CHAPTER FOUR
EDEN

TEN DAYS AFTER DISCOVERY

All of them had been awake and active for close to thirty-six hours now, and it showed in the state of their uniforms and the drawn look of their faces. They had spent the last week repairing the damage to EDEN and trying to gather as much information as they could about what had happened to them and to earth. All of them had data pads strewn in front of them, coffee pots and mugs spread all over the large table. Portable computer modules had been brought into the room to run dozens of different scenarios, all of which gave them the same result. Hundreds of high resolution photos were scattered across the table as well, ranging from photos of every country, to deep penetrating photos of the earth itself. Data pads full of results from every major sensor and radar scan that they could run were stacked sometimes six high on the table. Everyone was still trying to come to grips with the reality that had blindsided them all. Family, friends, anyone they had ever gone to school with, dated, grew up with, they were all long dead; husbands, wives, parents, children, siblings, all of them gone.

The information had been made known to EDEN’s crew of nearly eight thousand, and as they were still trying to recover from the effects of the comet’s passing and the near disaster that had occurred when the still as yet unidentified Raptor slammed into the control module, many of them had not yet stopped to consider the implications of what they had been told.


Admiral Wallace had brought in every division head on EDEN, and against his better judgment, had allowed Senator Graham and Kevin to attend the meeting they were now all gathered together again for. 


Bill banged his well smoked pipe against his coffee mug and silenced the conversations that were going on around the room. “Ok… let’s get started. Everyone grab a squat.” He waited while the officers and civilian scientists all settled into the chairs around the table. More chairs had been brought in for those that had not been included in their first meeting, and Richard and Kevin now sat on either side of Anja, who did not appear happy about that arrangement in the least.

“I’ll be honest,” Wallace spoke. “I don’t have a fucking clue where to begin, so let’s start with our status here. Frank?”


Colonel Wilson leaned forward in his chair. “EDEN is fully secure.” He spoke. “Repairs are continuing on damage to section thirty-four, but the integrity field has been repaired, and all the personnel with quarters in the three destroyed sections have been relocated. Thankfully those three sections were mainly used for low end experiments and were mostly empty. Sixty-two casualties, including eight critical burn victims, all of whom will recover fully thanks to Commander Peterson’s quick action getting them to the burn unit.”

Julie sat next to Dan on the other side of the table and she watched as Kevin reached out to take Anja’s hand and squeeze it. She smiled to herself when Anja withdrew her hand quickly and gave him a very dirty look. They had not seen her very often in the last week, and when they did she was treating a patient in the MED Center. She was intentionally avoiding them they knew, and even though they understood why, both of them were disappointed.

“If I may take a moment and interrupt Colonel?” Senator Graham spoke now. “I want to be sure that it is noted in the official Command Logs that Commander Hunter disobeyed his orders to evacuate the damaged section of EDEN so that Admiral Wallace could shut down the reactor. In my opinion he put the entire station at risk with his actions.”


Frank glared at Richard as he began typing into the data pad quickly. He finished within a minute and still looking at Richard he held it up. “Marty… you and Danny want to sign this?” He spoke tossing the pad down to Martin.


Martin grinned and touched the pad with his thumb before handing it to Dan who did the same with a smile. He handed it back to Martin who then tossed it back to Frank.


Frank looked at Richard. “The log is duly noted Senator.” He spoke before flipping the datapad onto a pile of others behind him. “I’ll make sure it gets sent out with the rest of our four hundred and seventy-eight year old logs, just as soon as we find out where to send them.”


William contained the laugh he wanted to let out before leaning forward in his chair. “I understand we are all under a lot of stress, but we need to work together. We’ve all seen Doctor Morrow’s hard figures and facts. What we need to do now is decide what to do.”


“We need to find out where the government is functioning from.” Richard spoke again. “And then we need to contact them.”


“Infra-red scans have picked up dozens of hot spots Admiral.” The CDO spoke now. His forehead was bandaged, blood still on the collar of his uniform. “We can’t get an exact count, but there are what appear to be population centers in quite a few cities across the country and the world. We’re picking up high altitude contrails from aircraft, but not in any great numbers and the consensus of my team is that commercial air traffic is not what it once was. There does seem to be an extensive rail system, much more than what we… what we remember, especially within the cities. Our high resolution photos have determined that these cities are advanced, as they appear similar to what we knew in many ways, but the population does not appear to be what it once was.” He finished his statement.


“My initial estimates have been refined somewhat,” Doctor Morrow spoke up. “But the original figures are accurate. Taking into account what our instruments here have been telling us of the damage for the last seven days, my staff and I concur that the world’s population has been cut in half if not more. The infra-red scans confirm this as well.”


“Good Marcus!” Richard Graham exclaimed.


“We’ve been trying to raise EDEN Ground Command for the last thirty-nine hours, ever since we got the main transmitter back online, but we’re getting nothing.” Frank spoke.


“Doctor Morrow, do you know how long would this atmospheric fire have lasted for?” Bill asked, turning to the nerdy doctor.


Morrow shrugged his slim shoulders. “It’s impossible to tell, but given the depth of the burn scoring on the Earth’s crust, we estimate at least two to five years.” He replied. “Anything on the surface would not have lasted more than a few days. Only men and women in deep bunkers and caves would have had a chance.”


“So it’s not unreasonable to assume that any surviving government officials would have deduced that EDEN was also destroyed and they would not have tried to contact us?” Bill said.


Morrow nodded. “It’s very likely Admiral. There is no way they could have contacted us regardless. The fire and heat would have disrupted any type of communications they may have attempted, and given the fact that EDEN was a newly commissioned base when the comet came, it stands to reason that any survivors who knew of our existence would come to the conclusion that the comet destroyed EDEN as well.”


“The communications we have been able to pick up suggest we need to proceed with extreme caution.” Julie spoke now leaning forward. “The Raptor crash took out our most powerful receiver, but all of our secondary receivers are getting the same thing. There appears to be a conflict occurring in the Midwest part of the United States, as we are picking up a lot of traffic between military units. Nothing we have ever heard of, but they are using military call signs and speak with military precision. We are also picking up some low band transmissions that indicate unfriendly activity spread across a wide area. We’ve picked up the terms slavery and elves numerous times.”


“Elves,” Bill asked shocked. “You mean like in children’s books?”


Julie shrugged. “Nothing concrete Admiral, but those terms were used in the same sentences quite a few times. Maybe it’s a code of some sort.”


“I don’t like the fact that slavery is being thrown around like it is.” Bill spoke.


Martin nodded. “That fact alone screams that we should be careful.” He spoke. “If we are over four hundred and fifty years into the future, we have no idea what type of climate is persistent on Earth right now. We can’t just dial up who we think is in charge and say Hi we’re from EDEN, and we’re back!”


“Why not,” Richard spoke. “I am a Senator of the United States, and I’m quite sure…”


“Excuse me Senator, but did you miss the part where we came four hundred and seventy-eight years into the future?” Martin asked. “We don’t even know if the United States still exists anymore.”


“Nonsense,” Richard answered. “All we need to do is contact whoever is in charge and let them know who we are. I can do the rest.”


“What are you suggesting Marty?” Admiral Wallace asked.


“Let me take a team down sir.” Martin told him. “We’ve determined through high resolution photos that EDEN Ground Command is still there, and still intact. I’ll take a team there, and we can try and determine the current scope of what we are dealing with. At the very least we can get the needed equipment to repair our long range receiver. One Raptor and nine of my team would be sufficient. I can be back in three days time, four at the most.”


“How would you do it?” William asked.


“Hard drop right into the base perimeter; we travel light, get what information we can and have Tina and Ben come in to extract us.” Martin replied.


Admiral Wallace nodded. “That’s what we’ll do.” He said.


“Admiral I protest!” Richard began. “I don’t believe this is the best course of action.”


Wallace looked at him. “You’re not being asked for your opinion Senator.” He turned back to Martin. “How soon before you can depart?”


“I’d like to go in fresh sir. We can be loaded and flying in three hours and sleep on the flight in.”


“Then let’s make it happen.”

EDEN

WEST LANDING PAD

Martin looked at Anja as she walked up the ramp of the Raptor carrying two duffels of medical equipment. He stepped in front of her.

“What are you doing?” He asked her.


Anja met his eyes, finding that very hard to do given the emotions she had running through her. “I’m coming with you.” She answered. “You need medical support, and since my primary duties have been placed on the back burner it seems, I’m available. I’m Hard Drop qualified and I graduated from BUD/S. I’m a fully qualified SEAL operator and you know that Martin.”


“You haven’t been on a Team mission since you graduated Anja.” Martin told her. “You aren’t as sharp as the rest of us. And you aren’t a genome.”


“No I’m not a genome, but I’ve stayed current in all my Quals.” She answered quickly. “I asked the Admiral for permission, but he said you had to approve it. I… I don’t want to stay here Martin.” Her voice was almost pleading him.

Martin sensed there was something about her desire to accompany them, and he also sensed she was being very honest with him. He smiled and held out his hand for her duffels. “Welcome aboard.” He spoke. “You might want to say goodbye to your fan club though.” He spoke motioning back into the bay.


Anja turned to see Kevin running up to the Raptor. She sighed heavily as he nearly skidded to a halt in front of her.


“What do you want Kevin?” Anja asked.


“What are you doing?” He asked.


“What does it look like?” Anja said. “I’m leaving.”

“My father wanted to speak with you. He’s waiting in the lounge.”


“Good for him.” Anja said. “I have things to do.”


Kevin stepped closer to her and took her arm tightly. “He did not give you permission to go with these… these people.”


Anja pulled her arm away quickly. “Don’t touch me!” She hissed at him. “I’m a Naval Officer and I have a job to do!”


“You work for my father!” Kevin snapped right back.


“I work for Admiral Wallace now.” Anja spoke. “And he gave me permission to be on this mission.”


“You requested to go on this crazy trip?” Kevin asked aghast.


Anja turned her head slowly and looked into the rear of the Raptor. Her eyes quickly found where Julie and Danny were stowing their gear, and both of them chose that moment to turn and make eye contact with her. She glanced at Martin then, who was staring at her with those beautiful dark eyes. She held his gaze for several moments before turning back to Kevin. “This is where I am needed.” She told him.


“Listen to me Anja, my father will be very upset about this! He’ll…”


Martin stepped up to them. “Are you coming with us pretty boy?” Martin asked.


Kevin looked at him arrogantly. “Certainly not, and we are having a discussion here, do you mind?”


Martin grinned. “Yes I do as a matter of fact! Unless you plan on coming with us, I need your ass off my ship!” Martin activated the ramp controls and pulled Anja back into the interior of the Raptor gently by the back of her shirt as the ramp started to come up.


Anja looked at him. “Thank you.” She spoke softly.


Martin nodded. “No problem. Why don’t you get…?” His eyes widened and Anja turned to see what he was looking at and they saw Kevin leap up onto the ramp and nearly have his head taken off as it closed behind him.


“Kevin what are you doing?” Anja barked at him.


“I’m coming with you! What does it look like?” Kevin replied looking back as he heard the ramp lock into place.


“You can’t be serious!” Anja exclaimed. She turned to Martin and saw the pissed off look on his face. “We can’t take him Martin.”


“Ben has already started pre-flight.” Martin replied looking at her. “And I want to get airborne. Danny would you find twinkle toes here a seat, and make sure he doesn’t puke on my clean deck! We’ll figure out what to do with him later.”


Dan came up to them with a small smile and took Kevin by the arm. “Right this way twinkle toes.” He spoke pulling him along after a quick look at Anja.


Anja turned to Martin, a look of disgust on her face. “I’m not going to baby sit him Martin.” She said. “He stays on the ship and out of my way.”

Martin looked at her intently. “You… you seem different Anja.” He spoke softly, stepping closer to her. 


Anja held her breath for a long moment, not looking at him. His musky mint smell filled her nostrils. “We’re all different now.” She spoke quickly knowing Martin could probably still smell Danny and Julie all over her.


Martin smiled in a knowing way, and Anja felt herself blush slightly. “I don’t plan on having you baby sit him. You’re part of my team now.” He told her. “We’ll figure out what to do with him on the way.”


Anja’s face became serious. “Martin… I’m sorry… I’m sorry about Yuri.”


Martin’s face changed quickly, becoming unreadable. He nodded slowly. “Yeah… well losing women seems to be one of my more prominent traits.” He forced a small smile. “Grab a seat.”


Anja turned and moved into the interior of the Raptor.

ONE HOUR TO INSERTION

The jarring of the Raptor woke Anja from her exhausted sleep, her green eyes going wide as she sprang to her feet. She saw the members of Martin’s team already up and moving about, many of them were checking weapons and other equipment. She got to her feet unsure of what to do and saw Danny move around the center crate, adorned in full body armor and combat gear. His black nomex uniform had cargo pockets on the legs and additional padding and armor over every portion of his body except for his joints. His combat vest was loaded with several grenades and a large automatic in a shoulder holster. He carried the wicked looking HK74 assault rifle with what she recognized as a grenade launcher under the silenced barrel. She rubbed her eyes as he stopped in front of her. 


“Good morning sleepy head.” He said with a smile, flashing his perfect white teeth.


Anja looked up into the dark eyes and face of the man who had made her feel things she never thought possible only a few short hours ago.


“Danny…” Anja spoke softly. “I… I don’t…”


Dan shook his head gently. “Jules explained everything to me.” He told her, his voice just above a whisper so only she could hear him. “I swear to you Anja, I had no idea what kind of effect I would have on you, but I damn sure don’t regret a single moment of anything that happened between us.”


“Danny… you…”


“Hear me out.” Dan said softly. “You may or may not believe me, but I’m going to say it anyway just so you know. I want it to happen again, and not for the reasons you may think. I’m a genome yes, but I am also a man. And I am not so stupid as to not know what I want and don’t want, regardless of how I act. I have Jules… and she has me… but we both want you. And that’s a fact. It’s… it’s not easy for me to explain it, Jules is better at words then I’ll ever be, but you… you are incredibly sexy and I’d be a fool if I said I didn’t want it to happen again. The decision is yours, whenever you make it, and as much as I would like you to say it’s what you want as well, now is not the time.” He held up the bundle for her to see. “The Skipper says you are qualified for Hard Drops, so here is your gear. Your bags have already been stowed in Julie’s pod since you’re riding down with her.” He pulled the small hypo from his vest and handed it to her. “This is your receiver and transmitter. They are normal coms, but Jules added our personal channel to your implant chip. It’s eleven. This is from her.” He handed her the hypo and small pouch.


“Thank you.” Anja said taking the gear, never taking her eyes off him.

Dan pulled something else from the pack he carried. “This is from me.” He told her, holding out the small black automatic, and the cut down version of the silenced HK74 he carried. “I took a normal K12 and HK74 and reworked them a little. The weight and balance are the same, but they have more knock down than the standard K12 and HK that you are used too. I loaded three extra clips for the K12 for you and sized your thigh holster for the best fit.”


Anja took the weapon while looking at him. “You sized it for me?” She asked.


Dan grinned in an almost embarrassed sort of way. “Anja I memorized every millimeter of your body in those few hours. I could pick your scent out of a crowd of thousands if I needed too.” He told her, causing Anja to blush as well, but in the dim light of the Raptor no one else noticed. 
“Thank you Danny.”


Dan nodded. “Get suited up, we’ll be entering the atmosphere in about twenty minutes.” He told her before turning and heading forward.


“Altitude at twenty-seven thousand feet and we are in the pipeline.” Ben spoke from the left seat of the Raptor.


“Stealth systems are activated and operating at peak output.” Tina said from the right seat. “We are a ghost.”


Ben turned back to where Martin sat behind them. “Pretty standard Marty and we’ll be over the target in sixteen minutes. TOT puts you on the ground at 2045 local.”


“Nothing out of the ordinary Ben,” Martin asked.


Ben shook his head. “Aside from a slightly higher temperature when we entered the atmosphere, it was a standard flight.”


“I’m picking up a lot of com traffic.” Tina spoke adjusting her instruments. “I am marking what appears to be search radars scattered all over, mostly X-band stuff. Nothing directed at us, but from the patterns they are using I’d say they are looking for something.”

“Is there anything coming out of the target area?” Martin asked.


“Looks like two search radars well east of the base. They appear to be stationary though. I’m picking up intermittent infra red signals within four kilometers of the base, could be people or it could be animals, there’s no way for me to tell. I’ll try zooming the High Res camera in on one of the clusters Marty. I’ll patch the feed through to your station.” 


Martin turned to his screen as the picture came up. It appeared to be nearing dusk, and the images were dim but very clear. He could see a small group of armed men and women running easily through the thinning trees as they neared the edge of the forest on the perimeter of the base.


“They look like soldiers.” He spoke softly. “Soldiers that are running from something and that ain’t good. Tina can you expand the view to ten kilometers.”

“Stand by.” Tina echoed, adjusting her instruments. “I’m picking up another larger cluster six kilometers behind the first. It looks like… holy shit! Is that a tank?”


Martin’s eyes had also grown wider as he viewed the metal monster moving methodically through the thin forest, knocking down trees and uprooting bushes. The tracked vehicle looked larger than a normal tank and sported a long tank gun that currently was pointed straight ahead. “That’s not like any tank I have ever seen.” Martin spoke, his eyes also taking in the soldiers that were marching on all sides of the tank. He estimated at least a company sized force. “Whoever they are, it seems they are chasing the first group we saw. And both of them are heading right for the base.”


“You want to abort Marty?” Ben asked. “We’re still thirteen minutes out.”


“No.” Martin answered. “We need to find out what is going on and…”


“Fuck!” Tina exclaimed. “Something just hit that first group! What the hell is that?”


Martin’s eyes were glued to the screen as they watched what appeared to be an armored creature similar to a bear tearing through the first group of soldiers. They were trying to track it and fire their weapons, but it didn’t appear to have any effect on the creature. Already four of their number were on the ground and looked to either be dead or have serious injuries.


“Marty that second group has juiced it!” Tina called.


Martin thought he saw a flash of long black hair under the trees and then the creature struck and the hair disappeared.



“Well I’ll be damned!” Ben exclaimed from his seat.


Martin turned from his screen. “What?”


“Just for shits and giggles I tried activating the base hanger controls by remote.” Ben spoke, his hand resting on the controls of the Raptor. “I never thought it would actually work, but take a look.”

Martin’s eyes went to the small screen between Ben and Tina and he saw the ground beginning to open slowly. Dust was rising into the air as several hundred years of dirt and leaves and branches collapsed into the underground structure, but the hanger doors opened fully.


“Power readings from the base?” Martin asked.


Tina shook her head. “Minimal.” She answered. “And I’m not detecting any infra red signatures near the landing pad either. But we don’t know about the rest of the base. Our instruments can’t penetrate the outer shell armor.”


Ben looked at Martin. “It’s your call Marty.” He said.


“Christ whatever that thing is, it’s tearing those troops apart!” Tina spoke from her seat.


Martin looked at her monitor. “Jesus!” Martin muttered.


“Is that thing a bear?” Tina asked.


“That ain’t no bear that I’ve ever seen.” Ben spoke from his seat. “Marty we…”


“Can we hit it from here with the Sabot Cannon?” Martin asked.


Ben looked at him. “Does a bear shit in the woods?” He asked.


“Do it!” Martin spoke. “Then take us in. I never did like Hard Drops but be ready for an emergency ascent.”


Ben nodded. “I like a man who knows what he wants.” He said with a smile.


Tina looked at him. “So do I… so where do I find one?” She said with a grin.


Martin and Ben both smiled at her comment. “Warm up the cannons.” Ben spoke. “Marty put one of your people in the belly turret just in case.”


Martin nodded. “I got you covered.”

TARIFA’S COMMAND PARTY


Tarifa’s head was ringing from the glancing blow of the Grizz beast. The monster’s huge paw had struck her at the full extension of a swing from one of its massive clawed arms and tossed her physically twenty meters away. The Grizz beast was a mutated creature designed to look like a bear and to hunt prey for the Alliance. The normal ones easily stood nine feet tall and almost two thousand pounds, and that was without the additional armor that the Alliance covered their hides in. Unprotected Grizz beasts would go down after being shot fifty or sixty times, but this one was in the employ of the Alliance and was heavily armored. Her weapon and the weapons of her warriors fired only small caseless 6.7mm rounds, and they did not even dent the armor of the monster. It was tearing through her party, ripping and slashing her warriors to death. Blood stained the ground around the fighting; seven of her party of nineteen already littered the forest floor, their blood seeping into the ground from horrible wounds that had disemboweled them. 


Tarifa felt the terrible pain in her head and reached up to brush her armored hand across the side of her face. The back of her gauntlet came away coated in bright red blood, and suddenly Tarifa knew she was in trouble. Her vision started to blur somewhat as she slumped back to the ground on her butt, barely catching herself in time. The snarl very close to her caused her to snap her head around, her eyes going wide in terror. 


The Grizz beast was only three meters away from her, rising onto its powerful hind legs and lifting its lethal clawed arm to strike her down and feast on her flesh. Tarifa could hear the screams of her warriors as they rushed towards her, trying to get the monster’s attention to no avail. All of them knew they could not reach their Queen before the beast struck.


Tarifa flinched when she heard the wet plopping sound and her eyes went even wider when the Grizz beast rose to its full height and howled in agony. She continued to watch as even over the sounds of the monster’s roars she head another similar plopping sound and this time she was showered with the monster’s thick blood as a huge hole the size of both her fists blew out the front of its armored belly. Her eyes glanced up quickly only to witness the beast’s head explode in a shower of bone and blood, spraying her and the surrounding area with more wetness.

The Grizz beast collapsed to the forest floor, its large head blown completely off, leaving only its fang filled lower jaw hanging lifeless in the shredded mess. The monster landed only a few feet from her and Tarifa scrambled back just as her remaining warriors ran up to her.


“My Queen,” The man spoke, lowering his assault rifle and reaching for Tarifa, his hands pulling her away from the monster’s inert body and helping her to her feet.


The High Elf warriors crowded around the mangled beast; their eyes wide in complete astonishment. 

“Something… something shot it!” Tarifa gasped. “It was about to… it was ready to rip me to pieces and something shot it.” She looked at the man with the smoking rifle. “You shot it?”

“I shot it many times my Queen.” He answered her, his face showing his own terror. “One of my bullets must have penetrated its armor.” 


The High Elves suddenly became much more alert as their keen eyes began sweeping the darkening forest around them. Others moved to check on their fallen comrades, though it was far too late to save many of them.


“My Queen, you are injured.” The man spoke, reaching up to the side of her head.


Tarifa steadied herself with the man’s arm, as her eyes darted to where her fallen warriors lay. She moved to the first body where one of her soldiers grasped the hand of the female Elf. She was horribly wounded, her side practically ripped open, but she was alive.


“Marcus still pursues us.” Tarifa spoke now, her head clearing. “He will not follow us in the darkness however, and we must use this time to get further away. Give her a sedative to silence her and then pick her up.”


“Majesty she will only slow us down.” The man spoke from her side. “We can do nothing for her now, or any of the others. She is beyond our means to help.”


Tarifa whirled on the young warrior. “I will not leave her or the others for Marcus to find alive. He will heal them only to rape and torture them to death, if not worse. Now pick her up and let us go! We are not far from the sacred site and we will be safe there. Even Marcus will not enter the sacred site. We must hurry.”
EDEN GROUND COMMAND
EARTH


The screaming of the Raptor’s engines was almost deafening within the small confines of the landing bay, centuries old dirt and dust and the recently disturbed debris from the surface blowing crazily in the man made tornado.


Ben’s hands gently caressed the controls of the Raptor as he brought the ship in slower than he usually would so that Martin could lower the ramp and members of his team could sweep the interior of the dark landing pad. The Raptor’s lights illuminated much of the landing pad, leaving only one area shrouded in shadows, and it was this area that the team member in the chain gun belly turret trained his cannons, his fingers ready to mash down on the triggers.

“Four meters,” Tina called out, her eyes glued to her instruments.


“Close the cover!” Ben called as he eased back on the throttles, the Raptor dropping even further until its landing struts touched the metal surface of the pad.


“Cover coming closed.” Tina spoke, her hand flipping another switch, which controlled the overhead door. They could hear the groaning of the steel as it moved for only the second time in nearly four hundred years. Tina looked at Ben. “That doesn’t sound good.”

Ben nodded. “I agree.” He spoke just as an enormously loud wrenching sound came from above and even over the roar of the engines it was obvious the doors had stopped closing.


“Damn!” Tina exclaimed. “They jammed up!”


“Are they fully closed?” Ben asked, not taking his eyes from his instruments as he set the Raptor down gently on the pad.

“Negative.” She replied. “It looks like they stopped about two feet shy.”


Ben shook his head. “Damn I should have thought of that. The control mechanism is probably full of rust and grit. I’m shutting down the engines. We’re stuck here now until we get the doors fixed.”


“I’m powering down internal systems.” Tina spoke. “If the doors worked then the base reactor must still be working. That means there is still power and we can plug in to recharge.”


Ben unfastened his straps. “I’ll let Marty know that the doors didn’t close fully, and start breaking out the chocks.”


Ben moved quickly into the rear of the Raptor and saw Martin and Tony standing on the edge of the Raptor’s ramp looking up at the stars that peered through the two foot wide gap in the overhead doors. The others were lined up behind them, waiting to disembark. Ben moved up next to Martin.



“Ben the overheads didn’t close all the way.” Martin spoke.


Ben nodded. “They shorted out, I know. I’m guessing it’s because they haven’t been used in over four centuries and they are kind of rusty. Not bad shooting with the sabot cannon uhu; three shots from thirteen kilometers away?”


“So we’re stuck here?” Martin asked looking at him.


“At least until we get the doors fixed.” Ben answered. “There is still power to the base, and Tina and I can handle the doors. Infra red and motion sensors were blank, so unless you want to stay here longer then we planned; I suggest we start getting to work.”


Martin nodded. “I agree.” He said turning to Master Chief Brown. “Master Chief put Zippy and Tommy on security for Ben and Tina. Danny you take Pablo, Trina and Cody and head to engineering. See if you can get the generators online and running so we have power throughout the station.  Tony, Anja and Julie are with me. We’ll head to Command and see what we can find.” 

Danny nodded. “We’re on it.”


Martin pulled the hand held but powerful flashlight from his vest. He looked at the smiling pilot. “You should have killed it with one shot.” He said with a grin. “Let’s get moving.”


“So this is the famous EDEN Ground Command?” Anja spoke as her eyes took in the expansive control room. She walked alongside Julie as they entered the command center, the massive room filled with computer consoles and chairs, as well as a huge wall monitor. It was very similar to the Johnson Space Center Museum that Anja had visited as a child.


Martin’s eyes darted from shadow to shadow, his HK74 silenced assault rifle held at the ready. He heard Dan’s voice fill his ear receiver.

“Skipper, we’re at the generator room.” He reported. “The reactor was set to the minimum setting to maintain coolant. I’m going to spool it up to one quarter power so we can activate the power grids. Stand by.”


The four of them stood in the center of the control room and they could hear the low hum become just a little louder. All around them computer consoles began to flicker to life, and emergency lighting began to kick on. With the lights coming on, they could see the numerous human skeletal remains scattered throughout the huge control room.


“Skipper we are seeing human remains all over down here.” Dan reported.


“Same here Danny.” Martin told him as he watched Anja squat next to one skeleton. The bones were bleached almost white and covered in a thick layer of dust and she lifted the human skull into her gloved hands and looked closer at it. It was missing most of the facial bones and one entire cheekbone.


Anja got slowly back to her feet carrying the skull and she came over next to Martin. She held the skull out to him, her other hand gripped tightly around the pistol grip of her HK. “This person was shot.” She told him. “It was a large caliber weapon, right through the back of the head.” 

“Skipper,” Tony called.


Martin turned to face him and Tony lifted the dust covered .40mm automatic from the skeleton remains on the floor in front of him. “It looks like he executed the entire control room crew and then blew his brains out.”


“Danny I want you to sweep the entire lower level!” Martin spoke. “Search every room, every corner. Then spool the reactor to seventy-five percent so we can bring the core online and find out what the hell happened here.”


“You got it boss.” Dan replied.


“Julie, you and Anja take the west wing, the Master Chief and I will cover the east. Meet back here in twenty and maintain an open com link.” Martin spoke.


Julie nodded. “Will do Skipper.” She said taking Anja’s arm and leading her across the control center.


The man lowered the binoculars to reveal cold glittering red eyes against the pale dark gray almost chocolate color of his skin. His white hair hung down past his shoulders, the points of his elf ears sticking out from within the strands of hair. He stood next to the twenty foot long tank M100 Assault Tank, one of twenty in his command, the moon light casting him in an eerie light. He turned to the Corporate Alliance Officer standing attentively behind him.


“We will rest here tonight.” He spoke, his voice dark and menacing. “They have entered the sacred ruins. We will give them a few hours to relax, and then send the Alliance Assassins in to wreak as much havoc as they can. Tell them they can kill whatever males they find, the female elves they can use as their playthings until they tire of them, but I want the Queen alive and unhurt. I will have the pleasure of raping that Elf bitch myself.”

“Our scouts found the remains of the Grizz beasts Colonel Marcus.” The officer reported. “It was dead, missing most of its head. Two very large entry wounds in its back as well. A large and powerful weapon was used as it punched right through the beast’s armor.”


“Interesting, I didn’t think these Elves had heavy weapons with them. Perhaps I was mistaken.” The gray skinned man brought the binoculars to his eyes again, scanning the jumble of buildings eight kilometers distant from his location. “Place our M100s on the western edge of the Battalion flank, and have our heavy mortars set up to cover the mountain valley to our east. One company to cover the mortars, one company to our rear and the remaining two companies are to dig in to our front.” He sensed that the officer had not left and lowered the binoculars to look at him. “Is there something else Colonel?”


“I… I wish only to make you aware Colonel Marcus. I do not subscribe to the myths and rumors that filter among our troops.” The man spoke.


Marcus turned back to looking through the powerful binoculars. “Speak Captain.”


“Some of the men… they are concerned about our plans to attack the Elves sacred ruins.” The officer spoke. “Our forces have not entered the ruins in nearly two centuries after the last time we tried to attack them here.”

“Yes I have heard of that.” Marcus spoke with a grin. “The Alliance lost nearly a thousand troops to unseen weapons of incredible destruction. We have the advantage this time however.”


“We do Colonel Marcus?”


“I am leading these forces and not some incompetent fool.” Marcus growled. “If the men wish to persist with this ridiculous legend I will have them butchered as an example of what not to do in my unit. Make that clear to them if you would Captain.”


The officer bowed his head deeply, “As you order Colonel Marcus.”


Marcus turned back to the distant ruins and a cruel smile crept across his face. “Oh yes Tarifa, I will enjoy using you until you are my willing servant. I will have you in every orifice of your delectable elf body more times than you can imagine. And then I will cut out your heart and eat it while it still beats in my hands.”


The Drow elf in service to the Alliance grinned savagely in the night sky.


“…secure here Admiral.” Martin spoke to the screen while leaning back in the chair of the command center. “We’re transmitting on an encrypted channel. I don’t know if they can even detect the beam, let alone crack it. From what we’ve seen so far, it’s looks to be a dog eat dog world here.”


Wallace nodded from the command center on EDEN. “Would you mind telling me how Kevin Graham found his way onto your Raptor Martin?” 


“We had already started pre-flight Admiral.” Martin answered. “He leaped aboard just as the ramp was closing. I couldn’t stop him.”


“I hold you personally accountable for his safety Commander!” Senator Graham’s voice and face appeared behind the Admiral. “I’ve already talked to him, and he told me you forced him onto the Raptor, as well as Commander Peterson. I intend to bring you up on charges when you return!”


Martin maintained a straight face and cut the audio feed from the transmission as Graham ranted. “Master Chief Brown, please go and find that little prick and strip search his sorry ass until you find his transmitter. He’s got to be broadcasting on an open channel and that could very well sink our dicks.”


Tony grinned, “With pleasure sir.”


“Skipper,” Julie spoke from the chair of another console, a smile on her face. “Anja and I don’t have dicks.”


Anja couldn’t help but chuckle at the expression on Martin’s face and she had to turn away as Martin reactivated the audio link.


“I have Danny spooling up the reactor gradually Admiral.” He said. “Once we get it to eighty percent power I’ll access the core and download all the files into the Raptor’s onboard computer. Figure another nine hours to spool the reactor all the way up and download the core. Ben and Tina are working on getting the overheads repaired so that we can lift off, but Ben says they’re jammed pretty tight and he’s going to have to do some cutting. As it stands right now, we’ll be here a little longer than we first thought. We’ll shoot for an extraction no later than 0730 day after tomorrow.”


“Are the overheads fully jammed open?” Wallace asked.


Martin shook his head. “No sir. They jammed about two feet open. Ben has all the tools he needs here sir, and the base is pretty much intact as well. A lot of human remains, but nothing is destroyed or damaged and that’s a good thing.”

Wallace nodded from his chair. “Keep me informed of any developments and stay out of sight. We don’t know what the situation is down there and I don’t want to get tangled into anything before we know what is going on.”


Martin nodded. “We’ll do that Admiral, Ghost One out.”


Julie watched Martin shut down the transmitter. “You didn’t tell him about what we saw coming in Skipper?”


Martin shook his head. “No need. We don’t know what was going on, and I’m not one to guess.”


“What is above this facility Martin?” Anja asked from her chair.


Martin swiveled his chair around and looked at her. “Nothing is directly above us except the Book Cliffs. An abandoned Reserve Air Force Base is three miles away via underground tram.” He answered. “We took off from the same airfield eleven days ago.”

“There is an underground tram on the base?” Anja asked curious.


Martin nodded. “We used the base as cover. It was a complete facility with personnel and families and such. The tram runs on a track from here to directly under the base head quarters building.”


“Does the tram still work?” Anja asked.


Martin shrugged. “If there is still power I would imagine it does. We always used Hummers to get back and forth since the tram runs alongside the wall. The Hummers were faster.” Martin’s eyes lit up. “Hey that reminds me. We had surveillance cameras set up all over the base.” He turned to Julie. “Julie can you activate the base surveillance grid. Let’s see what it looks like up there.”

Julie turned to her console and began to operate the computer. Martin and Anja moved their chairs over as the computer screen changed and Julie’s hands deftly typed in commands.

“Ok, power grid coming online now!” Julie spoke. “We…” 


SECURITY BREACH, SECURITY BREACH.


NORTH QUADRANT, NORTH QUADRANT.


SECURITY FORCES RESPOND.


“What the hell.” Julie exclaimed. “The computer is saying there has been a security violation in the northern quadrant of the base. That would be the office complex.”


“Is it picking up something from before maybe?” Martin asked.


Julie shook her head. “According to this, the breach occurred ninety minutes ago.” 


“Can you get a fix?”


“Let me try localizing the breach.” Julie spoke working the console. “Looks like it’s coming from the old administration offices in the E block area. Let’s see if the cameras are still working.”


The picture went fuzzy for several moments then the screen cleared and they had a picture of a long hallway. The dusty floor was evident even in the black and white video, and it appeared as if all the doors in the hallway were open.


“Hey I remember this hallway.” Martin spoke. “The office at the end used to be the base personnel office.”


“There!” Anja gasped pointing to the screen as three figures appeared from one of the offices. There were two women and a man, and they appeared to be looking for something, and they were all armed with small weapons that appeared to be sub machine guns of a kind that Martin had never seen before.


“Can they see the cameras?” Martin asked.


Julie shook her head. “All of them were inside light domes identical to the actual light fixtures.”


“Switch to the room they just came out of.” Martin spoke. “It looked like the procurement office.”

Julie typed in the commands on the computer and the picture changed quickly to a large expansive room, old filing cabinets and chairs scattered about and turned over. There were also twelve men and women in the room that they could see on the camera, as well as what appeared to be some injured ones as well.

“Fifty bucks this is the group of soldiers that was being attacked by that overgrown bear.” Julie spoke.


Martin shook his head. “No bet here.” He spoke, his eyes never leaving the screen. “Looks like they got at least four wounded.”


“They’re being awful relaxed for a group that was fighting not too long ago.” Julie commented.


“Maybe they think they’re safe.” Anja spoke.


Julie looked at Martin. “Or maybe they don’t know that second group was on their trail.”


Martin nodded, “Could be. Either way it doesn’t…”


“Look at that!” Anja gasped, her voice filled with genuine surprise this time.


Julie and Martin could only gawk at the screen as the camera zoomed in on a man and a women talking. Though the camera was black and white, you didn’t need color to see that the ears of both the man and women were considerably larger than normal ears, and they ended in pointed tips.


“What the hell.” Julie exclaimed. “Who the hell has pointed ears?”


“They look like… they look like Elves.” Anja spoke. She watched as both Martin and Julie looked at her as if she’d lost her mind.


“Elves,” Martin said with a grin. “You mean like Santa’s little helpers?”


“What was that children’s story, Snow White and the seven Elves?” Julie asked with her own smile.


“Asshole,” She barked at Martin, a small grin wanting to spread across her face. She turned to Julie. “And it was Snow White and the Seven Dwarves Julie.” She spoke sweetly, her eyes gazing upon Julie in such a way that Julie’s stomach did little flips. “Elves were a huge part of Earth legend dating back several thousand years. They were part of many European cultures’s lore, including England and France.”


Martin looked at her, still with a smile on his face. “And how do you know so much about them?” He asked.


Anja ignored him, and continued speaking. “They were considered a very honorable race, and exceptional warriors. It is said they populated the entire planet at one point. I loved Elves when I was a little girl, and read hundreds of books on them.”


“But they are just a myth, right?” Julie said. “They are nothing more than just a fantasy and legend right?”


Anja nodded. “They are supposed to be.” She said. “But it appears they are not so fictional as I first thought. Julie didn’t you say some of the transmissions we were picking up mentioned elves?”


“C’mon!” Martin said exasperated. “You don’t honestly think they are really Elves do you?”


“I think we have to go based on what we see.” Anja spoke. “And without a complete examination, we shouldn’t assume anything. We’ve come almost five hundred years into the future. We have no idea what has happen.”


That statement sobered Martin up quickly, “Point taken.” He spoke. “As long as they remain on the base and don’t discover the entrance to the tunnel we leave them be. The Admiral ordered we avoid any contact with anyone, and that’s what we are going to do.”


Martin slid his chair back to the console he had been sitting at. “Jules why don’t you and Anja wander down to the galley and see if there is anything left that we might be able to eat.”


Julie got to her feet. “I like the sound of that idea.” She said slinging her HK74.


Martin waited until they had left the control room before moving back to Julie’s station and looking at the monitor again. He used the zoom mode on the camera to bring it in closer on the men and women who occupied the floor in the large office. They were eating and drinking and talking amongst themselves just as any soldiers would do. The movement in the background caused Martin to adjust the camera and pan it to the right. He stopped it on the young woman that was peering out the broken window to the north. He used the controls to zoom the camera in, and his interest grew as he noticed the extremely long hair, and the fullness of the body, as well as the provocative uniform she had on. Martin moved the camera in closer, and even in the black and white of the video he took notice of the brightness of her eyes and the sensual curves of her cheekbones and face. Her long ears pointed up from her head, parting her black hair, but they appeared to be the most natural item to her face.

Martin continued to watch the video, unaware that Tarifa was the female Elf he was watching.


“Julie… what was Yuri Tanaka to Martin?” Anja asked.


Julie and she were going through galley’s cabinets looking for food that was not expired and looked safe to eat. Julie turned to look at her and leaned against the counter as Anja came up to her.


“Yuri and Martin are… were lovers.” She replied. “Why do you want to know?”


“The realization that we have come so far into the future and that she is dead does not seem to affect him as much as I thought it would.” Anja said.


Julie nodded. “Martin, Danny and I were among the very first genomes in the Batch program.” She told her. “Unfortunately for them, they did not attend some of the schools that the others did and did not associate with many outside the Genome Program. They have had less time to develop and understand the emotions they feel.”

“So they… they can’t feel emotions?” Anja asked.


Julie shook her head quickly. “No not at all. They can feel emotions. They just never learned how to process the emotions in the beginning, at least not the emotional boundaries for a relationship. They’ve come a long way believe me.” 


“Danny… Danny seems to be able to express what he feels.” Anja said.


Julie nodded with a grin. “That’s because of me.” She answered. “I’m very expressive, Doctor Carson told me that I was based on a Hollywood actress he loved growing up, and due to our relationship, and Danny has been able to learn how to adapt more quickly. He still has trouble expressing how deep something is to him in words, but he will show you in his actions. The Skipper was learning. Yuri was good for him in a sense. He has opened up quite a bit in the last three years.”


Anja nodded. “Yes I noticed that.”

“I think Yuri loved him,” Julie continued. “And I think Martin cared for her a great deal, but I don’t think he loved her.”


“Why?”


“I don’t think she was the one.” Julie said.


“What do you mean the one?” Anja asked.


Julie nodded. “I would really like to be around when the Skipper falls.” She said. “It will definitely be a sight to see.” Julie looked at Anja for a long moment. “You care for him don’t you Anja?”


Anja looked at her, jade green eyes wide. “What? No... I… I don’t know.” She answered quickly.

“Then why ask the questions about him?” Julie asked.


Anja turned her back to the counter and lifted herself up to sit on it. “I… I think it helps me to better understand.”

“Understand what?” Julie asked clearly interested.


“I… after what happen between us I should feel awkward being around you and I don’t. I’ve never… I’ve never let myself let go like that. I’ve never even entertained the thought of being with another… another woman.” Anja said looking at Julie. “Yet with you… and with Danny it was different. It was so… so alive and real. I haven’t felt anything like that since…”

“Since the Skipper rocked your world?” Julie asked with a smile.


Anja looked at her stunned. “You… you know about Martin and me?” She gasped.


“You are all we heard about through the entire Central American War girl.” Julie answered with a chuckle. “Marty just about drove us all batty. No one has ever affected him like that, not even Yuri.”


“He… he talked about me?” Anja asked clearly surprised.


“Non stop,” Julie said with a smile.


“He hates me for what I did.” Anja said softly. “I can feel it in his eyes whenever he looks at me.”


Julie moved closer to her and reached out to touch her face. “Hate is a strong word Anja.” She said softly. “Marty is a very complex man… and the only one who truly understood him I think is now dead. Doc Carson was like a father to us all, but for some reason he was especially close to Marty.”

Anja looked at her. “So what do I do?” She asked softly. “I don’t know what to do.”

“I’ll be honest with you,” Julie said. “I would like very much to explore this thing we have discovered, and I know Danny would be thrilled with having two women lavishing attention on his big cock,” Julie chuckled when Anja blushed deeply. “And if you think I had thoughts about being with another woman you’d be wrong?” Julie asked softly moving even closer to her. “You were the first for me too you know. Danny and I are comfortable with each other Anja… but we both know that we’re not meant to spend the rest of our lives together. I think what we have makes us stronger actually, because not only do we share the same bed, but we are best friends too. Are you having regrets about what happened between the three of us Anja?”


Anja met Julie’s dark eyes and shook her head. “Not a single one.” She answered honestly and without hesitation. “And that is what’s strange. I… I can’t bring myself to admit it openly, but I want… I want it to happen again.” Anja looked directly at her, “With both of you.”


“Then follow your heart.” Julie told her.


“Just like that,” Anja asked. “What will Martin… what will Martin think?”


“There is nothing keeping you from enjoying yourself while you sort out what you and Martin might and might not have.” Julie said. “That may be selfish to say on my part, but it’s true.” Julie stepped between Anja’s dangling legs in a blink, using her genome strength to grab her tight ass and pull her close to her own body. Julie covered Anja’s soft lips with her own and kissed her hard and deep, driving her tongue between Anja’s lips in a passionate and needed soul stealing kiss. Julie felt Anja melt into her arms and groan and then her arms were sliding around Julie’s waist pulling her even tighter as she met Julie’s deep searching tongue with that incredible four inch honey tasting appendage that Julie and fallen in love with the moment it flicked across her pussy.


Anja dropped her hands to Julie’s own tight muscular ass and gripped it, pulling her even closer, her need of this gorgeous woman fueling her strength. Her action also elicited a groan of desire from Julie, and the depth of their kiss increased, surprising both of them with its intensity and longing.

After what seemed like several long minutes they parted, salvia trailing from both their lips, their tongues dancing together as if wanting and needing more. Their hands did not move as they stared at one another, feeling each other’s breathing and the beating of their hearts slamming into their chests. Julie dipped her head to Anja’s neck, her tongue flicking across the hollow of her throat, tasting her skin. Her hands urgently unfastened Anja’s combat vest and unzipped the top of the fatigues. To Julie’s delight, Anja had not worn a bra and as her large tits burst into view, Julie covered one of Anja’s nipples with her mouth and sucked hard.

Anja gasped in passion, her hands going to Julie’s head and entwining her fingers in her dark hair, thrusting her chest out to Julie’s soft lips and talented tongue. Julie pulled her closer by her firm ass, switching to her other nipple and coating that with salvia as well, pulling on the erect nipple with her teeth gently and hearing Anja groan in desire. Anja’s desire almost overpowered her common sense and she pulled Julie’s head up. She looked at her with glittering green eyes. 
“You sexy bitch,” She spoke in a husky voice and then she kissed her hard, driving her tongue deeply into Julie’s mouth. Julie’s eyes went wide and then closed in blissful pleasure and she responded to the kiss with equal passion and desire.

It was a long moment before they broke the kiss this time, neither of them wanting to part, but knowing they had too. Julie leaned forward further, her lips going to Anja’s ear. “I’ve always found that if you follow your heart then things will eventually work themselves out.” She whispered. She pulled her head back and looked at Anja. “Do what you want Anja… not what you think someone else wants. If you and Martin are meant to be together… then it will happen. Live your life your way.” She looked at her and Anja detected the glint of mischievous thoughts in them. “Are your panties as wet as mine?”


Anja’s smile lit up the room and she nodded with a girlish chuckle. “God they’re soaked.” She replied.


“We better stop this before we end up on this counter screaming our heads off and the boys all come running to watch the show.” Julie spoke. She leaned forward and kissed Anja gently and with great feeling, caressing her soft cheek. She stared at her once more. “Do what you feel is right Anja and we’ll be waiting.” She said softly. Julie reluctantly pulled herself from Anja’s arms. “Let me see what I can find in the way of food. You know how men are when they don’t have enough to eat.”


Anja nodded and watched as she turned and walked into the pantry portion of the galley. Anja shifted her butt on the counter, feeling the wetness between her legs and knowing that Martin and Danny and the other genomes were going to be able to smell her excitement on her. Anja took a deep breath and nodded. She didn’t yet know what she felt for Martin, but she did know she wanted to explore what she had discovered with Danny and Julie, and especially Julie. She had never imagined herself desiring another woman, but she did desire Julie in a big way. She wanted to explore that and she made the decision to do just that.


Anja nimbly jumped off the counter, zipping her uniform back up and refastening her combat vest, her decision made. She was about to take her first steps into a whole different world, and she could hardly stand the anticipation.


Tarifa stood by the window in the office building, her thoughts not at all good. She had hoped to lead Marcus and his Corporate Alliance dogs away from the Holy One, and then disappear into the forest. That had not been the case, as he had hounded her and her diminishing party ever since those first hours. They had come half way across the entire state, and to the only place she thought would be safe.


The Elf Sacred Ruins.


Her people were exhausted, both physically and mentally. Elves they may have been, but they were not inhuman. And Tarifa feared their plight was not over. She had always made it a point to never be caught out in the open, or trapped like an animal. Marcus had been after her for three decades, and her memories of the four days she had spent in his clutches before her warriors had rescued her forty years ago was still a vivid nightmare. He had raped her brutally and without regard for almost the entire time of her captivity. He was like a rutting bull, and he did vile things to her, and when he grew tired he gave her to his men to use while he slept. 


Tarifa shook those thoughts from her mind. She would kill herself before allowing that to ever happen again. Yet now, she felt the noose was closing around her. She was without the usual massive numbers of High Elf warriors she traveled with since her capture so long ago, and she had brought them to a place where they could not run any further. The Book Cliffs were far too massive to try and climb down or go around, and the sacred ruins were sitting directly in the path of them. Tarifa knew that Marcus would attack the ruins looking for her, regardless of the legends of mass slaughter that had taken place when Alliance forces had attacked the ruins before.

Tarifa feared she had run herself and her followers into a death trap and there was no escape. None of her people looked hopeful, and the only one who seemed in the least bit relaxed was the male Elf who had saved her from the Grizz beast. He kept looking at her with a lustful stare, and Tarifa knew what was on his mind. 


Tarifa let the tears come from her sapphire eyes, for she knew what lay in their future.


Martin turned from the monitor as Tarifa’s tears began to fall and Danny and the others came into the command center. He casually flipped the monitor he had been watching off as he settled back in his chair.


Danny settled into the chair across from him and set his HK on the console while unzipping his fatigue top and removing his combat vest. “Reactor is running smooth at eighty-six percent Skipper. Cody has already started downloading the core information to a portable data storage unit so we can link it to the Raptor.”


Martin looked at him. “Why couldn’t we do a direct connection?” He asked.


Danny leaned back in the chair. “Tina didn’t want to take the chance of corrupting the Raptor’s systems with whatever the core collected over the past four hundred odd years.”

Martin nodded. “I never thought of that. Do we have enough data storage units?”


Danny nodded. “I found four more in the computer lab. I checked them out and they work fine. That’s going to be a lot of information boss. Time stamp on the last data entry is 2287.”


They both turned as Julie and Anja came back into the command room followed by Pablo, Kevin and the Master Chief. All of them had their arms full of rations.


“We hit the jack pot!” Julie exclaimed. “I managed to crack the code on the galley’s locked warehouse and we found a veritable treasure of old rations that have a shelf life of… well forever.” She dropped the pile in her arms on the table, as did Anja and the others. “Some of this stuff is pretty good too.”


Martin and Dan came over and they all began sifting through the pile of rations. Julie stepped over next to Danny and held out the package. “Here you go lover.” She spoke. 


Danny took the brown plastic container and read the contents, his face lighting up. “Beef stew! I loved these things in basic!” He spoke, beginning to tear open the package. Julie smiled and looked at Anja and winked. She didn’t see Dan’s head come up and look at her strangely.


“What’s that smell?” Danny asked.


Julie looked at him. “What smell?”


“I know that smell.” Dan said. “It smells like…” Dan’s eyes went directly to Anja, who did everything she could to maintain a straight face and keep from turning a bright red. After what seemed like a long, non-breathing moment Dan bent over and nuzzled Julie’s neck. “It’s you Jules.” He said. “You smell like honey.”


Julie smiled at his show of affection, and her eyes went to Anja at the word Danny used. They had both tasted Anja’s passion, and they both knew it was Danny’s way of telling Anja he could smell her scent all over Julie.


“I smell like shit in a barrel!” Julie popped with a smile. “Now eat your food big boy!”


Danny grinned and looked over to where Anja stood, and his eyes grew a little wider when he saw Anja wink at him. Danny looked at Julie, who also saw this display, and she smiled up at him her eyes bright as they realized that Anja had made her decision. Martin had witnessed the entire exchanged, and he looked at a blissfully stupid Kevin Graham as he tried to figure out how to open the ration pack. Martin smiled to himself and went to sit in his chair, unsure of what he felt at seeing the obvious affection Anja was showing Danny and Julie.

The soft chirping alarm brought them all too full alertness, and Julie discarded her ration pack to move to the station she had been sitting at earlier.


“It’s another security breach Skipper!” She spoke as she took in the information from the computer screen, “Northwestern Quadrant! I estimate at least seven individuals by the number of motion sensors tripping.”


“Can you get any video?” Martin asked moving over to her side.

“Checking… It looks like they are coming in around behind the others we discovered earlier.” She said.


“Others…? You found other people on the base?” Danny asked.


“I’m switching to an exterior feed in that sector.” Julie spoke, her hands moving over the console. “I’ll put it up on the main screen.”


Martin and the others turned to look at the huge screen as it came alive with dimly lit buildings and an abandoned street. Rusted and twisted vehicle frames littered the street in both directions.


“It looks like they are headed for the Air Wing BAQ offices.” Julie spoke. “They can infiltrate into the main building from there.” She looked at the screen. “There… got them!”


They could all see the seven shadowy figures moving very professionally directly towards the building Julie had said they would.


“Can you get closer?” Martin asked.


“Working on it,” Julie spoke, adjusting the camera until they saw it moving in closer on the lead figures.


“What the fuck is that?” Master Chief Brown exclaimed.


All of them stared at the picture Julie had frozen on the screen. The man they were looking at was definitely human, but his face looked horribly misshapen, and two very large fangs protruded from beneath his upper lip.


“I don’t suppose they are dropping in for a friendly visit uhu?” Julie asked to no one in particular.


“Do the Elves know they’re coming?” Martin asked, causing heads to turn in his direction.


“Elves… did you just say elves?” Kevin spoke.


Julie shook her head. “They’re fat dumb and happy Skipper! They got only two sentries out, and the first of these things is almost on top of them.”


They turned back to the screen and saw the first two creatures move with lightning reflexes around the corner and they fell upon the two Elf sentries before they were even aware they were dead. One of the creatures took the first Elf in his hands and simply twisted the woman’s slender neck viciously until her head was torn from her body. The second one had used a savage looking blade, and was now watching with an amused expression on his face as the male Elf slowly slid further down the large blade, his blood splashing wetly on the floor below him in copious amounts.


They all were silent, and no one turned to the sound of Kevin falling to his knees and vomiting the contents of his stomach onto the dusty floor.


“Danny, is the Tram powered up?” Martin asked.


Dan turned to his friend and Commander, knowing what was going through his head. “Yes, but I got something that will get us there quicker. Pablo got three Hummers primed and running in case we had to make a quick exit. We can be there in four minutes.”


“Skipper we aren’t supposed to get involved.” Julie spoke, attempting to be the voice of reason, but not doing a very good job.


Martin looked at her. “Anja, we might be coming back with wounded, can you make the infirmary workable?”


Anja nodded quickly. “I’m on it!”


“Jules stay here and give us a blow by blow. Danny, Trina, and the Master Chief are with me!” Martin lifted his silenced HK74 and headed for the exit.


Betrayed!


Tarifa was dazed, unable to focus her eyes through the blood that dripped into them. She could hear the screams of pain and battle from her fellow comrades, but was powerless to go to their aide. The Alliance Assassins had appeared like phantoms within their ranks, seven of the deadly genetically engineered killing machines falling upon them without warning. Tarifa had been about to leap into the battle when something smashed against the back of her head, dropping her to the floor. She had felt herself dragged into another room while her fighters died, and then she was flipped over and her uniform was forced open, exposing her perfect 34D breasts to the male Elf who now knelt above her, a vicious grin on his face. His fist slammed into her face again, dazing her even more as he pulled at her uniform, forcing it down past her sleek hips, exposing her tanned skin to the rough and dusty surface of the floor. 


The Elf worked quickly, his lust at seeing her delicious body exposed to him, blinding him to all else. He finally pulled one leg of her uniform off, and he saw the thin strip of soft black hair above her small pussy. 


“What are you doing?” Tarifa gasped, trying to push him away as her senses slowly returned to her. “I… I am your Queen!”

“You’re a bitch!” The elf yelled, punching her in the face again, splitting open her lips and causing stars to renew their dance in her eyes. “Marcus is rewarding me well for helping him! The first part of that reward while the Alliance wipes out your precious soldiers is that I get to fuck you like the whore you are!”


Tarifa cried out in pain and humiliation as the male elf plunged his hard cock into her tight dry pussy. She could hear his grunts as he thrust deep with no regard for her pain or discomfort. He grabbed her arms as she attempted to strike him and he slammed them to the floor.


“This is your place Queen Tarifa!” He yelled, ramming his cock deeper into Tarifa’s extremely tight cunt, and grunting with the effort. “You are nothing more than a street whore to be used!”


“No! Why… why are you doing this?” Tarifa gasped, tossing her head back and forth in agony and humiliation.


“Why? Credits of course,” The elf grunted as he plowed forward. “And the chance to fuck my untouchable Queen senseless!” He laughed. “You like it don’t you Tarifa?” He gloated, mistaking the glint now evident in her sapphire blue eyes.

Tarifa’s eyes flared angrily. She had always had long legs for her height, and she had spent hours upon hours toning and building her leg and ass muscles, until now she was regarded as having the finest ass of any High Elf alive. The hours of training also gave her legs incredible strength, and with a savage glint in her eyes she locked them around the small of the back of the elf male raping her. His eyes went wide when he felt the painful pressure in his back and he looked down into her face and saw not the humiliated Queen of the High Elves, but the fanged snarl of a hellion.


“NEVER,” Tarifa growled, clenching her stomach muscles and squeezing her legs even tighter.


“What… what are you doing?” The man gasped, his face now filled with pain.


“Killing you dog,” Tarifa growled again, wrenching her arms free of his grasp and reaching up to rake his face with her nails.


Tarifa never had a chance to complete the action her mind was intent on conducting, and her eyes widened when she saw the Alliance assassin appear behind him. The assassin grinned savagely as he gazed upon her.


“She seems to be too much for you elf.” He spoke with a chuckle.

Tarifa’s eyes went even further when she heard the new screams from the other rooms, only these screams were not coming from her soldiers. She saw the Alliance assassin’s eyes widen and he turned quickly, only to stagger back just as quickly. When his body turned she understood why. Protruding from his misshapen head was the black hilt of a strange looking knife. It was firmly imbedded in the assassin’s skull and had killed him instantly. 
Tarifa’s eyes grew even wider when she saw the black clad apparition appear behind the male elf who was still attempting to unlock the death grip her legs had on him. He was attired in black from head to toe, the only thing visible were his gleaming dark brown eyes. Tarifa watched as if events were in slow motion as he reached forward, grabbed the male elf above her by his jaw and the back of his head, and twisted viciously. There was almost no effort as Tarifa heard the snapping of the traitors’ neck.

Tarifa rolled to the right as the howl filled the room, dragging the body of the now dead officer with her as another Alliance Assassin charged the black apparition from behind. Tarifa watched as the man, it had to be a man, moved with speed unlike anything she had ever witnessed. He dropped into a crouch as the Assassin swung the heavy blood stained blade, and the assassin lost his footing when his blade connected with nothing but air. The black apparition straightened up to his full height, which had to be over six feet by Tarifa’s estimate, and snapped out with a powerful kick that connected to the assassin’s knee. She winced as she heard bone crunch and pop, and she watched as the apparition stepped in closer to the falling assassin and hit him with the heel of his palm directly in the chest area. Tarifa again winced as the blow crunched more bones and caused the assassin to stumble back.

“I smelled you coming from a mile away you ugly motherfucker!” The apparition spoke now, his hand filling with the strange looking hand gun. Tarifa heard two shots, both of the rounds from the K12 pistol striking the assassin between the eyes with deadly precision.


Tarifa managed to extract the dead elf from her body and was now staring at the man as he turned back to her. She watched his deep brown eyes gaze upon her lush naked figure with absolutely no emotion before he leaned down and picked up her uniform from the floor where it had come off in her roll. He stepped up to her and squatted down, his eyes never leaving her face she noticed.


Martin reached up and pulled the nomex hood back, letting it drop and dangle behind his shoulders. He heard Tarifa gasp and returned his eyes to her, being very careful not to gawk at her completely naked and utterly divine body. He let his eyes gaze upon her face, focusing mainly on her incredible ears, and the tattoo on her neck, which looked to be identical in every way to the tattoo he wore on the back of his shoulder. Though one of her ears was stained with blood from the blow to her head, they looked very real, and very delicious. Martin shook that thought from his head, surprised at where it had come from, but he reached out slowly to try and touch her uninjured ear. With reflexes he didn’t anticipate Tarifa slapped his hand away and pushed back from him. Martin looked at her face again, taking in the incredible sapphire eyes gazing upon him with a mixture of fear and bewilderment. He inhaled deeply and detected the scent of fear wafting from her pores, along with what he determined was her normal scent. That was what he focused on, and burned into his brain. She smelled distinctly of peach, even amidst the smell of blood and death all around them. His eyes once more went back to the tattoo and wondered how she could possibly have the exact same tattoo as him.

Tarifa held her breath in her chest as this man gazed on her. He was very tall, and taking in the way his black uniform fit him, incredibly muscular. She had never seen eyes like his before, liquid pools of dark brown that caught and held her. His lips appeared soft and delicate and they were slightly parted allowing her to see the tips of his canine teeth, which had lengthened to almost three quarters of an inch. Tarifa gasped as he moved with the speed of a striking pit viper, far faster than any Elf she had ever seen, causing her to press back up against the wall, as his face came within an inch of her. She closed her eyes, fearing the worst, and heard him breathe deeply almost directly next to her ear, then moving to her throat where his lips grazed her skin. Her eyes popped back open when she felt his face move away and she watched him as he held out her uniform. He set in on the floor in front of her.

“Skipper…?” Julie’s voice interrupted Martin’s thoughts from his ear implant.


“Go!” Martin spoke.


“Boss… the fighting must have alerted the others. Another group of those ugly things is moving on your location. Looks like about twenty of them.”


“How long do we have?”


“They’ll be all over you in five minutes, tops.”


“Copy,” Martin looked at Tarifa. “More of these things are coming. I am not here to hurt you, but if you want to live you need to come with us.”


“Who… who are you?” Tarifa asked softly.


Martin smiled, “The good guys.” He withdrew his K12 from the holster, causing Tarifa to flinch a little, and he set it on top of her uniform on the floor. “It’s got sixteen shots left and it kicks a little. Pull yourself together and follow me.”


Martin turned quickly and headed into the other room.


Tarifa entered the next room clutching the pistol Martin had given her in her small hand. She stopped when she saw three others dressed like him standing to the side of the windows, and only nine of her soldiers left, four of them seriously wounded. All of her people were watching the much taller and muscled members of Martin’s team, to include the brown haired female with fear and something akin to awe. Even Tarifa had to admit what she had seen was unbelievable. They had cut through a squad of Alliance assassins like a sickle through wheat.


“Skipper we can’t stay here!” Danny spoke from the far window.


“Jules is there another entrance to the tunnel?” Martin asked quickly, Tarifa looking at him oddly.

“There’s an emergency hatch eighty meters to your east!” Julie answered into his question. “Better hurry Skipper.”


Martin turned to Tarifa. “We need to go.” He spoke.


“Who are you?” Tarifa asked him again.


Martin stepped up to her, towering over her five foot nine height by a good six inches. “You have a choice. Stay here and die, or come with us. Make it now. We’re leaving.”


It really was no choice at all and Tarifa nodded her head. The reason why she felt she could trust this man escaped her, but for the moment it didn’t matter. They were no match for Alliance Assassins without these strange men and women.

“My wounded… I can not…” Tarifa began to ask, but seeing Martin and the others in his team pick up the four seriously wounded Elves stopped her. Martin met her questioning eyes.


“We don’t leave anyone behind.” He spoke. “Let’s go.”


Martin stood next to the ventilation shaft entrance disguised to look like a water fountain. The pool around the smashed fountain was filled with rancid water, the stench nearly unbearable. Julie had slid the large fountain aside by computer command from the control room, had already unlocked the hatch. Now, Danny and Trina were on the floor of the tunnel below helping as Ben and Martin lowered down the injured Elves as quickly as possible. Once all four of them were down, the other Elves simply began to jump into the hatch and drop the thirty feet to the tunnel below.


“Shit Skipper hurry up!” Julie’s voice sounded calm but Martin could detect the urgency. “They’ve cleared the building you were in and are spreading out to search. Two of them are heading right for you! Twenty meters and closing from the west!”


Martin looked at Tony and Tarifa watched as he used silent hand signals to communicate. Her small hand clutched the pistol, her keen eyes looking into the darkness for the approaching Assassins. She turned back to look at Martin but he was gone, as was the other of his unit. Her eyes met the lone female elf on the other side of the entrance, her weapon clutched in her hands. She shrugged in shock and exhaustion. Tarifa looked back out into the darkness when she heard the muted grunts, and her eyes caught the shapes of two others approaching. She brought up the K12 ready to fire, but her eyes widened when Martin and Tony appeared dragging the corpses of two assassins with them.


Her eyes were wide as she gazed from the dead bodies back to Martin. 


“We can’t leave them to announce where we disappeared to can we?” He spoke, seeing her questioning look. “Danny, there’s dead meat coming down!” Tarifa watched him effortlessly haul the dead assassin into the air and drop the body into the hatch. Tony did the same with similar ease, and then he snatched the remaining female elf’s arm, gathered her close to his body and leaped into the hatchway.

“You like rides?” Martin asked pulling Tarifa to her feet.


“Rides… what… what do you mean?”


Martin gathered her into his embrace before she realized what was happening, and he stepped off into the darkness of the hatch. 


Danny watched as first Martin landed on the tunnel floor and then the female with the long black hair. “Close it up Jules.” He spoke into his mic.


Martin looked at Tarifa, who had pushed away from him during their controlled fall, and landed with the grace and agility of a cat two feet from him. Martin watched her waver for a second, and he reached out to catch her as her eyes rolled up into her head and she passed out. His hand came away from the side of her head coated with her blood, her head wound from earlier obviously worse than she had expected. That she had made it this far without collapsing was incredible.


Martin turned to Danny who read his thoughts and pointed to the three Hummers coming down the tunnel at them.


“Our rides here Skipper.” He said.


Martin lifted Tarifa’s body into his arms as if she weighed nothing, and he got into the front of the Hummer, holding her close to him as the others got loaded.


The infirmary was not that large due to the hospital that was located on the air base not too far away. It was more a trauma center that could stabilize patients before moving them. There were six beds in the center, and five of them were now occupied. Anja had been able to set up what equipment she had brought, as well as clean up the infirmary to make it at least presentable. She had found plastic encased sheets for the beds, and after cleaning up as much as the dust as she could, she now had patients in the beds. 


Martin stood with her by the door to the infirmary, the others watching from outside the glass window.


“They’re going to survive.” Anja told him. “All of them. Their wounds are healing rapidly, almost as if they have an accelerated healing system like you and the other genomes. Even the female with the torn up side will heal.”


Martin waved his hand by his ear looking at Tarifa on the bed “And what about the ears?” He asked.


Anja smiled. “They are very real.” 

“You want to explain that to me.” Martin said.


“I can explain it with two words.” Anja told him, “Genetic Engineering.”


Martin looked at her wide eyed. “You mean they were made?” He spoke.


Anja nodded. “I ran some quick tests on the blood I drew from them. The results indicate that all of them are second or third generation and the high levels of red blood cells indicate they were born normally, but they all stem from genetic engineering.”

“So you’re saying that someone made them after the world fell apart?” Martin asked. “Who the hell would make Elves?”


“In many ways they are similar to you and the rest of the Team, albeit not on as large a scale.” Anja spoke. “Enhanced musculature structure, enhanced senses and reflexes. Look at them Martin, they’re all beautiful, even the men. I think they were designed for a purpose.” She said looking at him.

“They were made as slaves?” Martin asked knowing what she was hinting at. 

Anja shrugged. “Anything is possible, but based on the scars I’ve seen on a few of them, and the transmissions we were picking up, I wouldn’t be surprised.” She said. “We really don’t know anything about what is happening now, and so far from what we’ve seen it doesn’t look very nice.”


“Yeah I’ll agree with you on that one, but who would make them to be slaves? That seems very… cruel.” He said shaking his head. “I had Tony bring the bodies of the two uglies we dropped down the tunnel. And the other Elves that weren’t injured are in the galley eating all of our rations. They love the things. Think you can take a look at them too?”


Anja nodded. “I’ll finish up here and take a look. They’ll be waking up soon at the rate their bodies are healing, what do we tell them?” She looked at him. 

“I have no idea.” Martin replied.


“Have you contacted the Admiral?”


Martin shook his head. “He’s going to be pissed, that much I know. That’s why I want to have as much information as we can get before I talk to him.”


“I’ll do what I can.” She told him. Martin nodded and looked at her intently. Anja returned his gaze evenly. “What?”


“I’m not so dense as to not remember what you smell like Anja. I can smell you all over both Danny and Julie. And your scent is all over them.” He said softly, watching her face.
“Martin… I… it’s very hard to explain. I…”

“Anja,” He spoke as he stepped up close to her, his musky mint smell very prominent in the enclosed space and it surprised Anja that she would be able to detect it so easily. “They… they are like family to me Anja. Please… I just don’t want to see them hurt.”


Anja met his eyes with and nodded. “Martin… I did not mean to hurt you. I was frightened by what you were.”


Martin looked at her and smiled. “You don’t know the half of it.” He told her. “Just be sure this is what you want.”


“What… what do you want?” Anja asked him.


Martin met her stunning jade green eyes. “I want you and them to be happy.” He replied softly. 


“What about you?” Anja asked.


“What I want is irrelevant.” He told her.


Anja nodded slowly. “I am sure Martin.” She said softly; regret filling her at what Martin did not say.

“Good.” Martin said. “Then I won’t mention it again. Get those reports to me as soon as you can.”


Anja nodded as she watched Martin walk out and she turned to walk over to Tarifa’s bedside. The stunning young female elf stirred and her eyes fluttered for a moment, but remained closed. Anja moved back to the counter and began running another test and didn’t see Kevin come into the infirmary.

Kevin stood in the doorway, his eyes wide as he gazed upon the sleeping forms of the elves on the medical beds. He came fully into the room and Anja saw him then and turned.


“Kevin what are you doing in here?” She asked getting to her feet.


“I didn’t believe it when I saw the others.” Kevin spoke. “But it’s really true. They are elves.”


“Kevin you need to leave.” Anja told him as he came closer to Tarifa’s form, his eyes hungry at the way the sheet clung to her body.


“I heard you talking to Hunter.” He said. “So someone made them to be slaves’ uhu?”


“You were spying on me?” Anja asked angrily.

Kevin looked from Tarifa to the other female elf and shook his head. “They… they all have the perfect model body, did you notice that?”


Anja rolled her eyes. “No Kevin, they were injured; it wasn’t the first thing that came to mind. You really need to leave now.”


Kevin looked at her, “Why Anja? Why are you so eager to get rid of me?”


“You shouldn’t be in here. These people are injured and…”


“Elves,” Kevin spoke.


Anja stopped. “What?”


“They aren’t people, they are Elves.” Kevin told her, turning to look at Tarifa’s sleeping form again. Anja knew what she saw in those eyes and she didn’t like it one bit. She stepped forward and got between him and the bed.


“You will leave now.” She told him more forcefully.

“Or you’ll do what?” Kevin asked with a smirk.


Anja’s hand closed around the butt of the K12 in her thigh holster, and her eyes took on a decidedly evil glare to them; a glare that Kevin had never seen before. “If you do not leave right now Kevin, I will physically toss you out of my clinic onto your pathetic ass!”


Kevin gazed at her in surprise. “Where is this coming from?” He asked. “We’re engaged Anja, you can’t treat me like this.”

Anja smiled at him. “No… we are no longer engaged Kevin. And you and your father will no longer get to fuck me whenever you want. We are done; finished; kaput!” Anja dug into her pocket for the ring she had worn up until a few hours ago. She flipped it at him, watching as he caught it awkwardly.

“It’s that black genome bitch and her boyfriend isn’t it?” Kevin spoke. “I’ve seen you talking to them! You were getting real close to them.”

Anja smiled. “You have no idea how close I’ve gotten to them.” She told him. 

Kevin’s eyes grew wide. “You’ve… you’ve fucked them?” He asked incredulously. “You actually let them touch you?”

Anja smiled sweetly. “Not only touch me.” She said. “They fucked me senseless!  Something you are incapable of doing. And I can’t wait to have Danny’s big black cock stuffing my pussy again; all the while I’m happily slurping away at Julie’s tight cunt!”

“That’s… that’s disgusting!” Kevin hissed.

“Maybe to you… but you don’t matter anymore.” Anja told him. “Now I’ll give you five seconds to turn your sorry ass around and get out of here.”

“Or what…?” Kevin barked. “You’ll have your new boyfriend come in and beat me up?”

Kevin’s eyes grew wide when he was suddenly looking down the barrel of Anja’s K12 only an inch from his tip of his nose. 
“He won’t have to.” Anja spoke coolly. “There won’t be anything left of you to beat up after I blow your fucking brains all over the wall behind you.”

Kevin Graham was only a bully when he could brow beat a person. The only reason he was able to treat Anja as he had the last few years was because of his father. He knew without a doubt that not only could she kick his skinny ass with ease, but he also knew she had killed before in a very cold blooded means. And looking at her now, he had no doubts she wouldn’t hesitate to kill him. 

“This… this isn’t over Anja.” He said.

“Oh yes it is Kevin.” She told him.

Kevin glared at her but he turned slowly and left the infirmary. Anja exhaled deeply in relief, but she was proud of herself. She would have done exactly what she threatened Kevin she would do. Anja holstered her K12 and turned slowly to look at Tarifa. She saw her eyes flutter quickly and Anja smiled.


“He’s gone; you can stop pretending you are asleep.” Anja said.


Tarifa opened her dazzling sapphire eyes and looked at Anja as she sat up slowly holding the sheet to her naked breasts. She looked at Anja, who simply stared right back at her.


“Where… where am I?” She asked.


“You are safe.” Anja said, putting her hand on the young woman’s bare shoulder.


“Who are you? What is this place?” Tarifa shot the questions out rapid fire, and Anja smiled gently.


“I will answer as many questions as I can, but right now you need to calm down.” Anja told her. “No one is going to hurt you.”

“You are human!” Tarifa snapped, glaring at her. “Why should I believe you?”


Anja was somewhat taken aback, and she took her hand away. “I don’t know, perhaps because we are the ones that saved your life, and the lives of your friends.”


Tarifa’s eyes softened a little, and her face lost most of its hardness. “Forgive me.” She said quietly. “Our dealings with humans have not been so friendly in the past. Where… where are you from, the Western settlement?”


Anja looked at her. “Excuse me, the Western Settlement? What is that?”


“It is the largest city of humans on this side of the Big River. They are not part of the Alliance and maintain their independence from them.” Tarifa spoke looking at Anja oddly. “How can you not know that?”


“I think you might be surprised at what we don’t know.” Anja spoke. “You… you don’t get along with them I take it?”


Tarifa looked at her strangely, seeing how Anja was gazing at her “You… you have never seen one of us before?” She asked. “How is that possible? Elves make up over sixty percent of all the slaves on the planet. How is it you have never seen one of us?”


“That’s a long story.” Anja replied. “A very long story. Who were those creatures after you?”


“They were Alliance Cadre Assassins.” Tarifa replied. “They are the most lethal of all the Alliance troops; pure killing machines.” Tarifa looked at Anja, her eyes wide as if she had just remembered something. “That man… he… he killed two of them so easily. The others finished the rest. How… how is that possible? No Elf has the strength or speed to stand with an Alliance Cadre Assassin and live, let alone a human. How is that possible? Who are you people?”


“Perhaps you should get dressed.” Anja said. “I cleaned up your uniforms as best I could. It might be easier to let you see and then try to explain.”


“…out of your mind?” Admiral Wallace nearly yelled. “Marty this is a major fuck up.”


Martin winced outwardly as he watched the Admiral on the monitor. He got up and paced his office, which he was in alone thankfully.


“Admiral I couldn’t stand by and watch while they were slaughtered.” Martin told him. “Whatever those things were, they would have torn through them like they weren’t there.”


“Elves…?” Wallace spoke, shaking his head. “This just keeps getting better and better.” He returned to his chair. “We’ve been intercepting communications from something called the Alliance. From what we’ve been able to figure out, they seem to be the ruling government. We’ve intercepted video transmissions from some of the cities as well. They’re talking about slave auctions and brothels, all having to do with these elves. And some other really nasty shit that I won’t get into now.”


“So they are the government?” Martin asked.


Wallace nodded. “It appears so. You should have seen the look on Graham’s face when he found that out. I thought the man was going to blow a load in his shorts. He demanded I arrange for him to contact these people.”


“Jesus, I hope you told him to go sit on a fucking screw sir!” Martin replied, coming forward in his chair. “Whoever these people are, they are some seriously deranged and cruel individuals if what we are hearing and have seen is any indication. There’s a large force of these Alliance morons combing the air base as we speak. Some of the elves that weren’t hurt in the attack told me they’ve been enslaving elves for decades.”

“They have been doing it for centuries.” The female voice spoke, causing everyone in the room to turn around.


Anja stood with the female elf that appeared to be the leader. She wore her uniform, and though Anja had been able to remove the blood and dirt from it, there were still several tears in the fabric. Martin looked quickly at the cleavage of her firm breasts, as well as the smooth skin of her flat muscular abdomen. His eyes took all this in within seconds and then his eyes went to her face. Her sapphire eyes were very bright, and looking directly at him.


“Admiral… this is… this is the leader of the group we stumbled across.” Martin spoke.


“My name is Tarifa.” She spoke confidently. “I am Queen of the High Elves.”


Martin nodded and turned back to the screen. “She’s Queen of the High Elves Admiral.” He spoke.


“You are mocking me.” Tarifa snapped, glaring at Martin.


Martin met her defiant gaze and shook his head. “I apologize if it seems that way, but a lot has happened to us the last few days, and it’s all quite a bit to take in.”


“Who are you people?” Tarifa demanded. She noticed that while Martin’s canine teeth were slightly longer than normal humans she had met, they did not have the length that she had seen during the fighting.

“That would be exceptionally hard to explain young lady.” Wallace spoke from EDEN. “I can assure you though; we are not your enemies.”


“So you say.” Tarifa spoke almost arrogantly. “You are humans, why should I trust you?”

Martin looked at her, his gaze hardening slightly. “Gee, maybe because we just saved your asses!” He exclaimed.


“Do not speak to the Queen in such a way!” The second female elf appeared, moving up next to Tarifa.


“Great!” Martin spoke shaking his head. “Another country heard from.”


Tarifa held up her hand to the young woman. Voilal, they know nothing of our ways. She said in her native elfin language.


We should not trust them my Queen. They are human barbarians. They could be waiting to turn us over to the Alliance Assassins. Your capture would make them very wealthy my Queen.



Martin’s eyes went wide when he realized he understood every word they had just spoken, and he noticed Danny and Julie visibly react as well.


“I do not lie!” Martin snapped, causing Tarifa and the young woman to look at him in stunned surprise, as well as everyone else in the room with the exception of Danny and Julie.


“Marty… you understood them?” Wallace asked in shock.


“I understood every word Admiral.” Martin spoke, his eyes never leaving Tarifa’s stunned face.


“So did I sir.” Dan spoke up now.


“Me too,” Julie spoke


“They think we are lying to them Admiral.” Martin spoke, his eyes locked on Tarifa. “And that we are barbarians. That was a good one by the way; very original. They think we are going to turn them over to these Alliance idiots.”


“Marty this isn’t helping?” Julie spoke up from next to Danny.


Martin looked at her and took a deep breath. “Admiral I’m going to check on the status of the overheads. I’m sure you and the Queen here have much to discuss.”


“Young lady, if you don’t mind taking a seat. Marty we are back on a regular rotation it seems, and we have two hours nineteen minutes before we pass to the dark side. We won’t be able to contact you until you are enroute back here.” Wallace spoke. “Your extraction is still on schedule?”


Martin nodded. “Yes sir.”


Wallace nodded. “Then we’ll see you in twenty hours.”

Martin watched as Tarifa moved to the chair in front of the smaller screen to speak with Admiral Wallace.


“You alright Skipper?” Dan asked stepping over to him.

Martin nodded slowly. “This is a lot to absorbed Dan.” He said.


“You got that right.” Dan spoke. “How do we know what the hell they were speaking? It didn’t sound like any language I’ve heard before, and between the three of us we speak ten of them.


“I don’t know, but the sooner we are out of here the better.” Martin muttered as he headed for the landing pad. “This place is starting to give me a headache.”


Marcus stood in the room, his cruel eyes taking in the carnage that had taken place. One assassin lay in the middle of the floor, the gaping hole in his forehead leaking whatever they had for brains onto the floor. Marcus knew it was a bladed weapon, but the strength to strike it through the reinforced bone plates of the assassin’s head had to be tremendous. The second assassin was slumped against the wall, very little remaining of its head. The right knee looked horribly twisted in another direction, his senior officer inspecting the body. The male elf informant was also dead, his head nearly torn from his body, his eyes open in pain and death and facing almost completely behind him. His pants were tangled around his ankles, exposing his shrunken male organ for all to see. 


The next room was no better, as the bodies of Elf warriors and the remaining assassins were scattered all over. The Elves had fought well, but the assassins had cut through them easily. However, whoever had killed the Alliance assassins were not Elves, this much Marcus knew.


He watched as his senior officer rose and looked at the medical data pad before turning and walking over to him.


“It is most unusual Colonel Marcus.” He spoke.


“I’m sure it is.” Marcus spoke. “The Elves did not do this.”


The man looked at him. “No my Colonel Marcus they did not. This assassin’s entire chest cavity has been shattered. Medical scans indicate every rib and his whole breast bone were broken with a single blow. The bone splinters shredded all of his internal organs. The bullet to his head was not necessary.”


Marcus bent over the male elf that had been raping Tarifa. “The condition of this male elf’s body indicates he was killed with a great deal of rage. The fool was actually trying to rape the Queen when he was killed. I knew we should not have trusted him.”


“Our patrols can find no trace of the remaining elves Colonel. And two of the Alliance assassins that we sent in the second wave have disappeared.” The man reported.


Marcus stood back up and cocked his head to the side, “Interesting.” He spoke.


“Colonel…?”


“Their bodies were taken.” Marcus said turning to look out the broken window as the sun began to rise over the mountains. “Whoever killed these Assassins must have taken the bodies to cover any escape route they were using. The two missing assassins must have stumbled upon their means of leaving the ruins, and they were killed. It is a tactic I would have used.”


“Your orders Colonel Marcus…?”


“They will not be within the ruins.” Marcus spoke. “And given the ability of the Elves, and the way they can move, I would surmise they are long gone from here.”

“Yes Colonel.”


“Order our forces to withdraw to the west and set up an advanced base.” Marcus said. “We will rest there until full morning and then we will return to the capital.”


“You do not wish to pursue the Queen Colonel?” The Captain asked surprised.


“To what purpose…?” Marcus asked softly. “We are in High Elf territory, and their forces would conduct hit and run attacks against us until they whittled us down to nothing. Trapping her here was the best chance we had, but this idiot thought more with his dick than his brains.” He kicked the body of the male elf savagely. “We will have other chances. She can not hide forever, and if our Alliance with the Wood Elves is ratified, she will be dead in a few months.”


“We make an Alliance with the Wood Elves Colonel Marcus?” The Captain asked. “Why?”


“We have been pitting them against each other for years.” Marcus replied with a smile. “The Ministers have been very clever. We’ve conducted raids against both tribes and insured the other was implicated. The Wood Elves are worthy soldiers Captain, and there has always been a culture of mistrust between the two factions. We are just getting the help of the stronger of the two tribes for a time. When we have destroyed Tarifa and her followers, we can turn on the Wood Elves.” 

The Colonel grinned. “And then we will enslave them Colonel?”


Marcus matched the smile, “Of course. No one stands against the Alliance for long, no matter how strong they are; no one.”


Tarifa sat in the galley of EDEN Ground Control with the remaining members of her detachment. She had spoken with the human officer Admiral Wallace, for nearly two hours, and to say she had come away very confused and even more suspicious would be a complete understatement. She sat with her back against the wall, her knees pulled up to her chest as the others of her detachment faded in and out of much deserved sleep. Tarifa however could not bring herself to close her eyes, for every time she did she replayed the same scene in her head; her attempted rape by the betrayer in her detachment and the subsequent rescue by the one she now knew as Martin.

The Admiral had told her that Martin had disobeyed his orders to remain unseen to rescue her and her troops. And in the few moments immediately after he had killed the second Alliance Assassin, Tarifa had been completely exposed for his eyes to see. Yet those eyes had never left her face for a moment. Tarifa remembered when he had pounced so fast she could not follow his movements and gotten so close to her she could feel his lips graze her throat, and even in that moment of terror, the touch of his lips on her skin had sent shivers through her.

Tarifa got to her feet slowly and after glancing at her sleeping soldiers she made her way out into the corridor. She followed it as she had earlier and came to the control room where she saw the dark skinned woman sitting at the console.


Julie didn’t turn her head from the monitor, but she smelled Tarifa enter the room. “Are you going to stand there, or sit down?” Julie spoke.


“Forgive me.” Tarifa spoke.


Julie turned and looked at her now. “Forgive you for what? I smelled you coming down the corridor sweetie. I’m just monitoring the action going on top side.”


Tarifa came forward slowly, “Action?” She asked.


Julie nodded. “It seems the troops that entered the base after we snatched you and your friends are pulling back to the west.” She explained.

Tarifa looked surprised. “They are leaving?”


“That’s what it looks like.” Julie replied. “We’ll continue to monitor their movements, but they didn’t leave anyone on the base that I can detect.”


Tarifa lowered herself into the seat next to Julie. “I did not think Marcus would give up so easily.” She spoke.


“Marcus?” Julie asked.


Tarifa looked at her. “He is a senior Commander in the Alliance; a cruel vicious man. I was his prisoner once, many years ago. I escaped. He relishes the day he captures me once more.”


“Doesn’t sound like a very nice guy?” Julie said.


“He is not.” Tarifa replied. “He is a monster, just like those he commands.” She watched Julie for a long moment, saying nothing. Julie finally turned to her with a smile.


“If you have something to ask, go ahead and ask.” Julie spoke.


“You… you are not like your Admiral Wallace.” Tarifa said.


“What do you mean?” Julie asked her, turning in her chair.


“Elves… all elves have increased visual insight. Humans… normal humans are seen by elves with a specific aura surrounding them; an aura that is light green in color. Your aura and that of your comrades is different.” Tarifa explained to her. “It is darker, more earth tone in color. You and the others are not completely human like the red haired female.”

Julie shook her head. “No we aren’t.” She said. “We are commonly referred to as Genomes. Ten of us here and another forty-two on EDEN were genetically engineered as soldiers. There was once thousands of us, but some issues came up with how we were created, and now we are all that is left.”

“And that man… the tall one, he is your leader?” Tarifa asked.


Julie smiled. “You mean Marty? Yes.”

Tarifa pointed to Julie’s teeth. “Your teeth are similar to his, only not as long. Why is that?”


“When we were engineered, all of us had a very small portion of animal DNA fused with our cells. That DNA gave us our enhanced senses, speed and strength. One of the side effects was the teeth.” Julie spoke grinning. “In moments of extreme emotion, they tend to lengthen, but for the most part they stay the same size. That animal was a wolf.”


“And the one you… he is your mate?” Tarifa asked.


Julie chuckled. “Danny? I guess you could call him my mate in a manner of speaking.”


“And your leader… what of him,” Tarifa asked.

“The same as the rest of us, though I think they added large and grouchy traits to his mix.” Julie answered with a laugh. “That’s why he’s always so grumpy.”


Tarifa found herself smiling at the infectious attitude of this young woman. Julie leaned forward in her chair.

“Listen… we have been through a lot the last few days.” Julie told her. “We are still trying to come to grips with the fact that we’ve come nearly five hundred years into the future. Everything, everyone we knew is gone. Just like that. Add to that, we come here to discover that there is a new species on the planet we called home, a species that in our time lived only in legend and myth. It’s quite a bit to absorb. Martin is not usually as ill tempered as he is now. And you could stand to not be so arrogant yourself you know.”


Tarifa sighed softly. “It is a trait that was passed to me by my grandmother, and one that I can’t seem to get rid of. I do not like that part of myself, but when you are Queen to over nine million High Elves across the planet, it is a part that I need.”


Julie nodded slowly. “Well I can understand that.” She said. “I can also say that taking that tact with Martin is the short trip straight to his bad side. He disobeyed orders to come to help you, and I’ll tell you something else.” She waited until Tarifa was looking directly at her. “Martin has disobeyed orders only one other time in his life, and that was to save the lives of men he knew. I don’t know why he decided to help you, but you obviously have some sort of pull on him.”

“I do not understand how?” Tarifa spoke. “I do not know him, and I do not consider him to be an equal. He is nothing more than a soldier… perhaps a very good one, but a soldier none the less.” Tarifa knew immediately that she had said the wrong thing.

Julie shook her head. “And that is why he doesn’t like your tight ass!” She spoke forcefully. “Maybe you ought to consider that if it wasn’t for him, you would still be getting raped by your boyfriend, and then gang banged by all of his friends, and maybe even worse. You know something, you may be drop dead gorgeous, but you don’t have a lick of common sense about you. You don’t know us! And we don’t know you! But as far as I can tell, the only one judging anyone here is you!” Julie got to her feet.

Tarifa came to her feet as well, her face angry. “You have no right to talk to me that way! You know nothing of my people or me, or our… or our ways!” Tarifa snapped.

Julie nodded. “You’re right about that. And so far I’m not impressed.”


“I don’t… I don’t know him…” Tarifa spoke, her face a mass of confusion now. “Our… our law dictates I must… reward him for saving my life.”


Julie looked at her. “That’s why you are being such a bitch? You have to give him a reward?”


Tarifa shook her head. “You don’t understand. I do not have a mate… therefore I must reward him… by allowing him to… allowing him to bed me.”


Julie’s eyes grew large. “Excuse me?”


“Our laws dictate that if the life of an unmarried Queen is saved by an individual, a man, she must allow that man to take her for a night.” Tarifa explained.


“You’re kidding right?”


Tarifa shook her head. “I wish I was. Several of my party has already asked if I planned on going through with it. They are younger like me, and do not agree with many of the laws that have been in place for centuries. Many of those laws were put in place to insure that our race never died completely, as barbaric as some of them seem. I have tried to change many laws, but my efforts have only been partly successful. As long as the Council of our Elders has as much sway over our people as they do, the old ways will continue.”


“And that is why you act the way you do around the Skipper?” Julie said.


Tarifa nodded slowly. “He… he frightens me.” She said softly, looking at her. “In… in the room, right after he killed Paler, the elf who was raping me, I was… I was exposed to him, yet his eyes never left my face. His eyes… I’ve never seen eyes like his. They were so expressive… so savage. He got close to me… so close to me… I thought he was going to hurt me… but he only took a deep breath. I still do not understand what happen, but in my experience… men do not just dismiss a naked female elf. We were made… we were made to be the ultimate pleasure slave for humans. It simply is not done. Men can not resist us.”

Julie smiled. “Martin isn’t just any man Tarifa.” She said. “And as you have noticed, he is not totally human either.”


“That is what frightens me.” Tarifa said.


“Listen, why don’t you just talk to him?” Julie told her. “You might be surprised at what you find. And I know for a fact that he will not do anything to you, regardless of what your law says.”


“You sound so sure of that.” Tarifa asked.


“I am.” Julie replied. “Trust me on this. He’s right down that corridor in the landing pad. Go talk to him.”

“You will allow me to walk freely?” Tarifa asked.


“Why not? You are not prisoners here, and I’m too tired to guard you even if you were.” Julie answered. “Right that way. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to grab some shut eye.”


Tarifa entered the landing bay quietly, walking with her usual Elf ability to be very stealthy. She saw Martin working at a table against one wall of the bay, his back to her. Her eyes took in the large overhead doors that looked to be jammed open above the strange looking flying craft sitting quietly on the large pad. Tarifa was no stranger to flying machines, as the Alliance had many of them, but none looked as this one did. Most of the flying machines were used to hunt her and her people, but this machine looked much more deadly.


Tarifa stopped where she was and continued to gaze at Martin. He had unzipped his uniform, and the top portion was now loosely tied around his waist. He wore a black tank top, and even from where she stood, Tarifa could see the definition of the muscles in his arms and shoulders. She was also able to see the lines of tattooed flame that extended from under the shirt, down his arms and across his shoulders. He was so unlike the male elves and other human men she had seen. The male elves were lean, but no where near as heavily muscled and the majority of the humans she had seen were in relatively good shape but nothing like the sort of body Martin had. Tarifa could remember the books she had read as a child, and the bodies of the ancient gods, and as she gazed at Martin that is what she saw. The most perfect male body she had ever seen in her life. And for the first time in her life, Tarifa felt a powerful sexual rush of warmth pass between her thighs as she gazed at a man.

Tarifa heard a man’s voice echo within the bay, and an older human walked down the ramp of the flying machine. He said something to Martin who spoke back to him. Tarifa watched the human then walk underneath the flying machine inspecting something under one of the short wings.


“You don’t have to hide in the shadows.” The voice said from next to her, causing Tarifa to yelp and whirl around, her hands coming up defensively. Her eyes went wide when she saw Martin standing only three feet from her.


“By the gods,” She gasped.

“Sorry about that.” Martin told her sheepishly. “I tend to walk rather softly.”


“Softly…?” Tarifa exclaimed. “More like a ghost.” Tarifa exclaimed.


“I smelled you the moment you came into the bay.” Martin said. “I would prefer you didn’t hide in the shadows. You look much better in the light.”


Tarifa looked at him with surprise in her eyes as he motioned to the table he had been standing next to working at. “I… I did not mean to disturb you.” She told him.


Martin shook his head. “You’re not disturbing me.” He said. “I was actually going to find you and apologize to you for the way I acted. We’ve had to deal with a lot the last few days, as I’m sure Admiral Wallace told you.”


“He thinks very highly of you.” Tarifa spoke as they reached the table.


Martin nodded and he pulled out the stool for her next to the table. “We’ve been working together for quite a while now.” He said as Tarifa sat down, her eyes never leaving his face. He was very easy to look at, as he was the most beautiful man she had ever seen. His features were solid and strong; his skin was deeply tanned, very similar to hers. His cheeks were starting to show a five o’clock shadow of growth that Tarifa found so appealing in men. Male elves never had facial hair unless they had it grafted on later in their lives, and to Tarifa it was something unique and sometimes incredibly soft. And Martin’s facial growth appeared to be at the incredibly soft stage. It was his eyes that Tarifa found so fascinating. Looking into them was like staring into a primeval forest that was daring you to enter and discover its forbidden secrets and pleasures.


And it’s most horrible dangers.


“What can I do for you?” Martin asked her.


Tarifa had to shake her head to clear her thoughts, which were decidedly un-Queen like as she had been imagining herself wrapped around Martin’s body and screaming in perverse delight.

“Hmmm… I’m sorry, what?”


Martin smiled. “What can I do for you?” He said again. “You wanted something?”


Tarifa looked at him, waves of feelings she had never before experienced washing over her. “I… I came to offer… I came to offer my apology.” She finally was able to blurt out.


“Well… that hurt didn’t it?” Martin said.


“My manner can be a bit terse at times.” Tarifa replied, not able to look at him.


“I’m guessing as Queen you don’t have to say you are sorry very often uhu?” Martin said, looking at her.


The way he said that caused Tarifa to look at him. His words were not spoken in a hostile or aggressive tone, but one more of questioning. She shook her head slowly. “No.” She answered finally.


Martin had to grip the side of the bench he was standing next to in order to keep from taking the breathtaking elfin beauty in his arms and conquering her being. Tarifa was stirring sensations inside him that only Anja had been able to conjure, and it took every bit of will power Martin had to not let his animal instincts overwhelm him. Her peach scent was flooding his brain, and driving him nearly crazy with lust, and the way her sapphire eyes gazed on him made it even worse. 


Unknown to Martin he was having almost the same effect on Tarifa, as she had suddenly become very warm, and her pussy was becoming wetter by the minute as she sat so close to him. The way his eyes gazed on her with a loving hunger caused shivers to course through her body. No man had ever looked at her as he did.


Martin took a deep breath and turned to the table in front of him. “I… I reworked some weapons from the armory for your people.” He spoke, motioning to the dozen HK74 assault rifles and K12 automatic pistols laid out on the table. 


Turning away from her and telling her about the weapons saved both of them. Tarifa blinked her eyes several times as the sensations he had caused to course through her began to subside. “I’m sorry… what?”


“The weapons your people are carrying are not very good with stopping power or range.” He told her.


Tarifa took a deep breath and nodded. “We are only equipped with what we can buy from several human merchants and what we can steal. The Alliance has confiscated most of the other weapons, and they have factories to build more.” Tarifa told him. “The human settlement in the west has a massive armory, but what they ask for in exchange for weapons is too large a price to pay.”

Martin looked at her, “Slaves?” He asked.


Tarifa nodded. “They want female elves to work in their brothels and pleasure houses; something I am not willing to give them.” She answered.


“Good for you.” Martin spoke.


“You… you made these for us?” She asked, looking at him.


Martin nodded. “Did the Admiral invite you to EDEN?”


“You speak of your base on the moon? Yes he did.” Tarifa replied. “I’m sure it will be a site to see. I’ve looked into the stars many times at night and wondered if life existed off earth.”


Martin smiled gently. “I’ve asked myself that very question quite a few times.”


“Is the trip long?” Tarifa asked him, her eyes open wide in wonderment.


“Just under fourteen hours.” Martin answered. He looked at her, and seeing the way her eyes glowed in the dim light of the landing bay was too much for Martin.


Tarifa let out a soft female squeal when Martin lifted her into his arms, and covered her lips with his own. Her small hands went to his chest as his warm tongue drove past her lips to meet her own tongue in a blinding moment of delight. She felt a burning sensation ripple through her, as if every nerve in her body was lighting up, and her eyes closed slowly as she reveled in the blissful surges of pleasure that coursed through her. No man had ever kissed her before this moment, and Tarifa could not help the wetness that spread to her pussy. She was experiencing sensations that were unknown to her before now, all of them stemming from a kiss. Oh but what a kiss it was, as she clenched her fists in a fit of indecision on whether to wrap her arms around his shoulders and melt into his arms, or to beat him as hard as she could for taking her against her will.


Or was it against her will?


Martin made the decision for her. His eyes opened wide as he kissed her deeply, and he could smell her excitement. She did smell of peaches, and it was even sweeter smelling in her excitement, yet that was what triggered his mind to take over. He did not want to force himself on this stunningly beautiful woman, and if he allowed himself to swim in her scent any longer, the animal that he always kept in tight control would come out.


Martin took her face in his hands gently as he broke the kiss. He caressed the top ridge of her ear, tracing it up until it reached the point, drawing a sigh of bliss from Tarifa.


“I’m sorry.” He whispered. 


Tarifa lowered herself onto the stool as she heard Martin leave the bay quickly. She could feel her drenched pussy even through her uniform, and she brought her fingers to her lips in shock. Her eyes were wide, not believing that a simple kiss had done this to her. She had come so close to responding to him with a wanton willingness that it frightened her. He had taken her breath away with a simple kiss, making her weak kneed and soaked between her thighs. She had never let any man kiss her before, as they usually smelled of alcohol or tobacco, yet Martin’s tongue had tasted faintly of mint, and it had set her body ablaze.

Ben and Tina watched Tarifa from the ramp of the Raptor with large smiles on their faces. 


“Wow! How come you don’t kiss me like that?” Tina spoke with a mischievous smile.


Ben looked at her with a smile. “You mean the kind that leaves you weak kneed and dripping in anticipation?” 


“Those are the ones.”


Ben stepped over to her, pulling her close to him. “Then prepare yourself woman.”

MEDICINE BOW MOUNTAINS
NORTHERN COLORADO

SEVENTY-SIX MILES NORTH OF DENVER


“We traveled only at night my Queen, to avoid detection.” The male Elf officer spoke, bowing his head and reporting from one knee. “The Alliance forces pursued Queen Tarifa’s forces from the battle in the North, while we escorted the Holy One here. Her senior Lieutenant met us with the Holy One, while the Queen’s own unit led Marcus and his units to the south to cover our escape.”


“She led these forces herself?” The female voice asked the tone of surprise clearly evident.


“It would appear that way my Queen.” The male elf replied.


“You brought the Holy One here… but why?”


“I asked him too.” Walter Carson spoke as he entered the cave chamber.


The chamber was large, and his voice carried a small distance, but the unmistakable tapping of his walking stick on the ground carried much further.


“Holy One,” The female voice echoed quietly, and the long silky platinum blond hair of the Queen of the Wood Elves appeared from the shadows as she dropped to one knee.


As with Tarifa before him, Walter stepped up to her slowly and touched her head. “You need not bow to me Dysea.”


The platinum hair didn’t move. “You are the Holy One.” She spoke softly.


Walter turned to the male elf that had been making his report and the three male guards near the entrance to the chamber. All of them had their heads bowed. “Leave us.” He spoke as he moved to the small chair to the side of the glittering polished white marble throne chair. As he settled into the chair, he noticed they were finally alone. “Look at me Dysea.” He spoke.


The platinum blond head came up, and Walter was looking into the deepest emerald green eyes he had ever seen. Dysea was Queen of the Wood Elves, and had been for over a century. She was born ten years before Tarifa, thus making them the closest in age of any ruling Queens before them. While Tarifa was a tanned dark haired goddess, Dysea was completely opposite with long flowing platinum blond hair that reached to the small of her back and softly tanned skin. Walter had to inwardly complement himself on the beauty that the female elves possessed. He had engineered them to be nearly irresistible to human men with their near perfect figures and seemingly submissive nature, but he knew that while the female elves were very submissive with the men they took as their mates, they were anything but submissive when it came to protecting those they cared for.


He had created the elves to be open in regards to their sexuality, not afraid to enter into relationships of any sort. He made them to be quite possibly the most sexually free species to ever inhabit the earth. He had not intended for them to be turned into slaves.


Dysea matched Tarifa’s beauty in every way; they were just completely opposite in their looks. They were both the epitome of perfection, with the figures that drove human men mad with desire, and both Tarifa and Dysea had developed their leg and ass muscles to give them near perfect matching asses. Dysea wore a pure white dress that covered her shoulders and extended down her arms in sleeves, but from the fastened neck collar of the dress to just about mid way over her abdomen, she wore a black mesh like material that did nothing to hide the outline of her large and very firm 34C breasts. The dress had a thick white strip down the remaining portion of her abdomen that connected to the lower part of the dress that was nothing more then white panties and three floor length strips of white cloth. Her almost knee high white boots completed the very alluring outfit. While Tarifa was deeply tanned, Dysea was a beauty with only a light tan to her skin from her frequent trips to the surface.

Walter had to smile inwardly to himself once more. He had forgotten that the Wood Elves were much more open about their sexuality than the High Elves, even more so than he had intended them to be and the clothes they chose to wear reflected this.


“Your dealings with the Alliance will backfire on you.” Walter spoke.

Dysea’s green eyes flashed in surprise and she saw the man she knew only as the Holy One smile. “You… you know of our talks Holy One?”


“Did you think you could keep it from me child?” He asked in an amused tone. “I saw their representative basking in the attention of two elves in the next chamber when I arrived.”

Dysea’s mind was thinking quickly, but she could not come up with a statement before Walter smiled gently. “Tarifa and the High Elves are not your enemies Dysea. They are your sisters and brothers.”


“Holy One they raid and murder my people at any opportunity that arises!” Dysea countered with passion in her tone.


“The Alliance is turning you against them using lies and agents.” Walter told her. “You know as well as I that they want nothing but to enslave all elves to their whim. To be used in whatever manner they deem.”


Dysea nodded slowly. “Perhaps Holy One, but they will find that the Wood Elves are not so easily controlled and subjugated.” 


Walter stood up slowly. “When I first created your ancestors, it was with the purpose of helping men; helping them to rebuild our shattered world. You could do things they could not, go places they could not. Your beauty and the beauty of your sisters and your brother elves were meant to inspire them and give them reasons to go on.” He shook his head. “Instead they enslaved you, and twisted my creations into monsters for their conquest. I do not want to see that happen to you nor any of the elves Dysea.”


Dysea got to her feet, standing to her full height of five foot seven, her platinum hair falling to the middle of her muscular and toned ass. “We would fight them to our dying breath Holy One.” She spoke.

Walter nodded. “Yes I know, but that is not what I want to see. It has already begun you know. They are hounding Tarifa and the High Elves mercilessly, hunting her and her people. When they are finished with them, they will come for you.”

“My pact with the Alliance will give us weapons and equipment that will allow us to fight them Holy One.” Dysea spoke.


“And in return, you will help them to destroy your brothers and sisters.” Walter spoke, turning to look at her. “Have you been raiding camps and murdering High Elves Dysea?”


Dysea looked at him wide eyed. “Certainly not Holy One! That is not something I would allow, regardless of what the Council of Elders desires!”


Walter nodded. “Ah yes, The Council of Elders.” He spoke returning to the chair. “Tarifa has the same problems with her Council of Elders. It seems that I made a mistake when I formed the governments of your societies. The Council of Elders for both you and Tarifa are part of the problem, and not part of the solution.”


“Yet they hold a large sway over my people Holy One.” Dysea spoke.


“So it would seem.” Walter spoke to himself. “I wonder why that is?”


“What do you mean Holy One?” Dysea asked, confused that he had not directed his last statement to her.


Walter met her gaze. “Events are changing Dysea.” He spoke, getting to his feet and walking up to her. He reached out and touched the tattoo on the side of her slim neck. “You bear a unique mark for a reason Dysea.” He said softly. “And soon you will discover two others with matching tattoos, and you will need to make decisions that you have never thought of. It will be those decisions that you and the others make that will decide the fate of the Elves and mankind. I ask that you explore what the Alliance has told you before proceeding further with your plans for a pact with them. Tarifa and the High Elves are not so different from you and the Wood Elves.”

Dysea snorted most unladylike. “Holy One they are beneath us! They smell different and they act different. They consider themselves above us in so many ways. The Wood Elves are much more expressive in everything we do, and the High Elves are repressive by their very nature.”


Walter smiled. “Do you know this to be true? Have you witnessed this yourself?”


Dysea paused for a long moment. “Well… no Holy One, but all the reports from the Council… and our scouts…”


“Are wrong,” Walter spoke flatly. He took her hands in his, causing Dysea to smile up at him with adoring eyes, the eyes of a child looking at their adored parent. “As I said, events are changing rapidly now. An individual has come to earth, another of my creations from a past long ago. He is a warrior unequaled Dysea, as are those that travel with him. Even your vaunted Wood Elf Rangers are but children to them. Tarifa has met him already; I can feel it. You must seek them out Dysea. Only the three of you will stand a chance of insuring that elves and all those that are enslaved will be free. Only the three of you can convince the humans not aligned with the Alliance that you are not possessions to be traded and sold like cattle. Only the three of you together stand a chance of changing the face of the world, as we know it. But you must seek him out.”


Dysea looked at him. “Holy One… do you suggest I leave and travel on the surface to find this strange man and the Queen of our rivals?”


Walter nodded. “Yes.” He told her. “If you do not, then all I have tried to build… all you have tried to build… will be lost forever under the boot heel of the Alliance.”


“The Council will never agree Holy One.” Dysea spoke. “You must know this.”


“I do. That is why I am coming with you, and why we must not tell them what you are doing.”


“You ask me to go against the will of the Council of Elders?” Dysea asked aghast.


“I ask you to seek the one you were meant for, even more than Tarifa, this man will call to you in a way unlike any you have ever experienced. It is he that keeps you from taking others into your bed while filling your dreams.” Walter spoke.

“Holy One… how do you… how do you know who I take into my bed and what I dream of?” Dysea asked somewhat surprised.

Walter smiled. “Do you think it is a secret that no man has shared your company or your bed in almost a hundred years?” He asked reaching up out to caress the tattoo on her neck again. “This is something you have to do Dysea, and you must use the intelligence I gave you to make your own decisions. Leave the Council of the Elders to me.”


“And if I refuse?” Dysea asked.


“Then we have already lost.” Walter spoke softly. “And no matter what you do, you and every Wood Elf that remains alive will become slaves to Alliance rule.”

