CHAPTER FIVE

Tarifa’s Lieutenant Endith and the six remaining High Elf warriors with her lay on the forest floor, watching as the moon began to rise. They were on the edge of where the Book Cliffs met the timber of the Uinta Mountains. They had begun their journey three days before with thirteen in their party. At certain locations Endith had detailed an elfin warrior to remain behind, and return to report their progress. They had traveled quickly and quietly through the forests, looping far around where Marcus’s forces had camped. They had begun leaving this morning, and now their advance base was deserted. Endith had led her remaining force towards the sacred ruins, and they were coming in from the west. Endith knew that in another three kilometers they would be among the ruins of the old Air Base as the Holy One referred to it.

The timber around them now was scattered and tall, with the exception of the large clearing directly to their front. Endith used the infra-red binoculars she carried as she scanned the clearing, her mind racing. The ground showed recent signs of a huge heat source, scorched leaves and blown twigs lying all over around them, yet she could find nothing that indicated what had caused the heat surge. She lowered the field glasses one last time and turned to the male elf that was lying next to her.

“I can detect nothing.” She said softly. 


“The heat pattern does not conform to anything we know the Alliance has. Their flying machines leave great swatches of burned ground all around them, but nothing this precise and targeted however.” The male replied.


“You think it was a flying machine?” Endith asked. “How could it land here, among the tress?”


“The pattern of debris indicates that whatever craft landed here were very large and using powerful thrusters. To scatter the twigs and leaves like they are… it…”


They both turned as the female elf settled to the ground next to Endith. “Senior Lieutenant we have discovered something you should see.”


“What?”


“We were sweeping the clearing for mines as you ordered but…” The female paused in mid-sentence.

“Well… but what?” Endith spoke becoming slightly exasperated. They had been moving for so long and even she was tired and worried about Tarifa.

“You should see this for yourself Senior Lieutenant.”


Endith looked at the male elf who shrugged his shoulders, “Very well.” Endith spoke getting to her feet.


The female elf led the two of them out of the treeline and almost halfway across the clearing where two more elves were kneeling. Endith stopped next to them, her blue eyes going wide as she saw the faint light coming from the two foot wide gap in the ground. It extended for nearly the entire length of the clearing and was a perfect straight line. She lowered her hand to the ground and brushed aside the first layer of dirt and leaves before her fingers brushed against something smooth and metallic. 

“Metal.” She whispered quietly.


“There is a flying ship below us.” The female elf told her in a whisper. “And what appears to be some sort of hanger bay. We saw humans moving around this flying ship. Endith, it is unlike anything I have ever seen.”


Endith moved closer to the edge and peered into the dimly lit bay, seeing only the huge shadow that the Raptor was casting. Her trained eyes deducted how far it was to the surface of the floor that she could see.


“It looks like twenty-five feet.” She spoke quietly. She turned to the scout. “You saw humans?”


The elf scout nodded, “Two; a male and female. They seemed to be working on something near the back of the flying machine. They went inside the flying machine and have not come back out.”

Endith looked at the cloudy sky overhead before answering. “The acid storm will be here in less than an hour. We will drop down and subdue these humans. This hanger will provide protection from the storm.”


“You do not wish to kill the humans?” The scout asked.


Endith shook her head. “They may be able to provide us with information. I have not been able to pick up the Queen’s locater beacon in nearly fifteen hours, and they might be able to tell us something.”


“Endith are you sure the Queen was not taken by Marcus?” The male asked.


Endith looked at him and shook her head. “We would still detect her beacon.” She replied. “It is inside her, implanted into the skin on her hip. It is completely undetectable. It is something only a few others and I know of. It would not just stop working. Something is blocking the signal. And this hanger would be the right thing to do it with.”


“I will gather our force.” The male elf spoke.


“Quickly, we must get under cover before the storm hits.” Endith spoke. “It appears it will be a very large and deadly one.”


Endith sat on her elfin ass looking up at the business end of the large automatic, blood trickling from the corner of her lip, her blue eyes very wide and filled with a mixture of fear and shock at the human female that held the weapon.

Endith and her warriors had dropped soundlessly to the floor of the hanger below them, the twenty-five foot drop only a fraction of what she and her elfin soldiers were capable of. The dimly lit hanger bay was silent as she motioned two of her soldiers into the rear of the strange looking flying machine to subdue the two humans that were working as if they had heard and seen nothing.


That had been far from the case.


Her two warriors had taken four steps up the ramp of the Raptor when black clad apparitions appeared all around them, moving with a speed none of them had been prepared for, or had ever seen. Endith heard grunts of pain, saw two of her soldiers leave their feet, heard weapons hitting the metal floor and as she moved to react, a hand appeared from the side as if by magic. The open palm strike to her jaw sent her spinning, stars flashing before her eyes. When she didn’t fall, a follow up blow to her midsection doubled her over in pain as all the air in her lungs left her. She went to her knees, gasping for breath and stars still dancing in her head. As her fingers closed around the pistol grip of the small sub machine gun that dangled from a strap on her shoulder she froze as she felt the cold steel of a large pistol pressed to the back of her head. 


“That would not be wise.” The female voice spoke calmly.


Endith lifted her head slowly to look into the calm serene eyes of the human female, who was crouched in front of her, the K12 never wavering from its point of aim between her eyes. Endith saw the human male, directly behind the female, another larger rifle also holding steady on her chest, a red laser cutting through the darkness of the hanger bay and centered above her heart.


Endith looked around slowly, seeing all of her warriors covered by either the black clad apparitions or unconscious upon the cold steel of the floor. Two of her fastest warriors were in the clutches of two of the strange soldiers, gleaming steel blades from knives pressed tightly to their throats.


Endith turned and her eyes went a little wider when she saw the tall heavily muscled human walking towards her. She blinked several times before realizing that this intimating man was not entirely human as his aura told her. He squatted in front of her, his dark eyes apprising her carefully.


“It’s not entirely appropriate to attempt to kill someone when you first meet them.” Martin told her.


“Let’s just whack them and call it a day Skipper!” Dan’s voice echoed in the bay.


Endith’s eyes darted to where Danny was kneeling on the back of one of her male elfin warriors, the large sub machine gun pressed to the back of his head, his face twisted in a grimace of pain. Slightly behind him, a dark skinned female held Endith’s fastest scout by her throat, the blade of the knife against her tanned skin. She had kicked the scout in the leg, dropping her to one knee and effectively ending their battle in four seconds.

“I agree!” Trina spoke from the other side of the Raptor’s landing gear, her HK74 jammed into the back of the head of the male elf beneath her boot. “I don’t much like being a target!”


Endith’s eyes went slowly back to Martin, who had never taken his eyes from her. “Who… who are you?” She finally was able to croak out the words.


“The better question here is who are you?” Martin spoke.


“Endith,” The female voice echoed loudly across the bay.


Endith’s eyes darted behind Martin and she saw Tarifa run into the bay, only to have the red haired female stop her with an outstretched arm, her other hand filled with another of the automatic pistols.


“My Queen, you’re alive!” Endith gasped the relief in her voice very evident.


“Endith what are you doing here?” Tarifa asked, not willing to push past Anja’s outstretched arm for fear of what Martin’s men would do.


“We… we followed you my Queen.” Endith spoke slowly. “There is an acid storm coming outside, and when we discovered this underground hanger we came to investigate. We lost your signal fifteen hours ago my lady! I thought these… I thought these humans might know something.”

“Martin she is my Senior Lieutenant!” Tarifa exclaimed. “She only thought to protect me!”


Martin turned back to look at Tarifa, his eyes studying her face. He motioned with his head to Anja, and she dropped her arm from Tarifa’s waist so that she could come forward. Tarifa walked directly up to him as he rose to his full height. She looked at him almost shyly.

“Please… they are my soldiers.” She spoke, reaching out almost tentatively to place her hand on his chest. Tarifa could feel his heart beating against her hand, even through the body armor he wore. This did not go unnoticed by the others in Martin’s team or Endith, yet their faces remained locked in stern snarls. “Please.” Tarifa spoke softly.


Martin nodded slowly. “Let them go.” He ordered. “Ben… is the overhead fixed yet?” 


Ben looked at him from where he stood. “We finished it right before our guests showed up!”


Tarifa’s eyes had never left Martin’s face. “If it is an acid storm you must close the overhead doors to keep your ship from being damaged. They last for several hours and the acid they expel is very corrosive to metal.”


“Ben!” Martin called.


Ben was already moving. “Closing them now Marty.”


Martin turned from Tarifa’s gorgeous sapphire eyes. “Anja, get your bag and make sure our new friends are patched up.”

Anja had holstered her K12 and she nodded, “On it.”


Danny helped the male elf to his feet, the male Elf’s face a mixture of utter relief and confusion now that Danny’s two hundred and fifty plus pounds of muscle was off his back.


“This acid storm; how long will it last?” Martin asked.


Tarifa looked at Endith. “Endith, how large was it?”

“One of the biggest I’ve seen this year my lady?” She answered, getting slowly to her feet. “This one is larger than the storm last month.”


Tarifa turned back to Martin. “Normally they last for only a few hours, but the large ones, as this seems to be, could last up to ten hours. The storm we had last month lasted for twelve hours, so potentially this one could last even longer.”


Martin nodded slowly before turning to head for the command center, Tarifa’s hand falling away from his chest. Endith stepped up to her quietly.


“My… my Queen, what… what is going on?” She asked. “Who… who are these people? Their auras are not completely human, and they move with speed and reflexes that surpass even the Elfin Weapon Masters.”


Tarifa looked at her and smiled as she embraced her Senior Lieutenant and her friend. “It is a long story Endith. The Holy One Endith; did you get him to the rendezvous coordinates?”


Endith nodded. “Yes my Queen. He is safe.”


Tarifa nodded. “Good.” She took Endith’s arm. “I have much to tell you my friend.”


Tarifa sat with Endith in the hanger bay as they shared one of the rations that Julie had provided to them. They had been speaking for close to six hours now, Tarifa filling her most trusted aide and friend in on everything that had happen since they had parted.


“…Council must hear of this Tarifa!” Endith spoke. “You must return and tell them.”

Tarifa shook her head quickly. “No!” She said. “I have already accepted this Admiral Wallace’s invitation. I will not back out of that now.”


“Tarifa the Council will think you have been captured or killed. They will begin the process to select a new Queen within a week’s time.” Endith told her. “You must know that it will give them no greater joy then to have someone they can control as Queen. You must return!”


“Endith… Martin… these people can help us in ways we can not begin to imagine.” Tarifa told her. “This is an opportunity I can not allow to slip by.”


Endith looked at her without speaking, her eyes lingering on Tarifa. “You… you are taken by him?” She exclaimed.

Tarifa’s eyes widened. “What? What do you mean? No I’m not.”


“I have served you for nearly forty years Tarifa, and never once have I seen you gaze upon a man as you looked at him earlier.” Endith spoke.


Tarifa looked away from her friend quickly. “He is… he is intriguing Endith” She said softly. “There is… there is something wild about him that draws me like no other.”

“What did he do? Did he force himself on you my Queen?” Endith asked beginning to get to her feet.

“NO!” Tarifa exclaimed. She looked at Endith, grabbing her arm before she got too far. “No! Endith… he saved my life!”


Endith nodded. “As you have already told me, I know. And according to our laws you must submit to him as a reward, which I know you will not do because you think the law is just as ridiculous as I do. Now what else happened Tarifa?”


“He… Endith… he kissed me.” Tarifa said looking at her.

Endith’s eyes went wide at this knowledge. “He kissed you?” She gasped. “You mean with… with his lips?”

Tarifa looked at her sternly. “Do you know of any other way?” She asked 


“He kissed you with his lips!” Endith exclaimed.


Tarifa grabbed her hands. “Endith please! Be quiet!”


Endith looked around quickly, embarrassed that she had spoken so loudly. She turned back to her Queen and friend. “He kissed you?”


Tarifa nodded. “I… I have never been kissed before Endith.” She said softly. “It was… it was divine. It was almost too much. I could not stop the sensations that ripped through me. I became so wet he had to have smelled my excitement if his senses are as acute as the others tell me.”


“What happen?”


Tarifa looked at her. “I… I don’t know. He just stopped and rushed away.”


“He… he just stopped?” Endith asked amazed. “Tarifa… no human is able to resist female elves.”


“He is not entirely human.” Tarifa told her. “He has incredible control over his emotions. I could feel the animal within him bursting to get out, to take me right here on the floor of this hanger bay. And I wanted him too. Oh… did I want him too Endith. The… I feel pulled to him sexually like no one before in my life. I’ve never felt this way for any man.”


“You hardly know him Tarifa!” Endith spoke.


Tarifa nodded slowly. “I know, and that is the only thing holding me back.” She replied honestly. “It is the only thing keeping me from throwing myself into his arms and submitting to him in any way he desires. I can’t explain it Endith.”


“Tarifa… the Holy One said… he said you would meet the one you were meant for.” Endith spoke.


Tarifa looked at her and shook her head. “This is not him.” She answered softly. “I feel drawn to him sexually yes, but he is very different Endith, and that is why I must go.” She said. “I must go to discover who and what these people are and to see if Martin… if Martin is the one the Holy One said.” Tarifa looked at her. “You must return and tell the Council what is happening.”


Endith’s eyes went wide. “I will do no such thing!” She exclaimed. “I am not going to leave your side. What would I tell the Council? That you are trying to discover if these non-humans are going to be allies? They would laugh me out of the chambers. I can send Domac. He can be trusted completely, and we need only tell him what the Council needs to know. Is there some way we could contact him if the Council proceeds without consulting you?”


Tarifa looked at her. “I will ask Martin.” She spoke softly. “With their technology, I’m sure they have a transmitter that can reach the moon.”


“Is it wise to trust this man Tarifa?” Endith asked. “This could all be an elaborate plot to capture you. To enslave you and parade you before our people in chains like some harem girl.”


Tarifa looked at her for a long moment. Those very thoughts had gone through her mind quite a bit, right up until the time Martin had kissed her. That one breath stealing kiss had changed her outlook considerably. “I… I can trust him Endith. It’s… it’s almost as if I can feel him inside me. He would never harm me, and I sense he would never allow harm to come to me. It is very strange Endith, as if…”

Tarifa’s words were drowned out by an alarm that began ringing in the hanger bay. She and Tarifa came to their feet quickly, ready for action.


“We must go this way, quickly!” Tarifa spoke taking Endith’s hand.


Tarifa led Endith into the Command Center where they found Julie in the chair working the controls, while Martin and the others were gathered around.

“… three hundred meters and closing,” Julie announced.


Martin picked up Tarifa’s peach scent as she entered the Command Center and he turned to look at her. “I thought this was an acid rain storm.” He spoke.


“It is.” Tarifa replied.


“Does anything normally move in large numbers during these storms?” Martin asked.


“Only…” Tarifa’s eyes widened. “By the Gods no, it must be Nomads!”


Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Why do I get the feeling that I’m not going to like what you are about to tell me.”


“Acid Nomads,” Tarifa explained to him. “They are beasts that the Alliance discarded as failed experiments. Their genetic structure allows them to resist the rain. They are the only beings that can traverse these storms without having their flesh stripped from their bones.”


“And why exactly did the Alliance attempt to create them?” Anja asked.


Tarifa met her eyes. “At one point last century, my people discovered a secret way into a lush valley in The Wastes.”

“What a minute, The Wastes?” Julie asked. “What the hell is that?”


“It is an area that was made up of the states of Kansas, Nebraska, Oklahoma, Texas, Missouri and the lower half of Colorado before the Great Fire.” Tarifa told them. “Due to the many nuclear weapons and power plants in those six states, when the Great Fire began, it literally saturated this entire area with poisonous radiation. My people found a very fertile valley within The Wastes, but the only way they knew to reach it was to cross The Wastes, and it is filled with Acid Storms that make the one above us pale in comparison. They attempted to create a monster that could survive the storms. They created the Acid Nomads.”


“Why did the Alliance discard them?” Dan asked.


“We left this valley after a decade.” Tarifa told them.


“Why?”


“The scientists among our people determined that the valley would surrender to the influence of The Wastes in a matter of months.” Tarifa explained. “Six months after we departed, the storms began, and in a matter of weeks, the entire valley was gone.”


“And these Nomad characters can travel around in this stuff?” Martin asked.


“They are impervious to the rain and the storms.” Endith spoke now. “They are horribly deformed and some have said they are cannibals, and they eat the flesh of the dead.”


“Gee… they sound like pleasant enough folk.” Pablo spoke from the chair he occupied.


“They’re moving into the vacant buildings on the southwest end of the base Skipper.” Julie told them. “I have limited camera feeds from that section because it was mostly base housing and training rooms; nothing sensitive at all.”


“How far does that put them from us?” Martin asked.


“There’s an emergency escape tunnel a hundred and twenty meters from where they are setting up.” Julie replied. “According to the databanks, it’s listed as a five ton statue of a horse that sits in a covered courtyard. It puts them three klicks from the main tunnel, but it’s a direct line shot.”


“Have you or Tina been able to analyze this acid rain?” Martin asked turning to Ben where he stood next to Tina.

“It’s composed mainly of sulfuric acid vapor.” Tina answered quickly. “The Raptor’s armor plating may or may not be able to withstand the vapor long enough for us to make the upper atmosphere, but unless we are in a pickle, I wouldn’t want to try.”


“And if we try and the vapor melts the armor?” Master Chief Brown asked.


Tina shrugged. “That depends on how high the storm is. If we are above ten thousand feet, we’ll decompress and freeze to death. If we’re below ten thousand feet we’ll basically come apart at the seams and burn in.”


“That’s comforting.” Danny spoke from where he sat on the edge of the table munching on the power bar.


“What are our odds?” Martin asked.


Tina looked at Ben and then shrugged. “My best guess is thirty/seventy.” She answered. “It depends on how concentrated the vapor is.”

“Jules… how many are you picking up?” Martin asked.


“I don’t know if it’s accurate Skipper, but sensors say at least a hundred, possibly more.” Julie replied.


Martin nodded, his mind going over options in his head. “That gives them the advantage. Ok… everyone stay sharp. I want someone on the grid all the time monitoring the sensors. If they so much as get close to the tunnel entrance I want to know about it.” He turned to where Trina and Cody were sitting. “Trina, you and Cody get down to that intersection and booby trap the shit out of it with whatever we have.”

The young female and male nodded, picked up their weapons and headed out. Martin looked at the others. “Pablo, take one of the weapons I reworked for the Elf soldiers and do the same for the others. If push comes to shove I want them to be able to knock the bastards down, not piss them off with the weapons they have.”

Pablo nodded and got to his feet heading for the armory.


“And if they get in boss?” Tony asked. “Then what do we do?”


“Then we load everyone into the Raptor and start praying.” Martin answered with a grin.

HIGH CAPITAL
NORTH OF DENVER


Dysea looked at the Alliance officer as he entered her receiving chamber with the pompous strut of a human. He ignored her guards, his eyes wandering lustfully over her body without regard for her position. He stopped much closer to her throne than any elf would have dared, perhaps to show Dysea that he was above fearing her position or status.


“Your guard told me you wanted to see me.” He said casually, brushing the sleeve of his uniform.


“I need you to deliver a message.” Dysea spoke.


“And what would that be?”


“I am postponing the signing of our treaty for a period of three weeks.” Dysea told him, seeing his body go rigid and his eyes turn dark.


“May I ask why?” The officer asked, though Dysea could detect the hostility in his voice. “I was under the impression that your Council of Elders already approved the signing.”

Dysea’s emerald green eyes narrowed and she leaned forward in her chair. She still wore the same dress as when she had met with the Holy One, only now she had opted for a waist length jacket that hid her large tits from the hungry eyes of the Alliance officer, though she did note that his eyes kept drifting to where her legs were crossed demurely, but only the panties hid the thin platinum blond strip of pubic hair from his eyes.


“I am Queen of the Wood Elves Captain. And I will decide what is best for them. The Council of Elders may have approved the signing, but only I can sign the document. And I want three more weeks to review it.” Dysea said.


“My superiors will want a reason for the extension.” The Alliance Captain spoke. “What do I tell them is the reason for the delay?”


“You may tell them that the Queen of the Wood Elves wants more time to review the document to insure that her people are getting a fair deal.” Dysea answered him sweetly.


The man looked at her. “You have had ample time to review the documents.” He spoke. “Why choose now to delay the signing?”


“I wish it.” Dysea told him, getting to her feet. “That is sufficient enough for your superiors. The Wood Elves do not take orders from the Alliance. That is what you will tell them. And in three weeks, if I decide there are no changes to be made, I will gladly sign the treaty and we will destroy the High Elves together.”


The Alliance captain breathed an internal sigh of relief. The Elf bitch had no idea what they were planning, and she would not suspect the betrayal when it hit her. He smiled thinking of the blond haired Queen of the Wood Elves screaming out her pain and humiliation as he fucked her deep in her perfect ass. He nodded his head.


“I will so inform my superiors.” He said.


Dysea smiled. “Excellent.” Dysea watched him as he turned to leave, and she waited until he had reached the doorway, “Oh and Captain?”


“Yes your majesty?” He asked turning back to look at her.


“Your presence here is tolerated due to our future partnership.” Dysea told him. “However, my warriors are not here to entertain you at your leisure. As of today, you will bed no more Wood Elves. Is that clear?”

The captain looked surprised. “Your majesty… I…”


“Touch another one of my elves Captain and I will cut your shriveled cock from your body myself and pin it to my wall!” Dysea growled.


The Alliance captain saw the look in her eyes, and the cruel smile that split her lips and he nodded slowly. “As you wish your majesty, but I will have to inform my superiors of your decision.”


Dysea smiled. “You may do as you wish, but my warriors will serve under you no more.”


The captain nodded, his jaw clenched tightly, and he turned and left the throne room.


Dysea waited for several moments, watching the doorway, relishing in the look on his face. She turned only when Walter stepped from the ante chamber and came towards her, as did her most trusted aide. The male elf was taller than most, and an extremely accomplished warrior with unmatched skills in unarmed combat. His blond hair was almost shoulder length, his brown eyes alert.

Dysea looked at him. “Leland I need you to select ten warriors; the best that we have. I want them in full combat equipment and standing by in an hour.”

“As your order my Queen,” He spoke. “I must say however, the Council of Elders will not be pleased with your decision to postpone the signing of the treaty.”


Dysea nodded. “I know, and that is why we must move quickly. I want our two best forensic scientists to accompany us as well. Saddle fourteen of our fastest horses, and prepare them to travel.”


“Where are we going Dysea?” He asked.


As Dysea’s most trusted and closest aide and friend, he was one of only a handful that she allowed to refer to her by her name. Leland and she had grown up together, as close as any brother and sister, and while nothing ever became sexual between them, he was Dysea’s first and only choice as her senior aide when she was chosen as Queen.


Dysea looked at Walter for a long moment before answering. “We are going to The Roan Plateau my friend. It is the location of the last attack on our people by the High Elves, only four days ago.”


Leland didn’t bat an eye and he bowed his head. “I will see to it my Queen.”


Dysea waited until she was alone with Walter before speaking. “I hope you are right Holy One.” She said softly. “If the Council learns that I am doing this, they will call for me to forfeit the throne.”


Walter smiled. “I am right Dysea, and you believe me yourself, or you would not have ordered the trip.” He held his arms out to her.


Dysea stepped up to him, folding herself into his embrace without blinking. “What… what are they like Holy One?” She asked softly.


Walter smiled as he stroked her head. “Tarifa is proud like you, with raven black hair and eyes the color of sapphires. She is an accomplished warrior, but she lacks your tempered and refined skill. She is naïve in many ways, but like you she is extremely intelligent. She will need your help and council in the days and months ahead, and you will need hers as well. She is the most gifted person I have ever known when it comes to being politically astute. I believe you will find you and she are very much alike, in more ways than you could possibly imagine.” Walter finished that statement with a twinkle in his eye that Dysea did not see.

Dysea looked up into his wrinkled face, her emerald green eyes bright. “And the one you call Martin?”


“Martin… Martin is unique.” Walter said with a smile. “Of all my original creations, he is the one who remains closest to the beast within himself, the raw unguarded emotions that he allows to flow through him unchecked. He can control that beast within himself with amazing clarity of mind. In battle… in battle he is the most frightening force of nature you will ever witness. He and Tarifa, along with yourself will be the pillar upon which you can build the future. Only together do you stand a chance.”

“If we win,” Dysea said.


Walter nodded slowly. “Yes… if you win.”


“Will he believe me?” Dysea asked.


“He’ll believe you.” Walter told her. “I have left something for him that he will find. It will explain as much as I was able to learn by the time I left the message for him.”

“And that will be enough for him?” Dysea asked.


“He will believe you because of what he will feel for you.” Walter spoke softly, “Though he will undoubtedly be fighting that feeling because he does not understand. The message I left for him will help him. And he will believe, because I am going with you.” Walter held up the data pad to her. “You should view this before we leave.”

Dysea took the small pad from him. “What is it?”


“A message similar to what Martin will view.” Walter spoke, “For you?”

Dysea looked at him. “Me? Why?”


“Of the two of you Dysea, you have seen far more than Tarifa, and with that you have experience she will not have. As I said, she is very naïve in many ways. I believe you will better handle this information than she will at this point. I’m hoping perhaps you will be able to help her with what she will discover.” Walter explained. “Or perhaps she might be able to help you.”

“In what way could she help me?” Dysea asked quickly, her tone of voice suggesting that she did not need Tarifa’s help.


Walter smiled. “You will discover that when the time is right child.”


“You have much faith in me Holy One.” Dysea said softly.


“It is well earned child.” Walter bent down and kissed her forehead. “I will wait for you with Leland.”

EDEN GROUND COMMAND
NINE HOURS INTO THE ACID STORM


“…don’t know what it is Skipper.” Julie spoke as Martin settled into the chair next to her.
“I was doing a records search and it just popped up really. It’s coded to you.”


“Me?” Martin asked. “I never had any records in the core here.”


Julie shrugged. “The encryption matches yours. Only you can open it.”


Martin shrugged. “I’ll check it out.” He said. “Why don’t you get some sleep? Tina has been watching this storm on the Raptor’s passive radar, and she says it looks like it will break up in another hour or so, at least enough for us to leave.”


Julie nodded and picked up her HK as she headed out of the center.


Martin worked the computer keyboard and the large monitor came to life with the symbol of the EDEN project. He entered in his encryption code and sat back in the chair lifting the mug of steaming hot instant coffee to his lips, as he scanned the computer screens in front of him.

“Hello Marty.” The voice nearly boomed from the monitor, causing Martin’s eyes to widen and freeze on the large monitor. The face of Walter Carson was on the screen, though much older than he remembered. Martin hadn’t seen Walter in the two years leading up to the comet, and now the white haired man looked even more fragile than he did the last time Martin saw him.


“I bet this is a shock to you my boy.” Walter’s image continued. “My guess is you never expected to see me alive again. Of course, whether I’m still alive now is up for debate since I have no idea how long it will take Jules to find this file once you arrive. I know you better than anyone Marty, and I knew you would come here first once you discovered what has happened. I will try to explain, but know that I have encoded most of the history since the Great Fire, which is what we now call the passing of the Comet by the way, into four separate computer data files. Jules should be able to find them relatively easy enough once you tell her they exist. What I am about to explain to you is the short version. As I stand here and record this the year is 2546, and by my calculations, the moon will have regained its normal rotational cycle around earth. I’m guessing that it has only been a maximum of thirteen days since those on EDEN have returned to normal time, if that is what you wish to call the time we live in now.

“As you no doubt have already discovered, the comet caused massive destruction and loss of life on a planetary scale. No real numbers were ever recorded, but it is estimated that the planet was depopulated by more than half. There was a total breakdown of communication and every other service we had come to rely so much on. It was our Armageddon Day. I was among several thousand that were evacuated at the last moment by the remaining leaders of the government and dispersed to dozens of underground sites that would be able to survive the fires in our atmosphere. You are probably asking how I managed to survive as long as I have. During the five years that the atmosphere burned I designed and created suspended animation chambers, or SAC’s as we called them. It was decided that enough would be built so that the senior scientists could jump forward in time so to speak as things began to improve. We would sleep for ten years and then remain awake for ten years trying to pull the world out of the abyss.


“My attempt at helping the human race turned into a colossal failure. I… I used my skill in genetic engineering and created a whole new race of beings. With the knowledge of what you and the others went through I thought I could create the perfect being. Of course I also threw in my own personal touch, and the results were Elves. Just like in the legends and fairy tales of our time, I created Elves. They were faster and stronger then normal humans, with a varying degree of higher resistance to diseases and the natural elements. My intention was that they would assist the human race in rebuilding our shattered planet. Unfortunately that did not turn out, as I had desired. I made them almost too perfect this time. The female Elves were the epitome of physical perfection in every way. They were all beautiful and extremely desirable. My hope was that the remaining humans would eventually turn to mating with them and produce children. A mix of their genes would insure that humans and Elves would be able to survive long into the future. 


“Instead, the powers that be, those that remained of the government took to using the Elves as slaves. The more that I created; the more were bought and sold as slaves. It started among the Black Market and eventually wound up being the norm. They were used for everything from forced labor to common whores in brothels and on street corners. During my third sleep period, things became even worst. When I awoke again I discovered that a new government had formed, and it was their decision to mass produce the Elves as a commodity to be bought and sold world wide. I also discovered they had created horrible monsters from my work. Creatures unlike anything we have ever seen on this planet before. The politicians and scientists that raped my work while I slept reaped the rewards and not the common man. There was little I could do to fight this openly. I decided to become subversive and fight them in ways they could not discover. It wasn’t easy at first, but once I discovered that the moon was continuing to spin faster than earth, and slowing down each year I decided I would prepare for what I hoped would be your return. 

“You will meet many new species upon your return to earth Martin. The good ones were creations of mine, the bad ones created by evil men bent only on advancing themselves. By 2104, I estimated that the Elves outnumbered the remaining human population world wide, and that is part of the reason they were and are so persecuted and kept down. The Elves did not know how to fight back at first, and it wasn’t until 2106 that I had the chance to change that. I was working on a new batch of Elves and in that batch I instilled the will to fight back. It started with only a few dozen, but soon it grew and grew and became large enough that the government began slaughtering those they did not control. Those that survived escaped into the mountains and the caves and became known by the name given to them in legends, High Elves and Wood Elves. Many more groups have popped up over the years, but the High Elves and the Wood Elves remain the largest of the groups.”


Martin watched as Walter took a long drink of water, his own coffee forgotten and cold on the edge of the console. So engrossed in the monitor as he was, Martin’s mind did not register Tarifa’s scent as she came into the command center and stopped. Her face wore an expression of shock as she recognized the man she knew as the Holy One on the screen.


“The government eventually formed itself into what is now called the Alliance, and they have ruled with an iron fist for the last three hundred and twenty years.” Walter continued. “Unbeknownst to the powers that be, I was able to give the Elves the ability to reproduce in their genetic makeup, something that I was unable to do with the first few batches. I knew that you and the others would be returning Marty. And I knew that given your nature, you would not allow what was happening to continue. You will have allies Martin. I did not want to play god Marty, but after seeing what was happening, and what it would lead to, I had no choice. Each genome on EDEN will have an Elf counterpart here on earth. They will be drawn to one another, and they won’t be able to explain it. They will know it when they meet the elf meant for them. It will not be automatic Martin. I only instilled in the selected elves an urge if you will, that will make them drawn to each other. If a relationship forms, it will have to proceed as any relationship does. If the selected elf is in love with another, or already married, then a relationship will not form. I made them strong willed Marty, and completely devoted to whomever they choose to share their lives. I could not bring myself to force it upon them. Like you, they are all my children in a fashion. I am telling you because you are their leader, and you are my very first. Of all of them, you will understand the best of why I have done what I have done.


“I have left this for you in the files of what used to be EDEN Ground Command. I was discovered as working against the government about fifteen years ago, and with Tarifa’s help I was able to escape. I have been on the run since, shuttling between the High Elves and the Wood Elves for protection and shelter. They think of me as some sort of Holy man, which you and I both know is not true, but I love them all just as much. 
“Tarifa is the Queen of the High Elves Martin. It is my hope that you meet her first, as she leads the largest clan of elves in North America and perhaps even what remains of the planet. She is an extremely beautiful young woman Marty, and equally intelligent. She can be the rock you need to begin rebuilding what has been destroyed.” Walter paused once more and took another drink of water. “The Queen of the Wood Elves is Dysea. You will not mistake her for someone else when you see her Martin, for she is the one I hope you will begin rebuilding your life with. Tarifa and Dysea are Queens of their respective elfin people, but there is a Blood Feud between them that must be ended. It is a feud, which was started and is being controlled and manipulated by the Alliance, I’m certain of that. I am hoping to convince them that their brothers and sisters are not the enemy, but I have been unsuccessful so far. Only together can the three of you defeat the evil that abounds on earth before it plunges all of us into darkness. I am leaving in a few hours with Tarifa and her soldiers and moving north before the Alliance forces that are hounding us arrive. With luck we will make it. I can only hope I live long enough to see you and the others Martin, for there is so much we need to discuss. Find me Marty; find Tarifa and Dysea. It is the only hope for our planet; the only hope for our future.”


Martin watched as the screen went black and the recording stopped. He suddenly became completely aware again, and Tarifa’s scent was overpowering. He turned in his chair to see her standing only a few meters away, a look of astonishment on her beautiful face. Martin sighed heavily.


“How much did you hear?” He asked.


Tarifa looked at him. “I… I knew much of the history of our people.” She spoke softly meeting Martin’s eyes. “I did not know he knew you would come. Or that he… he manipulated my people in the manner he has admitted.”


Martin stood up and stepped over to her, Tarifa’s eyes watching him closely. “Look… this is…”


Tarifa’s hand closed around the K12 pistol in the holster and her eyes narrowed. “I will not submit to you!” She spoke firmly.


Martin looked surprised. “Submit to me?” He asked. “What the hell do you mean?”


“You… you are not human… and I will fight you with every fiber of my being!” Tarifa snapped. “I will not let you harm my people, I don’t care what our laws dictate!”

Martin moved faster than Tarifa could counter, and one of his hands grasped her hand that was palming the K12, while the other grabbed her jaw. Her eyes flew open in surprise when she realized she couldn’t move her head. Martin leaned close to her, his own eyes flashing in anger.


“I have no intention of taking you against your will!” Martin snapped loudly, his anger real. Tarifa’s eyes went wide when she saw his eyes blink and change right in front of her from the deep dark brown color to menacing orbs of intense yellow/gold outlined in black. She watched wide eyed as three quarter inch long fangs burst from his gums and lengthened into existence. “I don’t… I don’t even like you! I think you are a pompous spoiled bitch with a serious ego problem.” Martin’s hand left her jaw in a blink, pulling his own K12 from its holster and extending it out to the side. Tarifa followed the movement with her eyes, and they grew wide when she saw Endith frozen in the motion of swinging the metal bar because the barrel of the K12 was pressed to her forehead.


Martin looked at Endith, his yellow orbs wide and full of anger now, “Sloppy, very sloppy!”


“Release… you will release my Queen!” Endith barked.


Martin ignored her and turned back to Tarifa. “You are right Tarifa. I’m not human… I’m something Walter created more than five centuries ago. I am not your enemy, no matter how much you think otherwise. You have another choice to make Tarifa. You can return with us as you planned, or you can stay here and rot. I don’t care either way.” Martin released her and returned his K12 to its holster, his eyes and teeth returning to normal once more in a single blink. “Make up your mind quick, because when this storm breaks we are leaving.”



Dysea walked quickly past the two guards that stood watch by the rarely used entrance to underground caves. She had changed into a uniform similar to the one her soldiers now wore. It was a dull black jumpsuit of a design almost identical to the one Walter had made for the High Elves. Like Tarifa, Dysea had altered her uniform to more suit her personal style. The skin tight black pants were tied on with stitching that extended up her shapely legs. The top had only a small portion of flesh showing, but it was centered over the cleavage of her breasts, while all of her arms and shoulders were bare. The long black cloak she wore was draped around her shoulders and would protect her from the sun and the elements.

Walter watched her strode out confidently and walk directly up to him. She looked at him with her stunning emerald eyes before leaning up on her tip toes and kissing his cheek softly.


“Thank you Holy One.” She said softly.


Walter was somewhat surprised and his face registered that fact. “I… I did not expect this reaction from you Dysea.” He said in reply. “I was expecting anger… hatred.”


“How could I hate you Holy One? You are truly the father of us all, regardless of how it came to be.” She spoke calmly. “I understand your intentions, but I also understand the reasoning behind those intentions. Your actions have never been for personal gain or with malice in mind. I may… I may see you in a different light now that I know what I know, but as far as I am concerned, you are still our creator and our Holy One.”


“You don’t know how much that eases my heart Dysea.” Walter told her, squeezing her hands.


Dysea smiled brilliantly and kissed his hands. “We must go now. Before the Council of Elders discovers what the true purpose of this trip is for.”


Walter nodded. “Will you try to be objective and see things for how they may not appear?”


Dysea looked at him. “I would not be doing this if I was unprepared to accept what you are telling me.”


“Then we must hurry.” Walter spoke, moving for his horse. He stopped and turned back to her taking another data pad from within his robes. “Perhaps you are ready as well to see this.”

Dysea looked at him as she took the data pad. “More surprises Holy One?”


“No. Just some information you might find helpful in the days ahead.”

EDEN
NINETY-SIX HOURS AFTER RAPTOR TWO’S RETURN 

Tarifa sat in the main officer’s lounge of EDEN with Endith. All of them had been in awe of what they had seen so far on the base, as none of them had ever expected to leave the millions of square miles of forests and mountains they called home. Tarifa immediately took a liking to Admiral Wallace. He was sincere, knowledgeable and he was honest. She took an immediate dislike to the man known as Senator Graham. She quickly learned he was a political animal, and the few hours she had spent with him and the Admiral around the table discussing what the situation on earth was, she began to not trust the man. His son Kevin was almost as bad, openly leering at her and making disgusting gestures. She had hardly noticed him while they were on the surface, but now it appeared he felt more secure and could do as he wished because of his father.


Tarifa and her elves were given free reign within reason in this section of EDEN, but most had chosen to remain in the quarters provided to them. Tarifa had no doubts as to why either. Even as she and Endith sat her in the lounge, the looks of lust and desire filled the eyes of every man in the room.


The item that bothered her the most was the fact that she had not seen Martin since they had arrived four days ago. Their departure from EDEN Ground Control had been orderly and quick. He had not spoken to her since their encounter, or during the fourteen hour flight to reach EDEN. Upon arrival, he explained the procedures for decontamination in a very businesslike voice, and while he and the others of his team went through the decon process together, Tarifa and the elves were allowed to go through one at a time to avoid embarrassment of any kind. Upon learning of the decontamination procedure, Tarifa was aghast to find she wanted to go through with Martin and his team. She wanted to see him naked in all his glory. She had dreamed of him the night before in her quarters, seeing herself screaming out her desire in his arms. Tarifa knew that part of the explanation for how she was reacting was because of what the Holy One had done, making certain elves drawn to these Genomes as he called them, but there was something else entirely. 


Tarifa had acted arrogantly after seeing the message the Holy One had left for him. She had reacted in the way she would toward any human male who showed an interest in her. Yet Martin was very different. He could have taken her in the hanger bay that night. In her state she would have willingly submitted to him, as aroused as she had been, and done anything he asked. He had stopped his actions before his own animal instincts could take over. That is what endeared him to her more than anything did. That and the fact he treated her as an equal, unlike the Senator and the others she had encountered and even more so than her own Council of Elders.

“What are you thinking Tarifa?” Endith asked quietly.


Tarifa looked at her. “I’m thinking that this Senator Graham would like nothing better than to align with the Alliance. He is an evil man Endith, and I do not trust him.”


“But Admiral Wallace controls this base.” Endith spoke.


“But for how long?” Tarifa said. “You have seen the way we are looked at by many of the humans here. It is no different then back on earth. We are seen as playthings. Freaks to be used however they wish. I’m beginning to think coming here was a very bad idea.”


“Then what do we do?” Endith asked.


“We must…”Tarifa stopped when she saw the two armed humans come into the lounge and head directly for their table.


The two men stopped and looked down at her. “Miss we have orders to escort you to the Command Briefing room.”


“What? Why?” Tarifa asked. “I was under the impression that I would speak with the Admiral again tomorrow.”


“Senator Graham is ordering this miss, not the Admiral. Please come with me.” The man motioned to the door, and his voice made it clear he would brook no opposition. Tarifa and Endith got to their feet. “Your aide is to be escorted back to her quarters.”


“She is my aide.” Tarifa said. “As Queen she is entitled to go where I go.”


“You are not Queen here miss, and we have different ways of doing things.” The guard responded, taking her arm in his hand. “Please come with me now.”


Tarifa resisted the urge to send the man flying across the room and she gave an almost imperceptible nod to Endith before the guard led her out of the lounge.

ADMRIAL WALLACE’S PERSONAL QUARTERS

“What’s going on Admiral?” Martin asked as he settled into the chair.


Wallace followed him into the room and poured himself a drink at the small wet bar. He turned back to Martin and moved to the couch, sitting on the arm of it. “We have a problem Marty.” He said.


Martin leaned forward in his chair. “I’m listening sir.”


“Senator Graham has been very busy in the two weeks since we discovered our situation Marty.” William spoke. “While you were gone it appears he was able to go behind my back somehow and gain access to a secure communications array which he then used to contact this Alliance Dictatorship.”


Martin’s eyes went wide and he came to his feet when Wallace told him this. “Admiral, I mean no disrespect, but why didn’t you tell me this when we first got back?”


“I wasn’t absolutely sure until this morning Marty.” He answered. “Frank found out through his contact in the civilian research labs. That was the array Graham used. It was confirmed this morning when we got a transmission from a Minister Deval representing this Alliance government.”


“They contacted us?” Martin asked stunned.

Wallace nodded. “They insisted on speaking with Graham, and are implicit in their statement that this Tarifa and everyone with her are war criminals. They are demanding we return them to their custody.”


“Admiral you can’t seriously be considering this.” Martin said. “Can you?”


“It gets worst.” Wallace told him. “Apparently, Graham has spent the better part of the last six days politicking the entire base, and informing them of what has happened. He is also stating that this Alliance dictatorship is the legitimate government of the United States and that I am refusing to communicate with them.”


“EDEN is a military facility sir, why should what he says matter?” Martin asked.


“The day before you returned I had to have security break up a demonstration on the main promenade that was demanding we open communications with this Alliance government.” Wallace answered. “Graham organized the demonstration, and he was also clever enough to tell those involved that I would order security forces in to break it up.”


“He’s turning the civilian crew to his side.” Martin spoke softly.


Wallace nodded. “He sure is. And quite effectively I might add.” William sipped his drink. “I also discovered that the Sweeper Team he brought aboard has gone underground. We don’t know where they are, or what they are doing. Somehow they’ve managed to disable the tracking devices we put on them, and their quarters have not been used in several days.”


“Then you can bet they are mixed in with the civilian crew and doing whatever Graham tells them to do.” Martin said.


“No bet here.” Wallace replied. “I’ve ordered extra security on all sensitive locations, but since half our security force is civilian, I don’t know who we can trust.”


Martin looked at him. “Tarifa and the elves will be in danger Admiral?”


“They’ve been locked down in their Quarters and told to keep a very low profile.” Wallace answered. “I have Marines outside their quarters.”

“Admiral… he’s going to make a play for control of the base.” Martin told him.


Wallace nodded. “That’s what it’s looking like.” 


“Admiral… you’ve seen my report.” Martin spoke. “This Alliance government makes Hitler’s regime look like girl scouts in comparison. Slavery, Genetic experimentation, do we want to be associated with that?”


“Apparently Graham does Marty.” Wallace said. “He’s power hungry. He’s been that way all of his life. He figures if he can hand EDEN over to these people he’ll get a whole lot in return.” Wallace held out the data pad. “You better read this.” He waited until Martin took the pad before continuing. “He’s planning on bringing you up on charges of kidnapping and assault in regards to his son. He’s also planning on having Danny and Julie arrested for imprisonment and rape.”


Martin looked at him, “Rape?” He gasped. “You must be joking, the rape of whom?” His eyes grew larger, “Anja?”


Wallace nodded. “Yes, according to the eyewitness account of his son.”


“Admiral, whatever happened between the three of them was not rape. I talked to Anja on the surface sir. She was a very willing participant in whatever took place, of that I can guarantee you.” Martin said.


“Are you sure Marty?” Wallace asked. “She came to EDEN with a completely different agenda. How can you be sure she has done this complete turn around? You’d better find out, and do so quickly. The arrest warrants will be issued this afternoon, and I have to act on them due to the seriousness of the charges.”

Martin came to his feet. “I’ll find out Admiral. Trust me.”


Anja was currently kneeling at the foot of the bed, her small hand wrapped around the base of the rock hard twelve inch, pulsing black cock in her face. The debriefing had been torture, six hours of endless questions, most of them from the Admiral and Colonel Wilson, all the while sitting between Julie and Danny. Anja could sense Martin’s eyes on her from the back of the room, and it was almost as if she could smell Danny and Julie so close to her. They had maintained a professional attitude throughout the entire briefing, never once looking at her with more than professional courtesy.


Julie had been right Anja thought as she made her way back to her quarters. She did not know what she felt for Martin anymore. So much time had passed since that night, and there was something different about him ever since they had gone to earth. Standing under the spray of the hot shower, Anja decided to let the chips fall where they may. She had discovered two people, who wanted her company, and together they had discovered a unique and very exciting way to entertain each other and as far as she was concerned there was no reason she could not explore that. And while having Danny was a pleasant side track, Julie was who Anja wanted to explore. 

She had gone to Danny and Julie’s quarters and for the next three days and nights they had ravished each other to the point of exhaustion. She and Julie would simply use Danny in whatever way they could until he was spent and sleeping and then they would spend hours simply exploring each other’s body in an erotic and sensual experience that left them both trembling from the intensity.
 

Now Anja’s green eyes were focused on the towering cock in front of her. She hadn’t bothered with clothes when she had awaken sprawled across Danny’s broad chest, and simply crawled her way down to the foot of the bed as Julie nimbly turned her body and lowered her already dripping pussy over Danny’s face. Anja looked at Julie, her eyes filled with desire, and Julie smiled dreamily back at her.


“Go ahead… go ahead lover!” Julie gasped. “You’ve… you’ve wanted to suck his big cock for days. Do it!”


Anja leaned forward and extended her four inch long tongue, licking slowly around the shiny black head of Danny’s cock. The towering pole was pulsing with heat in her small hand, the veins running the length of his cock standing out in all their glory. She heard Danny groan as she swabbed his cockhead with her warm tongue, and precum oozed from the slit in the tip, coating her tongue. Anja’s eyes closed, as she tasted him, relishing the nutmeg flavor of his cum. It happened without warning, and the picture of her sucking Martin’s thick cock that night sprang into her head, and then suddenly she was not sucking Danny’s cock, but Martin’s equally prodigious manhood. It was there for only a moment and then it was gone and she leaned forward more, her heels pressing into her naked ass, and her own pussy literally pouring juices out of her and down her thighs constantly. 


Anja’s soft lips engulfed Danny’s cockhead, his legs stiffening considerably as she swallowed the first four inches of his thick cock with little trouble. Her small hand stroked the remaining eight inches slowly and lovingly, her other hand moving up to caress his huge cum filled balls, as she held the four inches in her mouth, bathing the thick shaft with her talented tongue. Her lips were stretch wide around the shiny black shaft, her eyes wide as she looked down the length of what remained outside her mouth. She had sucked Kevin’s cock many times, mainly so she wouldn’t have to let him fuck her, and she could swallow his small thin five inch cock with little problem, but she hated when her nose was buried in his pubic hair because of the faint odor his body had. His father was no better, though slightly larger in the cock department at roughly seven inches, but both of them had thin cocks, and no where near the huge girth of Danny’s ebony monster.


Anja breathed deeply through her nose, extending her tongue along the pulsing shaft as she swallowed more of Danny’s cock. Her nipples were painfully erect and hard, and tears were forming in her eyes, but there was no way she was going to stop now as she plunged her face forward another two inches until the huge head of his cock hit the back of her throat. Memories of sucking Martin’s thick shaft flashed into her head again, causing her pussy to convulse and release her juices in a shivering orgasm. Martin had the same thickness of Danny, but she remembered easily the musky mint smell he had. She had measured his huge cock while he slept; amazed that she had gotten all but two inches of his cock into her throat. It had also been the first time she had ever wanted to suck a man’s cock, and now that experience with Martin was paying off as she felt Danny’s cock pulsing in her mouth. 

Julie watched Anja with a mixture of awe and pleasure as Danny’s tongue danced wonderfully over her pussy. Her red headed lover had over half of Danny’s cock in her mouth, her small hands still stroking the exposed portion of his shaft and his huge balls. She was having quite an effect on Danny with her cock sucking, as his tongue would stop moving, his hands gripping Julie’s ass cheeks tighter the more of his cock Anja swallowed. Julie knew what pleasure sucking Danny’s thick monster could bring, and she smiled as Anja’s excitement filled the room with her sweet honey aroma, knowing that Anja’s pussy must have been drooling cum down her tight thighs. Julie reached out with her hand, placing it gently on the back on Anja’s head.


“More Anja baby,” Julie groaned. “Take some more! I know you can do it! He’s delicious isn’t he?”


Anja glanced over at Julie with intoxicated eyes, pushed herself higher with her knees and with a soft gagging sound and a deep breath, pushed downward even further onto Danny’s thick shaft. Anja felt another orgasm slam into her when his huge cock entered her throat, and within seconds her pussy was pouring juices down her thighs in what seemed like buckets. Anja brought her head back several inches, her tongue dragging along the underside of Danny’s cock and she heard him hiss in pleasure, his powerful thighs flexing. She could feel his cum filled balls in her hand begin to tighten and she knew he was nearing the point where he would feed her what she so desired. Anja wanted all of him however, she wanted him to blast his cum directly into her belly, and she wanted to feel her lips smashed against his groin. She took a deep breath once more and plunged her face downward and didn’t stop until her lips mashed against his hard abdomen.

Danny nearly tossed Julie’s dripping pussy from his face, his hands ripping at the bed sheets as he felt Anja’s beautiful lips anchor around the base of his massive cock.


“Ohhh… fuck!” He nearly screamed.


Danny’s aroused mind was on automatic now as his large hands went to Anja’s head and he sank his fingers into her silky red hair, pulling her face tighter against his groin, the whole of his twelve inch black cock buried in his lover’s throat. He glanced up quickly to see the red hair and soft lips covering his cock, and then Anja looked directly at him with those dreamy green eyes and he knew he was done. The small hand that had been stroking his shaft reached quickly around to his powerful ass and squeezed his cheeks; while Anja’s other hand palmed his huge balls, milking them, urging the load of cum in them to come out. Danny didn’t see Julie slid off the bed and move quickly to where Anja knelt. Julie could smell cum pouring from Anja’s sweet pussy and she wasn’t about to waste it as she got on her back and slid her face under Anja’s dripping snatch. She grabbed Anja’s tight ass cheeks and pulled them
 down, her lips fastening onto Anja’s pussy as she hungrily drank her lover’s heavenly juices.

Danny’s eyes nearly blew open when he felt Anja’s finger slide up his asshole, and he lost total control then. His hips lifted from the bed, his muscles tensed to the breaking point, and his orgasm exploded out of him.


Anja’s mind erupted in joy as she felt Danny’s cock expand in her throat, and his cum begin racing up its length. She extended her long tongue out of her stuffed mouth and throat, her nose pressed tightly to his groin, and she lathered his huge pulsing balls with her hot tongue. This caused Danny to gasp even louder, and grasp her head tighter. Anja exploded in another more powerful orgasm just as Danny’s cock erupted in her throat. She vaguely felt Julie lapping away at her pussy, keeping her on the very edge of the pleasure abyss as Danny’s hot cum flooded her belly. Using what strength she had left Anja lifted her face from Danny’s groin far enough to taste his delicious cum. She clutched the six inches of ebony shaft soaked in her salvia that was no longer buried in her tight throat with her hand, pumping the thick shaft as she swallowed gleefully. She was right, his cum did taste like nutmeg, and she wasn’t about to let a drop of it escape her lips.

Danny’s eyes had rolled into the back of his head, his cock still pumping what seemed like quarts of cum into Anja’s sweet mouth. His chest heaved in exertion, his bald head sweaty and coated with Julie’s pussy juices. His hips heaved for the last time, as his drained balls finally stopped. He hissed in pleasure as Anja sucked hard for every single drop, her small hand continuing to stroke the length of his thick shaft that was not trapped within her lips.


Danny sat up quickly, his hands pulling Anja’s head away from his groin. With effortless ease he lifted her onto his chest and fell back onto the bed, pulling her surprised lips to his own for a kiss that caused her eyes to roll into her head, and her toes to curl in delight. He pulled her body tightly to his, her large tits crushed against his hard chest, her pussy dripping cum all over his lower abdomen. Julie worked her way up the bed slowly, a satisfied smile on her face as she kept licking Anja’s cum from her lips, as a cat would do. She lowered her body against the sweaty bodies of her two other lovers, blissfully watching them share the kiss.

Anja’s mind was far from thinking about anything at the moment, so charged with pleasure as it was, but she knew without a doubt that Martin flashing into her thoughts while sucking Danny’s cock was an omen. An omen of her future perhaps, but right now she just wanted to experience new things that she had never attempted before, and she had two very willing partners to try them with. She could feel Danny’s softening, but still incredibly huge cock resting against the insides of her thighs, her pussy still leaking cum all over his powerful abdomen as well as his cock. This was not where she belonged, Anja knew that, but for the moment and until she could fasten her mind around her relationship with Martin and what that would mean to her, this spot would do very nicely. 


Tarifa looked at the smirking face of Senator Graham from across the table, but kept her face void of any emotion. He was going over something on a data pad, his son standing to his side and behind him, and leering at Tarifa with undisguised lust in his eyes.


“It appears Miss Tarifa… that you were not entirely forthcoming with us when we first talked.” Richard spoke finally, setting the data pad down and looking at her.


“I don’t understand.” Tarifa said. “I left nothing out.”


“Oh but you did.” Graham spoke. “You left out the part that you are a fugitive from the legal and recognized government of the United States.”


“There is no United States anymore.” Tarifa stated. “The Alliance was neither elected nor chosen as the government. They have gained power through fear and barbaric acts of slavery and oppression!”


“You and the other elves that you are supposedly Queen of, led a violent revolt against their government when you no longer wished to be participants. That makes you a fugitive.” Graham spoke calmly.

“We were slaves!” Tarifa nearly shouted. “We were beneath even the animals that live. We were used as forced labor and whores to fill their brothels and work farms!”


“That was the purpose of your creation, by your very words.” Graham continued. “To serve humans in whatever capacity we saw fit.”


Tarifa’s blue eyes flared. “That is slavery Senator! Your United States outlawed slavery several hundred years before the Great Fire!”


“The Great Fire as you call it apparently changed all that.” Graham told her. “You and every elf like you were created to serve us! To help humans rebuild! When you decided you did not like what we had you doing you decided to revolt! And if my information is correct, you killed several hundred civilians in the process; as well as countless soldiers of the Alliance over the years in brutal raids and savage attacks.”


Tarifa came to her feet. “We are fighting for our existence!” She yelled. “We are fighting to be free!”


“Which is irrelevant at this point,” Graham told her. “I have been in contact with a Minister Deval, who apparently knows you quite well. He has asked that we detained you and your fellow elves until such a time as we can arrange to have you transported back to them for punishment.”


“You can’t do this!” Tarifa pleaded. “You have only seen things for four days! Even Martin has told you what the Alliance is like! They…”


“So you are on a first name basis with Commander Hunter are you?” Richard said with a smile, “How quaint. Commander Hunter’s report has been disregarded by the new civilian council of EDEN. He is after all, no different from you. He is a tool, as all genomes of our time were. He is being brought up on charges of dereliction of duty as well as others, so he will have no say in this matter regardless. You and your fellow elves will remain under guard and will do as we say until such time as we meet with representatives of the Corporate Alliance to decide your fate. I have informed them of the small damage we have sustained here on EDEN, and they have given me permission to use you and your elves how I see fit.”

“I wish to speak with Admiral Wallace!” Tarifa exclaimed.


“He has no say in this matter. He is a military officer who follows the direction of the civilian leadership. Right now that is me.” Richard spoke getting to his feet. “Minister Deval was also kind enough to inform me of your so called elfin strength and agility, and also how to defeat those talents. He said most of you were too trusting.”

Tarifa saw the look he gave to one of the guards behind her and she whirled faster than any human could to face the man, but it was already too late. The butt of the rifle was already moving and crashed into her face, causing her knees to buckle. Tarifa felt hands catch and hold her as something crashed into the back of her head, causing stars to flash into her vision.

“Minister Deval also told me about the pleasure one can have with a female elf.” Graham’s voice filled her clouded brain as she felt hands ripping away her uniform. “He told me that all of you have very tight pussies, and with the proper instruction give the most incredible blowjobs.”


Tarifa felt herself being lowered to the desk in the room, the metal cold against her now bare skin, as the remainder of her uniform was stripped from her. Her legs were looped with some sort of rope and tied to legs of the desk painfully.


Richard Graham stepped between Tarifa’s silky thighs unbuttoning his pants. “I intend to see just how accurate the Minister was in his descriptions. I was also made aware that you are quite deadly with your legs, so as you can see I have taken proper measures.” Graham stepped up to her, his steel hard seven inch cock in his hand. He rubbed it against Tarifa’s dry pussy, feeling the incredible heat. “Oh yes… I think I’m going to enjoy this.”


Tarifa screamed as Richard Graham shoved his entire cock into her in one painful lunge, thereby sealing his fate and the fates of those in the room with him. He ignored Tarifa’s wails of pain and protest and proceeded to brutally rape her.
EDEN

NINETY-NINE HOURS AFTER RAPTOR TWO’S RETURN

Julie answered the chime on their door dressed only in a tank top and chewing the piece of apple that, moments before, had been grazing against Anja’s soft cunt lips. They had moved into the living room of their quarters and were now enjoying coffee and fruit together. Dan now wore a pair of dark boxer shorts, while Julie and Anja each wore one of his tank tops, which left little to the imagination on either of them. Dan was sitting with his back against one of the arms of the couch, Anja curled up on the couch. Julie had been lying between Anja’s legs, and none of them had been embarrassed in the least that their hands wandered over each others most private parts as any lovers would had they been in the same position.


“Skipper what’s wrong?” Julie spoke in surprise as Martin walked into their quarters without asking, the K12 clutched in his hand. She swallowed the apple she was chewing and followed him into the room, almost walking into the back of him when he stopped and saw Danny and Anja. Julie saw him visibly relax as she moved around to the side, but she knew something was wrong. She could smell the anger and indecision pouring off of him in waves. Danny and Anja quickly noticed him, and saw him return the K12 to the holster. Danny came to his feet, while Anja leaned forward on the couch her green eyes wide and pulled the t-shirt past her knees, suddenly very embarrassed at having Martin staring at her in this compromising position, and with two of his best friends. That sense of betrayal swept through her stronger now as she averted her eyes from Martin.

“Marty?” Dan asked as he stood up, moving slightly to stand in front of Anja, his own alarm at being seen by his closest friend and the man that he considered a brother rising. Not to mention that it was quite possible Martin still had deep feelings for Anja. “What’s going on?”


Martin was looking directly at Anja, the look on his face one she had never seen before. It was very menacing and promised pain and death. “Tell me one thing Anja.” He spoke softly as Anja got to her feet slowly. “Tell me this is not all part of a very dirty game you and Graham are playing.”


“Martin… what are you talking about?” Anja asked, stepping a little closer to Julie, not at all liking the tone of Martin’s voice. “What game?”


“Senator Graham and his snot nosed punk son!” Martin snapped. “Tell me you are not involved with them.”


“Skipper… what are you talking about?” Julie asked, also sensing and smelling the anger that was pulsing through Martin’s body. She stepped closer to Anja in an instinctive move of protection. “Anja’s been here with us since we got back.”

Anja suddenly knew what was happening. Something had happen that had caused Martin to act this way, and she had a pretty good idea of what it was considering her experience with Kevin and his father. She drew herself up to her full height of five foot three and crossed her arms under her breasts. “I have no idea what you are talking about, and I wouldn’t let that rat fuck son of a bitch touch me again if he was the last man on the planet. I’ve been here since we got back.”


Martin didn’t have to ask her what she was doing, as he could smell the scents of all three of them in the room, and it was thick with passion and heat. His body relaxed even more, yet his mind screamed betrayal. He beat that thought down, knowing he had no claim over Anja and his face softened as he heard Anja say what his senses were already telling him. 


“We have a problem.” He finally spoke. “Graham has filed charges against Dan and Julie for imprisonment and rape.”


All of their eyes went wide, but only Anja could speak. And her voice was filled with undisguised rage and hatred. “That slimy… no good… cock smelling son of a bitch!” Anja nearly screamed, turning to look for her uniform.


“Skipper you have got to be kidding?” Julie asked.


Martin shook his head. “Senator Graham is making a play for control of the station. While we were gone he was rallying the civilian portion of the station against Admiral Wallace. He also established a line of communication behind the Admiral’s back.”


“He established a line of communication with who Skipper?” Dan asked knowing he wasn’t going to like the answer.


“The people in charge of the assholes we met on the surface.” Martin answered.


This statement caused Anja to come up short from trying to pull on her uniform, and all of them stared at Martin. “That’s not funny boss.” Dan said.


“The same people who created those creatures I did autopsies on?” Anja commented. “That’s insane!”


“Skipper, he did this in only the four days we’ve been back?” Julie asked astounded.


“He may be a politician, but he for damn sure ain’t stupid.” Martin answered shaking his head. “He started the minute we discovered what happened. According to the Admiral, he’s established a temporary civilian council that is solidly behind him. He’s keeping the Admiral on a tight leash and the Sweeper Team has gone underground. He’s drafted his own security force of civilian men and women, all loyal to him, and he has slowly been taking control of the station. The only reason he isn’t fully in charge now is because the Admiral has EDEN’s security teams guarding all the sensitive locations. I doubt that will remain like that for very long.”


“Jesus, it’s a fucking coup!” Dan spoke.


“And you know what he thinks of us.” Martin said. “He’s got charges outstanding on me as well as you two. He’s going to take us down one by one. I think the man has snapped.”

“He was already a fucking loon!” Anja told them. “And his son is even worse! Trust me I know!”


“Yeah well we need to come up with a plan quick.” Martin said.


“A plan for what Skipper?” Julie asked.


Martin looked at her. “The Admiral is not going to be able to stop this. Graham already has his claws into the civilian population of the station. The Admiral told me that when they found out we were returning with Tarifa and the others, he got three requests to use the female elves in a brothel one of the new council members wanted to set up to relieve stress. And he wanted to put the male elves to work in the sections that needed repairs since the crash.”


“Oh man it’s coming apart.” Dan spoke.


“It sure is, and we are going to be right at the center of it.” Martin told them.


“What are we going to do Skipper?” 


Martin looked at them evenly. “We’re leaving EDEN.” He said finally.

EDEN
ONE HUNDRED AND EIGHT HOURS AFTER RAPTOR TWO’S RETURN

Admiral William Wallace moved quickly down the corridor of EDEN, nodding and smiling to those he passed, even though he was sick to his stomach. He had just left the Senator’s office, and had to restrain himself at what he had seen. The smirking bastard was dressed only in a robe, and his son and two guards were dragging Tarifa’s limp, naked form from the lounge adjoining Graham’s office. Even the brief glimpse he had seen caused him to shudder. She was badly beaten, her uniform torn to pieces, her face and hair covered in what appeared to be drying cum. That she had been repeatedly raped was obvious, that Graham was so calm and relaxed about it was what made him sick.


“They are made for our use Admiral.” Graham had said. “You should try it. I don’t believe I’ve ever had a tighter piece of ass in my life.”


Wallace had listened to what Graham told him, agreeing to everything, trying to buy time for Martin’s escape. Now he was striding towards the genome training area under the false auspicious of informing the other genomes they were being ordered to stand down. Wallace had no intention of telling them to stand down.


He entered the code for the training room and stepped into the darkened space. As the door slid closed behind him, the bright lights exploded on, and he found himself staring at a dozen HK74 assault rifles. Wallace didn’t blink.


“Where’s Marty?” He asked.


The weapons came down instantly and several of the genomes pointed to the rear section of the room through the door. Wallace marched away, the genomes returning to what they were doing. In the small planning room, Wallace found Martin hunched over the table with Ben, Danny and the female elf he knew as Endith. They turned when he came in.


“Admiral?” Martin spoke.


“Graham has moved faster than we anticipated. Four of the Sweeper Team agents have taken down communications and primary access to the computer core and reactors.” Wallace spoke. “This is rapidly moving toward his total control. You need to get the Elves and your team off EDEN Marty.”


“We’re working on that now sir.”


“I’ve already spoken to Ben and Tina. None of the Raptor crews want anything to do with that asshole Graham. They are prepping all the Raptors for departure quietly. Some of the civilian ground crew has gone to Ben and let him know they are not happy about what Graham is doing, and that there are others who feel the same way. They know everything is about to explode, and they were telling him they are not involved.” Wallace said.


“Will they let us leave?” Martin asked.


“Marty they want to go with you.” Wallace spoke. “Ben is prepping two Mark Nine transports for departure as well.”


“How many people are we talking here Skipper?” Martin asked.


“Several hundred at last count according to Ben.” Wallace spoke. “You have to take them Martin; if you leave them up here they’ll end up getting hurt.” He held out the data pads. “These are the new Command Codes to EDEN’s primary weapons grid, and the Heavy Weapons Storage Site. You’ll have to use the secondary command access codes, but take everything Martin. You got about twelve hours before the shit hits the fan, and all hell breaks loose. I can’t be seen helping you if I am going to stay up here and keep him from doing as much damage as I think he will.”

“Admiral he’ll have you killed if he discovers you helped us in any way. Or that you are holding him back.” Martin spoke.


“The man has snapped Marty. He thinks he’s a god now, and someone needs to stay here and attempt to keep him in check.” Wallace said.


“They took Tarifa.” Endith spoke urgently.


Wallace looked at Martin. “She’s been raped Martin. I saw Kevin and a couple of his goons dragging her out of the office lounge when I went in to see Graham. I don’t know where they took her.”


Martin’s face tightened. “I’ll find her.” He said with barely concealed rage in his voice.

“Julie is stripping the communications warehouse, and Anja is discretely taking as much medical supplies as she can get. I got six Raptor’s shuttling the team to the secondary command site in shifts to keep anyone from getting suspicious.”


Wallace shook his head. “It won’t last Marty. Get the elves and all your people to the secondary sight through the tunnel as soon as possible. I got a feeling that things are going to go bang within a few hours. I can lock down the tunnel to the secondary sight from Command, and Ben will get the Raptors and Mark Nine’s clear to pick you up. Find your friend and get the hell out!”


“Yes sir!”


Martin watched Wallace leave and turned back to the others. “Master Chief, get the teams moving. Advise Major Anderson that anyone who wishes to go better meet us in the pre-arranged areas or we leave without them. Have Bravo squad get to the Heavy Weapons Site and strip it bare. Anything we can’t take with us, have them disable it.”

“On it Skipper.” Tony spoke turning away and heading out into another room.


“Danny contact Anja, have her meet us at the junction of section nineteen and twenty.” Martin spoke. “Let Jules know that whatever she’s got will have to do, and to start heading for the secondary tunnel.”


Martin looked at Endith as Dan turned to speak into his implant. “I will find Tarifa.” He told her. “I will find her and get her back. And I will kill anyone who has harmed her. I need you to get your people armed and let them know to follow whatever instructions my people give them to the letter. We know this station and can get around blindfolded in the dark. They have to trust us Endith, or none of us will live through this day.”


Endith had to gasp at the look she saw in Martin’s eyes. It was one of murderous rage. It also stunned her that he knew her name and used it with respect and firmness. She reached out and touched his arm. “I will tell them.” She spoke.


Martin nodded and looked at Dan. “Anja’s on her way Skipper and Jules and Cody are almost finished in the Com warehouse and will move in five.”


“Danny you’re with me.” Martin spoke as he holstered the K12 and picked up the HK74 and headed for the door.


Anja came up behind Martin and Danny with Julie and two elves in tow and saw where they were squatting at the junction of section nineteen and twenty. It was a little used portion of the base, the dimly lit corridors attesting to that. Martin was squatting down slightly in front of Danny when Anja touched his arm and he turned to her. His eyes took in the two elves and he looked at her with questions in his eyes.

“They were helping Julie and came with her.” Anja answered his unspoken question with a low voice that was almost a whisper. “Danny what’s going on?”


“That asshole Graham raped Tarifa, and the Admiral saw his son dragging her away. Martin is tracking her.” Danny whispered back. “They came this way because no one uses this portion of the station anymore.” He turned back to where Martin was absolutely motionless in the corridor.

Martin remained completely still, allowing his senses to guide him. Tarifa’s scent he would never forget and he could smell her as if she was next to him. He could also smell the fear and anger that was coming from her pores, and that smell fueled the animal within him. There was a mission they had conducted in the jungles of Panama where Martin had tracked an assassin for fifty miles through the thick humid jungle, and did so with ease. Following Tarifa’s sent now was child’s play to him. He clenched and unclenched his fists, trying to keep his anger in check, but the closer they got, and the more her frightened scent filled his nose, the harder he found it to reign in his emotions.


Martin turned slowly and saw that Anja and the others had arrived. He motioned silently with his hand at Danny, who nodded.


“They’re in the section conference room.” Dan told the others quietly.


“How many,” Julie asked.


Dan met her eyes. “Eleven.”


“Danny… we should…” Julie began but stopped as she saw Martin move off at a dead run when the decidedly female scream filled the empty corridor. “Fuck!”


They all broke into runs to follow Martin.


Kevin laughed as if a man possessed as he slammed his hard cock into Tarifa’s extremely tight cunt for the third time in as many hours. He had watched as his father brutally raped her for nearly an hour, finally crying out as he filled her with his cum. He had beaten her during the entire rape to keep her compliant and unable to resist. Then it was Kevin’s turn, and he did the same as his father, brutally taking Tarifa. The guards followed, forcing her to suck their engorged cocks, and brutally taking her pussy. When his father had her a second time, he told Kevin to take her and use her, to break her in as their new slave. He had gathered another half dozen men loyal to his father and brought her here to continue to rape. Tarifa’s clothes had been torn from her completely now, and she was exposed for all of the men to see. Bruises covered her upper body, a particularly large one announcing that her shoulder was separated. 


As Kevin slammed into her, one of his men was brutally raping her mouth, plunging his hard cock between her lips while viciously pulling her silky hair. She was covered in dried cum and blood, while the others in the room laughed and joked, pawing at her exposed breasts and nipples, making it a point to hurt her as much as possible. Her cries of pain had turned to soft whimpers now, as she tried to detach her mind from what was happening. 

Tarifa’s time in Marcus’s rape chambers had been much, much worse than what she was enduring now her mind told her. She only had to hold out until they were done using her and then she could escape. Yet her mind kept going back to Martin’s face, so handsome and beautiful. Her only thoughts now were how badly she had treated him, and how this would not be happening if not for her own actions.


Tarifa did not become aware of the huge echo in the room, or the sudden rush of air announcing the door to the conference room being blown in until Kevin stopped his sadistic pumping into her sore pussy. Her head turned slowly, her sapphire eyes focusing on the figure in the doorway as the guard’s cock slipped from between her bruised lips. A tiny smile split her bloody lips.

“Martin...” She gasped, though no one heard her.


Martin stepped through the haze of smoke and dust and came to an abrupt stop at what he saw. His dark eyes froze in the grasp of horror and Martin only had to look once around the room before he allowed the beast within him to burst forth.

Anja followed Danny into the room, Julie and the elves right behind her. She came up short instantly for two reasons and her blood froze. The first reason was what she saw, and the anger and hatred that flashed through her mind at what was obviously happening. The second reason was what she saw happening to Martin right before her eyes. 

Martin’s face had changed into a vicious snarl, his dark eyes becoming large yellow orbs outlined in black. His canine teeth had extended to nearly three quarters of an inch in length, his skin becoming even darker than the normal tan he had. His face lengthened, turning into a short snout. His body became much more thickly muscled and he grew nearly six inches in height as dark black hair burst out over parts of his body, covering his exposed skin with a thin layer of fur, and the howl that split the air caused her to cringe as she watched him leap across the ten meters between him and Kevin in a single blink.


“Berserker!” 

Danny’s voice echoed beside her and Anja’s head snapped around, her eyes growing even larger as she watched the same transformation that had taken place with Martin overtake Danny. His face changed, lengthening into a longer snout, large deadly fangs sprouting from his lips, blackish brown hair bursting out from beneath his uniform. With a howl similar to Martin’s, Danny dispensed with the weapons that had occupied his hands seconds before, and scooped up the nearest guard to him, the man’s eyes wide in terror at the snapping jaws and massive claws that proceeded to rip into his flesh. A flash of more ebony skin to her left made Anja whirl and witness Julie leap onto the back of another guard, her fingers now sporting two inch long claws, her own face distorted and more savage in nature, short black and white hair covering her skin. Long white fangs protruded from her jaw, her eyes like Martin and Danny’s, yellow orbs outlined in black. Those claws ripped out the man’s throat with no effort, blood fountaining across the floor in front of him. Julie let out a softer more feminine howl, if it could be called that, and leaped from the falling body to the next nearest guard who was frozen with his pants half down. He fumbled for the pistol on his pants, looking up just as Julie landed upon him, her claws ripping his face to shreds.


Kevin Graham had time enough to step back from between Tarifa’s legs before Martin was upon him. Kevin’s eyes were wide in terror as Martin grabbed him by the throat with one clawed hand and lifted him nearly eight inches off the floor, his half naked body flying across the room before slamming into the opposite wall. Kevin squealed in pain as his shoulder and three of his ribs were crushed like dry twigs from the force of the impact and he slumped to the floor.


Anja could only watch in terrified awe as Danny swung one guard in his hands as if he was swinging a baseball bat. The man’s head was already a crushed melon from impacting the unyielding steel wall, and blood flew in all directions as Danny used the lifeless body to pummel two more men to the floor. The two female elves stood behind Anja with the same look of disbelief at what they were witnessing. Anja watched as Martin stepped up to Kevin, his clawed hand now lifting him effortlessly by his throat, pinning him to the wall. Kevin stared into the yellow and black eyes that Martin now had with unabashed horror. The dark black hair covering Martin’s face and neck gave him an absolutely terrifying look.

Martin leaned closer to Kevin, his fangs extended beyond his lips now in a wicked snarl that one would normally see only from an attacking wolf, and not from a human being.


“It’s time to die little man!” Martin growled with undisguised rage.


“No! Wait! I’m sorry… I…”


Kevin Graham never finished his sentence as Martin’s face snapped forward and the teeth filled snout tore into the flesh of Kevin’s throat. Blood bubbled forth from his mouth, his eyes bugging out of his head, his arms and legs twitching. Anja watched as if in slow motion, frozen in her spot, as guard who had recovered his wits enough to pick up a steel chair slammed it across the back of Martin’s head, paying the ultimate price as Martin dropped the twitching body of Kevin Graham and spin around in half a blink. His clawed hand slashed out, ripping open the man’s chest so deeply that blood showered across Martin’s uniform. As he started to fall, Martin drove the palm of his hand into the man’s face, crushing his nose and driving the cartilage deeply into his brain. The force of the blow also shattered his neck and tossed him across the room to slam into the wall. His body dropped to the floor, eyes open in death, with blood leaking explosively from his nose, mouth and ears. 

Julie landed on the end of the conference table, her claws bloody as the body of the last guard she had ripped open fell to the floor behind her. Danny launched the now unrecognizable body of the man he had been swinging across the room, leaving four pulverized dead guards on the floor around him. The body hit the wall with a sickening crunching noise and fell to the floor.


Just as quickly as it had begun it was over, and Anja watched their features return to normal in a matter of seconds. She still wore an astonished expression on her face as Martin moved to the table where Tarifa lay. He tore off the top of his uniform without thinking, exposing the tank top he wore underneath, and delicately draped it over Tarifa’s near naked form. He looked at her badly beaten body and face, his own face twisted in anguish, his hands gently lifting her head to look at him.


“Ta… Tarifa are you…?” He spoke softly.


Her beautiful eyes opened slowly and she looked at him. “I… I knew you would come.” She spoke softly. “Somehow… somehow I knew.”


“I will always come for you.” Martin told her without really knowing why, but knowing it was the truth, “Anja!” He yelled looking up.

Anja snapped out of her stunned stupor and rushed to the table, her medical kit coming off her shoulder before she reached the edge. She passed the portable medical scanner over Tarifa’s body quickly. “She has some deep bruising and lacerations, but no internal injuries!” Anja spoke looking at Martin wide eyed. “Martin… Martin what did I just see?”

“We have to go!” Martin spoke quickly and ignoring her question. “Danny is it clear?”


Danny had taken up position by the door, the HK74 now back in his hands and he turned instantly, “Clear Skipper!”


“Inform the Master Chief we are inbound from the tunnel!” Martin said, sliding his arms gently under Tarifa’s body.


“We… we will carry the Queen!” The male elf protested; his eyes wide and his hands shaking as he stepped forward, his eyes never leaving Martin, and looking at him with a great deal of fear.


Julie got between him. “Now is not the time.” She snapped. “The Skipper can move faster and longer carrying her than you. We need to go!”

Martin lifted Tarifa with no effort into his arms, her eyes fluttering open. “Where… where are you taking me?” She asked softly.

Martin looked into her eyes. “Someplace safe.” He replied softly, breathing deeply of her peach scent. He closed his eyes and pressed his face to her hair, not caring that her hair was caked with the dried cum of at least five different men, all men who were now very dead in the most violent and savage of manners.


“Danny you lead us out!” Martin called finally. “Julie you got the rear! Kill anything that gets in our way!”


Anja shared a quick look with Danny before he disappeared into the corridor. She turned to look at Julie, who was watching her closely. She detected the questions in Anja’s eyes, the fear and the hesitation to speak. Julie stepped up to her, lifting the HK to her hip.


“We are still the same people lover.” She spoke softly. “No matter what we can do, never doubt that. We can talk later, but now we need to get out of here.” She motioned Anja forward to follow Martin and the elves, and Anja grabbed her bag and fell in line.
SECONDARY COMMAND SITE

ONE HUNDRED AND TEN HOURS AFTER RAPTOR TWO’S RETURN


The Raptor’s engines were idling at quarter power, the sound deafening even in the confines of the massive hanger bay. As they entered the bay, Martin and the others saw three Raptors lifting off and moving for the massive overhead doors that were opening above them to reveal another set of huge doors. Once above the first set of doors, they began to close until they came back together with a loud sealing hiss.

“Raptors Nine, Ten and Eleven are away.” The voice echoed in the huge bay.


Endith and Ben came sprinting down the ramp of the single remaining Raptor and ran over to meet them. Martin stopped a little behind the group as Endith came up to him. Her face took on a look of horror as she stopped in front of him.


“My Queen,” She gasped.


“Who is on the Raptor?” Martin asked looking at her. Endith reached out to touch her Queen’s bruised cheek. “Endith look at me!” Martin barked, snapping her out of her horrified expression. She looked up at him. “Who is on the Raptor?”

Endith shook her head quickly. “There is… just… just… a small group of your technicians and those elves who came with Tarifa and I.”


“Take off your uniform top.” Martin directed her. “I don’t want anyone to see her like this.”


Endith did, as she was told without question; quickly stripping out of her top revealing that she wore nothing underneath, her breasts tanned and very firm. She draped the uniform top over Tarifa’s legs as Martin held her. Tarifa’s head was tucked into his chest, one of her hands pressed against Martin’s abdomen. Anja did not think and removed her fatigue top, handing it to Endith from where she stood next to Martin. She at least still wore Danny’s tank top.

Endith looked at Martin, her green eyes turning hard. “The… the monsters who did this? They are…?” She asked.


Martin met her eyes. “They are dead.” Martin told her, looking at Ben as he came up slowly, “Status?”

“We’re… we’re ready to beat feet Marty.” Ben said looking at him. “The Admiral… the Admiral didn’t make it?”


“The Admiral is staying.” Martin told him, causing the others to look at him. “He is staying to try and minimize any damage Graham may do.”


“They’ll kill him if they find out Martin.” Ben spoke.


“Martin nodded. “The Admiral knows the risks.”


“Well Graham’s got security moving through the tunnel towards our location now. I ordered everyone up and the ships are already enroute to the surface. The Admiral was able to disable the weapons grid and tracking radar before they could bring them on line, but he wasn’t able to seal the tunnel.”


“Vent the tunnel.” Martin ordered with no hesitation.


“Martin that will… that will kill those men!” Anja spoke from beside him.


Martin met her gaze evenly. “They should have thought about that before they did this!” He growled. He turned back to Ben. “Tell Tina to vent the tunnel and let’s get the hell out of here!”


“Where are we going Marty?” Ben asked. “We have no friends down there, and the Mark Nine’s are full of civilians; men, women and children. The Admiral said we needed to look out for them!”


“EDEN Ground Command.” Martin said.


Ben shook his head. “The place is crawling with those Alliance assholes, and it won’t hold thirteen hundred civilians!”


“Thirteen hundred,” Martin gasped wide eyed.


Endith looked at him. “I will show you a place.” She spoke. “It is large enough for all of your people and the Alliance does not know of it.”


“Why should we trust you?” Ben asked.


Endith looked at Martin before answering. “You have saved our Queen that is why.”


Martin nodded. “Let’s go.” He spoke moving for the Raptor. 


Tarifa awoke with a start, her eyes popping open to the dimly lit interior of what she remembered to be the inside of a Raptor. She could see sleeping figures all around her, most of them human and elves, but the darker green of genomes scattered throughout. She lifted her head slightly and realized she was lying on several blankets that had been spread out on the web seats under her. She was extremely sore, and the memories of what had happened came rushing back, as well as the memories of Martin rescuing her yet again. She reached up to feel her hair, and was startled to find it slightly damp and smelling of strawberries. It was then she noticed she wore the dark uniform similar to what the genomes wore. Her keen eyes could see Endith slowly making her way towards where she sat, and she remembered the escape they had made from EDEN, or at least all that she could.

Tarifa looked at her as Endith settled onto the bench. “My Queen, how do you feel?” She spoke.

“Where are we Endith?” Tarifa asked.


“We have left the moon My Queen.” Endith reported. 


“What of our people?” Tarifa asked quickly, starting to rise but a wave of nausea swept over her and she sat back down.


“The human doctor Anja gave you something to help you sleep my Queen. She said it would make you nauseous when you first awoke and to remain seated for a few minutes.” Endith told her, taking her arm. “Our people are safe, all of them. Martin… Martin’s team got all of us out. My Queen… you…”


Tarifa looked at her, understanding in her eyes. “I have been raped many times before Endith, I will be fine.” She touched her hair again. “Who bathed me?”


“Martin did my Queen.” Endith replied, seeing Tarifa’s eyes widen at this knowledge. “He refused to allow anyone to touch you in your condition, at least until you were clean. He carried you into the small shower and washed you before bringing you back here to us with the clothes you now wear. We dressed you my Queen.”


“Martin… Martin bathed me?” Tarifa asked almost too quietly. “He did not…”


“My Queen… he was fully dressed the entire time. When he brought you from the shower his entire uniform was soaked. He ordered everyone forward until he was finished, and only then allowed them to return back here. Some of the human technicians arranged the bed you were sleeping on.” Endith told her.


“What took place Endith?” Tarifa asked. “All I remember is Graham telling me he had contacted the Alliance, and that we would be his slaves until they had established a more direct means of communicating with them. He said he had spoken with Deval!”

Endith nodded. “He forcibly took control of the station my Queen. There were several battles, but the ones like Martin… the genomes… were able to escape along with over a thousand men, women and children who were against Senator Graham. We are heading back to earth. I have directed them to the ruins of Old Las Vegas Tarifa. The old military base the Holy One took us to when we were children. It is large enough to hold all of their people and the Alliance never ventures that far into our territory.” 


“He… he saved me again Endith.” Tarifa spoke softly.


“My Queen I spoke with the two elves that were assisting the dark skinned genome called Julie. They were with him when he found you. They told me what happened. He… he became…” Endith looked at the floor.


“What Endith?”


“They said he changed into a monster.” Endith told her. “The genomes Julie and Danny changed as well. They… they all changed. The men who were… the men who were raping you did not survive. They… they had became part animal, with claws and fangs. Their strength and speed was like nothing they had seen, even from a Grizz Beast. They said he was enraged over what was being done to you and it was as if he went insane. And they were able to change at will, for when the men were dead, they returned to normal immediately.”


“I spoke with… Julie before we left. She said all of them had animal DNA genetically grafted to their own. It is what allows them to do what they do, and why they are not entirely human.” Tarifa spoke. “I did not know they could actually change.”


“My Queen… did I do the right thing?” Endith asked. “Should we fear these men and women? Their abilities far exceed anything we as elves could do. Just the few on these ships alone could destroy us all.”


Tarifa looked at her. “They have risked all that they know to save us.” Tarifa spoke. “They did not have to come to our aide the first time, and they most certainly could have left us on the station with that beast Graham. No… I believe we may have found the one thing that will help us in our battle against the Alliance. They will be hunted now too, and something tells me they will not like that one bit.”


Endith looked at her and nodded slowly. “I see your point.”


“Where is Martin?” She asked, her eyes searching the sleeping bodies all around them.


“I believe he went into the space where they fly this machine my Queen.” Endith spoke pointing to the cockpit.


Tarifa turned her eyes to the cockpit and got slowly to her feet, the nausea gone now. “I need to speak with him.” She said. 

ROAN PLATEAU

Dysea looked at the remains of the village that occupied the entrance to the cave at the base of the mountain. The fast running creek moved past directly to the east of the village, disappearing into the thick forest all around them. They had arrived a few hours before, and her troops had set up a small camp, while the two forensic technicians went to work gathering any type of information they could. Blood still stained the walls of many of the one story structures built from rocks taken from within the cave. Dysea had seen only pictures of what had happened here, bodies of the men, women and the children slaughtered like simple hogs, lying scattered all around. Their bodies had been mutilated horribly; body parts severed from their limbs with edged weapons, or shot dozens and dozens of times. 


Walter stepped up to stand next to her and she looked up at him. “It… it is hard to remain objective after seeing the pictures of what happen here Holy One.” Dysea spoke softly.

Walter nodded. “I know. I saw the pictures as well child, and that is precisely why I don’t believe this act was committed by Tarifa’s forces. You don’t know her as I do Dysea. She is a warrior yes, but in all the battles I have seen her in, never once has she committed or allowed to be committed the acts of savagery we saw done here.”


“Elf weapons were used Holy One.” Dysea said. “All the bodies were killed by either our caseless ammunition or by elfin edged weapons.”


Walter nodded. “Or it was made to appear that way.” He spoke. “You told me you would try to be objective.”


“And I will be Holy One.” Dysea said. “It is just very difficult when we are actually here.”


“I know child. I know.” Walter spoke.


They turned as one of the scientists walked slowly up to them, her face looking confused. She stopped in front of them, “Majesty.”


“What have you found Tomea?” Dysea asked. 


“It is odd milady.” She answered. “I was one of the original team sent to investigate and collect the bodies of the dead. We were told by the Council only to collect the bodies and determine what weapons were used to kill them and nothing more.”


Dysea glanced at Walter before turning back to the young female elf. “Continue Tomea.” She said.


“Milady I have researched all the battles the High Elves have participated in against the Alliance. At least all of the battles we know about, and the information we have on those events indicates they fight very similar to us. They use their speed and reflexes to be precise and accurate.” Tomea looked at her now. “I brought the data pads from my lab milady, the ones that showed the positioning of all the bodies as we found them. The pictures do not match what we are finding.”

Dysea’s brow furrowed. “I do not understand.”


“The blood spatter and condition of the ground around where we found many of the bodies indicates they were not killed in the positions we found them in.” Tomea told her. “They were placed in the positions we found them but they were killed somewhere else.”


“You did not discover this when you were first here?” Dysea asked.


“As I said milady, the Council’s direction was explicit, to simply gather the bodies and discover what killed our people.” Tomea replied with an almost embarrassed look.


“Tomea!” The male voice echoed from across the village, causing them to turn toward the sound.


“Brator has found something!” Tomea spoke breaking into a run toward where the young elf stood. Dysea and Walter followed her and they covered the distance to the young elf quickly. His face was paler than normal and Dysea knew something was wrong.


“I… I found something.” He gasped, motioning them to follow him. Brator led them a short distance into the forest. “I discovered a blood trail from the nearest structure there. It appeared as if it had been covered with leaves and dirt. There has been no rain in this area for over a week and it was easy enough to follow.” He stopped and motioned with his hand. “I found this.”


There was an audible gasp from both Tomea and Dysea at what they saw. Spread out before them was an area that had been cleared out and used for what appeared to be an execution area. There was dried blood everywhere, on the leaves and tress all around them. Several large stumps had been dragged into the small clearing and their tops were saturated with blood and the marks of edged weapons.


Tomea shook her head slowly. “This is where they were killed.” She said softly. “It looks like… it…”

“An Execution Arena,” Dysea finished the statement for her. Dysea’s green eyes were burning in rage.


“Milady...” Tomea spoke again. “This act was not committed by High Elves.”


Dysea looked at her. “Concentrate your investigations on this area.” She ordered. “I want to know who killed our people.” She turned away quickly and started back to where they had established their small camp.


Walter followed her, sensing the seething anger that was pouring from her. “You must remain in control Dysea.” He spoke from behind her.

Dysea stopped and spun around to face him, her face a mask of anger. “Two hundred and nineteen men, women and children were butchered here!” She snapped. 


“Tarifa and the High Elves did not commit this act Dysea; even you must see that now.” Walter said calmly.


“Perhaps not Holy One.” She answered, regaining control of her emotions. “It appears you may have been correct. If that is indeed the case, then I want to know who did. And then I will have vengeance.”


“You may not like what you may find Dysea.” Walter spoke. “Have you considered that?”


Dysea met his eyes. “Yes I have.” She replied. “And whoever is responsible for this atrocity will answer to me, no matter who they are!”
RAPTOR TWO

THREE HOURS FROM EARTH


Tarifa entered the cockpit of Raptor Two slowly, her eyes wide in amazement at the myriad of instruments and advanced controls. She could see the stars out of the cockpit window, as well as the blue/green planet in front of her that was earth. She saw Tina turn in her co-pilot’s chair, Ben asleep in the pilot’s chair next to her. Tarifa came fully into the cockpit, Tina’s eyes watching her carefully.


“That… that is earth?” She asked.


Tina nodded with a smile. “That’s earth.”


“It looks… it looks so peaceful.” Tarifa said softly.


“Yeah… well looks can be deceiving.” Tina told her.


Tarifa looked at her now. “I was… I was looking for…”


“Marty’s up top,” Tina told her, motioning to the small circular stairway to her right, “The observation deck.”

“Is he alone?” Tarifa asked.


Tina smiled. “Last time I checked he was.”


Tarifa looked away almost shyly. “Thank you.” She said softly, before moving for the stairs. The stairs were similar to what she had seen in old pictures that the Holy One had given her about the large planes that used to traverse the skies. She wound up the stairs twice and found herself in a room where the top portion of the ceiling was nothing more than an open glass container that allowed you to see the billions of stars all around. There was a small table in the center of the room, with two couches along the wall. Another small door was in the back of the room as she stepped fully onto the observation deck. She saw where the glass window stopped and became metal again, extending back along the length of the top of the Raptor.


She froze when the small door in the rear opened and Martin stepped out toweling off his face. He was shirtless, and Tarifa felt a sexual rush course through her looking at his broad hairless chest, and the tightly packed abdomen of muscles. Black flame tattoos spread out from his abdomen to his encompass his chest, and spreading out under his arms. They were similar to the flame tattoos that extended down his arms and across his broad shoulders. When she was able to tear her eyes from his bare skin she found he was looking directly at her, and in the dim light of the observation deck his eyes appeared to be softly glowing.


“I thought you were still sleeping.” His voice interrupted her thoughts.


“I’ve… I’ve been awake for a short time.” She answered, moving closer to him. “I was talking with Endith.”


“Tarifa… I…” Martin began.


Tarifa used her elfin reflexes to cross the small room to stand in front of him in a single eye blink. Looking up into his face, she placed her finger on his lips to stop his words. “You… of all people… have nothing to apologize to me for. You have saved my life again. Why did you do this Martin? Endith told me what took place. You could have taken the others and left, yet you risked your life and the lives of others to come and rescue me. Why?”

Martin looked at her, her sapphire eyes nearly taking his breath away. Her peach scent filled the room, and he inhaled deeply, allowing it to course through him. “It… it was the right thing to do.” He spoke finally.


Tarifa smiled gently. “You are not a very good lair Martin Hunter.” She said.


Martin looked at her. “I… I didn’t want to lose you.” He said finally.


Tarifa looked at him and at that moment she knew what she wanted. She wanted Martin. She wanted him to purge all the vileness from her body, and make her feel like a complete woman again. “Kiss me Martin.” She said softly.


Martin’s eyes grew a little wider. He shook his head slowly. “I can’t.”


Tarifa stepped closer to him, her hands sliding down his broad chest and around his waist. “Kiss me Martin.” She said again, looking up at him, her eyes bright and clear.


“Tarifa… I can’t do that.” He told her, his voice almost pleading.


“Why?”


“I… I don’t know if I will be able… able to stop this time.” He told her honestly.

“You… you are the first man who has ever kissed me Martin Hunter.” She told him softly. “And I… I don’t want you to stop.”


Martin looked shocked at her words. “Tarifa… you were just… what they did to you? I… I couldn’t stop it in time. I… what you are asking…”


“What I am asking Martin, is for you to make love to me.” She told him, her voice husky with passion now. “Right here… right now… to purge them from me, from my soul. I’m… I’m asking you to… to make me whole again.”


Tarifa gasped in surprise when he lifted her into his arms, crushing her to him. She had no time to think as he covered her lips with his own and kissed her. Oh did he kiss her. Tarifa locked her legs around his waist, and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, her whole body igniting in burning heat and need. 


Tarifa groaned into his mouth as her body shuddered in a soul conquering orgasm from just a single kiss.

EDEN

ELEVEN HOURS AFTER MARTIN’S ESCAPE

Richard Graham looked at the remains of his son and the men with him and tried not to vomit all over the room. It had taken them nearly eight hours to recover from the acts of sabotage that the genomes had committed to aide their escape. Only one of the remaining five Raptors was flyable, the other two Mark Nine transports also disabled. The entire weapons grid of EDEN had been taken offline and infected with a virus so the turret based lasers could not fire on the traitor’s ships as they fled. Admiral Wallace, who had been discovered in his private quarters beaten and unconscious, was livid with anger over what the men he thought he commanded had done. At first Graham had thought Wallace had been involved, until he was discovered beaten and bloody, his command codes stripped from him. When Richard had seen him again, he had not changed out of the bloody uniform and was directing the technicians in the Command Center with shouts of anger as they tried to get the weapons back on line. Graham considered himself an excellent judge of character, and he knew that Wallace was fully on his side now, and the sight of him squatting over the remains of his son and the other guards shaking in obvious rage confirmed it for him.

“…vicious brutal motherfucker,” Wallace finally spat as he got to his feet and turned to face Graham.

“What… what did this William?” Graham asked his own face ashen and pale.


Wallace stepped up to him slowly. “It was Hunter.” He said.


Graham looked stunned. “Hunter! But… it looks like… it looks as if they were torn apart by animals!”


Wallace nodded slowly. “They were… in a sense.” He answered slowly turning to face Graham and make the lie seem truthful. “Martin and his team have the ability to transform into versions of the animal that were grafted to their DNA. Martin and the others animal counterpart was a wolf; they can partially transform themselves into humanlike versions of these animals and do incredible damage, as you can see.”


“This… this is not something that was commonly known.” Graham spoke. “You knew this?”


Wallace nodded. “It was not made public knowledge because it was deemed that Hunter and his team had complete control over when they could transform, and to what extent. That decision was made far above my pay grade Senator.”

“I thought you trusted this man?” Graham asked him.


“I did Senator, until he came into my quarters and beat me senseless.” Wallace spoke heatedly. “He betrayed me, and nearly disabled the entire base in the process. All because of some pretty piece of ass!”


“I want charges of murder drawn up for his entire team!” Graham spoke. “Once we get the station repaired, how soon until we can go after them?”


Wallace shook his head. “We only have one Raptor capable of flying. The others need new avionics and a complete purging of their systems. Ben and Tina helped design the Raptors, and they knew just what to do to fuck them up good.”


“Can we contact the Alliance to go after them?” Graham asked.


Wallace looked at him. “Do we want to let them know how damaged we are sir?” He asked. “We can give them the transponders for the craft that have escaped, but we shouldn’t make them aware of what damage we have suffered up here. It might weaken our position to do so. And it would not allow you to negotiate with them from a position of strength.”


Graham nodded slowly. “Yes… I see your point Admiral.” He said. “And I agree with you. I have to say… you seem to have changed your tone where Hunter is involved.”


“To be honest Senator, I’ve only trusted him to a point. And now that he has fucked me over, I want him to pay.” Wallace growled.


Richard Graham smiled. “So do I. Stick with me Admiral, I’ll have you fully on my team in no time.”


“What about the body of your son Senator?” Wallace asked. “What do you want done?”


Graham looked at the bloody body of his only son and shrugged. “He was a fucking weakling anyway. Burn his body with the rest of these idiots.”


Wallace nodded. “I’ll have a full report of our readiness for you in two hours Senator.”


Graham nodded. “Excellent. I’m going to contact this Minister Deval and have a talk with him in regards to our future relationship.” He saw Wallace start to say something and held up his hand. “Don’t worry… I will say nothing about our condition or capabilities. As you said, negotiating from a position of strength is much better.”


“May I suggest you ask him to supply some of those elves to assist in the more dangerous repairs Senator?” Wallace spoke. “If they are as gifted as we have been led to believe, then we can use them to conduct the more dangerous repairs.”


“That is an excellent idea Admiral.” Graham said with a cruel smile. “Report to me when you have what you think you need.”

RAPTOR TWO

Tarifa’s eyes were open wide, her body flush and hot. Her shimmering black hair was spread across the end of the couch, her breath coming in deep gulps. She was completely naked; her firm, tanned 34C breasts standing proud. Her nipples were almost painfully erect and covered in Martin’s salvia. Her fingers were entwined tightly in Martin’s dark hair, and she was in the process of experiencing something that was totally new and wondrous to her.


Tarifa could feel Martin’s warm breath on her utterly soaked pussy, his warm tongue slowly licking up the outside of her cunt lips. She had protested at first as Martin’s lips and tongue had left her breasts. Her tits were extremely sensitive, and he had driven her to the edge nibbling her burning nipples while his hands squeezed and cupped her breasts. No man had ever manipulated her tits as Martin had and his sharp fangs drew gasps of pleasure and delight as he dragged them softly over her nipples. Tarifa had protested when he descended lower down her abdomen, his tongue leaving a trail of soft kisses and nibbles on her skin. She had tried to pull his face back up, but Martin had pinned her arms to her sides with his strong grasp. A flash of fear had coursed through Tarifa, until that is, she felt his warm moist tongue drag gloriously across her engorged clit, and her entire world exploded.

Tarifa’s cry of pleasure was muffled as she bit her bottom lip; the power of the second orgasm Martin gave her collapsing all her barriers, causing her supple body to arch off the couch as she erupted in orgasm. His soft lips had fastened over her spasming pussy and he had drunk her juices as if he was dying of thirst. He did not stop there once she had collapsed back to the couch her chest heaving in unimaginable bliss. His lips and tongue continued to dance across her sensitive pussy and clit, alternating between soft nibbles and licks, and his warm tongue plunging deeply into her dripping snatch. Tarifa had not even recovered from her first orgasm, before a second even more powerful one caused her to shudder almost violently in his grasp and reward him with more of her sweet juices which he hungrily lapped up.

Martin was nearly beyond control as he stared at the beautiful pussy in front of his face. It was open like a butterfly now, dripping with Tarifa’s peach tasting cum, and one of the most beautiful sights Martin had ever seen. His mind was thrown back years to a similar sight of even more beauty in his eyes, the soft Persian red hair above the erect clit and proud pussy lips. 

The thin line of perfectly trimmed black hair just above her erect and stimulated clit only added to the beauty of Tarifa’s pussy, and Martin had buried his nose in that soft hair more than once since beginning his feast. He was ready now, having freed himself of his combat boots and pants, and his thick twelve inch cock was throbbing almost painfully. The single long vein that traversed the length of his pulsing shaft was standing out prominently, the head of his cock flared and leaking pre-cum. Slowly Martin dragged his tongue back up Tarifa’s quivering body, tracing every contour of her abdomen and her perfect tits. He dipped his head to the side of her face, his tongue trailing along the edge of her elfin ear all the way to very point, eliciting gasps of pleasure from Tarifa, her hands clutching his shoulders. It was then he discovered that the ridges of her ears were an erogenous zone. 


Tarifa’s eyes grew large when she felt the head of his huge cock graze her erect clit and he dragged the entire length of his throbbing shaft slowly over her clit as he teased her ear. Tarifa wrapped her arms around his back, her eyes wide in astonishment and wondering if his huge cock would ever end, and hoping it never would. Her eyes finally closed in bliss when she felt his hot heavy balls press against her dripping pussy. And then he began to drag his thick cock back down her clit, and Tarifa had to grit her teeth as another orgasm ripped through her. Her nails dug into his powerful back, her elfin strength causing Martin to hiss in her ear until he was looking at her with blazing dark eyes filled with nothing but passion and want.

Tarifa kissed him hard, shoving her tongue between his lips to do battle with his own tongue. It was a battle she quickly lost, as his warm tongue possessed her. She took his face in her hands, pulling his lips away from her while she still had some semblance of control. She felt the huge hot head of his cock press against the entrance to her cunt, parting her pussy lips ever so slightly.

“Martin it’s… you are too big!” Tarifa gasped as he lowered his face to her throat, his fangs nibbling her skin.


Martin raised his head to stare at her, his eyes now the same yellow and black orbs, as they had been when he had rescued her. Tarifa knew then he had allowed the animal in him to come out. He smiled at her, his fangs clearly evident. “I won’t hurt you!” She heard him say as the huge head of his cock pressed against her slippery cunt lips. Tarifa’s eyes grew huge, her mouth opened and her lips forming a circle as she felt him slowly push more of his massive cock into her. 


The total wetness of her cunt allowed Martin to slide four inches of his thick cock into her blazing hot and velvety pussy. Tarifa’s pussy clamped down on his cock with incredible strength and he gasped in pleasure, his mouth open and his fangs extended to their full length of nearly a full inch. The tightness and heat of her pussy brought back intense memories of another feeling and as those flash of that equally beautiful face burned its way across his brain it was entirely too much for him and with loud grunt Martin’s cock erupted inside her. Tarifa eye’s rolled back into her head as she felt him explode into her depths with a force unlike anything she had ever felt. His boiling hot cum flooded her belly, triggering an orgasm so intense it dwarfed the others before it. Her sweet juices splashed wetly over his erupting cock, and without any resistance at all, she felt Martin’s entire twelve inch cock slid into her depths until his heavy spurting balls planted firmly against her ass cheeks. It was at that moment that Tarifa became whole. The rapes she had endured in her life, the slobbering idiots who had drooled over her, even the male elves that had tried to please her, all of them passed into nothing as Martin’s cock reached into her depths and filled her with his essence. Tarifa felt no pain as the largest cock she had ever seen, let alone feel inside her, bottomed out within the depths of her clutching pussy and sent her into a land of pleasure she never dreamed could exist.

The only thing she was aware of at the moment was the continually erupting cock inside her and her own orgasm that was gripping her with such intensity she thought her muscles were going to rip through her skin.


And then Tarifa screamed in wanton bliss, no longer caring who heard her. 


Martin joined her, an almost wolf like howl escaping from his throat as Tarifa’s powerful legs clamped together at the small of his back and her arms went around his shoulders. The heat and tightness of her sweet pussy was too much for his control to bear, and when her cunt began to milk his thick cock he howled.

Endith burst into the cockpit of the Raptor at the sound of Tarifa’s scream. No one else had awakened due to his or her own exhaustive sleep, and only Endith had heard the rapturous cries. She saw Tina pulling the door to the observation deck closed just as she entered a small smile on her face.


“The Queen,” Endith gasped.


Tina looked at Ben, who was still sleeping soundly and then back to Endith. “Something tells me that your Queen does not want to be disturbed at this moment.” She said.


“The beast is killing her!” Endith exclaimed.


Tina turned to a small screen on the console and activated it. “Tell me something. Does this look like he’s killing your Queen?”


Confused Endith stepped to the screen and her eyes flew open. She saw her queen underneath Martin’s naked body, her legs locked around his waist while her hands seemed to be trying to draw him closer to her. Her face was contorted into a blissful mask as she showered Martin’s shoulder and the side of his face with kisses and bites.

“What… what is he doing to her?” Endith asked almost stupidly.


Tina smiled. “If I had to guess, I’d say he is banging the crap out of her.” Tina turned the monitor off and took her arm. “I gather from your expression that you have never… you’ve never had a man make love to you?”


Endith looked at her shyly. “My duty has always been to protect the Queen. I… I never had time for such… experiences.”


Tina’s eyebrow went up in a thoughtful manner. She had never entertained the thought of sex with another woman, but this elf Endith was very hot looking, and she and Ben had always talked of spicing up their love life. “Let’s talk Endith.”


Martin was still as hard as steel buried deeply inside Tarifa’s tight pussy as he lifted his head from where he had buried it in her hair when he had started to cum. He opened his eyes slowly to look at Tarifa, hoping not to see pain and anger. He had lost control and plunged into her depths more quickly than he had intended as he blasted his cum into her. When he looked at her face, she was looking up at him with a dreamy smile, her lips wet from his kisses and her own salvia.

“Hi.” He said softly, unable to think of anything else at the moment.


Tarifa stared into his eyes and saw what she had always sought to see in a man’s eyes. She saw an adoring love and passion, and all of it directed at her. “Hello.” She answered him back with the sweetest smile she could muster.


“Tarifa… I…”


“I want more.” Tarifa told him firmly, looking directly into his eyes.


“Ex… excuse me?” Martin said.

“I want… I want you to take… to take me again!” As if to emphasize her request Tarifa clenched her pussy muscles around his belly filling cock, and she grinned almost wickedly when Martin groaned loudly.


“Tarifa… you… I…”


Tarifa, using her elfin strength and taking him completely by surprise, pushed Martin off her chest and into a sitting position. His hands went instinctively to her ass cheeks and held their groins together as she pushed him back onto the couch. Tarifa groaned as his massive cock sank even deeper into her blazing hot pussy, and her head fell to his shoulder as she quivered in a tiny orgasm from just that small motion. She was impaled so deeply on his immense shaft that her tight ass was resting atop his equally large balls. She clutched his shoulders, sitting on his cock while the orgasm passed slowly, once more coating his thick shaft with her juices. Finally she brought her head up and gently took his surprised face in her hands, kissing him deeply. She made it a point to crush her firm tits into his powerful chest, her sensitive nipples pressed into his hot skin and sending small shivers through her.


Tarifa drew back from their kiss, trailing her moist tongue across his lips sensuously, relishing in the taste of her own pussy juices on his lips. She looked at him with wide sapphire eyes that projected her own hungry passion.


“You… you have purged me Martin Hunter.” Tarifa told him. “You have purged me of all men who have ever taken me against my will.”


“I… I just did the same thing!” Martin told her confused.


Tarifa shook her head quickly. “No… you did no such thing!” She spoke caressing his face. “You freed me from the fear.”

Martin closed his eyes, partly from Tarifa’s clenching pussy and the pleasure it sent crashing through his brain, and partly because he was ashamed he had lost control. “I lost control Tarifa.” He said finally. “I let… I let the beast within me take over.”


Tarifa smiled at him. “Do you honestly believe I would be…I would be sitting in your lap with your beautiful cock still inside me… if you had forced me?” She asked.


“I…” Martin could not put into words what was going through his head.


Tarifa saw his confusion and remembered the words of the Holy One in the transmission he had left for Martin. She can be the rock you need to begin rebuilding what has been destroyed. The Queen of the Wood Elves is Dysea. You will not mistake her for someone else when you see her Martin, for she is the one I hope you will begin rebuilding your life with Tarifa knew at that moment what the Holy One had meant. This man that had so possessed her, he was the future, and whether they would remain lovers or move on to others, they would always be together. Tarifa took his hands from where they rested on her ass and placed them on her tits, holding them to her firm melons.


“That beast inside you is what purged me Martin.” Tarifa spoke, holding her hands over his on her breasts. “Now I want that beast to possess my very being and set me free.”


Martin’s eyes grew a little brighter at her words and he leaned forward slightly, flexing his cock inside her. Tarifa smiled at his action and moved her hands to his face where she stared into those eyes that had so enthralled her from the moment she had met him.


“Possess me Martin!” She gasped at him. “Make love to me until I am screaming in your arms. Fuck me until we can no longer move!” Tarifa saw his fangs begin to extend again his eyes changing color and she smiled as he took his hand from her tit and replaced it with his warm mouth, “AHHHHH… yes!”


Tarifa yelped in surprise when Martin flipped them over on the couch, keeping her impaled around his cock. She watched him with dreamy eyes as he brought her legs forward and in front of him, confusion on her face until she realized he was turning her around. Tarifa whimpered as she allowed him to rotate her body in front of him, his huge cock sending ripples of delight surging throughout her burning body. He turned her until she was on her knees in front of him, her pussy already leaking cum around his firmly buried cock. She clutched the back of the couch and turned her face to look at him, smiling when she saw his eyes had changed again to black with yellow pupils. She hissed in disappointment as he slowly withdrew his huge pulsing cock until only the enormous head remained inside her. She pushed back against him, trying to swallow his shaft again, and she moaned when he held her still. She felt him lean forward next to her head and his hand brushed her silky black hair from her pointed ear. She felt his warm breath next to her ear and she shivered when his tongue extended and traced her ear lobe. Tarifa would never discover how he knew that her elfin ears were an extremely sexual pleasure point, at least not this night.

“Take me Martin!” She gasped loudly.


“I will!” Martin whispered into her ear. 


Tarifa felt him reach under her arms and grasp her breasts in his hands, her nipples crushed against his strong palms. Martin gasped into her ear before tightening his grip on her breasts and plunging into her depths in one powerful and soul stealing thrust.

Tarifa’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head as Martin slammed into her deeper than he had ever been before, and she screamed out her joy as the most powerful orgasm she had yet to experience erupted within her like a volcano bursting from the earth. His huge cock reached a place inside her that it had not yet touched, and when it did, Tarifa lost all control herself. She fucked him back as hard as her elfin strength would allow, their hips coming together in loud slapping noises and his now cum filled balls banging against her thighs. This was nothing like Tarifa had ever imagined. It was so powerful, so intense and so animalistic that it was driving her into a sexual frenzy.


Martin’s eyes were closed tightly, his mouth open and his fangs in full extension as he grasped Tarifa’s hips and stroked into her in powerful twelve inch plunges. He had never felt heat and silky wetness like this only once before, and her pussy was contracting around his huge cock in continual orgasms. He had only been thrusting into her for a few minutes and Martin felt that familiar surge through his balls and stomach. He clenched his teeth and pulled her up to him in one final will destroying plunge into her tightness. When Tarifa’s arms reach over her shoulders to clutch his head, Martin let go.

“Fill me Martin!” Tarifa cried out as she felt Martin’s cock grow impossibly huge inside her and erupt. Tarifa’s eyes rolled into the back of her head again when his first blast inside her clutching pussy triggered her own earth shattering orgasm.


The force of Martin’s strokes into her depths drove them both to the floor, and Tarifa felt his weight upon her back, his cock spraying his cum into her belly, their hips locked together. His hands took hers as they settled to the floor and Tarifa rested her head in his embrace as Martin continued to empty searing hot cum into her, and her own pussy spasmed in one raging orgasm after another.


It did not stop until Tarifa felt Martin bottom out inside her one last time, the last of his cum filling her. She felt Martin pull her tightly to him, his arm wrapping around her chest so that his hands could cup her breast. He curled up into almost a fetal position, Tarifa’s body mirroring his, his huge cock slowly softening inside her. Martin made no move to extract himself from her body, oblivious of their combined cum soaking both of their lower bodies, and only pulled her even closer to him. This action made Tarifa smile seductively and she felt his lips touch her ear.


“Are… are you ok?” He asked softly.


Tarifa’s smile grew even larger and she nodded her head without opening her eyes. “I am simply divine.” She told him in a whisper. She sighed in contentment as Martin pulled her even closer and it was then they drifted into a peaceful sleep.

Endith sat on the arm of Tina’s command seat, watching intently as Tina explained the controls of the Raptor to her. Ben had woken up to see this happening, and rose to get coffee for all of them, and allowed Endith to sit in his chair. She had sat wide eyed in the pilot’s chair until Ben had returned with three mugs of coffee, one of which he handed to a surprised Endith. She watched him closely as he returned to his seat, but quickly realized that he and Tina were not the same as the humans she had dealt with in the past. They joked freely with each other, and seemed to share a special relationship that Endith had not seen between a male and female human before. Ben did not treat Tina as an inferior or as if she was beneath him, but as an equal.

“How… how long have you known the… Commander?” Endith blurted out.


“Who Marty…?” Tina asked. “Jeez! What’s it been Ben, nine or ten years?”


“Eleven.” Ben replied. “Remember… we dropped them off on the Iranian freighter in the middle of winter in the Bering Sea. It almost froze the fuel lines it was so cold.”


Tina smiled. “That’s right! We’ve been working exclusively with Martin and his team for the last nine years. We take them where they need to go, and we bring them back.”


“It… it does not seem to bother you, knowing that he is not like you.” Endith said gently, probing for a response.


“You mean that he is a genome?” Tina asked, looking at her.


Endith nodded slowly. “I apologize if I have offended you.”


“There’s nothing to apologize for.” Ben told her. “You will find that most of the Raptor crews, and many of the humans on the transports are not like what you are used to Endith. Besides having someone save your life kind of over rules the normal reaction.”


“He saved your life?” Endith questioned.


“He saved both our asses.” Tina spoke. “We had just dropped them off for a mission in Saudi Arabia. Our bird took fire and we went down hard. Ben broke both his legs and I broke my arm and some ribs. We were in pretty bad shape. And the bad guys were bearing down on us hard. It was a black operation, so no one knew we were down, and no one was going to come for us.”


“They would have left you to die?” Endith asked surprised.


“That was the nature of our business back then.” Ben explained. “We accepted it.”


“What happened?”


“Martin disobeyed orders.” Tina told her. “When he found out we had gone down he disregarded his mission orders and came for us. He and his team carried us out of the country over two hundred miles of desert and rock. Took us almost two weeks, but he wouldn’t leave us behind.”


Ben nodded. “The powers that be were not happy at all. They tried to get Martin in a court martial, but that didn’t pan out. They busted him down a rank though, which he earned back in three months.” Ben finished with a chuckle. “Marty may be a genome, and not completely human, but there is no one you’d want on your side more than him. He’ll go right to the wall for you if he thinks you’re right. He doesn’t have many friends outside of the team, but Tina and I, and most of the Raptor flight crews, well we would follow him straight to hell if he asked us too. He’s saved many of them as well.”


“It does not bother you that… that he changes. That he becomes…” Endith stopped when they looked at her.


“You mean that he can change into something resembling a wolf?” Tina finished her question for her. Tina smiled and looked at Endith. “We are not like the humans you know Endith.” She said. “Martin has saved most of our lives at one point or another. We would do anything for him because he cares about his people. We had our differences sure, but the humans before… before the comet came were much more tolerable than they appear to be now.”


“Look at you.” Ben spoke with a grin. “You’re not human. You’re an elf! You are something that from where we come from only existed in books and movies. You hang around Martin long enough you learn to expect the unexpected. If everything you have told us is true, and we have no reason to doubt it one bit after what we have seen so far, then we aren’t going to be inviting these Alliance pricks over for dinner anytime soon trust me.”


“But elves… we were made for the purpose of serving humans. The Holy One created us to… female elves were created to be irresistible to human males. The Holy One hoped that if we mated and produced children, it would extend the longevity for the entire planet.” Endith told them. “You… don’t seem affected in any way.”

Ben looked at her. “How do you know that?” He asked.


“You have… you have not looked at me in… I mean…” Endith shook her head in frustration.


Tina smiled and placed her hand on Endith’s arm. “We are affected Endith.” She said softly, “Both of us.” This announcement caused Endith’s eyes to grow larger. “However, we have enough will power and self control to not act like humans you are used too.”


“Yes sir!” Ben spoke. “I think your ears are damn sexy, and the ways your eyes kind of catch the light, and you have a killer body that…”


“Ben!” Tina warned with a smile on her face.


“That’s almost as good as my lovely co-pilot here.” Ben finished his sentence quickly.


Endith couldn’t help but smile at their playful banter and she looked at Tina. “You… you both find me attractive?” She asked softly.


“Yes.” Tina answered her honestly. And for Tina it was quite a revelation as well. “But we are also nothing like the humans you are used to. Give us time and we’ll show you that. All of us.”


“That… that sounds very intriguing,” Endith told her. “I will…”


The quiet beeping caused Ben to sit up in his seat and turn fully towards his controls. “Well look at that… someone is trying to track us.” 

Tina also turned to her controls, her hands moving quickly and efficiently over her consoles. “I’m picking up three search radars! They haven’t painted us yet, but our range is decreasing!”


“Type?” Ben asked.


“They look like old style X-band TA systems!” Tina spoke calmly.


Ben turned as another beeped sounded. “Shit! They’re trying to track our transponders!”


“Something isn’t right though!” Tina exclaimed. “They aren’t synching up!”


“Screw it!” Ben spoke. “Raptor Flight this is Raptor lead! Pull your transponders! Take them right out of the circuit boards!” As he spoke, Ben was reaching between their two seats where he flipped open a small panel and Endith could see the small box device with what appeared to be a handle on it. Ben took the handle and pulled. “Fuck! It’s jammed!” Ben snapped, putting both hands on the hand and trying to heave.


“Shit!” Tina spoke. “Ten seconds before the transponder locks us!”


Endith reached down and took hold of the handle on the box and used her elf strength to yank the box out of the panel it where it was being obstinate about coming out. Ben looked at her as she held it out to him with a small smile. Tina looked at her, then at Ben and they both smiled.

“Thank you.” Ben spoke.


“You’re welcome.” Endith told him.


“Why don’t you go upstairs and get Martin and your Queen.” Ben said. “We’ll be entering the atmosphere in about fifteen minutes.”


Endith nodded and moved to comply. Ben looked at Tina for a brief moment before turning back to his controls.


“What happens now?” Tarifa asked in a soft voice.

Martin sat on the carpeted floor with his back against the couch. They had gotten half dressed and Tarifa wore only her fatigue top, while Martin wore just his pants. She sat between his legs, leaning up against his chest. At Tarifa’s question Martin lowered his head and nuzzled her ear, inhaling her scent.


“I don’t have the foggiest idea.” He told her honestly.


“Your Admiral left you in charge of these people Martin.” She spoke, her hand stroking his bare arm. “You must protect them. If Graham contacted Minister Deval as he said, they will come looking for you.”


“This old base we are going to?” Martin asked. “Is it secure?”


Tarifa nodded. “It will be for a time. It is on the very edge of High Elf territory.” She replied, turning in his arms to look into his handsome face. “And very few people of any kind venture into the area. How long will you be able to last with the supplies from your ships?”

Martin thought about that for a moment. “Six months at the most.” He answered. “And that’s if we ration everything.”


Tarifa looked at him for a long minute. “I know of a place.” She told him finally. “It is close to our main community, hidden in a deep valley. The Alliance has been unable to find it because they fear coming into the Timber. My people are at their strongest in the deep forests and Timber. It has adequate requirements of food and water, and enough space to establish the beginnings of a colony, at least initially. Your people will need more however.”


Martin nodded. “I was going over the manifests of the people who left EDEN before you interrupted me.” He told her with a smile. Tarifa blushed even under her dark tan, and she snuggled closer to his chest. “Many of the men and women who left were tops in their fields, all kinds of scientists and research people.”


“There are dozens of human settlements west of the Zone.” Tarifa spoke. “Some of them are more open than others, but none of them have dealings with the Alliance.”

“Yet they all have slaves?” Martin asked.


Tarifa nodded her head slowly. “It is what… it is what we were created for Martin.”


Martin shook his head. “No… you were created to help the human race survive.” He said. “Not become slaves to their every sadistic whim.”


“Will you allow me to help you?” Tarifa asked him.


Martin looked at her surprised. “Of course I will.” He answered. “I have never been in charge of so many people. This type of position is very new to me. You are a Queen to millions of elves. I would be foolish to not accept your help and council.”


“It will bring you against those that are our enemies Martin.” Tarifa spoke softly. “There are people who would not normally be against you.”


Martin took her face in his hands and looked deeply into her eyes. “I do not believe in what the Alliance has done, nor do I have sympathy for those who accept that way of life. If they are your enemies, then they are my enemies.”


Tarifa kissed him hard, her hand reaching up to stroke his face. They both heard the door slid open and Martin detected Endith’s scent come up the stairs.


“My… my Queen,” Her voice reached out tentatively.


Tarifa closed her eyes in disgust at the interruption and turned. “I am here Endith.” She spoke.


They watched Endith walked fully onto the deck, but neither of them made any move to cover themselves, or the fact that they had obviously been having sex. To Endith’s credit, she didn’t bat an eye.


“Tarifa… Ben asks that you and the Commander join us on the flight deck.” Endith spoke. “We will be entering the atmosphere in a few minutes.”


Tarifa nodded. “We will be down in a few minutes.” She said.


Endith nodded, and turned quickly making her way back down the stairs in a rush. Tarifa looked at Martin, his eyes bright.


“There is no way we could just fly off into the stars I suppose?” She asked.


Martin smiled and got to his feet pulling her with him. He enveloped her in his arms and kissed her deeply.


“One day we will have what we both seek, no matter what it is or with who.” He told her. “I promise you that.”


Tarifa smiled. “I will hold you to that Martin.”

