CHAPTER SIXTEEN
MOUNTAIN CITY


Tarifa looked at Minister Raloa as she walked up to the large heavily armored Hopper he stood next too. She wore a full length ivory white dress that flowed outward at the bottom and brushed against the soft soled shoes she wore. The dress was trimmed in gold lace and sparkled in the early morning sunlight. The design and cut of the dress caused it to hug her lush figure like a glove, accenting every curve and contour. There was a choker for a collar and the dress split open as it plunged down between her firm breasts, fully exposing her ample cleavage and tanned skin. Aihola had spent two hours of the early morning braiding part of her hair into four separate rows on either side of her face. These braids she then wrapped tightly around Tarifa’s head like a natural crown, accenting them with recently picked white lilies. It was a custom of the Drow for such a hair style, as it signified the possession of one Drow for the other in the Mistress/Slave relationship. Since Aihola had decided to forgo most of her people’s ancient rituals, she decided this would be how she would show her possession and love of Tarifa. Tarifa and Aihola agreed that no one outside of the Holy One would know what the braids really meant, and Aihola then instructed Tarifa as she did the same to her hair, further cementing their relationship for all time. It was a way for them to publicly showcase what they felt for each other, without publicly revealing their relationship completely. The remainder of Tarifa’s billowing black hair cascaded down her shoulders framing her flawless face and stunning sapphire eyes, falling to the middle of her back.


“Minister Raloa you have decided to accompany us?” Tarifa exclaimed as they approached the Hopper. Aihola walked slightly behind and to Tarifa’s left. She wore a simple dark gray jumpsuit and utility belt, a long cape and cowl draped over her shoulders. The hood was down; her shimmering silver/white hair braided and pulled into a tight pony tail.

Raloa met her words with a small forced smile and nod of his head. “It has been many moons since I have left Mountain City. I decided it would be a pleasant trip.”


Tarifa gave him a brilliant smile and slid her hand into the crook of his arm. “Then I insist you travel with me in my Hopper. We may be able to use the time to allow each other to see different perspectives on an assortment of issues.”


Raloa seemed taken aback at this and he shook his head quickly. “I would not dare to presume I could change your mind on anything my Queen.” He stammered. “I will ride with Ministers Thalami and Treblar if that pleases you.”


Tarifa bowed her head to him in return, “Of course.” She spoke evenly. “I hope you will see fit to spend time with me while we are in Salina. There is much we could work out if we sat down together.”


Raloa nodded his head, “At your call my Queen.”


Tarifa watched him move back to the third Hopper in the line of seven. She glanced at Aihola who stood just to her right, “What a pompous wind bag. He is coming to watch me, so that the powers controlling my father and Telan can keep an eye on me.” She muttered. “They must consider me to be a brainless idiot.”

Aihola smiled ever so slightly. “You do play the part so well Ussta ssinssrigg.” Aihola spoke softly so that only Tarifa could hear her. (My Love in the Drow language)
Tarifa’s eyes gleamed in adoration when she heard Aihola call her that. It had surprised Aihola that Tarifa, as a High Elf Queen had an excellent working knowledge of the ancient Drow language. The Drow language was different in many ways from the normal elf words, and there were very few non-Drow who could speak it. That Tarifa was one of them had only made their relationship all the more pre-ordained as far as Aihola was concerned. They could talk almost completely in private even in front of others, and no one would know what they were saying. 

Tarifa turned back to watch as Raloa got into the Hopper further down the convoy. 
“Usstan orn l'amith popping ukt sokoya lotha tresk'ri vel'drav l' draeval chu.” Tarifa replied softly. (I will enjoy popping his pretty little world when the time comes.)

The corners of Aihola’s lips curled slightly in a smile. “That would be very fun to watch Tarinya Enda.” She spoke softly, switching back to the common elf language. (Queen of my heart)

Tarifa turned as her mother walked up to the Hopper, Walter Carson beside her. Two Dragoons that she did not recognize walked behind them. Tarifa bowed her head to Walter. “Holy One, it warms my heart to see you accompany us.”

“I have you to thank child.” Walter replied, “You and your mother.” His face did not change expression, but Tarifa clearly saw that he recognized the braids in her hair, and those in Aihola’s shimmering white tresses. “I see that time has been good to you child.” He spoke, leaning over to kiss her forehead as he had done since she was a baby.

Tarifa smiled and squeezed his hands as the Dragoon in Cantel’s command stepped from around the back and opened the armored door to the interior. “We are ready to depart my Queen.” He spoke.


Tarifa nodded and turned to enter the Hopper. Aihola waited for Palina and Walter to enter the Hopper before she moved to get in. She blocked the Dragoons from entering the Hopper and jerked her thumb back to the Hopper behind them. “You can ride back there.” She ordered.


“We were told to stay with the Holy One always Drow witch.” The Dragoon snapped, looking at Aihola with undisguised hatred.


Aihola smiled at him sweetly, not intimidated by him in the least. “Unless you plan on riding on top, you just got bumped to the next Hopper.” She told him evenly. “Maybe next time, but I doubt it.”


Aihola got in and pulled the armored door shut even as the Dragoon officer began to protest. She secured the hatch and took a seat next to Tarifa on one of the interior benches. The MV9 Hopper was very spacious inside, providing every comfort with plush couches and a small bar. It was armored even more than the normal MV9 due to the fact that it was the Queen’s transport. When Aihola had settled next to her on the soft seat Tarifa rapped on the armored glass that separated their compartment from the cockpit of the Hopper. Palina and Walter watched as the hatch slid aside to reveal Cantel’s weathered features.


“We can depart whenever you wish my Queen. I swept the vehicle myself and you may speak freely for the duration of the trip.”


“Thank you Cantel. You may proceed.” Tarifa replied.


Palina waited until the divider closed before speaking. “It… it may not be very wise to antagonize the Dragoons assigned to the Holy One Aihola.” Palina spoke, looking at her with an expression of surprise. “We had to pull many strings to get the Council to allow the Holy One to accompany us.”

Aihola met her gaze evenly. “Would you have preferred I invited the Dragoons in and we rode the entire way to Salina in silence Quende Amille?” She asked calmly. 

“I only meant…” Palina started, surprised by the respectful tone of voice Aihola used with her.


“I know full well what you meant Quende Amille.” Aihola said respectfully. “You do not trust me, or what you think my motives may be. Rest assured that your worries are unfounded. My only concern on this trip is Tarifa’s safety.” Aihola glanced at Walter. “Forgive me Holy One.”


Walter grinned, “For what?” He asked as the Hopper lurched forward and they began to move. “You will do what you must Aihola. I expect no less from you.”

Aihola looked at Tarifa, “Dosst ilhar kyonen naut whol uns'aa ussta ssinssrigg.” (Your mother cares not for me my love.)

Palina noticed for the first time the identical braids in Tarifa’s and Aihola’s hair. She watched as Tarifa took one of Aihola’s hands within both of hers and pulled her back into the seat. She looked at her daughter, her eyes slightly wide as Tarifa spoke to Aihola in a language she didn’t understand.


“Ussta ilhar 'udtila naut share ussta orlingg xor ussta xukuth wun selg'tarnen concerning dos,” Tarifa told Aihola, her sapphire eyes bright. (My mother does not share my bed or my heart in matters concerning you.)


Aihola smiled and Palina saw her relax. Tarifa squeezed her hand within hers and then she turned and met her mother’s eyes. “We are all on the same side.” She spoke calmly. “I will not have us bickering amongst ourselves. Mother… Aihola has my fullest trust and confidence, as well… as well as my love.” She saw her mother’s eyes go even wider. “We have much to cover before we get to Salina, and I would like to arrive rested. As Martin is fond of saying; ‘Can we dispense with the political bullshit and get to it?’”


Walter burst out in a hearty laugh unlike anything he had shared in many months. “Ah Tarifa… your time with Martin has certainly expanded your sense of humor.”

Tarifa smiled at Walter’s words. She glanced coyly at Aihola, and they shared a knowing smile between them. “My time with Martin has expanded many things for me Holy One.” She said. She took a deep breath and her face became serious once more. “For now we must speak of how to avert this coming war that the Alliance is urging the Wood Elves too partake in, against us.”


“We do not have the numbers to combat the Wood Elves daughter.” Palina spoke dismissing for the moment the fact that her daughter was showing affection for a Drow assassin. “Not with the support they are receiving from the Alliance in material.”


“That is why we must devise a way to make the Wood Elves see what is happening.” Tarifa said.


“How do we do that Tarinya Enda?” Aihola asked openly, ignoring the surprised look from Palina.


Tarifa looked at her. “I do not know Nya Istel.” She answered sitting back in the comfortable seat. “The odds do not seem to be in our favor. That is why I hope Martin can help us in some way.”


“This would never have come about four centuries ago.” Palina spoke softly. “The High King always kept the peace between the elf peoples. When the Alliance murdered him in his sleep darkness descended upon us all.”

Tarifa looked at her mother oddly, “High King?” She asked. “I don’t know what you mean mother. What High King?”


Palina looked at Walter and he leaned forward. “This is not common knowledge Tarifa, and it should not be bandied about. When I first created the different elf species, I took from elfin lore not only their cultures, but also the fact that there was always a High King to be the mediator between the different cultures. When I created the elves, I also created a High King to lead them all. Each elf species would have their ruling family, a King or Queen, or both. But the High King was the final say in all matters. The first High King lived only ten years after he was conceived, but long enough to have a son. That son was recognized as High King and he served in that capacity for the next thirty years when he came of age. I used the genetic make up and DNA from a royal bloodline that I had preserved from the 21st century when I originally created their gene code.”

“Are you saying somewhere out there is an elf descended from this royal line?” Tarifa asked, stunned at this news.

Walter shook his head slowly. “To the best of my knowledge the Alliance murdered him in his sleep before he and his wife were able to conceive a child.” Tarifa saw his eyes go a little wider for a moment and then they returned to normal.
“Holy One is everything alright?” She asked.

Walter looked at her. “Yes. Yes of course… I was just remembering something. It is of no importance.”

“Each culture was given a sample of his DNA so there would be no disputes and no trying to bring false imposters into the picture.” Palina continued now. “We have it stored in our archives, as I’m sure the Wood Elves do, as well as every elf clan left on the planet.” 

“I would very much like to hear about this at a later time, but that does us no good now.” Tarifa exclaimed. “Martin and Eden City are the best hope we have for avoiding this war. And they are who we must petition for help.” She spoke as she sat back. Tarifa did not see the look Walter gave her as she settled back into the seat a look of frustration on her face.

Aihola looked at Walter with great interest now. She had seen the look pass across his face as Tarifa did, yet she thought she saw something else. She had always been a student of history, often times defying her Alliance Masters and studying history scrolls that were not allowed to the Drow in their captivity. “Holy One… if I may ask the question; this royal bloodline… the… the DNA,” Aihola clearly did not grasp the concept of genetics, and she struggled with the technical terms.  “You say this High King was created from the bloodline of a King in the 21st century?”

Walter shook his head. “The descendants of this King yes. There was a General officer within the American military that was a blood descendant of the King. The actual King himself lived in 480 BC.”

Aihola’s eyes grew a little wider, “A warrior King?” She spoke somewhat in awe, knowing the age the Holy One spoke of as a time of great men and many battles.
Walter smiled genuinely. “I see you disobeyed the Alliance in regards to your education Aihola. I’m very happy about that.”

“Ancient history was a subject I enjoyed greatly Holy One. And all of the Drow studied extensively the warriors that came before us in centuries past. I just took it one step further and managed to acquire history scrolls they did not allow us to have.” Aihola replied appearing more excited than any other time that Tarifa had seen her, discounting the moments when her lips were fastened on Aihola’s sweet pussy. She smiled as her love questioned the Holy One. She learned something new about Aihola every day it seemed. “Was it Alexander The Great, Holy One or King Edward; King Henry perhaps?”
Walter smiled at her enthusiasm. “They came after the King we used as the template, though all were great men.” He answered.

“Then who Holy One,” Aihola asked with anticipation.

“We used the bloodline of Leonidas as the template.” Walter finally answered her.

Aihola’s eyes went wide in undisguised awe, “The Spartan King?”

EDEN CITY
FORMERLY JUNCTION CITY UTAH


Welcome to the club.


Hello Dysea.


Good morning.


It’s about time.


Is she awake yet?


Don’t make fun of her Kenny. 


It didn’t take me this long to wake up!


That’s because you aren’t as intelligent as she is.


Enough!


Martin’s deep sounding word ended the voices.

There were flashes of desert sands. Explosions that sent billowing black smoke into the blue sky, strange places that she had never seen. Oceans the color of green silk, flashes of Anja’s face contorted in pleasure, Tarifa’s beautiful eyes and the face of a strange Asian woman. There were bare white corridors, the billions upon billions of stars and the stunning picture of the blue green planet.


Dysea’s emerald eyes sprang open and she bolted upright in their bed, the sheet dropping away to reveal her glorious nakedness. A multitude of strange sounds and smells assailed her senses and she gripped her head as it throbbed almost painfully.

“Melda Min?” Martin’s voice carried to her.


Dysea looked up as Martin came into the room wearing no clothes. He carried a tray with him which he quickly set on the table next to the bed. He took Dysea’s hands in his and pulled her into his embrace as he knelt next to the bed.


“Breath deeply Melda Min,” He spoke softly. “As I taught you before, slowly catalog everything and file it away. You will remember it later. Bring your mind back to peace. You can do it.”


“Nauta Melme… it hurts!” She gasped. “I can… I can hear things! The smells… it is too much!”


Martin took her face in his hands. “Look at me Melda Min. Concentrate, just as I taught you before. You will need to apply yourself more this time until you become accustom to the changes. It is no different. One scent or sound at a time, just as before. You can do it. We will help you.”

“I don’t… I don’t understand!” She grimaced, her hands coming to her head. “There is only… there is only you!”


“No Melda Min.” Martin said. “Do you trust me?”


Dysea looked at him with pain filled eyes, tears beginning to form. “You… you know I do Nauta Melme.” She spoke through clenched teeth.


“Trust me now my love.” Martin said. “Do as I taught you before. We will help you Melda Min. We will help you.”


Dysea gripped Martin’s thick arms; her forehead pressed against his chest as she listened to the sound of his soothing voice and did as he instructed her. As he had taught her before, with painstaking detail she memorized every smell, every sound and filed it away within her head. She pictured her brain as a massive library, the shelves filled with the information she put there. It was too much though, there were so many sounds and smells and images that she did not understand. Her hands squeezed his arms tighter as she fought with all her strength to keep from going mad. She was about to scream out in hopelessness when in her mind she saw the soft green light appear before her. 

We will help you Melda Min. The soothing voice told her. 

This was Martin’s voice.

Martin?


Don’t fight it Dysea. The female voice she recognized as Julie’s spoke now. Allow it to envelope you. Embrace it.

Julie? What…


You will get the answers to your questions Dysea. This was Danny’s voice she had no doubt of that, but he was hundreds of miles away, how was that possible. For now you must be at peace.

Let us help you. The voice of Martin’s Master Chief who she knew as Tony, Don’t fight it.

You hold my heart in your hands Melda Min. Martin’s voice filled her again, so soothing and warm. 


Dysea loosened her grip on Martin’s arms but did not release them. She forced her body to relax in his strong embrace and she felt the pain slowly drifting away from her temples. The lances of pure white hot pain began to dull and withdraw. The sounds and smells began to become distant and bearable, and as she relaxed further and embraced the green light within her mind, they completely disappeared. Dysea opened her eyes now, a look of wonderment filling her face as she saw things within her mind that she could never have imagined. She felt a complete and utter acceptance embrace her, surrounding her and making her feel protected and wanted.


Dysea looked up slowly until she was gazing into Martin’s beautiful dark eyes. He smiled at her.


Hello Melda Min. His words filled her mind, but his lips did not move. Welcome to our world.


“Nauta Melme… I hear… your words… but… your lips are not moving.” Dysea gasped.


Martin nodded. I know; it’s pretty neat uhu? Try it.


I do not know how. Dysea said with her mind, even as her eyes grew wider at the revelation she had just done it.


Martin smiled and moved further onto the bed, pulling Dysea into his lap as he settled. The sheet fell further away from her naked form, but neither of them moved to pull it back up. Martin pulled her close to him, her full breasts pressing against his chest and she slid her arms around his shoulders. “It is quite amazing isn’t it?” He asked her, speaking normally.


“Nauta Melme how…” Dysea’s face was bright and animated as if she had just discovered a pot of gold under the rainbow.


Martin put a finger to her lips and shook his head. “I will answer your questions Melda Min.” He spoke softly. “But first you must promise me something.”


Dysea looked at him, “Anything my love.” She told him. 

“What I am going to tell you must never be spoken of openly with anyone.” Martin told her, his face very serious, “Never without permission from all of us. Some of what I will share with you not even Admiral Wallace or Walter have knowledge of.”


“All of us?” Dysea asked confused. “But there is only you and I here.”


“The world you have now entered is far more than just you and I Melda Min.” Martin told her. “Promise me.”

“Nauta Melme, the Holy One is father to…”


Martin shook his head. “You must promise me Melda Min!” He spoke almost urgently. “You will understand soon my love, I give you my word. It is the only reason we have survived for as long as we have.”


Dysea met his eyes and nodded slowly touching his face. “On my eternal love for you Nauta Melme, I swear to you.” She said.


Martin nodded and took a deep breath. “When Walter first created us… only four of us could change our physical forms, The Admiral, me, Danny and Julie. It was a decision that Walter made and he never revealed to anyone the reason for it. We never asked. He created the Admiral four years before the three of us or so he told us, encoding into his DNA the ability to age normally until age fifty. That is why he appears older than us. He will age now as we will, living for several hundred years at least.” Martin smiled to himself. “Walter was… is a genius Dysea. He can manipulate genes and DNA like a god. However he did not expect the Genomes he created to develop the flaw that became our downfall. No one knows what triggered it, but the Genomes began to go insane. They would snap mentally and go off on killing rampages. Hundreds were massacred before the government decided to exterminate us.” Martin took a deep breath. “It was affecting all Genomes, all but the four of us. Even some on our own team were showing signs of breaking. The Admiral had an idea that because of our animal DNA, whatever was causing the others to lose their minds was not happening to us.

“We developed a plan then, Danny and Julie and I. Even the Admiral did not know of it. We decided to save our brothers and sisters if we could. We knew our saliva was infectious, filled with whatever genes that were keeping us safe from the disease. We… we began changing the members of our team in secret. No one knew but the three of us and those we were changing. We endured the hundreds of tests that the government saw fit to give us to insure we would not snap. It worked Dysea. Whatever was in our blood, in our genes, it saved those we had come to regard as brothers and sisters.”


“No… no one ever knew?” Dysea asked awestruck at this news.


Martin shook his head. “I believe Walter may have suspected, but he did not mention it to anyone, least of all those who wanted to exterminate us.” He looked at her. “We did not want to die.” He said with a wry grin.


“So… so all of you that remain can change?” Dysea asked.


Martin nodded slowly. “Once they allowed us to return to duty we made sure that no one would change their appearance unless it was a matter of life or death. There were a few that knew about the four of us, but not the others. And we never gave them reason to suspect otherwise.” Martin smiled. “Anyway… we didn’t know of the biggest side effect of doing what we did.”


“What do you mean side effect?” Dysea asked.


Martin met her emerald eyes. “Changing everyone had the effect of allowing us to speak with our thoughts. We don’t know how this ability came to be; only that it did. Julie believes it is because we all now share common memories and thoughts. What Danny has experienced, I can see within my mind if I try hard enough. The same holds true for all of us… and now it holds true for you as well.”

Dysea’s eyes grew a little larger. “You mean… my thoughts… what I think… these things are no longer my own?”


Martin shook his head. “No… I will teach you how to guard your mind and shield your thoughts Melda Min, and all of us have sworn never to invade the mind of a comrade without good cause. Your private thoughts will be just that. Private to you and only those you choose to share them with.”


Dysea brought her hands up to his face, “And your thoughts Nauta Melme?” She asked softly. “Do you guard them as well?”


“My thoughts are yours to experience and share whenever you wish Melda Min. From you I will hold nothing back, I will keep no secrets.” Martin told her.

Dysea felt the tears form in her eyes at his words. “You would… you would do that for me?”


Martin smiled. “You have seen the part of me that no one else has Dysea. The part I wish to share with only one other. And then I will be complete.”


Dysea smiled as the tears rolled down her cheeks, “Anja?”


Martin nodded. “She is as much a part of me as you are now. When… when the time is right… and if it is what she wants… then I hope she will choose to join us.”


“I could…” Dysea began.


Martin shook his head. “I know what you are going to say Melda Min, but no. As you asked me… Anja much ask as well. We force the change on no one, not since the Purge. As time passes and we take wives or husbands, and it is what they wish, then they can join us, but never by force. The only exception we have agreed to make is if the individual is in danger of dying. And that is the only exception. We make no others. I know she stirs you… as she stirs me… and I want her just as badly as you do… but if you pursue her, you can’t change her unless it is something she asks for.”


“I have… I have this ability now?” Dysea asked stunned.


Martin nodded. “Yes… and it will grow stronger as you come to realize what you are able to do. You were right Melda Min… there is much about me that I have not told you. I will share it with you now over the next few days.”


“And what of Tarifa Nauta Melme, you… she has changed as well, in part because of you.” Dysea asked.


“You must guard yourself even from her my love.” Martin said, reaching up to stroke her cheek. “She is special to us both, but I believe her path leads down a different road as you yourself have said. If she… if she asks… perhaps… but she must choose that path... and I am not entirely sure I wish to change her as I have changed you, as I wish to change Anja. I do not feel for her what I feel for you and Anja.”


“Why do you not speak with your minds all the time?” Dysea asked him, wanting to leave the subject of Tarifa behind for the moment.

“As you probably can tell, it gives us a great advantage over those around us.” Martin answered with a smile. “But it is physically draining, especially over great distances.”

Sudden recognition showed in Dysea’s eyes. “That… that is why you have not launched a full blown search for Daniel. I… I heard his voice in my mind. You speak with him… even now.”


Martin nodded. “We use short code words that we have developed over the years. The communications are brief, but yes. There is much I need to teach you.” He told her. “Your physical abilities, as you will no doubt discover over time, have increased by ten fold, even over what you already were capable of as an elf. You will need to guard against showing your true abilities very often. They are somewhat more extensive than what you have seen so far.”


“My appearance… I can… will I change?” She asked softly, “As you did last night.”


“Did… did I frighten you Melda Min?” Martin asked, suddenly very concerned.


Dysea kissed him quickly, seeing the look of concern flash in his eyes. “I was never frightened my love. The beast within you still has your mind and your heart. I knew I was in no danger.”


Martin nuzzled her neck with a smile before looking at her again. “I will teach you all that you need to know as time passes Melda Min. Yes… you will be able to change… even more than you know.” He replied. “First however, you need to eat and drink. You will find that your appetite has increased as well as your abilities.” He told her with a smile. “And then you must depart for Salina. Tarifa and the others will be arriving early this evening, and you will need to coordinate with them how best to get them away from her guards so that she can see Eden City.”

“Me?” 


Martin nodded. “There is no one else I trust more other than Anja, and she will be going with you. Tarifa, this Aihola, Cantel and two others will be coming with her to Eden.”


“I will be recognized if I am seen my love.” She spoke.


Martin smiled and leaned forward to kiss her softly. He lowered his head and nuzzled the silky skin between her full breasts once more. “Then don’t be seen.” He told her.


“What… what will you be doing Nauta Melme?” Dysea asked.


“General Vengal and I are going for a little trip.” Martin told her. “I have no intention of harming him Melda Min,” He said seeing the look of concern flash across her face now. “By the time you return to Eden City with Tarifa we will have already come back.”


“What do you intend to do Martin?” She asked.


“I will tell you when you return.” He said. “Not before.”


“Martin you…”


Trust in me Melda Min. His voice spoke within her mind.


Dysea allowed her fingers to caress his face for a long moment as she stared into his dark eyes. She smiled finally and looked at the tray of food he had brought in.


What did you bring me for breakfast? I am starving.  She asked him within their thoughts. When Martin didn’t move or attempt to release her she turned her head back to look at him. What she saw in his eyes and on his face made her breath catch in her throat, and a wave of desire swept through her unlike anything she had ever experienced before. 

“There… there is something else you should know right away.” Martin’s voice was soft and husky yet she could detect the barely controlled passion in his tone and she felt her skin prickle with warmth. Dysea also felt his cock beginning to thicken between her thighs, pressing against the soft platinum hair of her pussy. The heat from his growing manhood was setting her loins ablaze, and a searing need was rapidly engulfing her belly.


Dysea closed her eyes as the pounding desire began to spread through her body and her heart began to quicken. She looked back to his face and saw that his eyes had changed, and his fangs were fully extended now, and in his eyes she saw the most animalistic and natural of desires. “Nauta… Melme…” She gasped, barely able to contain the passion that was seething through her. A passion and want she had never experienced before.

“We… we are very possessive of our mates Melda Min.” He spoke to her in a soft rumbling voice. “We can… we can control our sexual auras, filling the air around us with our pheromones. It will affect anyone… but to the one you have chosen… as your mate, it is…”

Dysea gasped loudly, her hands going to his head as his lips descended to her breast. Her nipples were harder than she had ever known them to be, almost painfully hard and when his lips engulfed her left nipple she hissed in agonizing pleasure. A burning heat had spread throughout her entire body, a heat that caused her skin to smolder with passion and need. She looked down at his face as his lips pulled away from her nipple, leaving it wet with salvia. His eyes met hers again.


“To the one you have chosen as your mate… it is irresistible!” He growled.


Dysea screamed, her nails digging into his shoulders as in one deft movement, Martin had lifted her hips and impaled her completely upon his will breaking cock. Her lips parted slightly and she whimpered loudly in delight as she felt every thick wonderful inch of his enormous cock fill her in one magnificent plunge. Her entire body was on fire, burning with fervor and lust and want. And somehow instinctively she knew that only Martin could fulfill that craving. She brought her head back up, her platinum mane flying around her face and shoulders, her emerald eyes now changed as well. Her fangs, larger than before the change, extended now in her own passion and she locked her fingers behind his neck. His large hands gripped her firm, gymnast shaped ass in a commanding embrace. She felt potent and reborn, and she stared at him with scorching emerald/black orbs that mirrored his desire for her. Dysea ground her tight pussy down upon his hips, feeling his magma hot balls press against her asscheeks, swollen with the liquid she so madly sought. She could feel every pulse of his throbbing twelve inch cock filling her to the point where she thought she would split in half. Her sweet juices flowed freely from her clenching pussy, unlike any other time before this moment.


Dysea seized his face in her delicate hands tightly and her emerald/black orbs bore into his yellow/black ones. She could see the fire for her in his eyes; she could feel the heat in his blood racing through his veins under his skin; and she could most definitely feel the mad hunger for her pulsating in his cock. An almost savage smile split her striking lips as she gazed into his eyes. She was having the same effect on him that he was having on her, his chest heaving in passion, his muscles corded and straining like flexible bands of steel, as if he was waiting for permission.


“Take me!” She gasped. “Take me Nauta Melme! Take me now!” 

He reacted almost before the words had left her lips, twisting her around until she was beneath him, and then Dysea’s world dissolved into a myriad of white stars and bright lights as he withdrew his entire cock from her dripping pussy and plunged back inside her tight warmth. His first twelve inch stroke into her depths caused her to gasp at the power he commanded, and she knew then she never wanted it to end. When he struck home, his swollen balls slapping against her upturned asscheeks, Dysea felt the pleasure devastate her and she howled. She wrapped her silky-smooth thighs around his battering hips, her ankles pressing against the backs of his muscular legs and her hands gripped his tight powerful ass as he withdrew and once more rammed into her completely. Dysea howled again as another orgasm rocked her, her pussy convulsing around the dominating cock within her velvety depths. The emerald piercing of her flared clit only enhanced this agonizing pleasure to a height she had not yet experienced and her juices were pouring from around his battering ram of a cock. She felt him withdraw once more and on his return plunge Dysea clenched her teeth, her mind now focused on only one thing. 

It was focused on the sinful pleasure that was ripping through her very soul, and overriding everything else.


When Martin’s bloated balls pounded into her again, she clenched her powerful pussy muscles and heard him cry out next to her ear as she milked him. Dysea released his pounding ass and wrapped her arms around his broad back for better leverage. She needed him to fill her with his searing cum; nothing else mattered at this moment. She wanted to feel his life giving seed erupt within her and finally claim what was truly his. She began to meet his powerful thrusts into her, driving her hips up to meet him as hard as she was able. It was almost too much for her, as her clit piercing was crushed against him with every dominant stroke, sending electric like shocks of pure bliss spiking through her. In her pleasure clouded mind Dysea did the only thing she could think of. As he drove into her once more Dysea reached as far down as she could, past his straining ass and clutched his throbbing balls.

Martin’s head came up from beside her neck, his lips leaving the spot on her neck that they had been sucking on and he too howled. Dysea’s eyes went wide as she felt his burning cum race up the length of the huge cock buried in her depths. His entire shaft swelled in size and power and her body arched off the body to crush against his chest as the first eruption of his cum within her sent her completely over the edge. Her voice joined his in a symphony of passion, mingling as one their physical bodies as well as their voices as they exploded together.


It took nearly a minute before Martin’s rigid body finished emptying into her and he lowered his head to her chest completely spent. During that time Dysea had ridden wave after wave of pleasure as each blast of his cum inside her had initiated another orgasm. As he lowered his head to her sweaty chest, she wrapped her arms even tighter around his back, not wanting him to escape from within her grasp. She hummed in delight when his arms slid under her and pulled her even closer, making it almost impossible to tell their bodies apart. Neither of them cared in the least that the sheets were soaked with sweat and their mingled juices.

Martin kissed her breasts lightly, his lips soft and warm as they moved up her neck to her throat and finally they claimed her lips as well. The kiss was deep and filled with a passion neither of them had known, and the only reason they finally parted was so they could both breath.


Dysea reached up with her hands, her arms weak, and placed them on his face.


“I… I am no longer hungry my love.” She managed to speak the words with a small smile.


Martin grinned and nuzzled her throat, “Neither am I.” He spoke to her softly, “Neither am I.” Dysea’s body responded immediately to the hungry look in his eyes, and she felt her belly clench in anticipation once more as she smiled at him, “At least not for food.” 

LAS VEGAS/PHOENIX INTERSTATE TRAIN TUNNEL

THIRTEEN MILES EAST OF LAS VEGAS



Anuk woke quickly, sitting up as her cerulean blue eyes searched for Danny almost without thinking. She saw him squatting by the embers of the smoldering fire, his head canted upwards at the ceiling as if he was talking with the gods. Posed as he was, Anuk could almost see the animal side of him showing through, waiting to pounce on an unsuspecting enemy. As she sat up completely, tossing the blanket aside Anuk realized something for the first time. Never in her life had she felt so safe and protected. His very presence instilled a feeling of calm in her, and somehow she knew that he would never allow any harm to come to her person if it was within his power to stop. This feeling caused a different wave of emotions to course through her, and they were emotions she was not familiar with. The thought that he would protect her from any harm filled her with a strange sense of warmth and… desire. She stared at his powerful back, shocked that she could feel desire for a man who so resembled the butchers who had raped and brutalized her.


Anuk shook her head slowly. No… he was not like those animals. Even when her breasts were fully exposed for his eyes to see, he did not even blink as he worked on her wound. He could have taken her at anytime since they came together and Anuk knew she could never fight him, yet he had been the complete opposite. He was almost shy when treating her wound, as if touching her skin would validate everything he thought she felt towards him. There was something very different about this man, something so different that it intrigued her like no other.
Anuk watched a small smile cross his face and just before he turned around she busied herself with making it seem like she had just awaken.



Dan’s eyes fell upon her. “Good morning.” He spoke moving back from the smashed entrance to the old store.

They had traveled for nearly six hours before coming to this small way station. It appeared to be some sort of stop along the path of the train tracks and there were dilapidated remains of old stores of some nature. None of them had any windows remaining intact and Danny had moved them to the rear of the first building they came to for protection. Anuk realized that she had slept for at least a solid seven hours.

“You… you allowed me to sleep longer than you intended.” Anuk said to him.


Dan nodded. “You needed the rest.” He told her.


“You did not sleep?”


Dan smiled and shook his head. “There are times when I can sleep and still be awake.” He explained. “I can rest, but my senses are still very active and I can react more quickly.”


“Do you ever sleep fully?” Anuk asked.


“Oh yeah, and I snore like an over aged Grizzly Bear.” Dan replied with a chuckle. “I used to keep Julie awake all the time.”


Anuk moved next to the still warm embers, sensing an opening to get more information about the man in front of her. “Julie… she is your wife?”


Dan looked up into her eyes and Anuk caught the gasp of surprise before it escaped her lips. His dark eyes smoldered with desire, a desire for her. It wasn’t lust that she saw in those eyes, Anuk had seen enough of the cruel lust in the eyes of the butchers who had captured her to know the difference. No… what she saw in Danny’s eyes caused a shiver to race through her. And it was by no means a shiver of fear. It was gone in a split second, and she saw him shake his head.

“No… she is not my wife.” He said with a smile. “We were an item for a long time.”


“You are no longer together?” Anuk asked, for some reason she found herself wanting to hear him say no.


Dan shook his head. “Ever since we came back to earth, things have been different.” He answered. “We drew further apart as the days and weeks progressed. I guess it was the natural course of things. We both wanted more than what the other had, at least at the time. We have moved on, but we are still very close friends. At least I hope so… I haven’t seen her in a couple of weeks.”


Anuk wanted to change the subject suddenly. There was something about this ebony skinned man that caused her to feel things she had never felt before. That he was not completely human had something to do with it, but that was minor. She found herself increasingly attracted to him, and it troubled her greatly. She was about to say something totally irrelevant, but almost as if sensing her discomfort Dan did it for her.

“Let’s take a look at your wound.” He said turning to face her.


Anuk hesitated for only a split second in alarm. He had already seen her in the most revealing of ways, first in the hotel while dressed as a slave. The clothes they provided to them were not supposed to hide anything. And while his fingers had been stiff and unyielding when they had touched her down there, as if he was not comfortable conducting himself in such a manner, that touch, brief as it was, caused Anuk to immediately become wet between her thighs. Even all during her captivity and the countless rapes, she had never once become wet. Try as she might to imagine different things to ease the pain of her rapes, nothing worked. She was as dry as paper whenever one of those monsters had raped her. Yet with but a single fleeting touch of his fingers, Anuk had felt the wetness seep out of her center. He had never attempted to pursue her in any way, and most certainly, even with her breasts exposed to his gaze when he treated her injury, his eyes had never wandered over her flesh lustfully.


It was this knowledge that caused her to hesitate only that split second before she turned slightly and lifted the work shirt she wore.


Dan looked at the wound and hid his grimace from her. The five inch long cut was beginning to heal thanks to the MEDCOM patches, but there was no denying that it was infected. Dan could detect the smell of the infection and a greenish tint was beginning to form around the edges of the wound. He reached up gingerly and applied just a minute amount of pressure on the wound. Yellow brown puss leaked out from two places and the smell was rank and powerful.


“It is still infected isn’t it?” Anuk asked. She had seen the look on his face, and then she captured the wave of rotting flesh when he squeezed her side.

Dan looked up at her and nodded. “It’s spreading too.” He told her. “Is there a lot of pain?”


Anuk shook her head slowly. “The pills keep it at bay.” She told him.


Dan lowered the shirt back down over her wound and returned to his feet. “We’ll get you fixed up real soon. You need antibiotics.”


Anuk turned to face him, having to tilt her head up to see into his eyes. And in those eyes she saw worry for her. “We do not have antibiotics Daniel.” She stated flatly, “Unless you are hiding them somewhere.”


Dan tore his eyes from her gaze and bent to stuff items back into the pack he was carrying. “Not with me… but there are some about a click up the tunnel.”


Anuk looked at him. “How do you know this? Did you go exploring last night while I slept?”


Dan looked at her. “No… I don’t intend to leave your side again.” Dan spoke softly, returning the blanket to the pack while she gazed at him with wide eyes.


After a moment of disbelief at the sincerity of his words Anuk shook her head. “How do you know where antibiotics are then?”


Dan stood up and shouldered the pack. He turned to face her and held out his hand. “Trust me Anuk.” He spoke.


Anuk looked at his extended hand for a long moment. Her eyes traveled up to his deep dark brown pools and at that very moment Anuk made the decision that would change her life forever.

Anuk placed her small tanned hand into his. “I trust you.”

EDEN CITY (FORMERLY JUNCTION CITY UTAH)


Anja walked down the ramp of the Raptor and stopped when she saw Dysea about a hundred meters away next to the Light Hopper. She was talking with Julie, and Anja felt her heart lurch when they embraced tightly. Dysea turned away and headed for the Raptor, and Anja felt a momentary pang of jealousy and betrayal at what she had just witnessed. Her Jade green eyes shifted to Dysea as Julie pulled away in the Hopper and she watched the platinum blond elf walk towards the Raptor. Anja felt her breath catch in her throat as she gazed at Dysea. There was something different about her. She had always struck Anja as exceptionally beautiful, yet there was something new radiating from her. Anja admired the way she filled out the Woodland fatigues, and she found herself imagining what it would be like to feast upon what undoubtedly was a delicious pussy. As far as she had seen so far, most female elves were naturally beautiful. It was the way Walter had created them, to be desirable to men no matter what shape they came in. Yet with Dysea it was much more pronounced; the color of her hair, the shape of her lips and face, and the extreme tightness and delicious curves of her body. Even her pointed elf ears looked scrumptious. Anja had looked upon Julie with lust once she had discovered that side of herself, but looking at Dysea now, Anja found she was gazing at her with unabashed desire and want and above all else… need.


Dysea came to the ramp and walked up to where Anja stood, her emerald eyes alive and brilliant. She looked at Anja with those eyes and for a fleeting moment, Anja thought she saw the same thing radiating from Dysea. Then it was gone.


“I’m sorry I’m late.” She explained. “I had some trouble waking up this morning.”


Anja shook her head. “It’s no problem.” She spoke. “Tarifa and the others should be arriving in Salina right about now.”


“They drove through the night?” Dysea asked surprised.


Anja nodded. “Marty had a Raptor watching them from long range, but we pretty much cleared out this area of any slavers and mercenaries.”


“And Cantel would know this.” Dysea said with a dazzling smile. “I’m sorry Anja… I seem to be very distracted this morning.”


“That’s ok.” Anja replied. She hesitated a moment and continued. “I saw you and Julie hugging.”


Dysea nodded. “We had breakfast before I came here. It is why I am late.” She replied. “She needed to give me some information.”


“Oh.” Anja said.


“Shall we get underway?” Dysea asked.


Anja smiled. “Sure.” She spoke as she turned to hit the button to bring the ramp up.


Dysea moved further into the Raptor and saw Lynwe sitting on one of the benches. She got to her feet as Dysea walked up to her.

Lynwe bowed her head slightly in greeting, “Dysea.” She spoke. “I want to thank you for allowing me to accompany you.”


Dysea smiled. “I gathered from your reaction when I told you that Aihola was alive that you knew her well. It might be nice for her to be able to relate to someone she knows while we travel back to Eden.”


“If I may ask,” Lynwe said. “How do you intend to bring everyone back to Eden without it being discovered they are missing?”


Dysea allowed herself a small smile. “We’ll just keep that a secret for now.” Dysea said as Anja came up behind her and took the seat across from Lynwe. She turned and looked at Anja, feeling a powerful rush of desire sweep through her as she gazed at the gorgeous red head. She turned back to Lynwe quickly, fighting down the urge to take Anja right where she stood, in front of everyone. “It is only a thirty minute trip to our landing zone, and then you will see your friend again.”


Lynwe nodded and sat back down as Dysea turned and took the open seat next to Anja on the bench. Anja looked at her as she sat down, her eyes never leaving Dysea’s face, and not missing the fact that Dysea could not tear her eyes away. She smiled a dazzling smile that tugged at Dysea’s soul.


“What?” Anja asked. She found herself enjoying the attention from the beautiful blond elf, and secretly hoped that perhaps Dysea felt something more.


“Tell me… tell me about yourself Anja.” Dysea asked softly.


“Me?”


Dysea nodded. “I know so little about you. I have seen you in the gym in the mornings; I hesitated to approach you because I sensed you had much on your mind. You… you cared for Martin when he was injured and that means more to me than you know, especially now. I would like to know about you.”

“There’s not much to tell.” Anja replied with a smile. “Don’t you want to hear about Martin and how I met him? That’s what everyone is interested in for some reason.”


Dysea shook her head with a smile. “I would prefer to learn more about you.” She answered. “I already know everything about my Martin.” 


Anja looked at her oddly. “What do you mean?”


Dysea shook her head and reached down to take Anja’s hand within hers. Dysea fought with the urge to release her aura and lose herself in this woman’s pleasures, but Martin had told her it wouldn’t be right. It would be paramount to taking away her choice. If she desired Anja as she did, then she needed to discover if Anja felt the same way. Something within Dysea told her that was very much the case with Anja as she gazed at her. She could sense the woman’s interest not only in her but in Martin as well. It was at that moment that Dysea realized Anja was still very much in love with Martin. Looking at her now, Dysea found that the prospect of sleeping with Anja stirred her blood even more than she first thought, and the possibility that she could be sharing Martin with this stunning woman did not make her hesitate in the least. “Perhaps in time you will come to understand. I’d like to hear about you though.”


Anja smiled at her, unsure of what to make of Dysea’s comments. There was no mistaking the interest that she was showing, nor the fact that Anja felt a ripple of excitement course through her when Dysea took her hand. She found Dysea nearly irresistible, and as she looked at her face she began to imagine what it would be like to taste her lips and her skin. To feel her body wrapped around her. Even if Martin did not want her, she could still find solace in Dysea’s arms and be close to him.   


Anja squeezed Dysea’s hands and began to speak.


“Am I allowed to ask where are we going?” Vengal asked Martin.


Martin had arrived outside the secure quarters where he had been since confined there by Dysea. While the small apartment was comfortable and he received everything he asked for, he was still a prisoner. He had been dressed in complete body armor and fatigues as well as his combat vest and the HK-74 dangled from quick release clasps. Martin had thrust the body armor and vest to him without speaking and waited while Vengal had changed. Word had spread quickly that Lyca Ohtar had been shot and seriously wounded on a mission to New Memphis to save the lives of elves and half elves. Upon hearing this Vengal had cursed his actions over and over. He had allowed Matarn to manipulate him through his sister the Queen and therefore betray all that he stood for. 


Martin Hunter had agreed to help him rescue Anuk, asking for nothing in return. This should have been the first sign that Hunter was different and that Matarn and the new Queen were wrong not to trust them. Against his better judgment he had ignored his own instincts and ended up losing his only remaining daughter and from what he understood a man that Martin Hunter considered to be closer than a brother.


They had ridden in silence to the airfield where Vengal saw six heavily armed elves in full body armor waiting for them. The elf driver of the Hopper that had dropped them off only nodded to Vengal as he pulled away. Martin ushered him to the ramp of the Raptor that was waiting on the tarmac. He saw the Wood Elf Ealin, who he knew commanded Hunter’s personal team. As he let his eyes linger on these six elves he realized for the first time just how exceedingly deadly they were. He knew right away that four of them were High Elves from Pacifica and he was reasonably sure from New Salem. The remaining two, including Ealin who appeared to be the second in command were Wood Elves he remembered from Dysea’s personal detachment. 

These six elves moved like predators. Their cold eyes watched him constantly from the moment he had left the Hopper. All of them were at least two hundred years younger than him, and he had countless hours of combat experience to fall back on, but Vengal knew that to attempt anything now would result in his immediate and probably very painful death. These six elves surpassed even his Wood Elf Rangers in their now muscular builds and the effortless way they moved. Their steps were light, alert and prepared at a moment’s notice to pounce. It suddenly occurred to Vengal that Hunter and the other Genomes had used the past few months to train already very skilled elf fighters. What stood before him now were perhaps the most lethal fighters he had ever been in the presence of, and he had not even seen them in action. 

Martin looked across at him from the opposite bench. His attitude and demeanor made it very clear he neither feared nor cared what Vengal could do. “I am fulfilling a promise I made.” Martin replied.


Vengal nodded once and turned to look out the rear of the Raptor. The ramp was locked in position halfway up and he could see the tree tops barely a hundred meters below them as they sped through the air. He had never liked flying, and seeing the ground streaking below them made it even worse.


“How was your daughter captured?” Martin’s voice interrupted his thoughts.


Vengal turned to look at him. “We received intelligence that this particular group of slavers had several of our scientists that were captured a few weeks earlier.” He spoke. “Our intelligence said they would be passing within fifty miles of one of our outlying villages on the border of High Elf territory.”

“Had they ever come that close before?” Martin asked.

Vengal shook his head. “The consensus of the Council was that they were only becoming bolder.”

“That should have been your first clue that you were infiltrated.” Martin told him.

“It was a trap. An ambush was waiting for the scout unit Anuk was part of. They took her and the female elves, they killed the males.” The bitter taste of defeat burned his tongue as Vengal spoke. “It was only supposed to be a scouting mission!”

“Someone blew your mission General.” Martin told him. “And your Council of Elders is as dirty as I have ever seen politicians.”

Vengal glared at him. “It is no different with the High Elves!” He snapped.

Martin shook his head. “No… that is where you are wrong.” He spoke leaning forward. “Tarifa knows they are dirty… three of them at least. The others always bow to the will of the three. She’s been having them watched for several weeks now. Dysea saw it… that is why the Alliance tried to kill her. And that is why the Elders elected a new Queen so quickly.” Martin looked at him. “Doesn’t it seem pretty convenient that Matarn’s sister was chosen?”

“They are a wealthy and powerful family.” Vengal spoke.

Martin nodded, “Perhaps.” He said. “How close were you with Dysea when she was Queen?”

Vengal looked at him. “I was one of three she trusted above all others.” He snapped. “And my actions have stained my honor for generations to come.”

“You don’t find it odd that your daughter was taken Vengal?” Martin asked him. “The daughter of one of the most ardent and loyal supporters of the Queen they did not control. And you don’t find it odd that the man whom your daughter is supposed to marry is the brother of the Queen they elected in Dysea’s place?”
Vengal glared at him. “What are you saying?”

Martin shook his head. “I’m not saying anything.” He replied.

Vengal turned at the motion from the cockpit of the Raptor and he saw the female elf in a dark gray flight suit and flight helmet step part way down the stairs.

“Martin… Ben is bringing us in over the site.” Endith spoke loudly over the sound of the engines.

Martin nodded. “Thank you Endith.” He said getting to his feet.

Vengal stood. “Where are we?” He asked. “If you are planning to execute me, at least give me the honor of meeting death like a soldier.”
Martin looked at him. “I have no intention of executing you General. That would be one of the most ignorant things I have ever done in my life, and believe me I’ve done some ignorant things.” Martin watched Vengal steady himself by grabbing a hand hold above his head as Ben brought the Raptor in for a landing. 

Vengal looked out the open portion of the ramp and saw black smoke rising into the sky. The lower they dropped the more he saw. At least a dozen Hoppers from light to one Heavy Hopper were smoking ruins, flames still engulfing several of the destroyed machines. He could see dozens of bodies on the ground, twisted in macabre poses of death. The upper bodies of blackened men could be seen dangling from the vehicles, as if they had been killed as they tried to escape. The Raptor settled gently to the ground and Ealin punched the controls for the ramp and it started to lower. Martin waved Vengal forward.
“After you sir,” He spoke.

Trepidation gripped Vengal. He had no idea where he was or what was about to happen, and for the first time in his long life he felt fear grasp his belly tight and squeeze. It was then that he noticed Matarn and several others from his Wood Elf Ranger detachment standing nearby. They were dressed as he was, but they were also unarmed.

Vengal looked at Martin as they descended the ramp and touched the soft earth. He could see tall white capped mountains in the distance which he determined to be south, the land around them partially barren, but they were surrounded by distant treeline on the other three sides. Vengal had been in this part of the country enough times to know where he was and he looked at Martin. “We are in what used to be Arizona.” He said.

Martin nodded. “It still is Arizona. Or more correctly, it is Arizona once more. We control it now.”

Vengal looked at him stunned. “You control it? I don’t understand.”

Martin grinned. “Eden City will only be the center. The City State if you will. There are smaller settlements all across what is left of Arizona and Southern Utah, and some reaching into Nevada now. They are settlements of men, elves and whoever wants to live free and in peace. People who want to raise their children without fear of persecution and death and slavers. Each settlement has a detachment of regular soldiers from Eden City. Each settlement is more than capable of defending themselves. We’ve established regular communications, and in the event of something they can’t handle, we can send reinforcements from Eden within hours.” Martin stepped closer to Vengal. “We are rebuilding Vengal. When Walter created the elves they were intended to be the companions and friends of men. That’s exactly what we are doing.”

“You… you have done all this in the almost five months since being expelled from high Elf territory?” Vengal asked incredulously.

Martin smiled. “It’s amazing what a little honesty and trust will do.” He answered, putting the barb into Vengal. He saw the elf general’s eyes lower in shame.

“The Alliance…” Vengal started.

“When the Alliance realizes what we are doing it will be too late.” Martin told him. “Why do you think Dysea never returned to the Wood Elf capital to reclaim her crown?”

“The Council said she went into hiding for betraying her people. They said she was conspiring with the High Elves to destroy us.” Vengal spoke, knowing the words were a lie even as he spoke them.

Martin chuckled. “Yes… and I’m sure that is not all they said about her.”
“Why are you… why are you telling me this?” Vengal asked. “Why did you bring me here?”

“I told you. I’m keeping a promise.” Martin replied.

“Yes… but a promise to whom?” Vengal asked.

Martin saw movement and smiled. “I’d like to introduce you to two men.” He said.

Vengal turned and watched as a short elf male and a tall human male walked towards them. They were outfitted in fatigues and were well armed, as were all the humans and elves that Vengal could see, with the exception of the slavers that were on their knees a hundred meters distance with their backs to him. Their hands were above their heads, and a dozen elves guarded them closely.

“Martin!” The male elf spoke as he and his companion walked up.

“Thon’hin… it’s good to see you again.” Martin spoke, returning the handshake. He turned to the human man, “Charles… good to see you.”

“Same here Martin.” The older man replied. “We’re glad you could make it. Thon’hin and his boys and girls have been tracking these idiots ever since they entered into our exclusion zone. When we got your message last night, Thon’hin knew right away this was the bunch.”

“Did you suffer any casualties?” Martin asked.

Thon’hin nodded. “One of my flankers caught quite a bit of shrapnel in the chest. We have him stabilized and were about to transport him to the settlement for treatment. The medic doesn’t know if he will survive though.”
Martin turned quickly, “Endith!” He called towards the open window of the Raptor. They watched as the female elf stuck her head out the window far above them, her long red hair shimmering in the morning light. “Tell Ben to warm it up! Critical casualty for transport to Eden City! Have one of Anja’s trauma teams standing by!”

Thon’hin and Charles heard the engines on the Raptor ignite and begin to spool up even before Martin’s words died on the wind. “Martin… he may not live.” Thon’hin spoke. “Is it wise to possibly waste the fuel?”

“Fuck the fuel!” Martin snapped. “If we can save him… that’s what we’re going to do!” Martin turned to find Ealin. “Ealin… get that casualty over here now! The medic goes with him!”

Ealin didn’t hesitate and sprinted for where the medical Hopper was parked. Martin didn’t see the exchange of looks between Thon’hin and Charles, or the glances that the men and women soldiers from the settlement passed among themselves if they were close enough to hear Martin’s words.

“Thon’hin… Charles… I’d like to introduce General Vengal of the Wood Elves.” Martin spoke motioning to Vengal.

Thon’hin bowed his head to Vengal. “It is an honor General. I have heard much of your exploits.”

Vengal looked surprised. “You know of me?”

“Who does not know the name of Vengal, Hero of New Boston?” Thon’hin spoke. “What you did there was inspiring.”

“I… I wasn’t aware that information made it this far south.” Vengal said.

“It has in the form of books and papers.” Thon’hin answered. “It is something all our children learn.”

Vengal looked at them. “The human children would….”

“All the children of Ash Fork received the same education General.” Charles spoke before Vengal could finish. “There are far more humans like myself and the others than the Alliance has led you to believe. There are thousands of us spread all over this land that know and believe that the elves should not be slaves. Before Martin came along we simply lacked the courage or the will to come forward and prove that. Not anymore.” Charles looked at Thon’hin. “The Ash Fork Arizona settlement is such a place. We have made it such a place, and so have the ten thousand men, women and children who live there.”

“Ten thousand!” Vengal gasped in disbelief.

They turned as the medical Hopper stopped nearby and two medics carried the stretcher bound elf out of the back. The Raptor’s engines were screaming in preparation to take off and Martin quickly made his way to the stretcher. He looked down at the injured elf, his chest a mass of bandages, his neck immobilized within the brace. Blood stained the stretcher and his pants. His eyes were glossy, but they focused momentarily to look at Martin.

“He’s in severe condition General.” The elf medic spoke. “Chances are he won’t make it to Eden.”

Martin looked at the elf as he slowly lifted his bloodstained hand. Martin didn’t hesitate and took that hand in his and squeezed. “What is his name?” Martin asked.
“Thrlas sir,” The medic replied.

Martin leaned over close to the injured elf’s bloody pointed ear. “Coi mirima! Fir mai! Faila ava sina lya!” (Live free! Die well! Just not this day Thrlas!)
Martin smiled as the elf’s grip on his hand grew stronger and he struggled to move his head. “I will visit you when I return to Eden Thrlas. Don’t disappoint me.” He said.
The medic standing at the foot of the stretcher stared wide eyed at the medical monitor that rested between the man’s legs. Seconds ago it was showing a weak pulse and shallow breathing, not to mention a low blood pressure. As soon as Martin spoke to the elf, the man’s vital signs spiked and stabilized.

Martin stepped back as the two medics moved up the ramp into the Raptor. “Ben!” Martin spoke into thin air trusting his implant that he would be heard over the sound of the engines. He was.

“Go Marty!” Ben’s voice responded in his ear.

“Turn and burn Ben!” Martin spoke.

Martin saw Ben’s head nod in the side of the cockpit, “Turning and burning boss man!” Ben’s reply had barely left his lips when the Raptor lifted six feet off the ground, executed a neat one hundred and eighty degree turn and then accelerated to nearly four hundred miles an hour in just under five seconds.

Martin watched it until it was a dot in the sky then turned back to look at where Thon’hin, Vengal and Charles watched him intently. He stepped back to them quickly and smiled. “Well gentlemen… shall we go and fulfill a promise I made.”

Thon’hin and Charles smiled and motioned to where the prisoners were being guarded, while Vengal looked at him strangely and followed. 

The prisoners were a sullen group, many of them wounded and bleeding on the ground. Vengal saw Matarn and the others escorted forward from where they had been standing. He turned back to the prisoners and his eyes went a little wider. All of the slavers were black skinned men, many of them obese and foul smelling. “They…” Vengal gasped. “These are…”
Martin nodded. “These are the assholes that captured your daughter.” He finished the statement.

Vengal’s eyes filled with a killing rage as he glared at the men. The obvious leader of the slavers was one of the ones that had survived the ambush. He looked at the tall human and the older elf and he smiled savagely, exposing blackened and rotting teeth.

“Well… well… if it isn’t the ass wipe elf General.” He spoke. “You’re that red head’s father. Man she had a sweet pussy. Do you want to hear how she would sling her tight elf cunt on my big dick almost every night! She loved my big black dick… and then I’d give her to my men and she would scream for hours. It was beautiful man!”

Martin saw the twitch in Vengal’s jaw and knew he better act quickly. “Who gave you the details to the elf patrol and the location to ambush them? Who told you to capture Anuk?”

“Fuck you elf lover!” The man spat, “Human’s rule this world now! Elves are fodder for us. Only the strong survive! His whore of a daughter is in Las Vegas now getting fucked by dozens of men every night! I bet you she is sucking the biggest cocks in the city!”

Martin shook his head. “You are right on only one thing.” He spoke coldly.
The black man grinned and looked at Martin. “Yeah faggot, what’s that?”

“Only the strong will survive.” Martin growled.

Martin moved like a blur, his right hand snatching out to grab the throat of the slaver kneeling next to the leader. The man’s strangled yelp was cut off, as suddenly he was hauled nearly eighteen inches into the air and Martin allowed the change to come over him. Before the terrified eyes of the slavers and the shocked eyes of those who did not know Martin they watched as his face contorted and shifted into a snarling visage of a monster. His arm popped and thickened as hair sprouted over his forearm and the hand clutching the slavers throat formed long black razor like claws.

Martin held the horrified slaver off the ground with barely any effort, and brought the man’s petrified face within inches of his gleaming white fangs. The pungent odor of urine filled Martin’s flared nostrils as the man vented his bladder in undisguised fear. Martin sniffed the man, his face pulling back quickly at the powerful stench of unwashed body. He turned his yellow/black orbs to the leader, the man’s black eyes wide in the grip of fear he had never known.

“Unfortunately…” Martin’s voice remained normal and his vicious fangs curled into the most savage grin the slaver had ever seen. “You and your cohorts are not part of the strong.”

There was a loud gurgling sound and then a resounding snap, and the slaver in Martin’s grasp twitched once before going limp. Martin had snapped his neck with a simple twitch of his wrist. Everyone watched as Martin turned and with a howl none of them would ever forget he heaved the body across the open plains. The slavers body landed thirty meters away with a sickening thud.

Martin turned back to face the leader, his features returning to normal quickly. Martin squatted down in front of the terrified man, his nose twitching as he detected more urine and the smell of shit in the breeze. The man had defecated in his pants.

“For your crimes against elves and humans I sentence you to death.” Martin’s voice had the cold finality of death in it. “And don’t you worry my ugly friend… your partner in crime who now controls Las Vegas will be joining you within a few weeks.”

“Wait!” One of the slavers screamed. “What… what about a trial? We should get a trial!”

“You just had your trial!” Thon’hin spoke now as he stepped forward, his words spoken with commitment and force. “The shortest judicial proceeding in history I should think.”

Charles turned to the Ash Fork troops that stood behind them. “Hang them!” He ordered. “Once they are dead, leave their bodies for the animals. They need to eat as well.” 

 Martin grinned at the still wide eyed slaver leader. He saw the brief flicker in his eyes over Martin’s shoulder and then back again, “Not you friend.” He spoke softly. “Hanging is too good for you.”
Martin returned to his feet and looked at Vengal as he drew out the Shakur fighting knife from the sheath on his right thigh. He held out the blade to Vengal. “He is yours General.” Martin spoke. “Do not toy with him, but relieve yourself of the revenge in your blood before it destroys you.”

“My daughter is probably dead!” Vengal snapped. “Revenge is all I have left.”

Martin shook his head slowly. “Anuk is very much alive.” He replied quietly, so that only Vengal could hear him. He saw the elf’s eyes go wide at this news. “She’s injured, but she is being cared for. My brother is bringing her to you.”

“Where? How?” Vengal gasped.

“That is not important.” Martin told him. “Only that she is safe and will be returned to you in a few days. They have to walk quite a distance because of where they are, but we are monitoring their progress.”

“You… you have known this all along?” Vengal asked.

Martin nodded. “And for now that is how it will remain. Tell no one, or we put at risk two people we both care a great deal for.” Martin looked at the slaver. “Now kill him and get it out of your system before your hatred causes more damage than you intend it too.”
Vengal stared at martin for a long moment. “You… you are unlike any man I have ever known.” He spoke.

Martin grinned. “Careful… words like that sound much better coming from Dysea’s lips and not yours.”

Vengal could not help the smile that split his face. He looked at the knife Martin had handed him and flipped it in his hand returning it to Martin pommel first. “You have given me back hope Martin Hunter.” He said calmly. “I no longer need blood to sate my anger, only to feel my arms around my daughter once more.”

Martin nodded and took the knife. He looked at him briefly before his arm whipped out with the speed of a striking pit viper. Vengal heard the wet thud and soft grunt and his eyes went wide as the leader of this group of slavers slowly keeled over, the Shakur imbedded to the hilt in his forehead. Vengal allowed his eyes to slowly turn back to Martin. 

“You… you never intended to hang him did you?” Vengal spoke.

Martin met his eyes as Ealin stepped from behind him to lean over the slavers body. He spit on the man’s lifeless form before yanking the blade out of his head and wiping it clean on the man’s shirt.

“I told you… I made a promise. And I just kept it. Why don’t we move to Ash Fork and you can see the general set up of our settlements. We have about two hours before Ben returns to take us back to Eden.” Martin answered him as he took the Shakur back from Ealin. Martin looked up into the cloudless sky as he motioned Vengal to where Thon’hin and Charles waited in the light Hopper.

It is done brother. He cast out the words with his mind.

LAS VEGAS/PHOENIX INTERSTATE TUNNEL


It is done brother.
The words echoed in Danny’s mind and he allowed a small smile to pry his lips apart. He nodded his head and turned back slowly to see Anuk moving up behind him, navigating the fallen rocks and rusted hulks of the four hundred plus year old vehicles that jammed the tunnel.

Dan felt the burning in his blood for her, and had ever since he had smelled the scarf given to him by Vengal in the Raptor. Her rust colored red hair was dirty and grimy, her face dusty but determined. It had taken all of his will power to ignore the sight of her naked breasts while he treated her wound. To him, her body was a wonderland that he wanted to explore for hours on end. Her cinnamon scent filled his senses every waking moment. This was the woman he wanted for his mate. Having her Danny knew would complete the most powerful urge and need he had as an animal hybrid Genome, or whatever he truly was and that was to find a mate. He had felt Dysea become one with their small group this morning, her mind melding with his and the others, bringing a soothing warmth to all of them. His brother had chosen well as the Alpha male of their pack. Dysea’s essence and spirit bespoke of intelligence and strength. She was the first to have joined them in nearly a decade, and after the loss of so many of their brothers and sisters in Mountain City, Dysea was like a breath of fresh air. Dan smiled to himself, happy that Martin had found the first of his eternal mates. He didn’t know who else his brother coveted, but he knew there was one other female who stirred his blood in the same fashion as the Wood Elf Queen, and perhaps more. 
Martin had always been the most private of their group, perhaps because he was the first and older than all of them by a few hours. While many of their pack would open their minds to the group on occasion, Martin always kept his secrets and desires walled behind mental shields that were impervious to anyone within the pack. There had been challenges to his leadership, especially after they had turned the other members of their Genome unit to keep them from the disease that had ravaged the Genome units across the globe. None of them had come close to succeeding, and over the years they had all come to trust Martin to lead them without fail. Dysea was the only one he knew of to ever have broken through the barriers his brother had in place, and that proved to all of them that she would be a worthy Alpha female in terms of power and wisdom.

Dan shook his head as he realized Anuk had reached where he was standing and was staring at him. Her cinnamon scent washed over him as he looked at her.

“What?” Anuk asked.

Dan smiled. “Justice has been served.” He replied softly. “Let’s keep moving; those medical supplies are just ahead, and hopefully some real food.”

Anuk watched him turn away from her and continue forward. She watched him for a long moment, marveling at how he moved so lightly for a man his size. This was a very different man than she was used to dealing with. When he looked at her, Anuk saw a burning desire in his dark eyes. An almost animal like craving that wanted to possess her, and even though Anuk hardly knew this black skinned giant, she found herself wanting to lose herself in that craving. She knew what lust and savagery looked like in a man’s eyes, and that was not what she saw in Daniel’s dark eyes. It was a different kind of lust… and for reasons she could not explain… she reveled in the sensations that just being close to him caused to ripple through her. 
Anuk’s eyes followed him for another moment before she looked out across the expanse of the massive tunnel. The slight movement caught her attention as she shifted her eyes upward until she saw the dark military pack dangling high above them. The rope was holding it secure and it appeared to have been lower through some sort of shaft in the huge ceiling.

“Daniel! Look!” She called pointing to the pack high above them.

Dan followed her motion and he grinned as he saw the pack. Now he just had to find a way to get it down. He gripped the K-12 and pulled it from the web holster on his leg and reached into his vest for the silencer. He looked over to glance at Anuk and froze, his eyes going wide. She was standing with her feet slightly apart and aiming her handgun at the ceiling.

“Anuk! No!” He shouted.

The sharp report of the 40mm shot rang out in the tunnel like rolling thunder, the echo caroming through the huge tunnel like a wave. Danny watched the rope holding the pack snap and the black bundle fell the two hundred meters to the tunnel floor, landing in a cloud of four hundred year old dust. Dan saw the brightness of Anuk’s face and the pride in what she had accomplished. She scampered toward where he moved to collect the pack, his eyes searching the darkness far ahead of them as he squatted next to the pack on the tunnel floor.
“I did it!” Anuk exclaimed as she came up. “I always was a good shot my father told me.”

Dan turned to look at her, his eyes filled with anger. Anuk’s smile vanished instantly. “That was a singularly stupid thing to do!” He snapped at her.

“I was trying to help Daniel!” She snapped back on the defensive. “I thought you would be happy!”

Dan lifted his K-12 and the silencer. “No sound!” He hissed. “Our voices don’t carry more than a hundred meters or so. The sound of a gunshot will echo off these walls for hours! Anyone or anything that calls these tunnels home now knows that something else is down here, namely us!” Dan bent over and snatched up the pack. “Fuck!”
He turned again as his keen eyes began searching for a place to hole up until he was sure that nothing was coming down the tunnel. His eyes found the small crevice that appeared to be an old toll booth of some sort. He grabbed Anuk’s arm. “C’mon.” He barked pulling her towards the crevice.

SALINA


Tarifa stood among the crowd of people in Salina’s main square; her eyes searching the many faces for any sign of someone she hoped would be here. There were smiling and cheering men, women and children as they greeted their Queen, but not who she wished for. Aihola sensed this from her and leaned close to her ear.

“Ka uk zhah 'zil imposing 'zil dos inbal descibed ussta ssinssrigg,” Aihola spoke to her in Drow. “Uk orn'la kyorl hwuen klezn inbal calmed p'los contacting dos.” (If he is as imposing as you say my love, he would wait until things have calmed before contacting you.)


Tarifa looked at her and nodded with an impish grin. “Thank you Nya Istel.” She replied softly. “My head is not my own.”

Tarifa turned as Kadeem made his way through the crowds and bowed to her and the ministers behind her. “My Queen, Salina welcomes you and the esteemed Ministers to our humble city.”


Tarifa nodded her head politely. “You honor me Governor.” She spoke.


Kadeem smiled. “We have prepared a rather elaborate feast my Queen. Perhaps you would prefer to freshen up in the private quarters we have assigned for your use while here in Salina. They are on the eastern side of our fair city, and the most defensible as I already confirmed with Dragoon Commander Cantel.”


Tarifa detected the very subtle shift in his tone and she smiled. “That would be very welcome Governor, as long as the Commander approves. And you have arranged similar accommodations for my guests Governor?”


“Of course my Queen, however they are in the western portion of the city near where our merchant market is.” Kadeem spoke. “I assumed they would want to busy themselves with what Salina has to offer. I hope I assumed correctly.”


Tarifa looked at the three Ministers standing behind and to her right. “Minister Raloa, does that meet with your approval?”


Raloa nodded slowly, “Of course my Queen.” He spoke.


Tarifa nodded. “Governor, my husband Commander Telan may be joining us in a day or so. Please inform your security he is to be directed to our quarters when he arrives.”

Kadeem nodded, “As you wish.” He motioned with his hand, “If you will allow me the honor of escorting you to your quarters my Queen. My Assistant Governor will guide the Ministers.”


Tarifa smiled and took his arm. “Please… I would like that.”


Raloa looked at Treblar and Thimina. “I didn’t realize that Telan would be joining us.” He spoke.


“Nor did I.” Treblar spoke.


Minister Thimina nodded her head. “Tarifa mentioned it to me just before we left. Telan may be able to break away from the training exercise he is on, and he will come directly here.”


“She did not mention this in the Council session.” Treblar spoke.


“It is not something a woman would think to discuss with other men. Telan is her husband, and it came up among other things that women talk about.” Thimina replied with a smile.  


They watched as the young looking elf stepped up to them, “If you will accompany me Ministers.” He said.


Raloa turned one last time and saw that Kadeem was pointing out something inane along the street he and Tarifa were walking along. Raloa shrugged. Kadeem was in their pocket anyway, and should Tarifa attempt to do something out of character, they would be informed immediately. Raloa was not entirely convinced that she had done this dramatic turn around in only a few short weeks.


Tarifa smiled at the young child that greeted her as they walked, Cantel and Aihola the only others with them. Tarifa held tightly to Kadeem’s arm.


“Are they here?” She asked softly, all the while maintaining the charming smiling face to the crowd that gathered along the streets.


“They are waiting for you my Queen.” He answered, the fake smile never leaving his face.


“The Ministers?” She asked.


“They will be attended to my Queen.” He spoke softly. “Any of them would have to cross almost the entire city to reach where you will be staying. Any number of a hundred of my people would set off a prearranged alarm should they get within ten blocks.”


“It seems you have taken it upon yourself to become quite close with those in Eden City Governor.” Tarifa said.


Kadeem looked at her, sudden worry in his eyes. “I did it… I did it for my people my Queen. Those that follow the Falre Lome protect us from the few small scum that still hide within the mountains. We have prospered more in the nearly half year trading with them than the last decade with the other High Elf cities. I…”


Tarifa held up her hand. “You mistake my comment for criticism when it was merely an observation. I am in no way angry with what you have done, and in truth it is I who should be apologizing to you for neglecting the outlying cities as much as I have.”

“You have not been yourself these last months my Queen.” Kadeem told her.


“Do you know how many other High Elf cities have been secretly trading with Eden?” Tarifa asked.


Kadeem looked at her, “Five others that I know of my Queen.” He answered honestly. “But as Eden City grows, more free settlements come under their wing.”


“What do you mean?” Tarifa asked intrigued.


“You must see Eden City for yourself my Queen. I have been there several times and it is a place of wonder. Children play in the streets, humans and elves stroll in the parks together. They work side by side. It is amazing.”


“And these free settlements you mentioned.” Tarifa asked.


“At last count twenty-three settlements have formed.” Kadeem spoke. “We trade with many of them. They number from several hundred to the largest of thirteen thousand in terms of population, humans and elves alike. They have built much smaller versions of Eden City, and receive both financial and military support from Eden.”


“Financial support?” Tarifa asked. “How is that possible? Eden City and the Falre Lome are still only rumors in most circles. How could Martin have established a financial system already?”


“I do not know the details my Queen, only that it is so.” Kadeem answered. They stopped outside the large three story concrete home. Tarifa looked at it, seeing the fresh flowers adorning the balconies above, and the recent security measures that had been put in place, to include cameras and motion sensors. “It is the oldest building within our walls.” Kadeem told her. “It is said that there are many tunnels that dot the landscape below our city, and some that even come up into this very building.”

Tarifa looked at him when he said that and she saw the glint of knowledge in those eyes. She smiled and bowed her head. “I’m sure they are just myths governor.” She spoke.


Kadeem met her smile, “Perhaps.” He bowed his head. “I will return to escort you and the others to the celebration just after dark. It promises to be an incredible party.”


Tarifa watched him blend back into the streets. Cantel stepped forward and looked at Tarifa. “My Queen… I am going to do a sweep of the perimeter. I will take up position at the front door when I am finished, and insure you are not disturbed.”


Tarifa nodded, “Thank you Cantel, for everything.”


Tarifa turned back to look at the home and reached out with her hybrid senses, trying to detect any scents that were familiar to her. A small smile split her lips as Aihola stepped up next to her. 


“Who do you smell?” She asked, knowing what Tarifa was doing.


“Dysea is here, but her scent is… it is different somehow.” Tarifa answered. “I believe it is Anja with her and Radama too.” Tarifa opened her eyes. “Martin’s scent is very weak, as if he is far away.”

Aihola nudged her forward. “We must go in my love.” She whispered. “It would look silly to remain out here and continue to stare at the walls.”


Tarifa looked at her and almost laughed. They moved to the front door which was already open and walked through it.


The windows in the dining room were covered by thick silk curtains to block the bright sun in the east. It also did not allow for anyone to see into the room, and this is where Tarifa found Dysea and the others waiting. She stopped only momentarily as she watched Dysea rise from the chair. There was something different about her, something powerful and almost animal in nature. This was not the same Dysea who had left her weeks earlier. This Dysea was even leaner and more toned than before, her hair sparkling in the light. Her skin almost glowed in radiance, and her emerald eyes were far brighter than Tarifa remembered. When she saw the smile spread across Dysea’s face those thoughts were forgotten and they moved quickly to embrace.


“Dysea!” Tarifa gasped, squeezing the shorter woman in her arms and feeling the extraordinary power of Dysea’s embrace. 

Dysea released her quickly with a slightly embarrassed smile. “Forgive me Tarifa. I forget my strength.”


Tarifa looked at her, holding her hands. “You… you are different Dysea.” She spoke.


“I will tell you and Aihola more when we have more time.” She spoke. “It is so very good to see you.”


It was as if two giddy school girls had discovered one another again as they launched into a series of questions and answers directed at each other. Anja couldn’t help but smile as she stood to the side. She saw the tall Drow female, taller than her own five foot three anyway, watching carefully and walked up to her.


“You must be Aihola.” She said holding out her hand.


Aihola gazed at this petite red head and rightfully deduced there was more to this stunning young woman than any first glance would tell. She was not entirely human, as her aura was a lighter shade of green than normal humans. She took the hand and found the hand shake to be friendly and warm and accepting. Aihola began to relax then and she allowed a smile to touch her lips.


“Yes. I am…”


“You’re Tarifa’s lover Aihola.” Anja spoke quickly but with a bright smile. “Yes I know. Her scent is all over you.”


Aihola turned a deep red, and thanked the gods it would not show through her ebony skin. “You are… you are a Genome?” She asked.

Anja shook her head, “A hybrid actually.” She answered, extremely comfortable with who and what she was. She saw the question in Aihola’s eyes and waved her hand. “It’s a long boring story.” She said. She held out the small box. “This is for you.”


Aihola looked at her oddly as she took the small box. “What is it?” She asked.


“It is a permanent solution to your… issue.” Anja replied as diplomatically as she could.


Aihola eyes grew wide at this news. She had never expected this, already consigning herself to having to take the drug Dysea had given her for the rest of her life. Her fingers trembled as they opened the box and she saw the small container with four pills in it.


“One pill a week for four weeks.” Anja told her. “It will counteract the chemicals in your body within one month and return your system to normal. It was quite easy to produce actually.” Anja stepped closer to her, apprising Aihola and liking very much what she saw. “That was all… that was all they did you?” She asked.


Aihola met her eyes. “It was enough.” She replied softly. “I was barely able to function as it was.”


Anja nodded. “True enough.” She spoke. “Forgive me for being forward, but we are not going to get many chances like this to talk and learn about each other. I just want to make sure I do all I can to help.” 

Aihola held up the small container. “This does far more than you know.” She replied. “That is all it will take, these small pills?” Aihola asked still disbelieving.


Anja nodded with a smile. “I do good work.” She spoke brightly.


Aihola found herself liking this human female immediately. She was honest and up front, and full of optimism, and very easy to look at. Aihola apprised her just as Anja had done seconds before and decided that yes, this woman could share her bed with Tarifa. 


“Anja… forgive me.” Tarifa’s voice spoke and Anja turned to embrace Tarifa.


Dysea looked at Aihola with her emerald eyes, and Aihola found she could not meet her gaze. “Dysea… I… I did not…”


Dysea stepped up to her and took her hands. “Never apologize to me Aihola.” She spoke. “You and Tarifa did only what your hearts told you to do. I do not hold any anger for you in my heart, quite the opposite in fact. We will talk more, but for now let us get going.”


Aihola looked at her, then to Tarifa who had a confused look on her face as well. “Where are we going?” Aihola asked.


Dysea smiled. “You did not think I came alone did you.” She said, “Radama?”

They turned and watched as Radama touched the wood cabinet that held the fine china. It slid to the side soundlessly, revealing a stone passageway that headed down.


Dysea looked at them as Anja and Radama entered the passageway, “This way.”


The tunnel angled downward at a ten degree slope, and was lit with torches every hundred feet or so. The stone walls were cool and worn smooth from centuries of use it seemed. The passageway took them along a twisting path and finally opened into a massive cave where the sunlight poured in from the huge opening in the side. They could see the MH-19 Raptor sitting idle on the ground, having flown into the mammoth opening in the cave and settling to the ground. They were easily two hundred feet above the floor of the cave, the stalactites far above their heads reaching easily fifty feet down from the ceiling.

Dysea led them down the path that had been carved into the rock and twenty minutes later they were on the same level as the Raptors. There were people standing around the ramp and Aihola slowed her steps as she recognized the taller Drow warrior. Tarifa picked up on this immediately and looked at her.


“Nya Istel?” She questioned. “What is it?”


“The Drow,” Aihola replied as they walked.

“You know her I take it?” Dysea asked as she fell in on the opposite side of Aihola, concern on her face now as well. 


Aihola nodded. “Yes.”


“Why do I sense there is something else in your voice Nya Istel?” Tarifa asked, slowing her steps even more, concern clearly on her face. “Is she a threat?”


Aihola looked at Tarifa and Tari’s words came back to her. She took a deep breath and smiled. “She is no threat Tarifa.” She answered.


“You are sure?” Dysea asked.


Aihola nodded. “We had a relationship many years ago.” Aihola spoke softly. “She was the dominant one.”


Tarifa looked at her. “Aihola… I thought that… I thought we were…”


Aihola met her eyes and even though she had shared pleasure with Dysea, it was Tarifa who she worried about upsetting. “It is not as you think ussta ssinssrigg.” She spoke softly. “Lynwe zhah equipped saph natha nesst.” Aihola’s lips curled up in a small sad smile, “Natha ves izznarg nesst. Il 'udtila naut zhaun vel'bol ol zhah ulu satiir vel'bol dos lu' Usstan satiir whol weth byr; Ol morfethen ilta hasstn foldraevals, Il zhah unable do'bauth l' culture d' udossta draeval p'los.” (Lynwe is equipped like a man, a very large man. She does not know what it is to feel what you and I feel for each other. It makes her angry sometimes, and she is unable to escape the culture of our past.)

“It has been a long time since you have seen her Aihola.” Tarifa spoke squeezing her hand. “Perhaps things will have changed.”


Aihola nodded, “Perhaps. That she would come with you now is very unlike her.” Aihola looked at Dysea. “Tari… where is he Dysea?”


“He will be waiting for you when we get to Eden.” Dysea answered. “He has been working closely with Julie the last week or so, and they were on a short mission this morning when we left. He is fairly busting at the seams to see you Aihola.” She said with a smile.


Aihola’s eyes smiled at that and she nodded. “I feel the same.” She said. “It has been…”


“Aihola!” Lynwe’s voice echoed loudly in the cave and they watched the tall Drow warrior move quickly to their small group.


Aihola hesitated and she felt Tarifa squeeze her hand once more in support. She had been with Lynwe many times, always as the submissive Drow. The times with her were for the most part quite pleasant, but there were times when her anger got the better of her and she could hurt you with as large a package of equipment that she had. It surprised her when Lynwe embraced her ever so gently and held her like a lost sister. She held Aihola in front of her with gleaming amber eyes. 


“You do not know how glad we were to discover you lived Little One.” Lynwe said softly. “Your brother and I sang a song that night.”


Aihola smiled because she could say nothing due to her loss of words. “How… how is Anari?” She asked finally.


Lynwe’s face changed just a little but she smiled. “She is well. She went with the flying ship to Martin Hunter’s base on the moon Aihola. I do not mind flying high, but that is beyond me. She jumped at the chance.”


Aihola now smiled genuinely. Anari had always been the more adventurous of the two of them and hearing the way Lynwe spoke of her with the emotion that she was caused Aihola to think perhaps Lynwe had changed.


They both heard Tarifa’s gasp beside them and they turned to look at her. Her sapphire eyes were wide and they were gazing towards the rear of the Raptor. Aihola followed her gaze, and was shocked to feel her breath catch in her throat as well as her eyes settled on the tall, heavily muscled man who had walked off the flying machine next to the much shorter and older elf. Tarifa’s gasp had caused him to turn, and Aihola saw his eyes then. Even the few dozen meters that were between them did not dim the brightness of those liquid dark brown eyes. In only a heartbeat Aihola knew what Tarifa meant when she spoke of this man.


Aihola saw that he did not even excuse himself from the older elf as he started toward them. Tarifa did not give him the chance and burst into a sprint towards Martin. He caught her when she leaped into his arms. It did not escape Aihola’s notice, or Dysea and Anja who stood next to her, that there was no kiss between Martin and Tarifa. It was an embrace of something not of passion, but of love with respect.


Tarifa’s heart sang as she felt Martin’s powerful arms crush her body to him, his face buried in her hair. They held each other for several minutes just like that, Tarifa actually suspended in the air in his embrace, the tears flowing from her eyes and splashing wetly onto his shoulder. For Tarifa, this was what she needed. Not the breath stealing kisses, or the pleasure of his enormous manhood, but simply the way his arms could hold her and make everything seem completely focused. She had not seen him in almost six months, and it now seemed like only yesterday. She pulled her head back slowly and took his face in her hands before kissing him very tenderly on the lips.


“Oh I have missed you Martin.” She spoke between sobs.


“No more than I have missed you Tarifa.” Martin answered, nuzzling her cheek with his nose. “It has been far too long since I have held you in my arms.”

Tarifa looked at him with a surprised but brilliant smile. “Your speech is improving Martin. You sound almost like an elf now.”


Martin burst out laughing and spun her around in his arms before setting her down and caressing her face. Everyone had given them a respectful distance and Martin gazed into her sapphire eyes. “How… how have you been Tarifa?” He asked softly.


“I was… I was almost lost Martin.” She answered him quietly. “If not for the support you and Dysea have for me, I would have been.”


“You are stronger than you know Tarifa. Never doubt that.” Martin told her. “And now you have someone that holds your heart, even more than I once did. That makes me very happy.”


Tarifa looked at him her eyes wide. “How… you can smell her can’t you?” She said with a small smile.

“She does smell quite tasty.” Martin answered returning the smile.


“Martin… I…” Tarifa spoke quickly, feeling the need to explain what had happened between her and Aihola.


Martin shook his head slowly. “Do not go there Tarifa.” He told her softly. “You have no need to explain yourself to me or to anyone. And as I’m learning you can not control what your heart tells you, so are you.”


“I… I do not wish you to think that I…” Tarifa said looking into his dark eyes. “My… our time together was…, but… Aihola…”

Martin took a deep breath and took her hands in his. “Walk with me.” He said softly, drawing her towards the front of the cave. Tarifa grasped his arm tightly and held it with both arms as they moved to the edge of the massive cave and looked out over the expanse of open landscape before them. The cave was easily three hundred feet off the floor of the valley, and it gave them an unobstructed view of the mountains.


“It is possible to love in ways not of physical pleasure Tarifa. I’m learning that as I go along, because it is what I feel for you. You… you have become like the sister I never had, the true sister.” He told her.

Tarifa smiled gently, still grasping his arm. “You have remade Dysea Martin.” She spoke softly. “It suits her you know, and her love and devotion to you wafts from her pores.”

“And I love her with equal passion and devotion, if not more.” Martin said. “She burns like a sun within my blood.”

“But you are not yet complete Martin; I sense that in you and her.” Tarifa touched a finger to his chest directly over his heart. “Not in here.”


Martin nodded slowly. “I know. I am hoping to rectify that one day.”


Tarifa glanced over to the Raptor and her eyes saw Anja standing at the bottom of the ramp, her Jade green eyes watching them. She turned back to Martin. “She still loves you Martin. With all that she is; as does Dysea. Do not wait too long, I don’t wish you to endure the pain I felt when I thought I had lost everything.”


“What about you Tarifa?” Martin asked looking at her. “Does this Aihola complete you?”


Tarifa nodded with a bright smile. “She does Martin. More than I am able to put into words.” She looked at him, putting her hand to his face. “I will always need you Martin, for your own words explain exactly as I feel.”


Martin’s eyes smiled at her. “But for you as well as me… our true souls reside with others.”


Tarifa couldn’t help but chuckle. “You do sound more like an elf Martin. My mother would be very impressed.”


Martin matched her laugh and nodded. “Normya, Dysea’s mother has said the same thing. It must be the company I’m keeping these days.”

“Aihola… Nya Istel… knows my feelings for you. The bond we share, and always will share, the three of us.” Tarifa spoke. “That she is strong enough to accept they will never change and she still loves me as she does; it is proof to me that I was destined to be with her; just as you were destined to be with Dysea.”


Martin nodded. “I do.” He spoke softly. “Her scent is clear and powerful. She is quite a find.”


Tarifa nodded. “And she burns within me, just as Dysea burns within you. And… and she sees in you what I do. And that is the future for all our peoples.”


Martin smiled and took her hands in his. “Yes well… that is something for another time and place perhaps. And as for right now let me show you what we have built. How much time do you have before you and Aihola need to return?”


Tarifa smiled, “Several hours. The celebration will not begin until dark.”


Martin nodded. “That is plenty of time.” He took her hand. “Follow me.”


Martin led her to the rear of the Raptor and they walked up inside, but not before Martin gazed at Anja for a long moment. Anja’s heart fluttered within the grasp of his eyes, but then he was gone and she was alone again. She started to walk up the ramp and stopped when Dysea stepped in front of her.


“I was wondering if perhaps you might be able to show me some of the martial arts moves you learned from Daniel and Julie after we have returned Tarifa and Aihola this evening.” Dysea spoke.


Anja looked at her. “Don’t you want to spend time with Tarifa?” Anja asked.


Dysea nodded. “Yes… but at the moment I would much rather spend that time with you.”


A flash of anger blossomed in Anja and her eyes flared. All things aside, regardless of her feelings, Anja would not be second fiddle to anyone. “Dysea I don’t want…”


Dysea could smell the anger on her before she even began to speak and she stepped closer to her. “No Anja…” She spoke, interrupting her words. “My intent is not what you think it to be.”


“It isn’t?” Anja asked.


Dysea remembered Martin’s words to her that morning as she gazed at Anja. “Perhaps in the future, if you are willing.” Dysea said boldly. “But I really would prefer to spend time with you, unless that is not your desire as well.”


Anja looked at her for a long moment. She knew without a doubt that she wanted Dysea, yet she also knew there was much more to her feelings for the blond elf than she was ready to admit to herself. She nodded with a small smile deciding that it could not hurt to spend time with her. “I… I think I would like that.” She said finally.

Dysea stepped even closer and touched Anja’s face with her fingers. The warmth of her finger tips sent an electric shock through Anja’s veins and she could not tear her eyes from Dysea’s face. “You have nothing to fear from me Anja?”

Anja lowered her eyes quickly. “That… that isn’t why I...” She said softly.

Dysea shook her head. “I can smell your desire for me as surely as you smell mine for you Anja.” She spoke softly, so that only Anja could hear her. Dysea had to be careful. She desperately wanted this woman, to feel her wrapped around her body, to taste her skin. There was an aura that surrounded Anja that even Tarifa did not have. It very nearly matched the aura that surrounded her beloved, and it drew her like a moth to the flame. Yet Dysea also wanted to know Anja in a way that transcended physical means, just as she now knew Martin. “We share something in common you and I Anja Peterson.” Dysea spoke softly; her words coming out like a soothing rhythm of soft music. “There are only two people who now hold sway over Martin’s heart Anja. Two people that he would give his very soul for if they asked him. I have come to realize that I am one of those people. I had no idea that I would feel attracted to the other in the way I am attracted to you. Yes… I want to taste you, explore you… but more than anything else I want to know you Anja. And I want to know what drives Nauta Melme and I to love and desire you so completely.”
Dysea turned quickly and walked up into the Raptor leaving Anja as she raised the ramp and contemplated her words. 

And I want to know what drives Nauta Melme and I to love and desire you so completely.
Anja’s eyes grew a little wider as the meaning of Dysea’s words finally hit her and she looked at Dysea as she sat down next to Aihola with a smile and they began to talk.

NEW MIAMI

Marcus entered Yuri’s beach front home, all of his senses alive. He could smell the pungent odor of sex and his keen ears picked up the muffled groans and harsh voices coming from the second floor. He had flown here from New Richmond as soon as he had dispensed with Minister Wiseman. The man had begged for his life for a full hour, the Chief Interrogator prolonging the agonizing pain of the acid covered blades and barbed whips. In the end the once proud Minister was a whimpering pile of bloody flesh and Marcus was satisfied. Wiseman’s body would never be found as it now resided in the bellies of several berserk Grizz beasts that were kept for disposing of unwanted evidence. Marcus would have preferred to take out his frustrations on Selene. The red headed whore had made him lose face, and that was something Marcus did not appreciate. It irked him that Wallace had been the one to kill her, more than likely after he had raped her endlessly. The human Admiral was almost as ruthless as Marcus was, but there was also something behind those calm blue eyes that Marcus didn’t trust.

His Mistress had summoned him here no doubt to punish him, and as he made his way up the stairs he knew how she was going to do it. The sounds of sex filled the hallway upstairs and Marcus walked to the room that he knew would be in use. He pushed open the door and the heat and smell of sex nearly bowled him over. It was a windowless room with only the large round bed in the center. Marcus clenched his fists tight as he saw what he had dreaded.


There were four Genome soldiers in the room, all of them naked and sweaty. The Colonel lay on the bed on his back. Yuri sat astride his lower body with her back against his chest. His hands were wrapped around her huge breasts and he was pawing them like an animal, pinching her nipples until she whimpered, his cock completely embedded in Yuri’s tight ass. There was a black genome above her, grunting and slamming his own cock deeply into Yuri’s sopping pussy, each powerful plunge into her depths causing copious amounts of male and female juices to squirt hideously from around his pounding shaft. Her lower body was covered in dark bruises from where their hands had squeezed her skin so tight they broke blood vessels beneath the skin. Judging from the amount of bruising Marcus guessed they had been fucking his Mistress for at least a full day. Her taut olive skinned body was slick with sweat that mingled with cum. They had obviously been spewing their loads all over her velvet skin at their leisure.

The reason for her muffled cries became evident when he saw the second black genome standing over her head, his fist tangled in her radiant black hair and he was savagely ramming his nearly ten inch cock deeply into her throat. Horrible gagging sounds filled the room every time he brutally rammed his cock in, and all it was doing was spurring him on. He held her long black hair and was pulling on it viciously, forcing her head back further so he could shove more of his cock into her beautiful mouth. Her silky throat was distended abnormally and Marcus could almost see the thick shaft invading her mouth without regard.

The fourth genome was kneeling next to the pile of bodies madly stroking his glistening cock and preparing to explode over his Mistress’s red and bruised breasts. He was the first to cum, his chest swelling with air as he leaned over her beautiful chest and large nipples and sprayed a huge amount of cum over her bouncing breasts. The thick white liquid coated her breasts completely, running down between her firm globes to saturate and pool on her abdomen.


“Fuck yeah! Swallow it all bitch!” The black genome grunted as he rammed his cock deeper into Yuri’s mouth and his large balls pulsed with a life of their own as they unloaded an enormous load of cum into her throat. Yuri gagged terribly, her throat flexing and swallowing, trying to keep up with the flow to no avail. Long strands of his cum spilled from her ruby red lips obscenely spread around his erupting cock, rolling back onto her face and into her silky hair.

A third grunt of release and the black genome fucking her tight pussy slammed into her one final time, his ass clenching in release as he spewed deep inside her beautiful cunt. Only the Colonel remained and as his team mate slowly climbed off the bed, his hands lifted Yuri by her beautiful ass cheeks. Her eyes flew open, her lips still locked around the thick black cock in her mouth as he lifted her hips until only the head of his enormous cock remained inside her. Marcus knew what was coming next and he shut his eyes tightly. The Colonel shifted his hands and lifted his hips off the bed while pulling Yuri’s hips down savagely. Her hands shoved the black genome away from her mouth and she screamed as that nearly fourteen inch cock savaged her beautiful ass, plunging into her with no regard for pleasure. The Colonel was only worried about getting himself off, and he repeated this action four more times, each time her scream cutting through Marcus as easily as any knife. Yuri was cumming continuously, her sweet juices spilling from her battered pussy like a gushing faucet.


Fuck yeah! Here it comes boys!” The Colonel yelled out. He reached around the front of her body and grabbed her firm melons viciously, pulling her body down even harder upon his cock. Marcus opened his eyes in time to see his balls swell massively and then Yuri’s eyes flew open, filled with tears and she squealed like a pig stuck on a barbecue spear as the Colonel’s hot cum erupted within her bowels like a fire hose.

Then it was over and Marcus had to watch as the Colonel rolled over on top of Yuri, pulling his thick softening cock from her now stretched asshole with a loud plop. He slapped the long shaft against her ass cheeks several times and his men chuckled in amusement. Yuri groaned in a contented hum, stretching her lithe body on the bed and sat up slowly.


“I must say boys; it has been an extremely fun time.” Yuri spoke now, her voice still tingling in the aftermath of her orgasm. We will have to do this more often I can tell.”

“Whenever you direct us Madam President,” The Colonel snickered. “Next time I can bring more of my men.”


Yuri smiled seductively as she threw her long legs over the side of the bed. Marcus noticed that the sheets were covered in more cum and soaked with sweat and bodily fluids, indicating they had been fucking his Mistress for longer than he first thought. “Now that sounds absolutely divine.” Yuri purred. “Make yourselves some food before you leave boys. I wouldn’t want it to get out that I left you all depleted of energy and didn’t feed you.”


The four genomes chuckled as they headed for the door. They all snickered at him as they moved past carrying their clothes, completely oblivious to the fact they were naked. The genome Colonel stopped at the door, his gray eyes burning into Marcus for a split second. “I will report back as soon as our mission is accomplished Madam President.” He called back over his shoulder.


“Thank you Colonel.” Yuri spoke getting to his feet. “Please leave instructions that I am not to be disturbed for at least another four hours. That is how long it will take Colonel Marcus here to lick my body clean I believe. He likes to take his time.”


The Colonel laughed as he brushed past Marcus. “Yes ma’am.”


“Come in Marcus.” Yuri spoke sweetly. “I believe you know what to do for failing to capture and kill one old man, his wife and a dozen or so elf slaves. I am beginning to lose faith in your abilities Marcus.”

“They had assistance Mistress.” He spoke.


“Yes… so I understand.” Yuri replied moving to the blank wall and pressing her hand against it. The wall pushed back and exposed a large bar and Marcus watched as she poured a fair amount of the red liquid into the glass. She lifted it to her lips and drank heartily before pouring another and turning to look at him, her dark eyes cruel.


“The local security detachment commander refused to authorize the storage of anti-air missiles in their armory.” Marcus spoke. “With those I could have shot down the helicopters and killed any who survived the crashes.”


“Does this commander still live?” Yuri asked.


“I slit his belly open myself Mistress.” Marcus spoke savagely.


Yuri walked up to him, reaching out with her hand to stroke his face as she glided around him. “And your excuse for allowing an elf sympathizer to infiltrate the highest levels of our government?”


“Selene Torcrum’s appointment was not within my purview Mistress, you now that?” Marcus spoke. “Am I to blame now for allowing her the access she had when I was not even in New Richmond for her appointment?”


“You have overall command of the New Richmond Security Force.” Yuri spoke, still moving around him. “The background checks on the ministers are to be conducted every six months and reviewed by you. Was this not done?”


“It was Mistress. Nothing came back to red flag Selene’s actions or sympathies.” He answered. 


“So we have had a half elf on our Council Board for several years now and you knew nothing about it?” Yuri asked.


Marcus looked at her, “Mistress?”


Yuri smiled. “Ah… you didn’t know she was a half elf did you Marcus?”


“No Mistress I didn’t.” He answered, taken completely off guard.

“That’s because you did not look hard enough.” Yuri finished. “I’m only sorry that she did didn’t live and return with you. I would have enjoyed tasting her before I killed her.” She walked to the bar and refilled the glass. “What did you think of Wallace?”


“He is the true power behind the throne Mistress.” Marcus spoke.


Yuri nodded. “Yes he is.” She spoke. “The question is; who does he serve? Will he be friend or foe? The resources on that station could be a great boon for us. What is your opinion?”


“I do not believe we should trust him Mistress.” Marcus replied.


“Why?”


“He is motivated only by power.” Marcus replied. “The more he has the more he will want. I believe he will be a threat to the Alliance, and to you.”


Yuri laughed. “Wallace is human and therefore no threat to me.” She spoke. “However, you are correct that he could be a threat to the Alliance. I did not know him well in my time on EDEN but what I saw I did not like. We will deal with him for now. If he becomes a problem we will simply take back the station from him. Have you been able to locate the ruling elves?”


“All but Dysea,” Marcus replied. “I reviewed the reports from my agents before coming here Mistress. Dysea’s whereabouts are unknown, though it is possible that she could be dead. The others shift locations frequently, but we have all of their safe houses marked.”


“And what of the plan that involves the High Elf whore Tarifa?” Yuri spoke.


Marcus looked at her. “It is proceeding according to schedule.” He answered. “The Wood Elf Queen assures our people that they will be ready to attack in two months time.”


Yuri nodded. “It will be rewarding to finally kill that bitch and destroy the two largest elf factions in this country. Once we have secured North America we can expand our other international operations.”


“Yes Mistress.” Marcus said, his amber eyes now gazing upon Yuri with undisguised lust. This always happened. If he remained in her presence for too long, the lust overtook him and he would do anything she commanded just to taste her flesh.

Yuri smiled knowingly. “I see you have finally worked yourself into frenzy.” She ran her tongue seductively over her lips moistening them. “Come Marcus… I grow tiresome of all this cum on my body. Clean me with your tongue as your punishment, and perhaps I will reward you.”


Marcus turned and closed the door behind him before turning back to his Mistress. He was hers to command.

SALINA

Tarifa stood on the balcony of the home in Salina, holding a steaming mug of tea in her hands. The thin robe wrapped around her naked body as she stared at the early morning stars and let the cool breeze play across her flesh.

Her trip to Eden City had been unlike anything she had ever experienced. She and Aihola had sat in the cockpit of the Raptor as they approached Eden City, their eyes growing ever wider as the size and scope of what they saw began to hit them. The influx of humans and elves in the last month alone had caused Eden to expand in size to double what Junction City once was. And after they had landed and were taken around the city in an open Hopper they got an idea just how much. It stunned them both to see elves and humans walking on the streets, shopping at the many stores and even sitting in outdoor cafés laughing and actually spending time together. They could hear the laughter of children, and the hum of construction from all across the city as new buildings and facilities were going up almost weekly. Two fully staffed hospitals operated around the clock, with the one large university that had been built in the center of the city now finished with students rushing to classes across the lush green campus.

The homes were modest, yet very comfortable. Tarifa noticed that no one lived in pompous luxury and it seemed that everyone worked. The city teemed with life. She and Aihola also saw the factories on the outskirts of the main city, producing everything from furniture to the machines of war. It was rare to see anyone walking the streets without some sort of firearm, and it appeared as if everyone knew how to use them.


When Martin showed her the Command Center, the heart of Eden City itself, she was speechless. Twenty-three settlements across two and a half states, numbering from several hundred to thirteen thousand strong, just as Kadeem had told her. All of them linked directly to this one building. A single call for assistance and forces from Eden City would be moving in minutes. And she discovered how they had established such a huge financial wealth. They had started from the beginning and raided every old government place of its precious metals, gold, silver, rubies, everything. With this as their backing, one of the first things they had done was print new money. It was this money that they used in trading with the free settlements and other elf cities. When not trading with Eden, the settlements and elf cities used the Alliance credits, but since many of them were now getting almost everything they needed from Eden or one of its free settlements, their stock of Alliance credits was growing, and since the elf cities did not trade directly with the Alliance, their coffers were overflowing. In only six months, Eden and the free settlements aligned with her had become far richer then all twenty-two High Elf cities combined.

It was these things that were running through her mind as she stood on the balcony. Aihola was asleep in their bed, leaving Tarifa to gaze at the stars and bring her mind into focus. The banging on the door downstairs shook he rout of her thoughts and caused her to whirl around. She moved quickly into the bedroom only to see Aihola scrambling to throw some clothes on.


“Vel'uss orn'la doer ghil a nindol klew'kin,” Aihola spoke in the ancient Drow language. She and Tarifa had taken to speaking only the ancient tongue when alone, as they felt it brought them closer together. (Who would come here at this hour?)

Tarifa smiled as she watched Aihola pull the thin robe similar to hers on over her luscious body and a small surge of pleasure swept through her loins. “Ka dos insist pholor maintaining nindel gyot udos orn neitar ragar doeb Jabbress; Usstan orn tlu ichl noamuth wund dosst siltrin ulu an'yui l' dobor.”  She spoke. (If you insist on maintaining that pose we will never find out Mistress. I will be too lost within your flesh to answer the door.)


Aihola pulled the robe on with a smile and stepped up to her, drawing her into an embrace, pressing their bodies together. “'Zil tempting 'zil nindel ul'tro ussta bronretla rothe, having dosst ilhar ragar udossa while dos ph' pleasuring uns'aa orn'la naut endear ilta ulu uns'aa wun jala i'dol.” (As tempting as that sounds my wonderful slave, having your mother find us while you are pleasuring me would not endear her to me in any way.)

Tarifa laughed softly, “But think of the pleasure Mistress.” She said, leaning forward and kissing her soft pink lips.

Aihola squeezed her firm ass tightly. “I am trying not too. At least until we discover who is banging on the door at this early hour. Perhaps when I get rid of them you can show me how much you have learned.”


“I look forward to that Mistress.” Tarifa spoke.


Aihola kissed her gently, “As do I.”


Aihola went to the door and her fingers closed around the short barreled automatic on the dresser before she went out into the hallway. She descended the stairs quickly and moved to the door, standing to the side and looking out the small window. She pounded the control panel on the wall and lifted the automatic into the face of Minister Thimina before she brought her hand down again.


“Bang on the door again woman and you will not be able to use your arm for a full day!” Aihola snapped, the automatic not wavering an inch from Thimina’s surprised face. She saw a Dragoon move up behind Thimina.


“I tried to stop her, but she would not listen.” The Dragoon spoke.


Aihola’s amber eyes glared intently at Thimina. “Why are you here at this hour? The Queen still sleeps! Not even the insects are awake yet. Speak quickly before I lose my temper.”


The older elf woman smiled in the dim light coming from inside. “I would like to speak with Tarifa.” Thimina spoke.


“At this hour woman? You must be insane.” Aihola replied. “Are all the High Elf Ministers as lacking in protocol as you?”

“It is very important.”


“So is the sun rising in the morning,” Aihola snapped. “That does not mean it can be rushed.”


“Are you always this protective of the Queen?” Thimina asked calmly. “Or is it because you are the Bounded Lover of our Queen and you are protecting her for some other reason.”


Aihola’s face didn’t change. “What nonsense do you speak woman?”


“There are but three or four who know the significance of the braids you and Tarifa wear in your hair Aihola.” Thimina said calmly, clasping her hands behind her back. “I just happen to be one of them. L' joining d' vesdrac, I believe it’s called.” (The Joining of Souls)


Aihola’s eyes went wide now. “How… how do you know that?” She demanded.


“It is a very moving ceremony if I am not mistaken.” Thimina said. “We will have to insure it is conducted soon so that it means something to others as well. I am not your enemy Aihola. And I am certainly not Tarifa’s enemy.”


“Nya Istel let her in.” Tarifa’s voice carried softly from behind her.


Aihola lowered the weapon slowly, as Tarifa stepped up behind her. She moved to the side and allowed Thimina to enter the hallway just inside the house, the door sliding shut behind her.


Tarifa looked at Thimina and sipped her tea calmly. “Would you like a cup of tea Minister Thimina?” Tarifa asked. “It’s fresh; I brewed it within the last hour.”


Thimina looked at Tarifa, realizing she was on very dangerous ground here. She had been watching Tarifa for months, knowing that something was wrong with her early on. She was not the strong willed young Queen that everyone had come to expect, and she and Treblar had spoken many times in private about this. It was only after this Drow Assassin had come into her life had things changed. The old Tarifa had returned, but there was something decidedly different about her. “You… you must trust me greatly to allow me into your realm here.” Thimina spoke softly.


Tarifa smiled sweetly, “Not at all Minister.” She spoke very calmly stepping up to her. “You will leave this house now in only one of two ways. You will leave as an ally, or you will leave dead. Nya Istel and I are very private when it comes to our relationship, at least for the moment.”


Aihola’s hand came up and the automatic pressed to her temple. “I will not miss.” Aihola growled her amber eyes filled with fire. “And I will know if you are lying.”


Thimina felt the beads of sweat begin to form on her forehead as she froze her every movement. Her eyes cut to Tarifa as she stepped in front of her and sipped her tea again. “Why are you here?” Tarifa asked.


“We… Minister Treblar and I wish… we wish to see Eden.” Thimina spoke softly, her throat dry and her voice barely a whisper.


Aihola jacked back the hammer on the automatic in that instant, Tarifa holding the tea in her hands as it froze on the way to her lips. She looked at Thimina, cocking her head slightly to the side.


“And what exactly is this Eden?” Tarifa asked after a brief moment.


“I am no fool Tarifa.” Thimina snapped.


Aihola pressed the automatic harder against her temple. “You will be a dead fool if you do not watch your tone!”


“Tarifa… we are… we are not your enemies!” Thimina spoke quickly, knowing her very life depended on what she said in the next few minutes. She had underestimated the protectiveness and the ruthlessness that Aihola and Tarifa would display, and she knew that the truth was her only way to stay alive, for neither of them would hesitate in splattering her brains all over the wall she stood next to.


“We were with you Tarifa!” Thimina pleaded, “When we first met Martin Hunter! We were with you!” 


“And this grants you some sort of acceptance why?” Tarifa asked. “There are only three people who I trust absolutely Minister. And only one of them stands in this room with you and I. May I suggest you begin to make me understand why you have come here, before Nya Istel’s finger becomes fatigued and she pulls the trigger.”


“There are four Ministers still loyal to you Tarifa!” Thimina spoke quickly. “The others have sold out our people! When we saw what had happened to you, the drugs Telan had given you, we thought all was lost! And then… and then Aihola came into your life and you became yourself again, but you were different. You accepted your marriage to Telan, which the four of us knew you would never do willing.” Thimina met her bright sapphire eyes, “Unless you were playing a role for some other purpose.”


“Why should I stand here and listen to anything you have to say?” Tarifa said. “You allowed this to happen! You and the other Ministers have allowed our people to arrive at the brink of annihilation. We stand on the cusp of a war with the Wood Elves that neither of our people will win. And when we have destroyed enough of each other, the Alliance will sweep in and wipe us out completely! I am trying to save my people, and I will do what is necessary to make that attempt. But rest assured Minister… should I fail… Telan, his father and all those who have plotted against me… against our people… they will all die exquisitely painful deaths.”


“So you are playing a role?” Thimina spoke. 


“Of course I’m playing a role!” Tarifa snapped. “Nya Istel has more common sense in her big toe than Telan has in his entire putrid body!”


“Then allow… allow us to help you in whatever way we can Tarifa.” Thimina said softly.

“Treblar and I know that Martin Hunter and Dysea still live. We know they have built Eden. What everyone else dismisses as unsubstantiated rumor we know to be fact.”

“And how would you know this Minister?” Tarifa asked.


“Because Raloa and the others are idiots who wouldn’t know about something that didn’t line their pockets with Alliance credits until it leaped up and bit them in their faces!” Thimina snapped.


“Yet they still hold sway over many.” Tarifa said.


“Yes… but we need to change that.”


“I intend too.” Tarifa spoke firmly. “And I intend to do so very soon.”


“I know where they are keeping your brothers Tarifa?” Thimina spoke.


Thimina blinked and Tarifa was in front of her in that instant, her eyes having changed to the black outlined sapphire orbs, her fangs extending to their full half inch length. Thimina gasped and tried to step back, slamming into the wall as Tarifa pressed closer. Her face showed true fear now, and sweat began to break out across her entire face, her lips quivering.


“Minister Thimina… you stand over a maw of blackness at this moment. And it will claim you if you do not tell me where they are. Do not play games with me Minister, do not attempt to bargain for my favor, tell me where my brothers are and how this information came to you.” Tarifa growled.


Aihola smiled from where she stood. She was seeing her love in rare form, and to see the strength and conviction she was displaying at this moment, Aihola knew they were meant for each other.

“It was never my… it was never my intent to hold this information from you Tarifa.” Thimina spoke softly, fear dripping from her words. Tarifa could smell the fear wafting from her pores and she waited. “It was last week, I was returning to the Ministry building because I had forgotten some work. I saw Telan enter Raloa’s office acting very secretive. I found it suspicious and went to the door. I heard Raloa and Telan speaking, and then they contacted Telan’s father. I could hear that windbag say that Tareif’s sons were being held in a remote prison within the Wastes!”


“The Wastes!” Tarifa gasped, “Where in the Wastes?”

“In Kansas, a place called Dodge City.” Thimina spoke quickly. “I do not lie to you Tarifa.”

“Why should I believe you Minister?” Tarifa exclaimed. “You knew what was going on; what Telan and his father were doing to me. Why did you not stop it?”


“The four of us knew that we could not help you if we were dead.” Thimina replied. “We were ready to act in regards to the drugs, we had a plan, but Aihola stepped into the picture and did it for us.”


“So why come forward now?” Aihola asked.


“While Raloa and the others have dismissed these rumors in regards to the Falre Lome and Eden, we have not. We put out discrete feelers among certain people that we trust. Several reported back about Flagstaff falling, and then Cedar City. They said the cities were razed to the ground, the slavers butchered and the elves and human prisoners freed. The four of us knew that the only person with the skills and knowledge to do this was your Martin Hunter. We have contacts all over the High Elf cities Tarifa, they have told us of the trading going on between Eden and at least three of our cities that we know of. If we were your enemies Tarifa, this information would already be in Raloa’s hands.” Thimina told her. 


“Even if everything you say is true, I am limited in what I can do now.” Tarifa spoke. “While Minister Raloa accompanies us I can do nothing out of the ordinary.”


“Raloa is on his way back to Mountain City.” Thimina said. “He has a family emergency. His mistress has mysteriously fallen ill.”

Tarifa looked at the woman with a small smile, “Your doing?” She asked.


“We may only be four my Queen, but we are not entirely helpless.” Thimina answered. “You are not alone my Queen.”


“And what do you intend to do about the Dragoons with the Holy One?” Tarifa asked her.


“They have fallen mysteriously ill as well my Queen.” Thimina spoke. “If what Governor Kadeem tells me is accurate, they will not recover or wake up for at least four days. And it also appears that Telan will be contacting you this day to inform you he has to leave for New Salem. He will be gone four days as well.”


Tarifa glanced at Aihola quickly. “It seems you are able to do quite a bit for only four.” She said, still not convinced.


“I have come to you this morning because we have done everything within our power at this moment.” Thimina said slowly. “Once we realized you were coming to Salina we knew you had to be planning to meet with Hunter and Dysea. We knew that if we were going to act, it needed to be while you were outside of their grasp. Unfortunately… we have expended our resources in what we have done so far.”


Tarifa stared at Thimina for a long moment before her eyes shifted to Aihola, “Dosst ssiggrins ussta ssussun?” She asked in Drow. (What are your thoughts my light?)

Aihola looked at her, “Dos zhaun nindolen lodias alur taga Usstan Tarifa.” (You know these people better than I Tarifa.)

Thimina looked at Tarifa not knowing what to do. While she spoke a few words of the ancient Drow language, amazingly Tarifa appeared to be fluent in it, which was a great surprise as the language hadn’t been used in over two centuries. Not even the Drow that Thimina had known so long ago had used the language. It was thought to have died with their Elders. Thimina did not have any idea what they were discussing and it caused her fear to return.

Tarifa returned her gaze to Thimina, “Nya Istel… if you would be kind enough to ask the good Minister Treblar to come inside please.”


Thimina looked at Tarifa as Aihola moved for the door. “My Queen… he is not…”


Tarifa’s eyes glared at her once more. “Should we have an agreement Minister, to not lie to one another?” She snapped. “I can smell him outside the door… being held by my Dragoon guards.”


Thimina was silent as she absorbed this information. She could smell her fellow Minister through a steel door and even with the cool breeze. How…


Aihola motioned the very worried looking Treblar into the room, closing the door behind him. He lowered his eyes to keep from seeing how Tarifa and Aihola were dressed in only the near transparent robes.


Tarifa looked at him. “Good morning Minister Treblar.” She spoke.


“And to you as well my Queen,” He answered meeting her eyes. “Though I assume this is not cause for celebration?”


“Indeed.” Tarifa replied. “Minister Thimina has been kind enough to fill me in on your plans and your actions.” She spoke. “Now I feel I should fill you in on something as well.” Tarifa waited until their eyes were fixed on her. “I went to Eden City yesterday…” She spoke seeing their stunned expressions. “I saw Martin and Dysea for several hours. It was wondrous to be with them again, if only for a short time. Aihola and I were given a tour of the city they have built, as well as the other things they have accomplished in these last months. They trust me… they trust Aihola… they do not trust you. You’ve heard the rumors and stories of Lyca Ohtar?”

Thimina nodded slowly. “Yes… it is said this warrior can transform into a man wolf… a Ngauro.” (Werewolf)

“I will tell you now those stories and rumors are true. Martin and those who follow him have the ability to shift their shapes into Ngauros.” Tarifa saw the looks of disbelief on their faces. “I tell you this for two reasons… the first is that I am a member of their “pack” if you will; their circle of life. And by virtue of the bond that Martin and I share, Martin expressed to me yesterday before we left that Aihola is now considered a member of their “pack” as well.” Tarifa stepped forward towards them, her eyes fully changed and her fangs extended. “If you betray me… if you betray Aihola… if you betray us in any way… you betray Martin Hunter. I am one of three who have seen him change his form Ministers. Trust me when I tell you that no force on this planet will protect you from him. Not wind, nor rain, nor the thousands of Alliance troops that he may face, none of those things will save you from his wrath. He will hunt you down and strip the skin from your bones before he allows you to die. Do I make myself very clear?”

Thimina and Treblar could only nod their heads quickly in the affirmative. Tarifa smiled sweetly, completely oblivious to the threat she had just made, speaking as if it was the most natural thing in the world.


“Very well, I will contact Martin. I will ask him what you request, but it is he who will decide what is best for him and his people.” Tarifa spoke. She looked at Aihola. “Will you see them to the sitting room my love? I’ll contact Martin.”

Aihola nodded and motioned with the automatic towards the doorway further down the hall.

