched him beat a man to near death for attempting to take something that was not his right to have. Take them… and then finish dressing and come eat. You will need your strength to fight the infection, and I would prefer you return to your father in good health. He does not strike me as the type of man you want pissed off at you.”


Anuk’s eyes softened slightly. “You… you have seen my father?” She asked.


Dan nodded. “He was waiting for us at the pick up sight.” He answered.


“Why did he not come for me?” Anuk asked.


Dan chuckled. “He wanted too.” He replied. “He was ready to invade Las Vegas to get you back once he discovered you were still alive. Marty convinced him a small operation was better and since your father is apparently well known among elves, he would not give us away.”

Dan took her hand in his and Anuk felt shivers shoot through her as he dropped the small pills into her palm. “These will be good for twelve hours, and when that patch comes off tell me so we can put the last one on.” He curled her fingers around the pills and stepped back from her. “Now finish dressing and come eat some of the slop I have prepared. It’s my own recipe.”


Anuk watched him turn and move back to the fire. She looked at the small pills in her hand contemplating what she should do. He was right she concluded. If he had wanted to take her against her will he could have done so already many times over. And Anuk was no fool, after seeing what he could transform himself into, she held no doubts she would never be able to fight him off. She popped the pills into her mouth quickly and bent to retrieve the shirt he had brought her.


“This is delicious!” Anuk exclaimed as she shoveled another spoonful of the mixture into her mouth.


Dan chuckled to himself as he chewed and shook his head. “I’ve heard it referred to as many things, but never delicious.” He replied as he too shoveled another spoonful into his mouth.


“What… what it is?” She asked finally.


“They’re called Meals Ready to Eat.” Dan replied with a large grin. “It was the standard military ration in my time. The most disgusting thing army scientists ever devised. Many of us thought they were developed as a slow way to kill us, but they are packed with nutrients and calories, and if you learned how to mix and match them and add additional seasonings, you can at least make them tolerable.”

“Where did you get seasonings?” She asked looking at him.


“Apparently the owner of the sporting goods store was ex-military.” Dan replied. “He had everything that we used to spice them up.”


“Were you able to find a way back to the surface?”


Dan shook his head. “I found two of the exit tunnels, but both of them were buried. Looks like a large cave in sealed them shut.”


“But you said you could smell fresh air.” She told him.


Dan nodded. “I think it’s coming from vents in the ceiling.” He answered. “When they built this tunnel they installed ventilation shafts every few hundred meters. I’m guessing the air is coming in through the ones that were covered or destroyed. We’ll just have to keep moving southeast until we find a place where we can get out, or someplace where the rock above us isn’t so thick that it blocks my implant.”


“What is this implant?”


Dan tapped his jaw line. “We have microscopic implants under our skin that act as radios.” He answered. “We’re too deep for a signal to penetrate the ground above us, but we might possibly come to a point that is higher up and a signal can penetrate the rock.”


“How is it that you know so much about this tunnel?” Anuk asked warily.


“When we were children our training was very thorough.” He explained. “Since we were genetically created… they were able to make us have photographic memories and be able to use thirty-three percent more of our brain capacity. Pretty much anything that I read I remember.”

“How many of you are there?” Anuk asked. She saw a look of pain flash across his dark face before he set his bowl on the ground.


“There were sixty-two of us when we came back to earth four months ago.” Dan answered. “An attack against our base camp near Mountain City killed all but nineteen of us. We did manage to save many of those who came with us, but not all of them.”


“I don’t understand, what do you mean those who came with you?” Anuk asked him.

Dan nodded. “I told you about EDEN. Well we left there in quite a hurry when one of the political assholes we had in our time decided he was going to take control of the station and work with this Alliance. He didn’t like genomes to begin with, and we knew that once he got control, not only would he enslave any elf he found, he would have us all killed. We left EDEN with almost two thousand men, women and children who felt as we did. After the attack in Mountain City the High Elves kicked us out and we moved to Junction City Utah. We renamed it Eden City and that’s where we began rebuilding.”


“Rebuilding?” Anuk said. “What are you rebuilding?”


Dan smiled. “Eden is a city where everyone is free and does not have to live in fear. Elf, man, whoever wants to live free. That’s what Eden is.”


“But the Alliance would never allow a city such as you describe to thrive.” Anuk spoke.


Dan chuckled. “You don’t know Martin Hunter.” He answered. “Marty is genetically descended from Kings.” He told her, seeing Anuk’s cerulean eyes grow a little wider. “When they made us, they combined DNA from many sources, some of the greatest military minds in history up until that point. Martin’s DNA is made up of the ancestors of the Spartan King Leonidas. If you were to trace back his bloodline, it would lead directly to him.”


Anuk had set her bowl down now, enthralled with this information. “Your… your leader is descended from Kings?” She asked.


Dan nodded. “Don’t tell him I told you that.” He said with a smile. “He hates it when we tease him about that.”


“Who was… who was this Spartan King you speak of?” Anuk asked. 


“He lived in 480 BC.” Dan answered. “You know what…”


“I am not a fool Daniel Simpson.” Anuk told him with a genuine smile. “We have kept the same format of telling the years since the Great Fire.”


“Sorry.” Dan said sheepishly. “Anyway… King Leonidas was a Spartan. They were the premier military state of that time period. King Leonidas was a military genius, and the Spartans up until that time had never lost a battle. A Persian army invaded Greece in 480 BC and Leonidas led 300 of his Spartan soldiers along with several hundred allies into battle against nearly a million Persians. It is called the Battle of Thermopylae. They were guarding a small mountain pass and for three days they held that pass killing almost twenty-five thousand Persians. It’s possible they could have held for even longer but they were betrayed in the end and the Persians were able to get behind them and attack from both sides. Leonidas and his Spartans fought until the last man, but they eventually were all killed. That action spurred the entire city state of Sparta to war, as well as all of Greece at the time and a year later they routed the Persians. Leonidas had a son, and it was that bloodline that was passed down through the centuries until it reached an Army General in our time. This General was considered the most brilliant tactician and skilled warrior since the days of George S. Patton. It was his DNA that was the template for Martin.” Dan smiled. “There is a poem Martin taught us all as children, and we recited it before every mission we went on.”

“What poem?” Anuk asked very curious. “Tell me this poem.”
Dan took a deep breath.

“Where is the honor of yesteryear, Of Thermopylae, and the Spartan's lack of fear?
Where is the ambition to give one's life, in the fight for Freedom, Truth, and Right?
Is to be honorable such a sin that it brings scorn from friend and kin?
O God, to be a Man is such a struggle that I wonder the meaning of this life of trouble.
Yet, from the back regions of my mind I hear a lonely echo rise,
An echo that pierces my very soul And helps me remember my goal:
"WE DIE PROUD...............WE DIE PROUD!"
Dan looked at her. “Marty likes that poem.” He said. “It was written by an army officer over a hundred years before we were created.” 


Anuk stared at this giant of a man with ebony skin. When he had spoken the poem, she could almost feel the passion he put into the words, and how his dark eyes grew brighter in the fire light.


Dan shook his head. “Well… eat up.” He spoke reaching for the pack he had returned with. “We’ll need to start walking out of here.” Anuk watched him as he reached into the pack and drew out the holstered weapon. He set it on the ground next to her feet. “I assume you can use that.” He spoke. “I cleaned it and it should work fine. I loaded four extra magazines for you.” He added as he placed those on top of the holster.

Anuk stared at the pistol for a long moment before lifting her eyes back to him as he rummaged in the pack. “You… you are giving me a weapon?” She asked.


Dan looked at her. “Why wouldn’t I?” He asked. 


“I… I don’t…” Anuk stammered, trying to find words to answer his question.


Dan set the pack aside and met her cerulean blue eyes. “Anuk… I understand… I understand what you have gone through these last months. I can’t begin to imagine what happened to you… or what was done to you. The only thing I can say is I am not one of those pigs… and my friends are not like them. If I had the chance I would hunt down every one of them and make them pay in blood for what they did to you. Right now I just want to get you back to your father. You will have to trust me.”


Anuk stared at him as his words sank in. They were spoken with as much sincerity and warmth as she had heard from anyone in her life, and she found herself looking at Daniel in a new light. Slowly she bent down and picked up the automatic at her feet. She returned her eyes to him and nodded slowly. “I… I will try to trust you Daniel.” She spoke haltingly. “I hope you will understand that after what has happened I will not give my trust lightly.”


Dan nodded. “That’s good enough.” He told her. “Now finish eating and let’s get our asses moving. I like caves and all… but I surely don’t want to spend anymore time down here than we need too. I have to work on my tan you know.”


Anuk couldn’t help but chuckle at his words and she began to finish the bowl of heated MRE in her hands. Dan turned away to busy himself with something else, and he did not see her eyes return to stare at him intently. And it was not a look of hatred that filled Anuk’s eyes now. It was a look of intense curiosity and interest.


“I’m fine Melda Min really.” Martin spoke to Dysea. He sat shirtless on the medical table in the clinic, the bandages gone from his wound and any sign that he had been shot only hours before erased. 


Dysea stood next to him, holding his hand tightly. “Trouble seems to go out of its way to find you Nauta Melme.” She said with a small smile.

Martin leaned over and kissed her deeply. He withdrew after a moment and smiled. “Most would say it is the other way around.” He told her.


Dysea placed her hand on his bare chest, feeling the warmth from his skin spread across her palm and throughout her entire hand. “There are times when you do test the limits of my patience with you my love.” She said with a smile, her emerald eyes glimmering with love. “It appears you have the uncanny ability to get into trouble wherever you go.”


“Why doesn’t that surprise me?” Anja’s voice carried to them as she entered the room. She had changed into a new set of fatigues, but now wore a white lab coat over them. She walked up to them, her eyes never leaving Martin.


Martin detected something different about her and he slowly slid off the bed to his feet. “What?” He asked.

Anja held out the small datapad for him. “It was Batrachotoxin.” She spoke.


Martin took the pad from her. “Are you sure?”


“I did the test three times.” Anja replied. “There’s no mistaking it.”


Dysea looked at her. “What is this Batrachotoxin?” She asked.


Anja looked at her. “It’s a neurotoxin.” Anja told her. “Perhaps one of the most lethal ever known to man, if not the most lethal. The bullet was coated in it. If it had hit me, even with my new genome genes, I would have been dead in minutes. I narrowed it down to Phyllobates terribilis, or the Poison Dart Frog.”


Dysea looked at her. “Wait… I know of them.” She said. “They are indigenous to the lower continent. The central continent is no more. How did they find their way here?”


“The better question is who would know how to use the toxin that secretes from their skin.” Anja said. “It’s not exactly the most well known information about Dart Frogs. Most people just looked and saw that they were very colorful and pretty.”


Martin was silent for a long moment before looking up at Anja. “Well obviously someone within the Alliance knows about their other uses.” He said, “Perhaps this Marcus fellow?” He asked looking at Dysea.


Dysea shrugged. “It’s possible. He is a Drow, and it is well known they dabbled in the use of poisons and ancient magic.”


“Magic?” Martin asked looking at her with a smile.


“Do not mock me Nauta Melme.” She scolded him, but did so with a smile. “I am only telling you what I have heard.”


“Do you think this Tari or anyone with him might know?” Anja asked.


“It’s possible.” Dysea answered. “I will approach him about it. I doubt they would answer questions from someone who is not an elf just yet. The Drow were very protective of their secrets, and we need to earn their trust just as they do ours.”


Martin nodded. “I agree. Can you talk to him?”


Dysea nodded and stretched up to kiss him softly. “I will go see him right now.”


“I will see you for dinner then.” Martin spoke.


Dysea squeezed his hand with a smile and headed out of the clinic. Martin’s eyes followed her until she was out the door, then he looked back to Anja. 
“Why didn’t you tell her Marty?” Anja asked him.


“Tell her what?” Martin asked.


Anja smiled. “Don’t try and fool me Martin Hunter.” She said. “Only one military unit in the entire world was known to coat their bullets with Batrachotoxin. They were the Genome sniper teams.”


“Anja… the only genomes left are the ones under my command.” Martin said. “Do you think one of them secretly infiltrated New Memphis and then tried to kill you?”


“No.” Anja answered.

“Then someone within the Alliance obviously has the same knowledge we did.” Martin said. “Let’s not add problems where there are none. Now tell me about Danny. Dysea will fill me in with more detail, but what do we know?”


“Cathy did a high altitude flyover before returning to Eden due to fuel restraints. She was using seismic and infra red sensors.” Anja replied as she pulled the chair up next to the bed when Martin sat back down on the edge. “They are alive, that much she was positive about. They apparently fell into what use to be the old Vegas Interstate Tunnel.”


“The underground train tunnel between Vegas and Phoenix?” Martin asked. 


Anja nodded. “I traveled on it once from Flagstaff to Vegas. It was actually quite nice.” She answered. “Anyway… they are too deep underground to get a signal to his implant, but she said there were a lot of infra red signatures in those tunnels.”


“Humans?” Martin asked.


Anja shrugged. “There’s no way to tell.” She replied. She looked at Martin’s face and it appeared as if he was deep in thought. His eyes changed then and he looked at her.

“Danny is fine.” He spoke.

“Marty… we don’t know that.” Anja said.

“I do. Don’t worry. Dan’s hard to kill.” Martin told her.

Anja looked at him oddly before nodding her head. “Dysea put Vengal and the others under house arrest. That Matarn asshole is a real jerk and I get the sense there is more to him than he wants everyone to believe.”


“How are you doing Anja?” Martin asked softly.


Anja looked at him. “I’m fine why?”


“You seem different.” Martin said. “I know that things with Julie and Danny did not work out as you had hoped.”

“And how would you know what I hoped?” Anja asked somewhat defensively.


“I’m sorry… I thought…”


“I care for them as friends.” Anja said quickly, regretting her defensive response. “And I believe they care for me the same way. We needed to go our own ways and discover ourselves. I don’t hold any ill will toward them. We are still very close; we just don’t share a bed anymore. With everything that has happened in the last few months, I think it has opened all three of us to new things and we all want to expand and stretch our wings.”


“No hard feelings?” Martin asked.


Anja smiled, “Never.” She said softly. “I’m fine Martin really.”


“Ok… I just wanted to make sure.” Martin said.


Anja got up from her chair. “Thank you for what you did Martin. You saved my life you know.” She said.


“Bah! You’re stronger than you think.” Martin said as he turned to pull on his blood stained uniform shirt.


Anja eyed him strangely as he buttoned the shirt. “Why the sudden concern about me Martin?” She asked softly. “You never cared about me before. Not after what I did to you.”


Martin turned to look at her, slinging his combat vest and utility belt over his shoulder. “Did you ever stop to think Anja; that perhaps that is what you chose to see?” He told her. Martin stepped up to her and leaned over to kiss her cheek gently. While he did, he inhaled deeply of her honey scent. “Thank you.” He whispered before turning and heading out of the clinic.

Anja stood there frozen in her spot. Her new found genome senses were alive with his mint like scent and she felt a massive rush of warmth and sexual desire course through her unlike anything she had felt since… since that night so long ago. His words echoed in her ears and she turned to look at the door he exited out of. Her eyes went wider and she turned to look at her desk and the vid/conference screen. Anja moved to her desk quickly.

MOON BASE EDEN

Anisa lay on the bed, her breathing coming in deep gasps. Her light brown skin was slick with a fine sheen of sweat, drops of sweat pooling between her full breasts. Her dark nipples were standing almost painfully erect in her excitement. Her eyes were wide in wonderment, her long black hair splayed across the pillows wildly. Never in her life had she met a man who could pleasure her for so long without rest. William never seemed to tire of her firm body, and their love making sessions went on for what seemed like hours. Nothing had prepared her for his endurance, and no man before him had ever pleasured her in the ways he now did. 

Wallace’s face was situated between Anisa’s olive complexion thighs, his tongue twirling madly around the outer edges of her engorged labia. Her pussy was spread open like a butterfly spreading its wings and he was feasting like a man who hadn’t eaten in days. His tongue swept slowly up one side of her dark lipped pussy and then just as slowly down the other side. He was deliberately avoiding her eraser hard clit, wanting to prolong her pleasure as long as he could. The small bud was fully unhooded now, demanding attention in her excitement, and her pussy was continuously leaking her sweet cherry smelling juices. William’s face was covered in her juices and it did not deter him in the least. Her legs were thrown over his shoulders, her ankles locked together behind his shoulders. Her taut thighs quivered in anticipation of her impending orgasm, telling him she was teetering on the edge. He glanced up from between her luscious thighs and saw her face twisted in pleasure. She was gripping her own breasts, squeezing her nipples tightly; her lips parted slightly signaling her impending orgasm. He had seen it enough times to know she was right on the brink. 

William decided it was time to send her over. He brought his tongue to the entrance of her pussy, pushing it in half an inch and began to drag it up towards her erect clit. His fingers danced along her firm ass cheeks, probing around her most private of openings. He positioned the tip of his index finger against her puckered anus and heard her gasp. Her eyes flew open and she struggled to lift her head from the bed.

“Will… William… what are you…”


William fastened his lips over her proud clit and bit down gently as he plunged his index finger into her tight ass. 


“Ahhhhhhh… William….” Anisa’s eyes flew open wider that ever before, her hands grabbing his head almost painfully as her body arched off the bed. She howled out her pleasure as her cum exploded from her into his waiting mouth. The pleasure came in huge waves, rocking her very world, and shattering whatever bonds she may have still had in place. This was unlike anything he had given her so far and her body was screaming out its joy.


Wallace reached up with his free hand and grabbed one of her breasts, squeezing it within his strong hand as her back arched off the bed. Anisa’s hands flew to his and she gripped his large hand tightly as her entire body shuddered almost violently in the mind shattering orgasm. He had moved his mouth slightly lower, fastening his lips over her entire pussy, the tip of his nose still rubbing her engorged clit as her sweet cum filled his mouth. Wallace drank it down with relish, savoring the taste and smell of her essence.


To Anisa it seemed as if her orgasm had lasted for hours. When she finally collapsed back onto the bed, she saw only stars and was unable to catch her breath. Her chest heaved with exertion, her black hair matted with sweat. She felt William planting soft lingering kisses all over her pussy and on the insides of her still twitching thighs. She felt him shift on the bed and begin to move back up, his warm tongue leaving a trail of soft kisses and nibbles up her firm abdomen and between her breasts as he lapped up the sweat from her skin. Anisa whimpered in delight when his face appeared in front of her and he covered her moist lips with his own, and he kissed her hungrily. Her arms flew around his shoulders and she kissed him back just as hungrily, even nipping at his lips in an attempt to dissuade his tongue from stealing her breath away. It didn’t work, as she knew and hoped it wouldn’t, and his arms slid under her head and he pulled her tighter to him as his body settled on top of hers.


Tears formed in her eyes as her lithe figure melted against his, and he rolled over slowly, pulling her on top of him so as not to crush her with his weight. Anisa felt his cock between her thighs as her still dripping pussy coated his shaft. Her breasts were flattened against his hard chest, and slowly she pulled away from their kiss. She tossed her head to the side, throwing her billowing hair over one shoulder and stared into his blue eyes which brimmed with love and desire for her.


“You… you are incredible.” She whispered, still attempting to catch her breath.

Wallace smiled and reached up to caress her neck and shoulder. “Does that mean I can taste you whenever I wish?”


Anisa looked at him with brilliant brown eyes. She had resisted his attempts to pleasure her like this, feeling that it was her duty to give him pleasure first and foremost. She had allowed him to have his way this night and now she did not know if she could live without it. “Oh… oh yes.” She gasped with a smile, “Most assuredly whenever you wish.”


Wallace grinned. “I told you so.” He said as his arms wrapped around her waist and pulled her even tighter. “And you do taste so good.”


Anisa opened her mouth to reply when the communicator on the small table next to the bed chimed. She chuckled and rested her forehead on his chest. “Answer it my William. I need time to regain my senses anyway.”


William reached over and punched the panel. “What is it?” He growled.


“Admiral it’s Leda.” The female voice spoke from the com panel. 


William and Anisa both perked up at this. It was not one of Graham’s stooges calling him for something ridiculous, but one of their cohorts in the small resistance they had formed. “Go ahead Leda.” William spoke.


“Paul asked that I contact you immediately. We are receiving a communication from Eden on earth.” She explained. “It’s Anja Peterson on a highly encrypted channel.”


“Is it an emergency?” William asked.


“No not at all.” Leda answered. “She’s discussing some things with Paul right now, but she requested to speak with you. Paul did not want to transfer the connection for security purposes.”


“The mission for Selena’s family was a success I take it?” William asked as Anisa slid off his chest and he lifted himself on his elbows.


“Yes. They had a spot of trouble at the end, but everyone returned quite safe.” Leda replied.


“Very well… inform her I will be there in fifteen minutes.” William spoke.


“Yes sir.”


William looked at Anisa with regret on his face. “I’m…”


Anisa put a finger to his lips. “Do not say you are sorry.” She spoke. “We both know you have to take the transmission.”


“You stay right here and we will continue this when I return.” Wallace told her.


“I have not the strength to go anywhere.” Anisa spoke curling up on the bed.


William grinned and kissed her softly. “Good.”


“…a search of the archives and find out for me if any other Genome units survived the purge.” Anja was telling Paul. “And keep this between us ok.”


“What’s going on Anja?” Paul asked.


“It’s nothing really. I just want some background information. That’s all.” Anja replied.


Paul turned as the door to the clinic slid open and Admiral Wallace came in. “The Admiral is here Anja. I’ll get to work on what you asked for.”


“Thank you Paul.” Anja replied as Wallace nodded to Paul and took the chair he vacated for him. 


William waited until Paul had left the small room before looking at the screen. “I understand the mission was successful Commander.” Wallace said.


“Yes sir. We retrieved Minister Torcrum’s family as well as two dozen others. I’m sure Martin will be contacting you with a full report soon.” Anja answered.


“So why are you communicating now on a different channel than normal?” Wallace asked.


“Admiral… I have some things that I want to ask you, and I want the truth sir.” Anja spoke keeping her voice calm and neutral. 

Wallace nodded without hesitation. “The truth I’ll give you, if I have the answers.” He told her.


“Admiral… I want to know who really requested that I be assigned to EDEN.” Anja asked. “And don’t bullshit me sir, I’m part Genome now as I’m sure you are already aware and I’ll know if you are lying to me.”


“Commander… if you are asking me that question then I would say you already know the answer.” Wallace replied to her. After a long moment he added. “What’s going on down there Anja?”


“…last scans put their position here.” Julie told Martin as they leaned over the plot board. “It looks like they survived the fall and were able to move roughly eight hundred meters from where they dropped.”


They were in the Command Center for all of Eden City’s defenses. Many of the technicians and engineers that had accompanied them down from the moon had set to work on building this center immediately after arriving in the former Junction City and it was decided here was where they were going to stay. The center was built in a large circular pattern, with large monitors and screens covering one half of a U shaped perimeter. Men and women occupied a dozen different consoles that were used to monitor the hundreds of sensors that had been installed in the dense mountains surrounding Eden. These sensors were able to pick up movement and heat signatures for hundreds of miles. No one would be able to sneak up on them without the defenses of Eden City knowing about it. Several of the other stations monitored all communications that they were able to intercept, most of it Alliance communications, with some elf transmissions and weak broadcasts from across the planet.


The technicians had duplicated EDEN’s HIS, or Holographic Imaging System, and tied that system into the sensors around the perimeter. They could also download scans from any Raptor and transfer the information to the HIS. 


“So they aren’t injured?” Martin spoke.


Julie nodded, her face showing the signs of relief. “Unless Danny is carrying this female elf, it looks that way.”


“They haven’t moved far enough away from Las Vegas to suit me.” Martin spoke. “Get another Raptor up for more scans.” 


“This Ambrose character has an extensive array of anti-air missiles Skipper.” Julie told him. “We’ll have to drop to two thousand feet to get detailed seismic scans of the area. Any higher, and we won’t be able to pin point their location because of the thickness of the earth.”


“Fuck!” Martin swore his eyes never leaving the plot board. He reached out and stabbed the easternmost portion of the tunnel. “We don’t know what these are?”


Julie shook her head. “Some of them are human sized, some are not.” She replied. “The signal could also be distorted somewhat. All we know is that he was headed in this direction.”

“And he doesn’t know what’s in front of him.” Martin said. “More than likely he is following the smell of fresh air coming from the ventilation shafts in the ceiling. Some of them are two hundred meters deep, and were designed to circulate air in case of a fire or accident. Most of them are placed in the main shaft,” Martin leaned over and pointed at the darker spots on the board. “He probably thinks it will lead them to an entrance.”


“Fresh air coming in from these vents is bad. It would also serve to block the scents of anything in front of them.” Julie commented. “The only one of us with a better nose than Danny is you Skipper, but if there is a breeze coming down these shafts, he won’t be able to smell anything in front of them.”


“Do we still have engineers in Flagstaff?” He asked.


Ealin chose that time to walk up to the board from one of the other consoles. “We have a company of them just outside of Flagstaff.” He replied, catching Martin’s question. “They were just finishing up striping the city.”


“What’s their security?” Julie asked.


“They have a platoon with them.” Ealin replied.


Julie looked at Martin. “You want to have them enter from the Flagstaff end Skipper?” 


Martin nodded. “They’ll need to unbury it. When we shelled the city, the terminal would have collapsed over the entrance. Get them working on opening the entrance again. Find out what they need and get it to them. Have the platoon with them set up a heavy defensive wall once the entrance is clear. Reinforce them with light mortars and send four chain gun turret emplacements.” Martin leaned over the plot board. “Julie I want you to get teams to these ventilation shaft locations. If they are clear have emergency packs lowered and secured. Danny will know to look for them.”

“Why can’t we just pull them up through these main ventilation shafts Skipper?” Julie asked.


“The ceilings are too high Jules.” Anja’s voice spoke now. They turned as she walked up, moving to stand next to Julie. “The main shaft where the trains ran was at least two hundred meters high, I remember that much from my ride on them. And that doesn’t include the depth of the earth above the tunnel at any given location.”


“Anja’s right.” Martin said after a long moment of eyeing Anja. “Even if we got lucky and a train was stopped under one of the shafts, there’s no way they could climb up to the shaft itself. And Danny’s fat ass is too big to squeeze through one of those shafts anyway.”


The others in the room smiled and relaxed a little more. Julie nodded as she looked at the board. “I’ll put the packs together myself.” She said. “Standard emergency packs with a few surprises.”


Anja’s eyes didn’t leave Martin’s face. “I’ll put some medical supplies together for each pack.” She spoke. “They could be injured, and they might come in handy.”


Martin nodded as he turned back to the board as well. “I want a four ship detachment airborne within six hours. Get Ben in on this. Two will ride shotgun and take out any anti-air emplacements that this ass hole Ambrose might have. One will drop the teams to lower the packs, and one will come back with a complete seismic sensor sweep. Ealin… get four people, elves or genomes to drop the packs. This area is still unknown to us and I want them to move fast when they are on the ground.”

Ealin nodded. “It will be dark by then Lyca Ohtar.” He spoke. “May I suggest a team of six to provide security as well?”


Martin nodded slowly. “The fastest scouts we have.” He said. “I don’t want them on the ground for a long period. Not in an area we haven’t explored yet.”


“I will see to it.” Ealin spoke.


Julie shifted her HK over her back and looked at him. “I’ll have the packs ready in an hour.” She said turning to Anja. “I’ll meet you at the clinic.”


Anja nodded. “I’ll be right behind you.” Julie nodded and headed out of the Command Center. Anja turned back to look at Martin and she moved slowly to stand in front of him. “The… the Admiral is waiting for a status report from you.” She said.

Martin nodded. “Getting my people back is more important right now.” He replied. “I’m sure you told him the most pertinent facts though.”


“I needed to speak with Paul,” Anja replied evenly at his unspoken question as to why she contacted EDEN on her own. “That is why I contacted EDEN on my own. The Admiral just happened to walk in.”


“What did you need to speak with Paul about?” Martin asked, leaning up against the plot board. “You are a far more skilled and knowledgeable geneticist than he is.”


“Perhaps in some things,” Anja answered with a small smile. “I would prefer not to say anything about it at this time.”


Martin nodded, “Fair enough.”


“I hope this doesn’t hurt the trust we have built over the last few months.” Anja spoke.


Martin looked at her oddly. “Why would it do that?” He asked her. “Technically speaking as far as rank goes, you are third in command behind Danny and me. You don’t need my permission to conduct yourself Anja. Not if you deem it to be important in some way. This… what we are building here is not the prevue of just me. It’s an effort by all of us.”


Anja could not force out what she truly wanted to say and she finally looked down at the floor. “I’ll go put those medical packs together.”


“I need to contact the Admiral and then speak with General Vengal.” Martin said. “Let me know when everything is ready to go.”


Anja nodded and turned quickly to leave the Center. She was very confused and did not want to make a fool of herself by saying something she would regret. She took a deep breath as she left the center and got her emotions under control. Saving Danny was the priority now. She would have to deal with her feelings for Martin and Dysea at another time.
====================================================================

MOON BASE EDEN


Selene Torcrum looked up from the data pad she had been reading while she sat on the bed in the brig and saw Wallace enter the cell. She set aside the pad and got quickly to her feet. She had been afforded every comfort she asked for up until now, yet she had to remain in confinement in case Graham made another attempt on her.

Wallace looked at her, the expectation on her face and the worry. He held up his hand before she could ask him the question she wanted the answer to. “Before you hit me with a barrage of questions, your family is safe.” He told her. “They were extracted to Eden along with nearly two dozen elves that they were attempting to smuggle out of New Memphis.” Wallace looked at her. “I have to hand it to them; that is very brave of them, running an underground network for slaves.”


Selene met his eyes. “They have been running an underground network out of New Memphis for over a decade. I have attempted to help when I was able.”


Wallace nodded. “Sit down Selene.” He spoke, motioning her to the bed.


Selene did as he told her and settled onto the edge of the bed as he pulled the chair over. “What is going on Admiral?”


“I just got done with a three hour communication with Martin Hunter.” Wallace spoke. “He’s the man who leads the free elves and slaves on earth. Does the Alliance, to your knowledge, use Batrachotoxin in any way, shape or form?”


“Batrachotoxin? You mean the poison that a Dart Frog secretes from its skin?” Selene questioned.

Wallace nodded, “That Batrachotoxin yes.”


“I didn’t work in the Bio-Weapons Division Admiral, you know that.” Selene replied. “But no… I’ve never heard of them using such a weapon.”


“You’re sure?”


Selene nodded. “I sat in on almost every Council meeting Admiral.” Selene replied. “Nothing like that ever came up. If it is a project that they are pursuing then the entire Alliance Council is in the dark. Batrachotoxin is lethal and extremely hazardous to handle even with the proper precautions.”


William nodded. “Yes it is.” He spoke. He held out the data pad to her. “You will find a message from your parents on that pad. I have one more question for you, before I leave you alone.”


“Yes?”


“I’m going to give you a choice Selene.” Wallace spoke. “You can remain here on this base, and once I remove Graham from power you will be quite safe from Alliance fingers. Martin is sending one of his Raptors here to the moon to bring back some equipment and other items. You can return with that Raptor to Eden to be with your family.”


Selene looked at him. “What is the catch?” She asked.


Wallace shook his head. “There really is no catch. I just want you to understand that if you return to earth, while you will be quite safe in the city Marty has been building, the word will eventually get out that you are still alive. Marty can protect you, but only to an extent. You will not be as safe down there as you would be up here.”

“I… I would be able to be with my family?” Selene asked.


“Of course,” Wallace told her. “It is not a confinement in any sense of the word. Martin wanted me to make it clear to you that you would be free to come and go as you please anywhere on earth. But outside the confines of Eden City down there I doubt you would last long.”


It was not really a hard decision and after only a few seconds Selene nodded her head. “I wish to be with my family.”


Wallace nodded. “I’ll let Marty know.” He said getting to his feet. “The Raptor will be here in 36 hours. They are taking a very out of the way route so as not to be picked up by any ground or air based radar the Alliance has.” William moved to the door before stopping and turning around to look at her once more, “Selene… a word of advice. If all of this is just a big game you are playing, I should tell you that I’m a Prince compared to Martin Hunter. If you double cross him… there won’t be anywhere safe enough or far enough away where he won’t find you. And when he does find you, regardless of the fact you are a woman… it will take you a long and painful time to die.”

Selene just stared at Wallace as he spoke and then watched him turn and exit the cell.

EDEN CITY (FORMERLY JUNCTION CITY)

Martin was not thinking of Selene Torcrum at the moment. He was flat on his back on the sheets of his bed, his fingers entwined in the long platinum blond tresses belonging to Dysea. He was naked, his tanned skin soaked in sweat, the muscles in his abdomen and thighs straining against the exquisite pleasure that Dysea was currently bestowing upon him.


Dysea was kneeling on the bed equally naked and soaked with sweat. Her soft hands were stroking the hard muscles of Martin’s thighs, the entirety of his thick, twelve inch cock buried in her throat. Dysea ground her tight ass down on the heels of her feet, the insides of her thighs slick with the juices that seemed to be continually pouring from her pussy. The room smelled of sex, as they had been making love for the last three hours.


Tears streaked the corner of Dysea’s eyes, her nose buried against Martin’s washboard hard abdomen, her lips stretched around the massively thick base of his cock. It had taken her over twenty minutes to finally reach this position, her beloved’s entire manhood anchored snuggly within her velvety throat. Tarifa had told her of the pleasure she could get from this act, and Dysea had not believed her until this very moment. She had only sucked Martin’s cock occasionally, preferring to have it pounding into her tight pussy, but as she had tossed her head from side to side and shoved forward finally engulfing his entire cock within her mouth, Dysea had exploded all over the sheets beneath her in an incredibly powerful orgasm. Her lips were stretched almost obscenely around the base of his cock, as she moved her tongue as much as she could in the limited space within her lips. She could feel the thick pulsing vein that adorned the underside of Martin’s cock against her tongue and she attempted to whip the tip of her tongue back and forth over this vein.

Dysea dropped one delicate hand to where Martin’s huge cum filled balls were swollen and ready to explode. She hefted them in the palm of her hand, hearing the hiss escape his throat as she squeezed gently. Her other hand reached up to explore his rock hard abdomen and chest, and her thumb and forefinger found one of his nipples and she pinched his nipple between her fingers.

That was all that was needed and Dysea gagged loudly as Martin’s hips came off the bed. Dysea felt his thick twelve inch cock swell even larger within the confines of her warm tight throat and then the rocketing flow of boiling hot cum as it raced up the length of his manhood. Dysea whimpered in carnal delight as she felt his large cockhead flare deep in her throat and the first jet like blast of his cum erupted into her belly. Dysea released his heavy balls and both her hands clutched at his chest, her nails digging into his skin as blast after blast of his delicious tasting cum poured into her belly. Martin’s hands held the back of her head tightly to his groin, the muscles in his legs rigid and stretched; it seemed, to the point of snapping. His face was contorted into a grimace of pain and pleasure, his teeth clenched and his eyes tightly shut. He needn’t have bothered to hold Dysea’s head, for she had no intention of releasing his pulsating and gushing cock from the prison of her throat until she had drained him of every drop of his cum. His eruption had set her off yet again, and her pussy was spasming in the throes of her own orgasm.


Dysea pulled her head back slowly wanting to taste him even further, and she dragged her lips and the edge of her teeth along his still exploding cock, causing Martin to whimper in pleasure. She wrapped her small hands around the four inches of his salvia coated cock she had released from the grip of her throat and greedily continued to drink his cum, relishing in the mint flavor. His explosions within her mouth were lessening in force, but still she sucked as hard as she dared, wanting to taste every drop as it warmed her belly. She squeezed her thighs together, trying to prolong her own orgasm as Martin’s hands fell away from her head to grip the side of the bed. His knuckles turned white and he thrust his hips upward several times as the last of his cum spurted into her willing mouth.


Dysea opened her tear stained eyes and watched him drop heavily back to the bed, but she didn’t release his softening cock from within the grip of her soft lips. She took a deep breath and plunge back down on his thick pole, milking him for everything he had to offer her. Slowly she began to draw her lips back along the entire twelve inch length. Several agonizing moments later, just the tortured head of his huge cock rested in her mouth and Dysea lavished it with attention, using her tongue to twirl around the crown and trace the ridge. She allowed his cock to slip from between her lips and it slapped wetly against his abdomen, fully half of its size from a moment ago. Dysea extended her tongue and licked the entire length of his softening shaft, and then proceeded up to his powerful abdomen, tracing the ridges and contours of his rippled stomach muscles with her talented tongue. When she was reasonably sure she could move without fear of collapsing from her own breathtaking orgasm, she began the delightful trek up his hard abdomen and broad chest, nibbling and kissing his skin the entire way.


Dysea slowly and deliberately plastered her body on top of his as she brought her face even with Martin’s and found his incredible dark eyes staring at her. Her eyes flew open in joyful surprise when he pulled her face down to his and drove his warm tongue between her lips, kissing her with passion and love, heedless of the drops of his cum that still clung to her lips. Dysea returned his kiss with equal hunger, her small hands holding his face as his fingers grasped her tight ass and ground her still dripping pussy hard against his soft but still incredibly large cock. 


It was a long soul stealing kiss and when their lips finally pried away from each other both of them were out of breath again. Dysea flicked her warm tongue out as their lips drew apart; caressing his moist upper lip and then his strong chin as a cat would lap up a bowl of warm milk.

“That was… that was unbelievable Melda Min.” He whispered to her, his lips moving to caress the soft silky skin of her throat.


Dysea’s eyes closed dreamily and she smiled as he nibbled on her skin. “I… I did not realize how… how delicious you taste Nauta Melme.” She replied in a whisper as well. “I will… I will have to devour you more often.”


Martin smiled and rolled over quickly pulling her with him until he was above her. Dysea smiled as the weight of his body pressed against her and made her feel safe and wanted. She looked at his face as his eyes took in her beauty. The shape of her lips, the contour of her cheekbones, and the sexy ridges of her pointed elf ears, “Tye harya nya fea mi immo mannars Melda Min.” He whispered to her. (You possess my soul in your hands Beloved One.)

Dysea couldn’t help the choked up sound that came from her throat at his words, or the tears that sprang to her eyes. She took his weathered face in her hands and used her thumbs to trace his cheeks, “Ar tye luhta farme inye harya mi immo ranco nya Nauta Melme.” (And you enchant all that I possess when I am within your embrace my Bounded Love.)

“Inye vamme lelya immo uvane,” He continued, reaching up to caress her cheek. (I could not go on without your beauty.)



“You will always have me my love.” Dysea spoke softly.

Martin smiled at her. “And you will always have me.”

“What you feel for me my love?” Dysea asked, running her finger across his lips. “Is it the same as what you feel for Anja?”


“Anja?” He asked surprised.


Dysea smiled. “Do you think I don’t see the way you look at her? It is the same passion I see in your eyes for me just before you bed me. She shares your heart with me Martin, I can see this.”

“Melda Min… I…”


“Do not mistake my words for anger or jealousy my love.” Dysea spoke quickly. “It can not be anger when she stirs my blood just as she stirs yours.”


Martin looked at her. “You…”


Dysea smiled brilliantly. “My relationship with you has opened my eyes to many things I would never have known or experienced before. When I look at her I desire her, and it stirs my blood more than even Tarifa can. Will you tell me I am wrong?”

Martin shook his head. “I will never lie to you Melda Min, about anything. I love you too much to dishonor you in such a way.”


“Then tell me why she stirs your blood so, for when I see you look at her, I see the same intense passion in your eyes that is there when you possess me.” Dysea said.


Martin looked at her. “She is like you Melda Min. So intelligent and strong willed. So willing to put others needs before your own. She wasn’t always like that, she lost her way for a time, but it is coming back to her. When I see her now… it is like it was before.”


“And it troubles you that you can feel this for both of us?” Dysea said.


Martin nodded. “It is not easy to explain how I can love you and love Anja just as completely. I have trouble understanding it myself. Tarifa… she allowed that part of me to be released… and I can only hope that I was as helpful for her. We will always care for one another, but she does not hold my attentions as you and Anja do. No.”


“It is no different for me Nauta Melme.” Dysea said softly. 


“I thought…”


Dysea smiled. “We will never deny the other our council; we have grown too close for that. She holds a place within me that I did not know I have… it is like a love for a dear sister but her true heart does not reside with me and we will never share a bed again.”


“Then you have sensed it as well?” Martin asked.


Dysea nodded, “Since my time with her in Mountain City. When we discovered Aihola, it was as if something inside her was reborn. While we may be in her heart, I believe Aihola holds her soul.”


“I suspected as much.” Martin said. “Her messages after you departed began to become less frequent, as if something else was holding her attention.”


Dysea nodded. “She has discovered who she really is, just as I have. We will be able to speak with her soon enough. She should be arriving in Salina tomorrow evening.” Dysea traced Martin’s eyelids gently. “I see the intense interest in Anja’s eyes when she looks at me, and it is in me as well. I see the love in her eyes when she gazes at you. I wish… I wish to pursue her Nauta Melme.”


“Do not do this because you think it is what I desire Melda Min.” Martin said stroking her cheek. “Whatever my feelings for Anja may be, I love you with every fiber of what I am.”

“I would never have reason to question that Nauta Melme. You show me your soul every time you leave me breathless in your embrace and then hold me in your arms as sleep takes us. What if… but what if Anja is what I desire as well?” Dysea asked him.


“I would never deny you anything Melda Min, you know that.” Martin said.


“If… if something happens between us, can… can you put aside the pain she caused you so long ago and allow your true feelings for her to guide you?” Dysea asked. 


“I have moved beyond that Dysea.” Martin said, “As with you, I love her too much to allow the mistakes of our past to dictate our future.”


Dysea wrapped her arms around his shoulders and stared into his gorgeous dark brown eyes. “Then make me yours completely Nauta Melme.” She whispered.


“You are already belong to me completely Dysea,” He told her with a smile. “You….”


Dysea shook her head. “No Martin, make me like you.” She said. “I know it is possible for you to do this. There is something you hold back from me Nauta Melme. Something that only Daniel and Julie and the others you came with share. I see it Nauta Melme, I can feel it in you. And I wish it more than anything.”


Martin stared into her emerald green eyes for a long moment. He shook his head slowly. “Melda Min… if I did that, there is a lot you don’t know Dysea. It is not what you think it is.”

Dysea took his face in her hands. “It is part of you Nauta Melme. Part of who you are. You have made me… you have made me like you only partially Nauta Melme. I wish you to make me like you completely.”

“Melda Min… there are times when even I don’t know what I truly am.” Martin spoke softly. “I have tried to figure it out my entire life… and I still don’t have the answers.”

“You… you and the others are not these Genomes that you wish everyone to believe are you?” Dysea spoke. “You are something different, something much more.”

Martin stared at Dysea, her emerald orbs gazing at him with complete and unabashed love. “There would be no going back Melda Min. It can not be undone. The initial change is extremely… it will take some time to come to grips with what you can do. What you have seen is only part of it Dysea. And it would… it would link us forever.”


“I do not find the prospect of being bound to you for the rest of eternity in the least bit daunting Nauta Melme.” Dysea told him with a smile. “It is what I desire. And I have you to hold me and give me strength through the pain.”


“You… you are sure about this?” Martin asked.


“I have never been surer of anything.” Dysea answered. 


Martin ran his fingers over her cheeks and lips once more, staring into her eyes. Dysea thought for a moment he would refuse her, and she opened her mouth to speak. “Close your eyes Melda Min.” He said softly.


Dysea shook her head, “No my love. I do not fear the beast inside you. It is part of you, and it is part of the reason why you make love to me with such passion and power. I will not…”


His lips descending upon hers stopped her words as he kissed her hard, plunging his warm tongue between her lips and stealing her breath away. Dysea moaned against his lips and her arms tightened around his shoulders. She whimpered when she felt the huge head of his thick cock, now fully engorged in passion once more, press against her pussy lips demanding entrance into her warmth. Martin pulled back from their kiss leaving her breathless and trying to pull his lips back down to hers. She gasped as the head of his cock pushed into her warm tunnel, his teeth clenched. He hissed in pleasure as her snug warmth encased his glands and he stopped with just the huge head inside her.

Dysea’s eyes went wide as the change came over him in front of her. Short black hair sprouted from his skin, and she felt his muscles thicken and grow more powerful, like bands of steel stretching across his back and shoulders. The hair was soft and it rubbed against her delicate skin setting fire to her body. His face began to alter as well, his lips curling back as vicious looking flesh shredding fangs lengthened into view. She saw for the first time that there was a smaller set of fangs next to his larger canine teeth. The hair erupted from his face, his features transforming into a short snout, his eyes changing into the beautiful yellow black orbs she so adored. Dysea had never seen him in his fully changed form, and her hands trembled as she clutched at his powerful shoulders. This was not it though… he was still holding back.

“Everything my love please?” Dysea gasped. “Hold nothing back from me I beg you!”

His entire body had become thicker and more muscular and… Dysea gasped loudly as she felt his cock swell inside her. Her emerald green eyes flew open wide at this revelation. She dropped one hand between their bodies and suddenly realized that his cock had grown in proportion to the rest of his body. She looked into his yellow black orbs when her hand found his cock and she saw him smile. She could not wrap her fingers around his cock before the change due to its thickness, and now it seemed as if it had doubled in size. 

“Nauta… Nauta Melme…” Dysea gasped, suddenly unsure of what she had asked from him, “Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

Dysea’s head flew back and she screamed in a mixture of intense pain and exquisite pleasure as Martin hunched forward and drove the entire fifteen inch length of his burning hot cock into her belly. Sweat immediately blossomed all over Dysea’s skin, and it felt as if she was on fire from within. Her legs were spread out and she brought them up to curl around his lower back, locking her ankles together. His lava like balls, now the size of large oranges, slammed against her tight ass cheeks as the head of his cock penetrated very nearly to her womb. The emerald piercing on the hood of her steel hard clit caused waves of a volcano like orgasm to envelope her. Her body arched off the bed and she screamed in unimaginable pain and bliss.


Martin’s looked down on her, passion, desire, lust and unadulterated love pouring from his yellow black eyes. He saw her neck muscles straining against her sweat slick skin, her hands gripping and tearing the sheets from their bed. Her neck and throat looked so inviting, and the incredible heat and tightness of her spasming pussy would cause him to lose control very quickly. He leaned forward, placing his fanged face next to her elf ear as she shuddered in out of control orgasms.

“All that I am Melda Min.” He whispered and lowered his head to her neck.


Dysea felt his fangs pierce the skin of her neck and sink deeply into her flesh. Her arms flew around his massive shoulders as a burning sensation ripped through her. She screamed again, louder this time as another orgasm even stronger than the first followed almost immediately and the pain increased. The burning sensation raced through her shoulders and down her arms. Dysea felt his now incredibly massive cock swell within her pussy and when the first eruption of his searing cum blasted into her womb Dysea’s eyes rolled into the back of her skull and she howled longer and louder than ever before as the incredible pain and wondrous pleasure mingled together and became one.

Tarifa’s eyes sprang open at that moment as if some unknown force had prodded her awake. The moon was casting an eerie glow through the window of Aihola’s room, the shards of white light bathing them in a soft light. Tarifa was snuggled within Aihola’s embrace, her muscular body spooning her from behind. Her face was buried in Tarifa’s hair at the back of her neck and she could feel her warm breath on her skin. Her left hand was snaked around her waist and cupped her full breast possessively even in her sleep. Aihola’s taut thigh was pressed between Tarifa’s own legs, and Tarifa could just detect the faint smell of their lovemaking saturating the sheets and the air in the small room. They had spent the better part of the day entwined within each other’s embrace, pleasuring each other in ways that only they could. They had stopped only when Telan had returned, and it had taken Tarifa only a few short hours to make Telan dinner and have him grunting over her until he was spent. The drug she had put in his wine knocked him out almost immediately and Tarifa had left his vile clutches.

Aihola had spent the next hour washing her body in such a way that Tarifa felt cleansed of Telan’s retched touch for the first time in months. After that they had spent hours pleasuring each other once more before drifting off to a content filled sleep.


Tarifa snuggled back against her Drow lover’s form, coveting the warmth of her skin and the grip of Aihola’s hands on her body. She felt something within herself, as if something wonderful had just occurred somewhere and it filled Tarifa with peace and a soothing calm. She smiled dreamily and closed her eyes, falling back into a deep sleep within Aihola’s embrace.

NEW MIAMI


The woman stood on the balcony of the home overlooking the crashing Atlantic Ocean. The moon caused the water to appear silver as it crashed onto the beach, foaming until it was soaked up by the sand. The beach was deserted for miles in either direction, the far off lights of New Miami giving the sky behind the large beach front home an ivory glow. The woman wore only a long cape and hood, the cape hanging open revealing her naked tanned flesh. She had long legs with muscular calves that extended up to her lean olive colored thighs. There was a single strip of black hair extending above her pussy. Her abdomen was flat and rippled with muscles, her breasts large and firm. Her black hair billowed around her shoulders, the moonlight giving her hair an almost unnatural glow. She held the single mug within her hands as her black eyes gazed across the surface of the water.


The woman did not move a muscle as the tall man approached her from behind. He was no threat to her as she had detected his presence long before he had come to this point. If he had been a threat, he would have been killed the moment he had set foot on the property of her home.


“The mission failed.” She spoke, not wording her statement as a question. 

The Colonel nodded his head. “Hunter stepped in front of the target just as Slayer Three took his shot.” He told her.

The woman turned, her face hid by the shadows cast from the walls. “You hit Hunter?” She asked.


“His healing system would have protected him Madam President.” The Colonel answered. 


“You had better hope so Colonel, for your sake.” The woman replied.


“Ma’am, if I may why is the target Commander Peterson? If all the reports are accurate she is half… she is like him now.” The Colonel asked. “Shouldn’t we be going after the elf Queens?”


“The elf Queens are irrelevant right now.” The woman answered. “We are about to initiate a war between the Wood Elves and the High Elves that will most certainly tear them apart. With our support the Wood Elves should have no trouble eliminating most of the High Elf Ruling family, as well as most of their best troops. Once that is accomplished we can move in and clean up the remainder of both groups. We will have thousands more slaves, and our control over North America will be complete.”


“You don’t believe Hunter will act for one side or the other?” The Colonel asked.


“Perhaps… but his support will be miniscule. He has no power base, no army. What could he possibly do?”


“So you don’t believe the rumors about this Falre Lome and the hidden city within the mountains?”


“Ah yes, the Phantom Soldiers?” The woman laughed. “And the mythical city of elves and men that is so prevalent within their cultures. Yes… Walter did much to enhance their legends to give them hope. It is almost as bad as the actual legends and lore he used to tell me about when he was engineering the elves. It is a false hope, one that does not exist. I have a new mission for you Colonel.”


“Yes ma’am.”


“Doctor Carson is the center of their religion.” The woman spoke. “Find him. Kill him. Once you do that, we will have won half the battle and not even lifted a finger.”


The Colonel nodded, “As you order Madam President.” He answered.


“Excellent. How many men accompanied you here tonight?” She asked, stepping closer to him.


“Myself and three others Madam President,” He answered as her hand came to rest on his broad chest.


“Why don’t you insure the compound is locked down and you and your men come upstairs? I have need of your services, and I grow tire of these paltry human men. They have neither the size nor the stamina to please me.” The woman said. “Their diets produce cum that tastes bitter and sour. I need the sweet taste of your cum Colonel, as much as you and your men can supply. Are you up to the challenge?”

The Colonel looked at her with hunger in his eyes. The woman before him was President of the Alliance, but she was also a woman, and his eyes grew hungry as he remembered the times in her bed before. “I believe we can arrange something ma’am.” He finally spoke.


The woman smiled under the hood. “Excellent.” She stated. “And tell them not to hold back this time Colonel, for I will not. My body is theirs to use as they will, including my ass.”

The Colonel watched as she turned away from him, dragging her hand across his chest and moving for the stairs that would take her up to the bedroom. He smiled a sadistic smile and headed to get his men.


The woman stopped on the stairs as she watched the Colonel move quickly, a small smile on her face.


“Soon my love Martin; soon you will be dead, before you even know who you really are. And then I will rule this planet as we were meant to before your father got in the way.” The woman reached up and drew back the hood revealing her distinctly Asian features. “Soon…”

Yuri Tanaka smiled as she continued up the stairs to prepare for the gang bang she would be experiencing in only a short while.

