CHAPTER SEVEN
HIGH ELF CAPITAL

MOUNTAIN CITY

Tarifa entered her private office with several aides behind her, to include her father and mother. She was not happy, and it showed in her walk and the set of her jaw.


“I want to know where Raloa obtained those records.” She stated firmly.


“Milady… he has stated they were in the library archives.” The female aide told her.


Tarifa settled into the chair behind the large desk and shook her head. “I am Queen.” She said. “I have been through every archive in the library and never once have I ever come across records such as Raloa presented today.”

“Tarifa he did say that he was given the records by the Holy One.” Palina said.


“And that is how I know he is lying.” Tarifa said. “In all the years that a Queen has ruled our people, the Holy One has never left records for anyone but the Queen. It is the way he set it up mother. Any information he wished to pass on to our people he gave first to the Queen. Then she would take it to the Council of Elders. Never in nearly five hundred years has he done it any other way. He has told me that himself. It was his way of ensuring the Queen never lost her appeal or power.”


“What are you suggesting?” Palina asked her.


“I’m not suggesting anything.” Tarifa said. “Raloa takes me for a fool. He has been on the Council for so long he thinks he should rule, and that he is so much smarter than everyone else, especially some silly female like me. He got those records from somewhere, and it wasn’t from our archives.”


“His logic does appear twisted.” Tareif said, settling into the chair across from his daughter’s desk. “Why would he outright turn away an ally that could prove decisive in our war with the Alliance?”

“It makes no sense.” Tarifa said turning to one of her aides. “I want discrete inquiries made. I want to know the whereabouts of Minister Raloa the entire time we were at Martin’s encampment. Whom he spoke to, and what he did.”

“How far do we press Majesty?” The male aide asked.


“Go as far as possible without exposing yourself or any others to him.” Tarifa replied. “He has been acting very strange these past few months and I’m beginning to tire of it.”


“What do you suspect daughter?” Tareif asked.


Tarifa looked at her father. “I suspect something, but until I have facts to prove me right, I will say nothing.” She answered.


“Tarifa you don’t actually believe an Elder on the Council is plotting against you do you?” Palina asked.


Tarifa looked at her mother. “Yes I do, maybe more than one mother.” She replied. “Many of them have not been happy with the bills I have gotten passed. They have vetoed some of them, only to have a referendum by the people reverse their veto.”


“You are talking treason Tarifa.” Her father told her.


“I don’t know what I’m talking about.” Tarifa spoke. She looked up as the military aide knocked and entered the office. He marched directly to her desk, not even pausing to honor Tareif. He carried a data pad in his hand.


“The report you requested Majesty.” He spoke.


Tarifa took the pad from him. “No one knows?” She asked.


“We conducted the investigation in complete secrecy Milady.” The officer replied. “Only five of us know its purpose.”


“Thank you Captain.” Tarifa spoke turning to read the pad.


“Tarifa what is it that you are doing?” Palina asked, her eyes going to the young officer and then back to her daughter.


Tarifa looked up at the man. “This information is accurate?” She asked disbelief in her voice.


“Our senior forensic scientist confirmed the results himself Milady.” The officer replied.

“The results are completely accurate.”


Tarifa turned to look at her mother and father her face ashen white, “By the gods.” She spoke softly.

“Tarifa what is wrong?” Palina asked, leaning forward in her chair.


“The attacks on our people this past year,” Tarifa told them. “All this time we have thought it was the Wood Elves.”


Tareif nodded. “It was the Wood Elves.” He said. “We have found evidence of Wood Elf weapons and tactics used.”


Tarifa got to her feet and looked at the military aide. “Tell them.” She said softly before going to the small counter behind her desk and pouring herself a glass of wine.


The Elf Captain looked at Tareif. “All the outward signs indicated that the villages were hit by Wood Elves War Master Tareif. It was all left for us to see. Wood Elf weapons, footprints, even portions of their uniforms, left in plain sight so that we would not need to suspect anyone else.” He told them. “After the attack in Billings, the Queen secretly ordered me to lead a team of forensic scientists to the village there.”


“The attack on the village in Billings was done over a month ago.” Tareif spoke. “There have been three attacks since!”


The Captain nodded. “We visited each site after the attacks War Master, after the bodies of our people were taken away by the advance patrols and the Hoppers. We returned from the last site only this morning, our mission done all in secret.”


“But why do this?” Tareif asked, “For what purpose?”


Tarifa looked at her father. “Papa… what if I told you that the Wood elves were not responsible for those attacks.”


Tareif’s eyes went wide and he came to his feet. “These attacks on our people were brutal and savage daughter. To stand there and say they were not committed by the Wood Elves is bordering on treason itself.”


“They weren’t.” Tarifa told him confidently.


“War Master, our team went over every site.” The Captain spoke. “We put together the finest forensic people we could find, a team drawn from Pacifica and right here in Mountain City. These attacks were made to appear they were committed by the Wood Elves when they were not. Whoever conducted them were very good at what they do, hiding their true identities, using only Wood Elf weapons and tactics, fighting as the Wood Elves do. They wanted us to think it was the Wood Elves War Master.”

“But why…?” Palina asked.


“To initiate a war between the Wood Elves and ourselves mother.” Tarifa answered. 


“What would a war between us and the Wood Elves accomplish for anyone else?” Palina asked. “It would…” Palina stopped talking, as the answer came to her and her eyes grew wide.


Tareif was much quicker on the uptake when it came to matters like this, and his face was angry and he clenched his fists tightly, “The Alliance.” He hissed.


Tarifa nodded slowly. “They want to start a war between us and the Wood Elves.”


“To what end?” Palina asked again.


“They know that while we outnumber the Wood Elves, Dysea’s warriors are much better trained than the majority of our forces.” Tarifa said. “And while the Alliance has never been able to come into the deep timber and defeat us, they know the Wood Elves can. They can infiltrate our cities and wreak havoc on our defenses and our military. Humans we would detect easily, but Wood Elves disguised as High Elves we would not.”


Tareif nodded slowly. “While it pains me to admit it, Tarifa is right. The Wood Elves are exceptional warriors, and only my Dragoons would be able to match against them. They could cripple us in a matter of weeks. And then the Alliance could march right in and destroy us.”


“We must inform the Council!” Palina spoke up. “They must know!”


Tarifa shook her head quickly. “No!” She exclaimed. “It was the Council that ordered the sites of these attacks cleared so quickly. They ordered that only the bodies were to be gathered and returned. They specifically instructed that no other action was to be taken.” Tarifa sipped her wine. “No mother… I don’t intend to inform the Council. At least not until I find the traitor or traitors on that Council and make them beg me for death.”


Tareif grinned at his daughter. “And then I will spread their remains across several hundred miles of land to be devoured by the animals of the mountains.” He growled.


Dysea sat up quickly instantly awake, her hand curling around the blade that always rested beside her when she slept. Her eyes found Leland as he entered the abandoned house. The men and women who had lived here were long dead, their blood staining the ground outside.

Leland approached her quickly but silently, his eyes wide. “We have company.” He whispered to her. 


Dysea reached for her rifle as she stood up. “Is it High Elves?” She asked.


Leland shook his head. “They are too noisy. I suspect Alliance troops.”


Dysea looked at him, “Alliance troops! Here?”


“We have been discovered my Queen.” Leland told her.


“How many are there Leland?” Dysea asked quickly.


“I estimate at least a company.” He replied gravely.


Dysea shook her head to clear the remaining thoughts of the dream she was having from her head. A dream of her nestled between Tarifa’s satiny thighs eagerly lapping away at her peach tasting pussy, while Martin pounded his huge cock into her from behind. Her dreams were becoming more and more vivid, and she found that she was not at all appalled at the idea of sleeping with another woman. She squeezed her thighs together feeling the wetness there as she reached for her weapon.

“Why did we not detect them?” Dysea asked, chambering a round into her rifle. “The Hopper’s instruments should have detected any approaching craft.”


“Not if they landed outside its twenty kilometer range and walked here Milady.” Leland replied.

Dysea looked at him, “Alliance Assassins! It has to be! Only they could cover that much territory in such a short time.” She gasped. “Get the Holy One! We must withdraw!”


“Withdraw to where?” Leland asked. “We can not go east or south. The Holy One will never make it through the mountains to the north. The only way we can go is west, and that takes us directly into High Elf territory. And the mountains there could very well kill us all!”


“It’s that or we die here Leland!” Dysea spoke. “Quickly, if they are Alliance Assassins, they could be on us at any moment!”

HIGH ELF CAPITAL

MOUNTIAN CITY


The objects of Dysea’s dream were currently in a situation themselves, though their situation was considerably much more pleasurable.


Radama had quietly escorted Martin to Tarifa’s private residence high above the main portion of Mountain City. Her home was large and built securely between six towering oak trees that reached hundreds of feet into the air and had bases that were easily forty feet in diameter. A private lift was the only access to her home, and the entrance was guarded by two elves of the Royal Guard that were quite large for elves, and very stern looking.

Tarifa’s bed was a mass of tangled sheets and pillows now, as Martin had spent the last two hours causing her to shriek in passion. Her naked body was stretched out on her bed, the satin sheets cool against her skin, but the throbbing cock in her small hand was extremely hot and rapidly getting harder. Martin lay on the bed, his hands folded under his head as they gazed at each other.


“You’re insatiable.” He told her with an adoring smile.


Tarifa smiled and ran her tongue along his neck and jaw. “I can’t help it.” She told him softly. “You are addicting.”

Martin used one hand to smooth back her wild hair and he kissed her softly. “You are addicting, and intoxicating and exceptionally delicious.”


“I want to taste you Martin.” Tarifa said her voice husky as she gazed at him with her smoldering sapphire eyes.


“I’m at your mercy Milady.” He told her with a smile.


Tarifa squeezed his thick shaft and grinned wickedly as it throbbed in her hand. “You are ready for more I see. I will have to fix this for you.”


“Well… I’m not going to stop you.” Martin said.


Tarifa’s eyes were wide in renewed sexual energy, and she lowered her head to his broad chest, her lips teasing his nipples as she slowly nibbled and licked her way down his rippled abdomen. She twisted her body opposite of his on the bed, stretching her legs out alongside his head until she was gazing at the now pulsing and fully erect cock in her hand. She could not even get her entire hand around the shaft because it was so thick, and as she moved her face closer to his cock she could only feel awe at its size and wonder again how she was able to take Martin’s cock so deeply inside her.


Tarifa stretched out her tongue as her hand gripped the base of his huge pole and she used just the tip to trace up the entire length of his thick shaft to the flared and engorged head. She heard Martin hiss in pleasure, and his hands came from underneath his head to grip the bed on one side, and begin stroking her long leg on the other. Tarifa smiled and inched closer to his cock, inhaling the musky mint aroma of his pulsing meat. She pressed his cock to her face, closing her eyes in bliss as she gently stroked his pole. The pleasure she was getting from sleeping with Martin was beyond anything she had experienced up until this point in her life. Her mother had been right… she had denied herself for so long because of her duties as Queen; and now all that frustration she was working out with Martin. She was going to savor every thick inch of his cock and sink as much of his huge shaft into her throat as she could without passing out. 
She started at the base of Martin’s cock, using her tongue to lather his apple sized hairless balls until her salvia coated them completely. She brought one of her hands up to cup his soaked nuts, her nails delicately tracing the outline and tight skin. She switched to his throbbing shaft and again used her tongue like a cat, licking the entire length of his cock, up and down, soaking it with her salvia. On her last, long torturous lick she came to the flared cockhead and slipped her warm mouth over it.

Tarifa felt Martin’s leg stiffen and she heard his gasp of delight as her hot mouth engulfed the head of his pulsing cock. Tarifa’s eyes were wide as she looked down the thick shaft and realized just how large Martin was. Twelve inches did not seem that big, at least not until you had the large cockhead between your lips and you were staring down the length of his thick shaft. Using her tongue, Tarifa bathed his cockhead in her salvia, as she inched more of his cock between her lips. Her own body was on fire, her nipples burning into the skin of Martin’s muscular thigh, and her pussy beginning to get very wet. Tarifa jacked his cock with one hand while using her other to manipulate and squeeze his balls. She could feel them expanding as they churned and readied the prize she so desired. Tarifa tossed her head from side to side, her raven black hair splaying over Martin’s lower abdomen as she forced another three inches of his huge cock into her mouth. She could feel every vein of his thick pole, and her tongue never stopped working, stretching out in front of her lips, lapping at the ridge on the top of his cock, as her face descended further down.


Tarifa fought down the overpowering urge to gag when the huge head touched the back of her throat. She gripped the base of his cock tighter, holding him still as she breathed deeply, small tears forming in her eyes. She strained her head upwards, and inhaled deeply though her nose before forcing her lips further down on his cock. As another two inches of Martin’s throbbing cock slipped between her lips and into her tight throat Tarifa felt him grab her legs and lift her hips slightly. She gagged as this action caused another inch of his steel hard pole to further invade her tight throat and she was about to pull back until she felt his lips close over her dripping pussy tightly and suck hard on her enflamed clit.


Tarifa started to cum, her orgasm ripping through her unchecked. Without thinking she pushed her head forward and down and engulfed the last four inches of his thick cock into her tight throat in a single breath and gulp. She didn’t stop until her soft lips spread out at the base of his cock; her small nose buried his nutsack. Tarifa wanted to drink his essence, to suck it completely out of him. She had his cock so far down her throat she could feel the throbbing head nearly ready to explode. Her thighs quivered and her toes curled as she felt his thick cock expand within the confines of her velvety throat. She felt the thick veins that extended the length of his cock begin to pulse madly, and her hand that cupped his huge balls felt the surge of boiling cum as it began its rise through his massive pole.


Tarifa was cumming continuously now, her sweet juices running into Martin’s lapping mouth and across his face. As she felt the boiling cum rise through his thick shaft she exploded again, whimpering loudly with his thick cock buried so deeply in her throat. Martin suddenly went completely rigid, his hands reaching for and finding her head. Tarifa closed her eyes in sexual ecstasy as his hands held her head tightly against his groin while he came deep into her mouth and throat. His first eruption of blast furnace hot cum unloaded directly into her belly, spreading a warm sensation throughout her entire being. She felt his hands lift from her head and grasp her tight ass cheeks as he continued to lap away at her drenched pussy. Tarifa wanted to taste him and she pulled her head off his cock a few inches, keeping her lips tightly sealed around the madly twitching pole. The next blast of cum hit the back of her throat and tongue, and Tarifa’s eyes closed dreamily as she swallowed. That his cum was so sweet and thick flashed through her mind before the third eruption caused her to swallow quickly to keep up with the massive flow. Tarifa knew Martin came powerfully, his cum filling her to overflowing every time he emptied into her pussy, so she kept up her swallowing so as not to lose a single drop of his delicious load.


Tarifa’s eyes sprang open wide and she cried out around the huge shaft between her lips as she felt Martin’s large finger slip easily into her virgin ass and his lips clamped tightly around her battered clit. Her lower body shuddered in his hands as she experienced one of the most powerful orgasms he had yet given to her, and some of his cum spilled from her lips to leak down his shaft. Tarifa dug her nails into his thighs as she moaned loudly in pleasure, but she kept her lips locked around his pulsing cock until she felt the last surge of his cum splash onto her tongue. She savored the flavor before hungrily swallowing it down, allowing it to fill her warm belly. She quickly pulled his cock from between her lips and let her face drop onto his groin, his softening cock resting against her cheek as she clenched her pussy in the throes of her own extremely powerful orgasm.

As her orgasm subsided Tarifa felt Martin pulling her body back up to him. He got her turned around and rolled over atop her, kissing her deeply much to Tarifa’s surprise as she still had traces of his cum on her lips. It didn’t seem to bother him in the least, and Tarifa tasted herself on his lips as well as they shared the kiss. When they parted, Tarifa wasted no time in using her tongue to lap up the remaining traces of her own cum from Martin’s face, truly tasting herself for the first time and finding it not at all unpleasant.


“You… you are incredible.” He whispered to her as he nibbled her neck, his fangs slightly extended.  

Tarifa smiled happily, her nails dragging gently along his powerful back as she stretched out one of her long legs to curl around his hip.

“You taste quite good Martin.” She whispered in his ear, licking her moist lips to emphasize her words. “I will have to do that much more often. It’s very filling.”


“But only if I can have you as well.” He told her, rolling over until she was on top of him. Her silky hair spilled across his shoulders, her breasts crushed against his hard chest.


Tarifa dropped her head to his chest, her fingers caressing his rib cage in long strokes, and she sighed contently. “That is an arrangement I would be most satisfied with.” She said.

Martin pulled her even tighter to him, his arms completely engulfing her body, and Tarifa smiled dreamily in response as she slowly drifted into a wonderful sleep. Martin kissed her head gently and followed her moments later.


Dysea and the six soldiers with her ground to a halt near the base of Thor Peak. They had traveled fast and as quietly as they could for the last two hours, abandoning the Hopper near the village. To take the short range hover craft would have been suicide, as the Alliance would have either shot them with a missile, or followed them to wherever they eventually stopped. All of the elves with Dysea were sweating and drawing deep breaths. This had been the longest run any of them had ever made with the exception of Dysea and Leland, and while most of the terrain was clear enough to navigate; it was very mountainous in the area.


Dysea settled next to Leland at the rear of their small group, tightly gripping her assault rifle. “Are they still on us?” She asked.


Leland nodded. “No more than two miles back. They are not pressing, just moving along at a rapid pace.”

“They are toying with us,” Dysea spoke. “Herding us until we are too tired to fight them; and then they will attack.”


Leland lowered the wrist mounted map locator he wore. “The Holy One can not continue Dysea.” He said softly. “He is not an elf. In excellent physical shape he may be for his age, the fact remains he is old and can not move like us.”


Dysea’s eyes narrowed. “Are you suggesting we leave him?”


“He would understand Dysea.” Leland spoke. “He knows this very thing. If we have to move at his pace, they will catch us and we will die.”


“Never…!” Dysea hissed loudly. “I will not leave him for the Alliance animals to find! Never…!” She whirled away from him before Leland could continue and went quickly to where Walter was thirstily downing a full canteen of water. He looked at her as she came up to him.


“Dysea…” He started.


Dysea took a cloth from her belt and bathed the sweat from his forehead, “Rest Holy One.” She said softly.


“You have to leave me child.” Walter spoke. “I am slowing all of you down. They will catch up to us.”


“I will not leave you to those barbarians Holy One.” Dysea spoke. “I will carry you if I have to.”


“Child… you must survive. You have greater things still to achieve in your life.” Walter told her.


Dysea shook her head. “I do not care about what you say of this Martin and Tarifa!” She spat. “I will not leave you to die at the hands of our enemies, and something tells me that they would not either! The Alliance would torture you until you begged them for death. I could not live with that Holy One.” She looked into his face to see his eyes wide. “Holy One… what is wrong?”

“That’s it.” Walter spoke.


“What is it?”


“Martin.” Walter replied. “I need to contact Martin.”


“Holy One, we don’t even know where he is?” Dysea spoke. “How could you contact him?”


“He had Tarifa with him when he escaped EDEN.” Walter spoke. “He would have returned her to Mountain City.”


“The High Elf capital, are you sure?” Dysea asked.


Walter nodded. “Yes. His first priority would have been to set up a secure encampment for the men and women he had with him. He would not abandon them.”


“How does that help us Holy One?” Dysea asked.


Leland had moved over to them now and was listening closely. “Mountain City is deep in the Salmon River Mountains Holy One. That is hundreds of miles away.” He said.

Walter nodded. “I know… but if I know Martin he would have set up some sort of long range transmission tower by now. That tower would extend the range of his team’s implants and radios by a factor of twenty. I have the same type of implant… I just haven’t used it in many years. We would be at the extreme range of the tower, but it’s worth a shot.” Walter cocked his head slightly and turned to Leland. “Your locator antenna Leland, attach it to my vest. The implants were designed to use our body’s own electrical currents to boost the signal’s power.”


Leland did as he was told without question. It took him only ten seconds before kneeling back in front of Walter.


Walter touched his jaw and took a deep breath. “This is The Creator to The Prodigal Son. Respond.”

REFUGEE ENCAMPMENT

“…know you wanted to spice up our love live Tina, but are you sure this is the right way?” Ben asked. He and Tina sat in what was now the Communications center aboard one of the Mark Nine Transports. He held the mug of coffee in his hand and looked at the blond head of the woman he had been together with for going on ten years now. Ben looked at her for a long moment, and realized that even though she was ten years younger than his forty-five years; she had never even shown an interest in another man.

Tina turned from her seat and looked at him with a smile. “It’s not another man Ben.” She told him. “I don’t need another man.”


Ben looked confused. “Ok… you lost me.” He said. “What are we talking about then?”


“Endith you bone head!” Tina spoke.


Ben’s eyes sprang open, “Endith?” He exclaimed. “You’re joking right?”


“What? You don’t find her attractive?” Tina asked. 


“That… that’s not it! I… I’m very confused here.” Ben said.


Tina turned in her chair. “Why do you think she was helping us so much the past few days? She stuck her tits in your face enough times! She likes us Ben!”


“Us?” Ben asked.


Tina nodded. “I talked with her quite a bit while you were playing tough guy with the boys! She’s attracted to both of us. Her position as Tarifa’s senior lieutenant has not allowed her to explore her own sexuality, and when she saw Marty banging the crap out of Tarifa on the observation deck, she almost went into heat right there.”


“And… and you are ok with this?” Ben asked.


Tina shrugged. “I’d be lying if I said I never thought about being with another woman.”

“Tina… I’m old enough to be her dad.” Ben said.


Tina laughed. “She’s an elf Ben. She may look twenty-one… but she’s really a hundred and seventeen years old.” She said. “And if you want to get technical… you’re over four hundred years old, and I’m close to that mark.”


“Wait a minute… have you and her…” Ben asked.


Tina blushed slightly, her blue eyes gleaming. “We… kissed.” She said. “It was very nice.”


“I don’t need another woman Tina.” Ben told her seriously. “I’m very happy with you.”


Tina moved next to him and knelt next to his chair. “I know that silly.” She said. “And I am very happy with you, very happy Ben. I just thought it might be something different for the both of us. I know Endith is very up for the experience.”

“She told you that?” Ben asked surprised.

Tine laughed. “Yes she did.” She replied. “I get the feeling that these elves we have met are considerably more open about their sexuality. You can’t tell me the thought of two beautiful women sucking your big cock doesn’t turn you on baby. I know you to well for that.”


Ben looked at her. “So now I’m big?” He asked.


“I didn’t want to stroke your already overly large ego dear.” Tina said. “But you are the biggest I’ve ever had.” She said sweetly.


“What about surfer Joe in Maui?” Ben asked. “You know, before we got together. I heard you talking to the other female pilots and you said he was huge.”


Tina laughed and sat herself in Ben’s lap. “Yeah he was; a huge bore!” She told him, kissing his cheek.


Ben looked at her, his eyes turning into mock anger. “I should punish you for lying to me all these years.” He said.


Tina waggled her eyebrows. “Is that a promise?”


“You are a very…”


“This is The Creator to The Prodigal Son! Respond.” The words burst out of the radio console, causing both their heads to jerk around toward the panel.

“What was that?” Tina asked climbing off Ben’s lap and going to the console. Ben moved to another station next to her.


“It’s a weak signal!” Ben spoke, his hands moving over the panel.


“This is The Creator to The Prodigal son! Respond Please!” The male voice blasted from the speaker again.


“Juice the power.” Tina snapped, her fingers typing furiously on the keyboard. “I’m trying to triangulate the signal.


“We’re at eighty percent power!” Ben spoke. “I’m searching the databanks for those call signs!” His fingers were flying over his keyboard with incredible speed, and his eyes widened when the reply came back. “Tina will you take a look at this!”


Tina turned from her screen and looked at what Ben was pointing to. Her own eyes grew wider. “Marty?” She spoke. “I’ve never heard Marty go by The Prodigal Son.”


“The Creator to the Prodigal Son, please respond! It is Alpha Gamma Three nine one! Repeat, Alpha Gamma three nine one! Respond please!”


Ben looked at Tina, “Contact Marty now!” He ordered.


Tarifa’s body was stretched out on top of Martin’s, her hands slowly wandering over his hard muscles as she traced the tattoos on his chest and rippled abdomen. She felt his fingers caressing the back of her shoulder and down her spine with a gentleness that she had come to love. They were both resting and simply enjoying what time they had left before Martin had to leave. Tarifa knew this time together with him had been what they had both needed to keep from going crazy with all that had happened in the last few weeks. They both needed someone to reach out to and be with, and discovering each other was a godsend. They needed no words to express to each other what they both felt, and words would have only ruined the peaceful moment for them both.

It wouldn’t last. 


Tarifa felt Martin sigh heavily and take a deep breath, his chest rising and falling. She turned to look at his face as he spoke.


“Raptor One here! Go!”


“Martin its Tina,” Her voice filled his ear implant. “We’re picking up a low band transmission from the border of Wyoming and Idaho in the Teton Mountain range. Originating call sign is The Creator! They are trying to contact The Prodigal Son! We looked it up Marty and that is you.”


Tarifa saw Martin’s face freeze in place and he sat up quickly. “Martin, what is wrong?” She asked, rising up in the bed next to him.


“The Creator, are you sure?” Martin gasped. “What else?”


“Positive Marty, and there was something about an Alpha Gamma three nine one.” Tina replied. “We can’t find that code anywhere in the data banks Marty.”


“That’s because it’s not in the data banks!” Martin told them. “It’s an emergency code that only one other person in the world knows. Patch it through Tina, quickly!” Martin climbed from the bed heedless of the fact that he was completely naked. Tarifa gazed at his body quickly feeling a renewed surge of desire, but knew that something was happening and they did not have the time. “A map Tarifa, I need a map!”


Tarifa’s eyes were wide, but she clutched the sheet to her body as she moved to get the computer map chart from her living area.


“You’re patched through Marty!” Tina’s voice rang out in his implant.


“Creator this is The Prodigal Son! Responding to Alpha Gamma three nine one! Repeat! Creator this is The Prodigal Son!”


Walter shook his head as Leland and Dysea looked at him. “I’m sorry… I thought for sure he would be monitoring all the low band frequencies. I’m sorry!”


“Leland we must establish a defensive perimeter around that large rock!” Dysea spoke quickly. “If we are to die, let us take as many of them with us as we can.” Her head snapped around when the Holy One grabbed her arm.


“Creator this is The Prodigal Son! Responding to Alpha Gamma three nine one! Repeat! Creator this is Prodigal Son!” Martin’s voice echoed in Walter’s ear implant.


Walter grabbed the small team radio on Leland’s vest and turned the knobs on it quickly. The radio crackled with static and then they heard Martin’s voice as well.


“Creator this is The Prodigal Son! Damn it Walter will you respond!”


“Martin my boy, you don’t know how good it is to hear your voice.” Walter spoke.


There was a pause and then the voice came through again. “Tina, lock onto this signal and jack the power to full! Walter, are you there?”


“Martin can you hear me?”


The third time was a charm as Martin’s voice came through as if he was standing next to them on the radio. “Walter! Where are you?”


Walter’s face showed an enormous amount of relief on it. “Martin there is not much time to explain my boy. We are being pursued by some rather unpleasant individuals with an assortment of rather nasty things on their minds. Is there any way you can assist us?”

“How many are in your group?” Martin asked.


“There are seven of us total!” Walter replied.


“Tina, are you and Ben monitoring?” Martin’s voice spoke.


“Copy that Skipper!” The strange female voice replied.


“Warm up two Raptors! Have Beta Team load out and you and Ben pick me up here on the top platform! Make it happen like yesterday Tina! Yesterday!”


“We’ll see you in ten minutes boss!” Tina replied.


“Walter is there anyplace you can get to that will provide you protection?” Martin asked.


Martin looked at Tarifa as she brought the computer map chart back into the room. “Lock onto frequency 69387.2.” Martin told her. “It’s low band.”


Tarifa settled onto the bed next to him and began punching in the coordinates. Her eyes grew wide. “That’s our territory!” She said. “Walter is the Holy One’s given name isn’t it Martin?” She saw Martin nod at her words. “How is he back in our territory? Endith told me she made the transfer to the Wood Elves with no problems.”


“Martin… I’m not even sure where we are.” Walter’s voice replied.


Martin leaned over Tarifa’s shoulder, looking at the chart. He could see the small red dot, which signaled their position on the map. “Can you enter the frequency so you can hear and talk too?” Martin asked her.


Tarifa nodded and her small fingers keyed in the numbers on the small control panel. Static burst from the map chart and then she heard Walter’s voice come through.


“Martin did you copy that?” Walter asked.

“I copied sir. We’re trying to find a safe place for you to be picked up.” Martin explained.


Tarifa pointed. “Here! “ She exclaimed. “Holy One you must get across Moran’s Canyon and down the other side. We have a small defensive encampment at the base of Traverse Peak!”


“Tarifa my child, is that you?” Walter’s voice asked.


“Yes Holy One! You must hurry!”


“Tarifa I have six Wood Elves with me!” Walter spoke. “We were investigating the attacks on Wood Elf villages and discovered some very interesting things! The short version is that the Wood Elves did not commit the attacks on the High Elf villages. I need to know if they will be safe!”


Tarifa didn’t hesitate. “I have already made that same determination Holy One. I give you my word Holy One!” She replied. “Where you are concerned, we are brothers and sisters all, no matter Wood Elf or High Elf! They will be safe!”


“Martin how soon can you be there?” Walter asked.


“It looks like it’s a little over two hundred miles sir! I’ll be there guns blazing in less than an hour!” Martin answered. “Can you hold?”


Dysea looked at Walter, a new set to her beautiful jaw. “We will hold!” She barked.


“Then get moving whoever you are!” Martin ordered. “And if he dies… I’m coming for you! I’ll contact you when we are in the air!”


Martin looked at Tarifa. “I have to go.” He said, searching for his clothes.


“Martin… I will go with you.” Tarifa spoke, setting aside the map chart and taking his arm. “This could be what I have been seeking. I am coming with you.” Tarifa said, getting to her feet and moving to the control panel on her bedside table. She pressed a button.


“That isn’t necessary Tarifa.” Martin said, pulling on his pants.


“Yes my Queen?” Radama’s voice came over the com almost immediately.


Tarifa looked at Martin as she spoke. “Radama, the Holy One is in danger! Have my father prepare,” Tarifa saw Martin hold up ten fingers before continuing to dress. “Have my father prepare ten Dragoon soldiers. His finest, with full armor and weapons and then meet us on the north platform.”


“At once Milady,” Radama replied.


Dysea looked at the small radio in stunned surprise after hearing Martin’s threat. She glanced up to Walter.


“I see we are not the only ones who care deeply for you Holy One.” She said. “He threatened me.”

Walter smiled as he got to his feet. “He is stubborn and brash. And he absolutely hates to lose.” He told her. “You will like him.”


Dysea felt the smile cross her face. “I think I just might.” She said turning to where Leland looked at her. “Quickly, Leland lead us out! We must get to Traverse Peak within an hour!”


Tareif led his Dragoons onto the platform high above the city. They were all heavily armed and wore full body armor. He spied his daughter as they sprinted from the elevator lift and he headed for her. 


Tarifa had changed into her own combat uniform with full body armor, but she now wore a K12 holstered to her thigh, and was holding an HK74. She had tied her raven colored hair into a tight pony tail that came around her left shoulder to curl under her throat. Tareif came up to her, a confused look on his face.


“Tarifa what is happening? Radama said the Holy One is in danger.” Tareif spoke.


“Yes papa.” Tarifa answered. “Martin received a transmission from the Holy One saying he and a small group of Wood elves were fleeing from Alliance troops. They are in High Elf territory! We are going with him to rescue the Holy One.”


“Hunter received this transmission?” Tareif asked, “Where?”

“That is not important.” Tarifa answered, looking at the Dragoons as they approached. “The Holy One has requested our assistance. There will be at least six Wood elves in his company. They are currently fleeing from what appears to be a company of Alliance troops, probably Alliance Cadre Assassins. The Wood Elves are not to be considered hostile, and you will treat them all with respect! Is that clear?”


Tarifa saw the nods from all the Dragoons. “Our weapons will be ineffective against Alliance Assassins daughter.” Tareif said softly. “You know this.”


“Our weapons yes, but not the weapons that Martin had made for us.” She replied. “When we board their flying craft, we will be given weapons that are very effective against Alliance assassins. I have seen them myself.”


“Tarifa… I understand you trust this man.” Her father said. “But I still have my own suspicions child. We need to…”


“Tarifa we go in two minutes!” Martin yelled to her from where he knelt with Danny and Julie and the others in his team, as well as Radama and Endith.


Tareif’s eyes went
wide when he heard Martin use her name so casually, and he went from looking at Martin to where Tarifa stood quite proudly and completely unashamed. “I have no suspicions Papa.” She said softly. “And you should trust me on this.”

Tareif watched his oldest daughter turn and head back to where Martin knelt. He looked at his Dragoons who also had heard Martin speak so familiarly. “This goes no further!” He snapped. “Speak to no one of what you heard or will hear. If you do I will kill you myself. Is that clear?”

The Dragoons nodded instantly. Their heads turned as they heard the low roaring come from beneath them, and suddenly one of the black insect looking ships called Raptors appeared menacingly from the side out of the clouds and slowly settled to the platform.


“We go now!” Tareif yelled over the roar, and he and his men followed Martin and the others into the belly of the Raptor.


Anja walked along the center of the Raptor’s main aisle among the elves and Martin’s team. “…cut two of these ugly bastards open!” She was saying. “They are hard to kill… but not impossible. The HKs will take them down like anything else, but if you get in close it’s another story.” She looked at Tareif and the other elves. “They are stronger than you, so don’t try to go one on one. You have the advantage of speed regardless of what you think. Your reflexes will save you. If you get in close to them, switch to your bladed weapons.” She held her hand out to the nearest Dragoon soldier motioning for the large knife at his side. He removed it from the sheath and handed it to her. Anja held it up. “Your bladed weapons are finer than anything any of us have ever seen, we all agree on that, including Martin, and trust me when I say he has used almost every bladed weapon known to man. If you get in close, find a way to get behind them and strike for the back of the head. Their armor is weakest there, and any of us could drive a blade into their skulls. Hit them there and they’ll drop like sacks of shit!” 


Anja saw many of the Dragoons look to where Martin was standing near the front of the Raptor looking at the monitor with Danny and the Master Chief. She handed the knife back to the Dragoon soldier with a nod.

“You are human.” The Dragoon said his statement not a question.


Anja nodded. “Yes I am.”


“You will fight beside us on the ground?” He asked.


“I will fight right next to you.” She replied. “All of us will.”  


“Why?”

Anja looked at him, “Because it’s the right thing to do.” She answered.


“War Master Tareif!” Martin spoke from the front.


Tareif turned and saw Martin motion him forward. Tareif looked at his daughter as he got to his feet and they both moved forward to where Martin was standing.


“You know this area?” Martin asked, “this encampment?’


Tareif nodded. “Very well.” He answered.


“We have two teams and your detachment of Dragoons War Master,” Martin told him. “Walter… the Holy One… they are at the encampment and digging in. What is the best way to spread our forces out for maximum defensive capabilities?”


Tareif looked at the map on the large monitor and fell immediately into his role as a commander of troops. “The east side is the most heavily fortified. Tell the Holy One to move his group to the bunker there.” Tareif spoke confidently. “I recommend we put one force down on the south perimeter and one in the northeast. The heavy weapons will cover each corner, and we can move to reinforce the east from either position.”


Martin nodded. “Ben!” He spoke into his implant. “Have Raptor Three put down in the northeast of the encampment! Deploy north and south from there!” Martin looked at Tareif as he spoke and saw the man nod in agreement. “Take us in right over the south end.”


“Copy that Marty,” Ben’s voice sounded.


Martin looked at the Master Chief. “Spin it up Master Chief. It’s time to bust some heads.” He spoke.


Tony and Danny grinned, “Aye Skipper!” He turned to the back of the Raptor. “Pablo! Spin it up!”

Tareif turned and watched the dark skinned genome get to his feet and reach behind him to a panel. He flipped some switches and Tareif winced quickly when music began to blare from speakers situated all around the interior of the Raptor.


Tareif and his daughter watched with smiles slowly creeping across their faces as the Genomes in Martin’s team began to move with the beat of the music as they prepped for the mission. There were no vocals to the music, but the tempo and pitch of the instruments indicated it was a song meant for heading into battle, which was what they were about to do. Tareif watched his Dragoon soldiers as they simply viewed the genomes prep their equipment, all of them moving in sync with the music. Soon he saw their own bodies begin to soak in the high pitch rhythm and loosen up. Some of his finest troops began to move their heads in tune to the music, smiles forming on their faces as they carefully inspected and got familiar with their new weapons.


Tareif turned to Martin who had a very large smile on his face. Martin met his eyes and bobbed his head. “This is our war cry!” Martin told him.


Tareif turned back to look at his soldiers and he saw Anja going to each one of them, issuing out injectors, explaining to them and pointing to their ears and jaws. He turned again when the attractive dark skinned genome female tapped him on the shoulder. She held out the injector to him and one to Tarifa.


“These are microscopic communications implants!” Julie spoke loudly. “The receiver is for just inside your ear, the transmitter for your jaw. They are painless when injected. It will allow you to communicate with all of us. We’ll be using channel ten for this op! Just speak out loud and tell it what channel and you will go to that one automatically.”


“Is this necessary?” Tareif asked.


Julie looked at him, her eyes bright. “When we go to war sir, we move fast and hard. Anyone in our way gets cut down, and anyone who can’t talk to us gets left behind.” She smiled. “I can remove them after the mission if you want sir, but you might be surprised.”


Tarifa did not hesitate and took the injector. She lifted it to the inside of her ear and pressed the trigger. There was a slight hiss and her face winced quickly, but then it was gone. She loaded the transmitter and then did the same, with the exact same results. Tarifa looked at him, “Papa?”


Tareif sighed and then did exactly as his daughter had done. In ten seconds the small communications implants were inside his body, and his eyes opened wide as the voice traffic on Channel ten came into his ear as clear as if he was standing next to every one on the Raptor. He could hear his troops talking and he could hear the genomes as they prepped. He looked at Tarifa who wore the same amazed expression as the rest of his troops and himself.

“Papa… this is amazing.” Tarifa echoed as she stood next to them.


“War Master… our command channel is nineteen.” Martin told him. “That is reserved for you and I alone.”


Tareif looked at him. “All I need do is speak the channel number and it will change?” He asked.


Martin nodded. “Yes sir, pretty neat uhu?” Martin waited for Tareif to turn back around and he stepped up close behind Tarifa and bent next to her ear. “Our channel is twenty-six, you delicious tasting she-elf you.”


Tarifa smiled at Martin’s words and felt him step back as her father turned around to face her. He saw the smile on his daughter’s face and glanced at Martin’s back. He gently took her arm and pulled her off to the side. “You have told no one he speaks our language Tarifa. Why?”


“I didn’t feel it was necessary.” Tarifa replied.


“He called you by your name Tarifa.” Her father spoke softly. “You are Queen of the High Elves child…you can not have a relationship with this man.”


Tarifa looked at her father as her eyes narrowed. “I will have a relationship with anyone I choose father.” She said firmly. “Martin… Martin and I enjoy each other’s company. There is nothing wrong with that.”

“Tarifa… I… I have already promised your hand in marriage,” He stated bluntly. “His name is Telan, and he is an officer in my Division. He is a fine young man Tarifa and he has risen up through the ranks quite easily. His family is one of the more powerful families in Pacifica. You will like him.”


Tarifa looked at her father, her eyes wide and suddenly becoming very angry. “Papa you had no right!” She exclaimed in as low a voice as she could.


“You are my oldest daughter!” Tareif hissed. “I had every right. It has been the custom of our people for centuries. He will be arriving in Mountain City tomorrow to greet you.”


“I will not allow you to do this Papa.” She stated.


“You have no choice!” Tareif spoke. “You may be Queen… but you are still my daughter, and you will abide my authority in this.”


“Does Mama know what you have done?” She asked.


“Your mother knows our customs and will abide by them as well.” Tareif told her.


“I will not…” The bouncing of the Raptor caused Tarifa to stop talking and turn.


“Six minutes people,” Martin called out.


Tarifa turned back to her father. “This discussion is not over with War Master Tareif!” She hissed mightily at him, surprising her father with the venom in her words.


Tarifa turned her back to him and walked to where Martin stood viewing the monitor. He looked down at her and smiled warmly, and she returned the smile.

“Three minutes!” Ben called from his pilot’s seat. “I’m reducing power to two thirds! Spool up the Sabot Cannon! Extend rocket pods!”

“Copy that!” Tina spoke from her left seat. “Sabot cannon coming online now, and the rocket pods are extending and locked!”


“Tina?” The female voice called from behind them.


Tina turned in her chair and her face grew brighter, “Endith!” She called.


Endith came fully into the cockpit and came right up to Tina’s chair. “The Queen has suggested I remain onboard and facilitate the coordination between our groups.”

“Sounds like a good idea to me.” Tina replied with a genuine smile, her blue eyes bright. “I missed you the last couple of days.”


Endith smiled shyly, her tanned skin blushing ever so slightly. She leaned over quickly and planted her soft lips on Tina’s in a warm and passionate kiss. Tina’s eyes went a little wider at Endith’s boldness, but they closed quickly in joyful bliss as she felt Endith’s tongue push into her mouth and tease her own quivering tongue.


“Ahem!” Ben’s voice interrupted them. “Ladies… excuse me; I’m trying very hard to fly my ship here.”


Endith smiled and looked at Tina as they parted; both of their lips moist. “I have missed you as well.” She said softly. She turned quickly to Ben and leaned over, pressing her firm breasts into his shoulder as she kissed his lips, surprising him with her boldness and the softness of her lips. “I have missed you too Benjamin.” She told him softly.

Ben looked at her quickly and saw her radiant face and bright blue eyes. “Take… take the engineering chair.” He managed to stutter out the words.


Ben looked at Tina as Endith moved behind them and settled into the engineering station. Tina smiled at him and turned back to her controls.

Dysea and Leland searched the skies above them for any sign of the approaching craft, but all that greeted them were the usual noises of the night. Dysea turned back to where Walter sat at the back of the small building, away from the windows and the two doors.


“Holy One… you are sure they will come?” She asked him, the tone of her voice almost desperate. “The Alliance is almost upon us!”


Walter looked at her. “Have faith Dysea.” Walter said with a smile. “Have faith. They will be here. Martin does not give his word and not keep it.”


Leland looked at his wrist mounted motion sensor chart and shook his head. “It’s too late!” He snapped. “The Alliance is here! They are entering the outer perimeter! They’ll be on us in…”


The loud buzzing noise shook them out of their thoughts and they whirled to see dozens of Alliance Assassins being chopped to little pieces not a hundred meters from them. The monstrous roar that followed announced the entrance of Raptor Three into the battle, and they watched in awe as the insect looking craft flared briefly over the clearing to the north of them, its noise belching gouts of flame that coincided with the buzzing noise. More of the Alliance Assassins were mowed down in the three second burst, their blood seen splashing wetly all around the bodies as they did a macabre dance of death in the flash of light from the Sabot Chain gun. They watched in stunned silence as the ramp in the back came down and ten figures dressed all in black leaped from the end of the ramp even though it was still twenty meters high in the air. All of the ten figures landed cat like on the ground below them and brought weapons up to their shoulders, squeezing off bursts from their HKs even as they dashed for their positions.


Another roar turned their attention away from the new arrivals as a second Raptor came in impossibly low over their building, its ramp already open, and the nose of this ship also flaring brilliantly, filling the air with the distinct buzzing sound and mowing down even more Alliance troops.


Walter smiled from the back of the room. “Martin does know how to make an entrance into battle.” He spoke with a small chuckle.


Dysea had no time to reply as bullets began to slam into the wall of the building they were in, and all of the windows shattered.

“Go! Go! Go!” Martin screamed as he led his team and the Dragoons charging from the ramp the second Ben set them down in the clearing.


Ben held the controls of the Raptor tightly, keeping the engines throttled at full power. Bullets began to bounce off the light armor of the Raptor, causing them to flinch. Ben turned his helmeted head to the side with clenched teeth. 


“You want to fire at me you ugly fuckers!” He screamed. “Eat this!”


The Sabot Cannon tracked with Ben’s helmet, and he mashed down on the trigger of his control stick only six feet off the ground. A three second, one hundred round burst was all it took to shred the four Alliance Assassins that made the mistake of firing on the Raptor.

“Got you, you ugly bastards!” Ben screamed. “Ha! Stick your head up again you stupid motherfucker! I send you straight to hell!”


Endith could do nothing but look at Ben’s back and smile in unabashed adoration.


“Empty!” Tina snapped; her helmet glued to the monitors between her legs. “We’re empty!”


“Pulling up,” Ben announced as he yanked back on the stick, pulling the Raptor into a gut wrenching climb. “Raptor Three this is lead. Establish a rotating perimeter flight! Five hundred feet! Anything that is not radiating… kill it!”


“Affirmative Lead,” The pilot of raptor Three answered.


“Endith… all our people should have small infra red patches on their uniforms. Switch your cameras to night vision and track any enemies you see. Our people will show up as orange dots. I’m releasing the Sabot Cannon to your control.” Ben spoke.


“The Dragoons are not wearing your uniforms!” Endith spoke with fear in her eyes.


Tina shook her head. “No worries! All the weapons we gave them have the same patch. Anything that does not appear orange on your scope and it’s moving… it’s a bad guy!”


Endith grinned savagely and she flipped up the secondary trigger grip for the Sabot Cannon. “I will enjoy this.” She muttered to herself.



Alliance Captain Roger Thorn ducked behind the thick tree as another hailstorm of large caliber rounds punched into the tree and the ground all around him. He looked calmly at the Alliance Assassin officer that lay next to him.

“They have received support!” The Assassin reported his fanged face deformed and particularly ugly.


“So I see.” Thorn replied almost nonchalantly.


“We estimate one squad of Dragoons and at least twenty of these strangers.”

“Not to mention the two air ships ripping us to ribbons!” Thorn nearly screamed now.


“They have different weapons!” The Assassin yelled back. “My men are being killed!”


“You fool!” Thorn yelled. “Bring up the anti-air rockets! Have your men charge the building where Dysea is! They will not fire on us if we hold her and Carson!”


“As you command,”


Thorn watched the Assassins roll off to his right and bolt to his feet to relay the orders. “Fucking stupid beasts,” He swore, looking at the four human officers who crouched with him. “I will never understand why we utilize these beasts! They are all dumb as rocks!”

The four officers grinned at his words.


Martin was on one knee, his HK ripping out three round burst after three round burst, every burst ripping into an Assassin soldier and bringing them down. The Dragoon soldiers under Tareif were firing madly; suddenly caught up in the fact they had weapons that could kill these monsters. While their shots were not as accurate as the genomes, they were bringing down the assassins at a steady rate.


Martin’s wolf like eyes detected movement to his left front and he came to his feet quickly to get a better look. Tarifa had been laying only a few meters away and saw him stand, her eyes going wide.


“Martin!” She screamed. “What are you doing?”


Tareif heard his daughter’s voice and turned from directing his men to see Martin standing perfectly still, Alliance rounds whizzing by his head and impacting tress and the ground all around him. His eyes opened wide at this display of courage.


“Tareif they’re flanking the Dragoons!” Martin screamed, looking at Tarifa’s father now. “Danny you take half the team and hit them before they can get into position!” He snapped into his implant.

Tarifa turned to see this and saw movement of her own, headed directly for the building where the Holy One was hiding in.


“They are charging the Holy One’s position!” She yelled, rising to her feet and sprinting toward the building.


Martin whipped his head around in time to see her, and saw why she had headed toward the building. “Shit! Beta leader, looks like about forty are charging the target building! I’m moving to intercept, provide cover fire!”


“Beta Leader copies Skipper!”


Dysea and Leland watched as the team that had landed to their north altered their fire and began to pour down a rain of death upon the Alliance troops that were charging from the front. She and her team fired as well, but their weapons were of little good against the heavy body armor the Assassins wore, causing only a few to lose their balance and fall, but not kill them. A last ditch fusillade of fire dropped at least a dozen of the Assassins, but Dysea counted five that had made their way into the trench that ran directly to the building they occupied. She whirled around and looked at Walter who clutched the handgun in his hand.


“Forgive me Holy One!” Dysea spoke. “We have failed!”


The reinforced heavy wood and steel door splintered under the impact of two Assassin boots and Dysea screamed, leaping at the first one to enter the room, her twin fighting blades appearing in her hand.


Thorn entered the bunkered building quickly and spied Dysea on the ground at the feet of the Alliance assassin. She was barely conscious, her face bloody from a vicious backhand by the soldier she had attacked. Both of her blades protruded from his upper body as he stood there, but they did not seem to bother him in the least. The other elves in the room lay about, broken and bloody, Leland lay in the corner, unconscious and bleeding from several tears in his flesh. Two Alliance Assassins held Walter between them, their fanged grins apparent in what they saw as a victory.

Thorn bent over and viciously pulled Dysea up by her platinum blond hair, jolting her back to full consciousness. She screamed in pain, reaching for where his hands held her hair. Thorn punched her savagely in the stomach before she could react and then hit her again in the face, cutting her flawless cheek with a rough knuckle.


“Hello Queen Bitch!” He growled yanking her head back even further. “I’m going to enjoy fucking you in your tight ass until you beg me to stop!”


Dysea’s eyes flared and she spit into his face. “Fuck you!” She screamed.


Thorn wiped away the spittle mixed with blood and smiled. “No! Fuck you!” He shoved her to the floor and kicked her viciously in the side, smiling in cruel satisfaction as he heard at least two of her ribs break.


“Captain behind you,” One of the Alliance Assassins yelled.


Thorn didn’t hesitate and ducked quickly as the body flew over the top of his back. He caught a glimpse of raven black hair as the female elf executed a graceful leap over the prone body of Dysea, dropping to the ground and rolling cat like back to her feet to face him. Thorn stood back up and turned to see Tarifa squatting three meters away, clutching the small handgun in her fist. He raised his hand to stop his Alliance Assassin from killing her with his rifle and he laughed.


“Oh now this is poetic.” He spoke. “The Queen of the High Elves has come to try and save the Queen of the Wood Elves!”


Tarifa’s eyes widened at his words and her eyes went to where Dysea lay. Her emerald green eyes were focused on her, her lips and face bruised and bloody, but there was no mistaking who she was. She was the female elf from hers and Martin’s dreams, and there was no mistaking it. Tarifa tore her eyes from Dysea’s and glared at Thorn. “You will pay for what you have done!” She barked at him. “I know what you have done!”


“Do you now Queen Tarifa?” Thorn spoke. “And what is that?”


“You and your creatures have been butchering our people, and blaming the other! You have been trying to start a war between our people!” Tarifa spoke firmly, without an ounce of fear in her voice or her eyes. 

This briefly registered in Thorn’s thoughts before he answered. “So you have figured out our little plan I see.” He told her. “That’s shame for you really, a plus for me. This is my lucky night, I capture the Queens of both the Wood Elves and the High Elves and I can fuck you both until my hearts content. How grand is that?”


“You will not have her! Or me!” Tarifa hissed. “I promise you that?”


Thorn laughed, “A bold statement from someone in your position, since I have the both of you and the so called Holy One.” 


Tarifa smiled at him in the dim light. “Shoot the Assassin to the Holy One’s right Queen of the Wood Elves.” She spoke loudly, not breaking her eye contact with Thorn.


Dysea looked at her, and blinked her green eyes in response. Her fingers closed around the handgun that Tarifa had placed in her hand when she had leaped over the top of her. Her quick movement had hidden the transfer from the eyes of Thorn and the Alliance soldiers in the room.


Thorn laughed the sound hideous in the small room. “Shoot my men with what?” He asked laughing. “She is beaten and broken!”


“Dysea of the Wood Elves did not become Queen by allowing a pig like you defeat her so easily! “Tarifa said with an evil smile. “Now!” Tarifa barked. She dropped even lower into a crouch and brought up the K12 in her fist, just as Dysea rolled over and ignoring the searing pain in her chest brought the K12 up in her hand.


Thorn’s eyes went wide as the two shots thundered in the confines of the small room, and the heads of both of his Alliance Cadre troops holding Walter exploded like over ripe melons, showering the wall and Walter with bone and brain matter. Thorn could only stare in awe as Tarifa dropped the K12 and withdrew the High Elf fighting knife from her belt. She leaped at the surprised Alliance Assassin, catching hold of his armored shoulder and using her momentum to pivot around behind him. Thorn’s mouth opened in warning, but it was far too late as Tarifa drove her blade into the back of the Assassin’s head with all of her considerable elf strength. Thorn watched as the point and at least an inch of the now bloody blade exploded from the Assassin’s left eyeball, and he slumped to the floor dead.


Thorn brought up his weapon and leveled it at Tarifa, while savagely kicking Dysea in the shoulder. He grinned with cruelness as the kick dislocated her shoulder and the K12 dropped from her now useless hand as she cried out in agony once more.


“Can you beat a bullet Elf Queen?” He growled looking at Tarifa. “I think not.”


Tarifa smiled just as cruelly. “I don’t need too.” She spoke, “Goodbye Captain! May your corpse rot in Hades for all that you have done in your pathetic life?”

Thorn saw her eyes look behind him and he began to turn, bringing his weapon around. He was far too slow.


Martin brought his large fighting knife up in a one handed grip, the tip of the blade piercing Thorn under his jaw and ramming through flesh and bone to impale his brain. Martin picked up the human officer and stepped close to his face, Thorn’s eyes already closing in death. Martin bared his fully extended fangs in a vicious snarl.


“I can’t say it’s been fun asshole.” He growled. Martin lifted his K12 and shoved it into Thorn’s chest and pulled the trigger seven times, each large bullet tearing a chunk from Thorn’s already limp body.


Martin yanked his knife free and allowed his last three rounds to literally send Thorn’s body flying across the room to impact the wall, his blood staining the concrete as he slipped to a sitting position.


Tarifa dashed to Walter as he lowered himself slowly to the ground. “Holy One, are you injured?” She asked.


Walter looked up at Martin as he saw the first of his “adopted” children walk over to him slowly. He had changed Walter thought quickly, and he felt the strange aura Martin was projecting outward. He will soon discover his past, Walter thought. And then events will begin to shape the future. Walter did not know what to expect from Martin; surely anger, hatred and confusion.  He saw Martin’s fangs begin to shorten until they were only a quarter of their full length and Martin looked at him with his dark eyes and smiled. Tarifa moved away from them and went to the unconscious form of Dysea.

“Hi ya Doc…!” Martin said with a smile, holding out his hand to Walter. “We need to have a beer and cover a lot of ground!”

Walter smiled in relief and gripped Martin’s arm tightly. “Indeed we do my boy. Indeed we do.” He said as Martin pulled him easily to his feet. “I suggest we depart this place first. How is Dysea?”


“She is badly injured Holy One, but she is alive.” Tarifa spoke, gently brushing Dysea’s blond hair aside. She looked up and her eyes went to Martin. “Martin it is her.” She spoke.


Walter looked at Tarifa after her words, and then to Martin as his face changed to one of worry as he moved to where Dysea lay.


“She is the one from our dreams Martin.” Tarifa told him. “The one meant to be with you. She is the Queen of the Wood Elves.”


“You’ve… you’ve been having dreams of her?” Walter asked, rising to his feet slowly.


Tarifa looked at him. “Yes Holy One, both of us. Ever since we…” She looked embarrassed, but that passed in an instant. “We’ve been having dreams of her ever since Martin and I became lovers.” Tarifa finished proudly, looking at Martin with respect and desire in her sapphire eyes.

Walter’s face looked surprised, but the sounds of gunfire shook him out of it. Martin needed no urging and he quickly scooped Dysea into his arms. “We aren’t out of this yet. C’mon!” He moved to the door of the building. “Raptor Lead this is Raptor One. I have the package and we are ready for pick up.”


“Copy that Raptor One.” Ben’s voice filled Martin’s ear implant.


“All teams converge on my location!” Martin ordered. “War Master Tareif… provide cover fire as the Dragoons pull back, we’ll cover you from our location.”


“We have shifted positions Commander!” Tareif’s voice came back. “Half my Dragoons are closer to you. It would be better if we retreated on the second flying machine. It hovers above us. The other half can retreat with you.”


“Raptor Three you copy that?” Martin asked.


“Aye Skipper, I’m right above them… and we’ll be more than happy to give them a ride home.”


“War Master, I’ll bring your boys and girls home safe. You do the same for mine.” Martin said.


“It will be done.” Tareif answered quickly.


“Ben why don’t you bring it in baby, right in front of me if you would,” Martin spoke as he cradled Dysea’s body in his arms and headed for the door.

“Stand by Marty, we’re inbound!” Ben’s voice replied.


“Everyone is aboard!” Tina called out.

“Give me power!” Ben called as he pulled back on his control yoke and the Raptor began to climb into the sky.


“We are passing through seventy percent!” Tina called, advancing the throttles forward.


“What’s the status of Raptor Three?” Ben asked.

“The second ship is climbing away already.” Endith replied. “They have cleared the trees and… wait… by the gods… missiles! I have missiles coming right at us!”


“Fuck!” Ben yelled. “Give me full power Tina! Countermeasures! Fire the damn countermeasures!”


“Where… I don’t know where they are!” Endith screamed, turning to look at Tina, “Where?”


The Raptor slewed violently to the right, throwing Endith out of her chair and into total blackness.


The Alliance Assassin lowered the launcher and looked at his partner doing the same. “One still climbs!” He spoke.


“The missile only struck its wingtip.” The second missile launcher Assassin replied in disgust.


“We must track the second ship! How many of our brethren live?”


“Only thirteen,” The second replied.


“We attacked with nearly a hundred!” The first spoke in disbelief.


“They were not using Elf weapons! And they did not run when we closed to hand to hand range! They attacked us like wild men. The strangers were not elves! They were too strong and fast to be elves.” The Assassin spoke. “They struck down almost half our brothers fighting in close. They knew where our weak spots were. I saw an Elf War Master dispatch four of our brothers himself with only his blade.”

“We must return to the ship! We must track that wounded craft. Issue the orders quickly!”


“What of the Captain?”


“Fuck that human scum. I never liked him anyway.”


Tina groaned and reached for her head, her helmet almost coming apart when she touched it. Her eyes began to focus and she saw the shattered glass of her side cockpit window where her head impacted. Her helmet had saved her life.


“Ben?” She called weakly, hearing the strain on the Raptor’s engines, and the alarms blaring all throughout the cockpit. She turned her head slowly seeing Ben’s bloody hand on the throttles. As her eyes followed his arm up they grew wider, “Ben… oh my god Ben!” Tina began fighting with her straps to unfasten herself from her seat.


“Stay there!” Ben’s voice stopped her. 


His helmet was shattered, his face a mass of blood and cuts where the cockpit had imploded. His left hand was gripping the control stick tightly, the left side of his body also cut and bleeding profusely.


“Ben you’re hurt bad!” Tina barked, still trying to get her straps unfastened.


“Stay there!” Ben snapped, blood spraying from his lips. “I got her steady right now! I need a damage report Tina and fast!”


“Ben!” Endith’s voice screamed, “By the Gods no!” She sprang up from the deck, a nasty cut on the side of her head leaking blood. “It’s my fault! Ben I’m sorry!”


“It’s not your fault!” Ben spoke as firmly as he could. “Countermeasures would have been for shit! The missile was locked on us the second it cleared the launcher! Forget it! Endith… I can barely see!”


Endith looked around for a cloth or something, and finding nothing she ripped off her combat vest and body armor to tear a piece from her uniform. She leaned over in front of Ben and gasped at the sight.

Ben smiled. “It looks worse than it is.” He said. “My eyes, wipe my eyes.”


Endith did as he told her, dabbing gently around his eyes soaking up the blood from his eye lashes and eyebrows. When she pulled away the blood soaked rag, his blue eyes were almost clear. He looked at her and even through the pain he forced a grin and winked. 


“See… no problem.” He told her. “Check the back.”


Endith nodded and touched his cheek gently before moving for the door into the rear of the Raptor. She stopped at the door, her eyes wide in horror. The entire rear section of the Raptor was gone, and she could see jagged edges of where the ramp and doors used to be. She could just barely make out the tops of the trees far below them. The bodies of elf and genome were scattered all over, bracing against the wind whipping through the ship. Her eyes found Tarifa near the front, her arms wrapped around the body of the Wood Elves Queen. Martin was closest to her, pulling Walter into the command seat and strapping him in. Endith turned back to the front of the cockpit.


“Ben… the… the entire back of the ship is gone.” She said in disbelief.  


Ben grunted from his chair, “Figures.” He commented. “That explains the play in the pedals. There’s nothing there.”


“One engine is gone!” Tina reported. “The other is holding at sixty percent power! I got no instruments Ben! None! The entire electrical system is fried! Even the fucking compass is gone!”


“What about the radio?” Ben asked.


“It’s wasted.” Tina replied.


Tina turned as Martin scrambled into the cockpit from the rear of the Raptor. His face was cut is several places, with a deep laceration on his shoulder. He stopped when he saw the condition of the cockpit, the blood splattered over the instruments and Ben trying to keep them flying.


“Fuck!” He swore turning into the rear. “Anja get up here fast!” He screamed.

He looked at Endith, who was very pale, and squatting behind Ben, using a blood soaked cloth to keep his eyes clear.


“Ah Ben… I don’t know if you are aware… but I should probably tell you we are missing the last two feet of the ship.” Martin spoke.


Ben chuckled. “Yeah… we got a hole in us as big as my ex-wife’s ass!”


Anja scrambled in behind Martin, her arm and shoulder cut up, but not bad. She took one look at the blood and moved immediately to the space between the seats. She looked at Ben as she began pulling items from her bag. “How are you doing Ben?” She asked.


“You know me doc! Got to do everything the hard way.” Ben answered.


“Anything feel broken?” She asked.


Ben shook his head slowly. “My left shoulder hurts like a bitch, but I still got all my fingers and toes.”


Anja motioned Endith out of the way with her head and moved to the back of his chair. She reached up over the jagged edges of the side of the cockpit and looked at his blood soaked shoulder. Slowly and carefully she pulled aside the sliced flight suit and winced.


“Bad uhu,” Ben asked hearing her soft intake of breath.


“It’s pretty deep. I won’t lie to you.” Anja said, “Any numbness?”


Ben shook his head. “Feels like I got a piece of metal stuck in there though. Pinching a nerve maybe.”


“I can’t see anything Ben. And if I go poking around and there is something in there, you could lose the use of your arm while we’re still in the air.” Anja told him.


“Well shit that wouldn’t be good! Pack it with bandages and we’ll go from there.” Ben spoke.


“I can stick you for the pain.” Anja said.


Ben nodded slowly, “Not too much though, just enough to take the edge off.”


Martin’s ear piece crackled on the command channel. “Raptor One! Go!”


“Skipper, you guys took a bad one there! What’s your damage?” The voice of the pilot from Raptor Three asked.


“Bad. What’s your status?”


“Minor damage to one wing, but we are losing fuel pretty quick.” The pilot replied.

Ben shook his head as he heard the pilot’s report. “Kenny, we’re crippled and flying blind!” Ben spoke now. “We got no instruments and no ass end to our ship. I’m barely keeping her up as it is. How much fuel you got?”


“Enough to stay with you for another forty minutes at this speed Ben.” The pilot replied. “I’m only leaking below three hundred knots.”


“No good Kenny. You won’t make it back unless you leave now.” Ben said.


“We can’t just leave you boss.” The pilot spoke.


“Yes you can.” Ben told him. “Once you clear our wake, contact the encampment and have another bird take off and head our way. What’s my heading?”


“You’re heading southeast boss; away from the elves’ city. On your current heading and speed you’ll cross into Nebraska in about fifteen minutes.”


“It can’t be helped.” Ben spoke. “If I try to turn her, I might lose her. I’ll keep her as straight and level as I can and I’ll try to stay above a thousand feet. They should be able to pick me up pretty easily once they are up. My radar cross section has to be as big as a jumbo fucking jet by now.” Ben said.


They heard Kenny chuckled from his cockpit. “That it is Ben. What are your casualties?”

Ben looked at Anja who shook her head. “Some cuts and scrapes… but we didn’t lose anyone thank god.” Ben spoke. “Start heading back Kenny. Once they link up with me, I’ll set down and they can pick us up immediately. I’ll see you soon.”


“Kicking it Ben,” The pilot replied. “Stay loose.”


They saw the second Raptor pull up alongside them and then speed ahead. They watched it until they could no longer see the flame from its engines as Kenny turned and headed back to Mountain City.


Anja pulled the injector from Ben’s neck. “That should dull the pain to a throb Ben.” She spoke.


“Good.” Ben said. “Tina… cut all non-essential power and route it to the engine. Use the back up generators to go through the shut down procedures.”


Tina looked at him. “Ben if I do that, we’ll go dark.”


Ben nodded. “We’re already lighting up any radar scope within six hundred miles.” He said. “If we don’t reduce our cross section… we’re going to have company real soon.” He looked out what remained of his cockpit window. “What’s our fuel?”


Tina looked at Endith. “The right gauge on the engineer’s panel Endith. What does it say?”


Endith turned and looked at the panel. Her eyes narrowed and she turned back to Tina, “Two thousand pounds.”


“Fuck!” Ben barked. “Get me a mirror or something metallic!”


Endith looked on the deck and found the shiny piece of metal that had once formed the inner shell of the cockpit. “Here.” She said.


“Endith… ease it out the side here real slow.” Ben told her, motioning with his head.


Endith eased over alongside him and did as he instructed, fighting the push of the wind. Ben squint his eyes as he tried to see the left side of his aircraft.


“Sonofabitch,” He swore. “The entire fuselage and engine housing is gone. The missile not only ripped off our engine, but it took half the wing and all the fuel in that tank.”


“What does that mean Ben?” Martin asked.


“It means Skipper that we got about another twenty minutes of flying time at the rate we’re burning fuel.” Ben answered him.


Endith looked at Martin, her eyes wide. “That will put us inside The Wastes.” She gasped.


“Ah fuck!” Martin barked. “Can this night get any better?”


“Look on the bright side Skipper!” Ben said with a laugh. “We could be back there with the uglies.”


Martin reached forward and touched Ben’s right shoulder. “Can you set us down?” He asked.


Ben nodded. “I’ll get us down in one piece Martin.” He spoke. “There won’t be much left, but I’ll get us down in one piece.”


Martin nodded. “Good enough.” He turned and headed into the back, Anja on his heels.


Endith moved between the two seats and looked at Ben, feeling responsible for his injuries and their entire predicament. Her eyes began to tear up just as Ben looked at her.


“Hey! This isn’t your fault.” Ben spoke.


“I wasn’t fast enough.” Endith spoke, her voice shaky. 


Tina looked at her. “There’s no way we could have beaten that missile Endith.” She told her. “This is not your fault.”


“We’re going to need your help to land this heap.” Ben spoke smiling at her. “Besides… we’ve been in tighter spots haven’t we Tina? Remember Iraq?”


“I try not to.” Tina answered, her eyes glued to the ground below them.



Palina greeted her husband at the base of the ramp when Raptor Three landed on the platform and Kenny killed the engines. Standing with her were two dozen more Dragoons and the officer from Tareif’s Division that he had promised Tarifa too. Telan stood at attention next to his wife who wore a worried expression on her face, her eyes searching for Tarifa.


“Tareif what happen? Where is Tarifa?” Palina asked.


“The Assassins had missiles.” Tareif replied. “One of them struck her craft and did heavy damage. Our pilot had to return or we would have run out of fuel as well. Another craft is meeting us here and we are going back.”


As if on cue, another Raptor roared out of the night sky and started its approach to another platform.


“I will come with you.” Palina spoke.


Tareif looked at Telan. “You were not due here until tomorrow Senior Captain.” He spoke.


“The Queen is my future mate War Master, and your daughter. It is my duty to be here.” The young officer answered.


Tareif caught the look from his wife out of the corner of his eye, but said nothing. He nodded at Telan. “As soon as their craft lands have the men board Captain.”


“Shall I have the half breeds arrested War Master?” Telan asked arrogantly.


Tareif looked at him, as did the five Dragoons that had exited the Raptor with their War Master. They had fought beside the half breed Genomes on the ground, shoulder to shoulder and been accepted as members of their team. The Genomes had even taken orders from Tareif himself when he had split their forces and conducted a small counterattack. “Arrested for what?” He asked.


“Chief Minister Raloa is saying the mission was a failure because the half breed Genome Hunter commanded the mission and not yourself.” Telan told him. 


Tareif turned as the Raptor lowered to the platform and its ramp came down. “Get the men on board Senior Captain. And you will do nothing unless I order it.”


Telan nodded, “As you order War Master.”


Palina waited until the young elf was out of ear shot before turning to face her husband. “You promised our daughter to that fool?” She hissed at him.


“He is a fine officer!” Tareif hissed back at her.


“He is a pompous fool Tareif! Just like his parents and his entire family!” Palina barked. “They are all pompous fools who crave nothing but power. And this is the man you wish to be your daughter’s mate?”


“Palina… you must understand I did…”


“What you did was wrong husband!” Palina told him. “I thought we had decided long ago to never direct our children’s fates. We agreed on that Tareif did we not? We promised each other we would not meddle in our children’s lives or their decisions. Tarifa will not allow you to do this.”


“She will do as I tell her.” He said.


“You would force her?” Palina asked her eyes wide. “How… how could you do such a thing?”


“Palina…”


“You lied to me husband.” Palina said. “You lied to me.”


Tareif watched her turn away from him and she marched towards the Raptor, its engines at full power and screaming for release.


War Master Tareif of the High Elves was in for a very long night.

NEBRASKA
EIGHT MILES SOUTH OF CRAWFORD


Dysea’s green eyes fluttered open slowly, her vision blurry. It was bright outside, that much she could tell, and she blinked her eyes several times in an attempt to clear and focus them.


“Do not attempt to rise.” The female voice spoke to her from the side. She turned her head, and saw the face of Tarifa close to her. She was a little blurry, but Dysea knew who she was. “Your injuries have been treated Dysea, but it will take a few more hours for your body to fully heal.”


Dysea’s eyes cleared now, and she saw Tarifa’s beautiful face looking at her with those sapphire eyes. She had what appeared to be a nasty cut on her forehead, but it seemed to be slowly healing. She tried to sit up and move away from her, but a wave of pain swept through her head, and she felt Tarifa’s hand touch her arm.


“You are safe Queen of the Wood Elves.” Tarifa spoke softly. “I will allow no harm to come to you.”


“Where… where am I?” Dysea asked softly.


Tarifa smiled somewhat awkwardly. “That is another story.” She said. “I accompanied Martin and the others to rescue you and the Holy One. Your men were all killed, I’m very sorry. As we were departing the Alliance Assassins fired an anti-air missile at us and we were badly damaged. We have crashed just inside the edge of The Wastes.”


“The Wastes,” Dysea gasped.


“We are safe for the moment.” Tarifa told her.


“The Holy One,” Dysea asked.


Tarifa nodded. “He is safe as well.” She motioned to the side and Dysea followed with her eyes, seeing Walter sitting and talking to two men, one a tall black man and the other the handsome man from her dreams. Her eyes grew a little wider at this, something Tarifa noticed right away. “You have seen him before haven’t you?” She asked.


“In… in my dreams,” Dysea answered softly her eyes returning to Tarifa, “Ever since the Holy One told me of him.”


“You were investigating the attacks on your people.” Tarifa said. “Tell me… what did you discover?”


Dysea looked at her suddenly wary. “Why… why should I tell you? You… you are my enemy.”


“Am I?” Tarifa asked. “I too had an investigation conducted. My investigation concluded that the Wood Elves had nothing to do with the attacks on our villages. I believe it was the Alliance. I suspect you discovered the same thing, and that is why you were in our territory. The Alliance is attempting to pit us against one another Dysea, surely you can see that.”


“I see that I am your prisoner.” Dysea snapped, more harshly than she had intended too. She saw the look of hurt flash across Tarifa’s face and then it was gone.


Tarifa shook her head. “You are not my prisoner.” She said softly. “We are however in the same bad situation. We should at least attempt to work together.”


“Why should I trust you?” Dysea hissed. “Why should I trust any of you? For all I know one of your flying ships could be on its way here right now, and you intend to return me to your capital to stand trial.”


Tarifa nodded and got to her feet slowly. “Anja is the doctor in Martin’s team. She will be over to check on you soon. I don’t know how much longer we will be here. There are two teams out now scouting the area to our north and south. They should be returning shortly. There is not much water…” Tarifa set the small container thermos next to her. “Drink it sparingly. There are some rations next to you if you are hungry. I will trouble you no more.”

Dysea watched her walk slowly over to where Martin and the large black man were squatting next to the Holy One. She watched as Tarifa settled between Martin’s legs, his hands automatically going to her shoulders. She glanced up and saw that his eyes were gazing upon her intently, and she looked away quickly.


Walter shook his head slowly. “I don’t know what I was thinking.” He continued. “I should have seen what they would do right away.” He looked at Martin as Tarifa settled between his legs and Martin’s hands dropped to her shoulders in an almost brotherly type action. Walter shook his head slightly and continued. 
“They waited until I was in my third sleep period before beginning the changes. By that time, there were already thousands of elves across the country. One of my assistants decided while I was sleeping that he would make a deal with the powers that be and he began mass producing the elves by the thousands. When I awoke again, there were millions across the planet and this Alliance government had been formed. The young assistant had an unfortunate accident a year after I woke up though, the poor fellow.” That Walter had arranged for his death was obvious and something that Martin intended to question him on later. “I knew the only way I could change things was to continue in my position and attempt to effect change within the elves themselves. They did not discover what I was doing until sixteen years ago, and I have been running ever since.”

They were sitting in what remained of the Raptor that Ben had landed. The landing struts had snapped when they touched down, burying the nose of the Raptor into the soft earth, but the ship was never going to fly again regardless.


“When did you discover that the moon was no longer spinning around the earth?” Martin asked.


“I discovered that quite by accident.” Walter spoke. “I was having lunch with a colleague one day, an astronomer actually, and he told me about it. When he mentioned it to me I knew then what was happening, and I began planning, after figuring out when the moon would return to its normal rotation.”

Danny shook his head. “Jeez! Just listening to this gives me a headache.” He said.


Walter chuckled and turned to look at Tarifa. “It was never my intent for any of this to happen child.”


“I know that now Holy One.” Tarifa replied softly. “I also know that if it wasn’t for you, we would all still be slaves. We would not be fighting the Alliance; we would only be slaves to them and the humans.”


“How did you make it so I would understand their language?” Martin asked him.


Walter smiled. “I encoded it into your DNA.” He answered. “I was always a very large fan of Elfin lore and history, and though I never thought it would be so important back then, I added it to your DNA strands more for fun than anything. There were many different kinds of Elves, but I used the two I knew the most about to create Tarifa and her people; The High Elves and Wood Elves.” Walter’s face became serious. “Martin my boy… I never…”

Martin held up his hand to stop Walter’s words. “I have never blamed you for how the government sought to use us Walter. I don’t think any of us do.” Martin looked at Danny who nodded in agreement. “You have and always will be who we consider to be our father.”

“And look where we are because of what I have created.” Walter said.


“This is not because of you doc.” Danny said. “What is going on is happening because of a few assholes who think they are gods.”


“I gave them the tools to think that.” Walter said.


Martin nodded. “Yes… but you did not make them choose that path.” He said. “They did that. We are not our brother’s keeper Walter.”


“Aren’t we?” Walter asked looking at him.


Martin shook his head. “No. We are not.” He said. He stood up to his full height, pulling Tarifa with him as they all got to their feet. “I have to check the status of our patrols. We can continue this discussion at another time.”


Walter watched him lean over and hug Tarifa gently before motioning to Danny with his head and they moved off to the destroyed rear of the Raptor. Walter looked at Tarifa as she watched him go and he smiled.


“I’ve never seen him display the emotions that he has in the last few hours Tarifa.” Walter said quietly. “He is changing.”


Tarifa looked at him and smiled. “He is becoming more and more expressive as well. Even in the short time we have known each other he has evolved.” She said. “I must thank you Holy One.”


“Thank me for what?”


“For Martin,” Tarifa replied turning to watch him go out into the sunlight. “I have discovered a part of myself I did not know existed thanks to him.”

Walter shook his head. “All I did was to place a small attraction there Tarifa. You told me you saw the message I left for him. Had one or the both of you decided not to explore that attraction, nothing would have ever come of it.”

Tarifa smiled turning back to him. “Perhaps you are right. I think I understand what you said to me that day Holy One. I don’t believe Martin and I are fated to be together in that way Holy One… I can sense him holding something back, and he is unwilling or unable to share it with me. I believe it is the part of him that only Dysea is to see.” 


Walter looked at her. “What has happened between you and Martin was not what I intended Tarifa.” He said. “It was never my intention to have the two of you become intimate.”

Tarifa nodded. “I know that now Holy One.” She answered. “I believe it was something that both of us needed however, and I have no regrets. Our times together have allowed me to explore a very part of my soul that I had no idea was there. What I have discovered I like very much.”

“What have you discovered child?” Walter asked her keenly interested. 

“I have discovered that I have denied myself too long the simple pleasures in this life.” Tarifa answered. “The touch of another person that stirs me; stimulates me in ways I have never experienced. It is something I will no longer do.”

“And Martin does this?” Walter asked.

Tarifa smiled, “Very much so.” She answered. “I also know that I am not the one meant for him. As I said… he holds something back even from me. I… I believe Dysea might be the one, as you said in your message to him. And it would explain our dreams.”

“You said something about that briefly.” He said. “What did you mean?”


“It started shortly after we became lovers.” Tarifa told him. “We began to have dreams of Dysea; the same dream for both of us. I feel a similar attraction to her not unlike Martin does. Mine is more… it is a more physical thing. I have never looked at another… another woman as I look at her. Is that something you did?”


Walter shook his head. “No Tarifa. If you feel an attraction to Dysea, it is because of your feelings, not something that I placed in you.”


“It matters not.” Tarifa said with a gentle voice of disappointment. “Dysea does not share the same feelings. She thinks of me as her enemy still, though I can see her attraction to Martin in her eyes.”


“Do not hate her Tarifa.” Walter said.


“Hate her?” Tarifa spoke quickly looking at him. “Holy One I don’t hate her, I desire her; just as completely as I desire Martin. And I can not explain that.”

Walter smiled and took her in his arms. “Then do not try. Allow what you feel to control your actions and they will be the correct ones.” He said. “Dysea has been through quite a bit the last few days. I will speak with her.”


Tarifa smiled in his embrace and nodded.

RAPTOR FOUR

The Raptor did a high slow circle over the battleground of the night before, all of its ground sensors directed at the encampment below. Tareif stood beside the genome Kenny as he used the cameras on the belly of the Raptor to try and determine if the ground below them was clear. They had started at an altitude of 40,000 feet and now circled at three.


“Kenny… I’m still not picking up any locator beacons.” The pilot’s voice spoke from the Raptor’s cockpit.


“Extend the sweep to four hundred kilometers.” Kenny ordered sitting at the ground monitoring console in the rear. “Their ship was missing its tail and limping on one engine Billy. They couldn’t have gotten that far.”


“Kenny we’re talking about Ben and Tina here. I’ve seen them keep a crippled bird in the air for five hours.” The pilot answered.


Kenny sighed heavily. “How’s your fuel?”


“We’re good for another two hours.” Billy replied.


“Ok… extend the sweep to four hundred kilometers. That puts them just over the Nebraska border.”


Tareif pointed to the chart. “This is The Wastes.” He spoke. “Communications will be impossible if they are in there. The residual radiation causes all signals to bounce randomly.”


Kenny shook his head, his radar picking up another Raptor approaching. He looked at Tareif. “The recovery bird is here sir. You still want them to land and collect the bodies?”


Tareif nodded. “They are Wood Elves … but they fought well and deserve to be returned to their people in honor.”


Kenny nodded in approval and flipped a switch. “Raptor Seven… you are instructed to land at the encampment and recover all fallen elf bodies.”


“Copy that Four.” The voice replied.


Tareif was becoming more familiar with his ear implant and he switched channels. “Their remains are to be treated with the utmost respect soldier.” He ordered.


“You don’t have to worry about that sir.” The voice replied. “They died so that our Skipper could clear this AO. As far as we are concerned they are part of our team now.”


Tareif nodded turning to look at the pilot. “You and the others think much of your leader.” He said to Kenny.


Kenny looked at him. “He’s got our asses back home more times then I can count sir. He’s our Skipper and our pack… and our Commander.” Kenny quickly correctly what he was going to say, something that did not go unnoticed by Tareif. “You and he are a lot alike.”


Tareif looked surprised at this comparison. “Alike?” He asked.


Kenny nodded. “Yes sir. You care for the men under your command as if they were your family. That’s the same way the Skipper thinks.”


“Kenny! I’m picking up airborne targets, two hundred miles and closing.” Billy’s voice spoke.


“Alliance flying craft,” Tareif said. “They are slow but heavily armed.”


“Billy… Ben was on a Southeast heading, and he said he had too much damage to do any turning. Drop us to the deck and head southeast until you have to bingo for fuel.” Kenny spoke. “There’s no way he could have set down anywhere in this area with the damage he had. They had to have made it to this Wastes area if they aren’t responding to transmissions.”


“Copy that.” Billy said.


Kenny and Tareif felt the Raptor dip and drop for the treetops. “I’m signaling our base by your city to have another Raptor on standby to pick up where we left off.” Kenny told Tareif. “We’ll find them sir.”


Tareif turned at the touch of his wife’s hand on his arm. He turned to look at her. “We are following the heading they were on last night. We believe they may have gone down in The Wastes.”

Palina’s eyes widened, “The Wastes?” She gasped.


Telan stepped up to them. “We will find them Lady Palina.” He spoke.


Palina looked at him with an evil glare before turning back to her husband. Tareif nodded and motioned for her to return to her seat.


Telan waited until she was out of ear shot before speaking. “You are recovering the bodies of our enemies War Master?” He asked. “May I ask why?”


“My daughter ordered that the Wood Elves with the Holy One were to be treated with respect Captain. I intend to do just that, even if they are dead.” Tareif replied.


“Was that a wise decision on her part sir? It is obvious they were unable to protect the Holy One.” Telan asked.


Tareif glared at the younger officer. “Do you question your Queen’s orders Telan?” 


“No sir. Forgive me.” Telan spoke quickly.


“Please insure the Dragoons are ready to deploy at a moment’s notice Captain.” Tareif said before turning back to where Kenny was scanning the area below them.


“As you order War Master,” Telan spoke to Tareif’s back before turning and heading to where they sat in the rear of the Raptor. He kept his thoughts to himself, but knew this was something his father needed to know upon their return.


He did not hear the voice come over the radio that caused both Tareif and Kenny to look up.


“We got live ones down here!”


Radama lowered the binoculars from his eyes and nodded his head slowly. “They are Acid nomads.” He spoke softly looking at Cody.


Martin had sent a genome and a Dragoon in each of the patrols. Radama and Cody seemed to mesh pretty well, and they had covered nearly five miles in this patrol alone. They had moved north while Pablo and another Dragoon had gone south.


“I make six of them.” Cody said.


Radama nodded. “It is a standard patrol size for them.” He said. “I would imagine they have a much larger group nearby.”


Cody looked at the small map chart on his wrist. “I know our maps are not up to date, but there’s suppose to be a small town just over that rise. Looks like a population of about three thousand from before the comet.”


“It is possible they have taken over the town. The little we know of them indicates they are nomadic, but they do stay in one location for a time before moving on.” Radama answered.


“Is that a vehicle they have with them?” Cody asked looking through the binoculars.


Radama nodded. “It’s called a Hopper, a hover craft of sorts. The one they have is very old, but it appears it still runs.”


“How fast are they?” Cody asked.


“That model there… in its condition… I’d be surprised if it could top fifty miles per hour. The newer models within the modern cities can reach two hundred miles per hour.” Radama replied. “Many of the newer cities are designed differently than what you remember. They are much more spread out.”


“Yeah… well we don’t want to tangle with these boys anyhow.” Cody spoke. “Ben is still pretty banged up, and your two Dragoons took some hard hits when we landed. We’re down to nine effective fighters.”


Radama nodded. “I agree. We could sure use that Hopper though.”


Cody nodded, “That we could. Let’s get back and see what the Skipper says.”


The two of them inched off the rise of the hill back down below the horizon and began to run in the direction they had come. Radama however stopped and reached out to hold Cody. He looked at him.

“What’s wrong?” Cody asked.


Radama pointed to the sky in the distance. “It’s an acid storm.” He said.


“Fuck you’re kidding right! How far out?” Cody asked.


“Two… maybe three hours away.” Radama replied. 


“Come on! We need to get back and get the others to those caves we saw!” Cody spoke pulling on Radama’s arm.


Radama took one last look at the incoming storm and turned to follow Cody.


Walter settled his frame on the mangled bench next to Dysea as she nibbled the bar of chocolate she had found in the ration pack. She was gazing at where Tarifa and Martin were standing just at the edge of the rear of the Raptor speaking with a High Elf Royal Guard by his dress, and one of Martin’s team.


“How do you feel child?” He asked her.


Dysea looked at him. “I’m very sore Holy One.” She answered.


Walter nodded. “I’m not surprised. Thorn beat you brutally.”


“He will not live long once I return.” Dysea snarled.


Walter smiled a tight smile. “He’s already dead.” He said.


Dysea looked at him, “Dead? How…?”


Walter motioned with his head to where Martin stood. “Martin killed him.” He said. “It was not the most pleasant thing to watch, but he will not be returning to bring anymore harm to you. They saved our lives you know.”


“I remember vaguely what happen.” Dysea said softly. “She gave me a weapon. We killed two Alliance Assassins and then Thorn hit me again.”

“You’ve been having dreams about Martin haven’t you?” Walter asked her, “About both of them.”

Dysea’s head came around quickly and she looked at him. “How… how do you know that?”


“They have been dreaming about you for almost a week now.” Walter answered. “She didn’t leave your side you know. From the moment we took off until the moment we crashed here, she held you in her arms. Once we came here she sat with you until you woke up, nearly five hours. She didn’t eat… didn’t sleep. Martin would do the same as he checked everyone. They sat with you instead of resting like the others.”


“She said that she has been investigating the attacks on High Elf villages.” Dysea said. “She told me she had discovered that the Wood Elves were not killing her people.”


“Just as you discovered that the High Elves are not killing your people.” Walter spoke. “I told her what we were doing. And what we had discovered.”


Dysea looked at him. “You told her?” She said. “Why did she question me about it then?”


“I would say perhaps because she wants you to trust her.” Walter said.


“Holy One how is it possible that I can feel what I feel for him? I have never met him, yet I am drawn to him like no other I have ever met.” She asked. “Is this… is this something that you did?”

Walter shook his head. “I only placed an attraction inside you for him Dysea, in your genetic code. As the data pad I gave you explains… nothing would come of it without you and him pursuing it. As for the dreams… no… that is not something I did.”


“I see strange things Holy One.” Dysea spoke softly meeting his eyes. “And always he is at the forefront. Ancient battles…” She shook her head, “Amazing things.”


“Why is that wrong?” Walter asked her. “I created the elves to be open and not shy about physical relations. It has been passed down through your parents and grandparents genes to you. As with Tarifa, I believe your positions as Queen, and the continuing crisis with the Alliance has forced you to block that part of yourself. After speaking with her just now… I believe it even more.”

“She is my… she is my enemy!” Dysea said.


Walter smiled at her. “If she is your enemy, why do you not sound convinced of your own words?” He said as Martin and Tarifa came back into the covered portion of the Raptor.


“We got trouble folks.” Martin said.


“Shit… that’s new Skipper?” Julie asked rising from her seat next to Anja.


“There is an acid storm approaching.” Tarifa told them, “A very large one and it is heading directly for us.”


This got everyone’s attention and they all came to their feet. Danny shook his head and looked at Martin. “Skipper, do we have ‘fuck with us’ written somewhere on our bodies?” He asked.


Martin grinned. “We just might. Cody and Radama have found a set of caves about a half mile north of here. We need to pack everything we can haul out of here and get to those caves before that storm hits.”

“How long do we have Martin?” Walter asked.


“Radama says an hour, maybe more maybe less. I’m not taking any chances so we are cutting out of here in five. Grab everything you can stagger with and meet outside.” Martin answered. “Danny you get to carry Ben.”


“I can fucking walk damn it!” Ben yelled from the cockpit.


“Not on my watch!” Tina’s voice yelled.


“This bird is toast when we leave, so get all the weapons and ammo from the spare locker.” Martin spoke. “I’m not leaving anything for anyone to scavenge. Let’s do it!”


Dysea watched as Martin’s team and the Dragoons sprang into action quickly and efficiently. She felt like a fifth wheel as they scampered all around her, until she turned and was looking into the very broad chest. As she lifted her eyes, she found herself gazing into the deepest dark brown eyes she had ever seen, and suddenly she wanted to immerse herself in those eyes. Dysea felt herself grow warm inside as he gazed at her. It was the first time she had seen those eyes close up, and as with Tarifa, they caught and held her attention like no man ever had.

“You feel up to carrying a small pack?” Martin asked her.


Dysea nodded quickly, “Of… of course.” She stuttered out the answer, tearing her eyes from Martin’s. Her lightly tanned skin showed her embarrassment as her cheeks blushed. 


Either Martin didn’t notice, or he chose not to embarrass her further as he set the pack down next to her feet. He held out the K12 in the thigh holster to her and she looked at him with wide eyes.


“You are arming me?” She asked in disbelief.


“It would be foolish of me not too.” He replied.


Dysea took the weapon slowly. “You trust me?”


Martin stepped up very close to her and Dysea gasped, unable to back up without falling. Martin leaned over and put his face close to her neck and inhaled deeply, while Dysea stood there frozen and unable to do anything. Her wildflower scent flowed into his veins, and unlike Tarifa, Dysea’s scent joined Anja’s honey scent as it was burned into his brain. Martin drew back his head slowly, allowing his lips to softly caress the ridge of her elf ear. He felt her body tense and looked into her wide emerald green eyes. Dysea found herself enraptured by his eyes, and she could barely draw a breath as his animalistic gaze held her very bring.


“Trust you?” Martin spoke softly. “Why would I not trust you?”


“We… we are… we are enemies.” Dysea finally managed to spit out.


Martin turned his head to the side and Dysea saw Tarifa step up next to him and gaze at her with her huge sapphire eyes. “You are many things to us Dysea of the Wood Elves.” Tarifa spoke softly. “An enemy you will never be.”

Dysea looked back to Martin who smiled at her warmly, a smile that surged through her body and caused warmth to spread in her stomach. “I guess that answers your question uhu?” He said with a smile.

The moment was broken as the first clap of thunder could be heard in the distance. Martin stepped back from her then and smiled.


“Time to go folks,” He spoke.


Dysea bent over and lifted the pack, turning as she did so and catching the gaze of the human female who was staring at her. Her Persian red hair framed an angelic face, and stunning jade green eyes, and she looked at Dysea in such a way as to make her blush slightly under her tan. Then she turned as well and followed the dark skinned woman out of the crippled Raptor.

RAPTOR FOUR


“Can you get above it?” Kenny asked.


“I can try.” Billy answered. “But we’ll never be able to fly in it, and we’ll burn through our fuel three times as fast staying in the rough air.”


Kenny was looking out the cockpit window at the angry dark clouds forming ahead of them. “Damn thing moved in quick.” Kenny spoke.


Tareif nodded from behind him. “Acid storms can appear almost instantly.”


“Is there any place we can set down to wait this thing out?” Kenny asked.


Tareif shook his head. “We are out of High Elf territory. What is below us is free space. We know where the human settlements are, but nothing beyond that.”


“Shit!” Billy snapped.


“What about those Alliance ships Billy?” Kenny asked.


“They hauled ass about twenty minutes ago; as soon as this thing showed up.” Billy answered.


Tareif nodded. “Their flying craft are slow and heavily armed as I said, but they could never stay as long as we have.”


Kenny looked at Tareif. “Can your people monitor this storm from your city?” He asked.


Tareif nodded. “I will have our weather watchers inform us the moment it begins to break.” He replied. “It is safest if we return to Mountain City. We can talk with the survivors from the Wood Elf unit and find out what they were doing in our territory.”


Kenny nodded and looked at Billy. He twirled his hand in the air quickly. “Take us back Billy. Refuel and stand by.”


The pilot nodded and they felt the Raptor begin to turn.


The acid storm hit within minutes of them reaching the cave, and as they moved deeper into the main tunnel they discovered it was significantly larger than Radama and Cody had first thought. They moved down the main tunnel until they reached the first expansive area, roughly two hundred meters from the entrance, and it was here that they set up their camp. Small but powerful lights were set up in a small perimeter. The immediate area was checked and cleared, and then a two person outpost was set up a hundred meters from the entrance to provide security. There did not appear to be any other exits to the cave, and everyone began to relax after almost two full days of constant stress.


Radama stood next to Martin and the Master Chief near the entrance as they watched the rain fall.

“How long do you think this will last Radama?” Martin asked.


“It appears to be a very large one.” He answered. “I would think at least ten to twelve hours based on my experience with these storms.”



“And those Acid Nomads you and Cody saw?” The Master Chief asked.


“While they are the only ones able to move within these storms, they don’t like too.” Radama replied. “Anything living has already gone to ground, and unless they are moving their encampment, I don’t they will even come out in a storm this large.”


“So we should be pretty safe?”


Radama nodded. “I would think so.”


“Let’s keep the security post out anyway Chief, just to be safe.” Martin said. “Two hour shifts to keep everyone sharp.”


Tony nodded. “You got it Skipper.” He answered.


“This cave is considerably larger than Cody and I first thought. It might be advisable to see just how large it is.” Radama said.


Martin nodded. “Anyone who goes outside our perimeter goes in pairs. If they want to explore make sure they are armed and have fresh batteries for their lights. I don’t want any surprises.”


The Master Chief nodded and headed back for the perimeter. Radama looked at Martin for a long moment as he gazed into the storm.


“If you have something to ask Radama, just ask it.” Martin finally said to him.


“Forgive me for staring.” Radama replied looking away. “It’s just that… we… elves I mean… we do not get the type of immediate acceptance for what we are by humans as quickly as you and those who follow you have accepted us.”

Martin looked at him. “We are not entirely human Radama.” He told him.

Radama nodded slowly. “Perhaps, but it is something else as well. You and the others… you have gone through the same thing haven’t you?”


Martin nodded. “We were not accepted when we were created either. We had to fight for every piece of respect that we gained, every ounce of trust. We know what it’s like to be persecuted I suppose, but not in the way the elves have had to experience.”


Radama nodded. “No, but it is very similar.” He said. “I have been a member of the Queen’s Royal Guard since I was forty-nine Martin Hunter. I am a hundred and forty now. It has been an honor to serve Tarifa, ever since she became Queen. We all knew she was different, and she has proved it time and time again. If not for the Council of Elders, I believe things would be very different. I have… I have also never seen her as alive and in control as when she is with you.”


Martin smiled. “Well… she’s an incredible woman.” He replied. “I just don’t know if it’s due to what Walter did, or to our own feelings.”


“What I see… what all of the Royal Guard see… it may have been due to the Holy One’s actions in the beginning.” Radama told him. “Now that the two of you are working together, no… that is not something the Holy One had any part in.”

Martin looked at him and chuckled softly. “No… I suppose not.” He said. “I suppose not.”


Dysea sat alone, mindlessly chewing on the piece of ration bar. Her emerald eyes were gazing on Martin’s back as he stood talking with the High Elf Royal Guard, and she didn’t notice Tarifa standing in front of her until she cleared her throat.


Tarifa held out the small data pad in her hand. “I thought you might like to review this.” She said.


Dysea took the pad, her eyes never leaving Tarifa’s beautiful face. “What is it?” She asked.


“It is all the information we were able to gather in regards to the attacks on our villages.” Tarifa told her. “I thought you might want to compare it to whatever you discovered.”


“Thank… thank you.” Dysea told her.


Tarifa nodded with a smile, her sapphire eyes bright and alert. She began to turn and go back to where she had been sitting, and Dysea suddenly found herself not wanting her to leave.


“Wait.” Dysea spoke softly.


Tarifa turned her head and met her gaze. Dysea’s emerald green eyes held her, as only Martin’s eyes had done. Tarifa felt her heart pounding in her chest as she gazed at the stunning Queen of the Wood Elves. She noticed how her platinum blond hair was tied almost identical to hers, in a long pony tail, decorated with an elaborate silken tie. She noticed how Dysea’s hair was draped over one shoulder and curled under her neck. Tarifa noticed the contours of her lips, and how her thin eyebrows highlighted her green eyes. She noticed the slope of her heart shaped face and how her neck curved down to her very full, firm tits that were straining against her uniform. Tarifa found herself imagining what her skin tasted like, what her lips tasted like, and what it would feel like to nestled between this beautiful woman’s thighs and feast on her sweet pussy.

“Thank… thank you for saving my life.” Dysea spoke.

Tarifa turned back fully to face her. “You have my sincere apologies that we could not save the lives of your Guard. I know what it is like to lose men and women that are close to you.”


Dysea looked at the ground. “Leland… he was my Guards Captain.” She said softly. “He was my most trusted friend and advisor, ever since I was a young child.”


“Was… was he your lover?” Tarifa asked.


Dysea shook her head. “No, though there are times when I thought he wished that was also the case.” She said. “I… I never felt for him that way. And I believe he was content enough just being around me.”


Tarifa settled slowly to her knees in front of Dysea, watching her carefully. “Are you sure that he was dead?”


Dysea nodded. “I watched the Assassin shoot him five times.” She replied. “Without medical attention immediately, there is no way he could have survived.”


“You must never give up hope Dysea.” Tarifa told her. “There is always a chance.”


Dysea looked at her and Tarifa saw small tears forming in the corner of her eyes. “I do hope.” Dysea spoke firmly. “I hope that I am able to return to my home and take vengeance on the murdering scum who did this, and the Elders who took part in it!”


Tarifa’s eyes grew a little wider, “The Elders?” She spoke.


Dysea nodded, wiping away the tears from her eyes. “There is no way the Alliance could have deceived me for this long without one or more of the Elders knowing about it. I believe they have been plotting with them all along, but for what reason, I do not know.” 


Dysea found herself staring at Tarifa now. The sapphire eyes and the soft curve of her cheeks, the way her moist lips reflected the dim light of the lanterns. Dysea also noticed that her shimmering black hair was worn identical to hers, curling under the exact same shoulder as her own, to curl under her neck. Dysea dropped her eyes lower from her shoulders and found herself gazing longingly at Tarifa’s deep cleavage, and how her ample breasts pushed against her own uniform. As she brought her eyes back up, she noticed that Tarifa was staring at her with an odd look on her face, a look that Dysea suddenly understood.


“You… you are experiencing the same thing.” Dysea spoke, her words not meant as a question.


Tarifa nodded her head slowly. “My… my investigation leads me to that very same conclusion.”

“The Holy One… he told me not to trust the Elders completely.” Dysea spoke.


“He told me the same thing.” Tarifa echoed.


Dysea turned and dug into the small pack she had brought with her from the sight of the encampment. She pulled out the small data pad and held it out to Tarifa. “Perhaps Queen of the High Elves… perhaps we have more in common than I first wanted to believe.”


Tarifa took the pad from her and watched as Dysea made room for her on the ground beside her. Tarifa did not hesitate, and immediately moved next to her and they began to read the data pads they had exchanged.

EDEN

“More elves you say Admiral?” Senator Graham asked from behind the desk.


William nodded his head confidently. “Yes Senator. More.” He leaned forward in the chair and fought down the bile he felt rising into his throat every time he had to sit in the same room with the man.


Richard Graham had become a very twisted man in only a few short weeks, or perhaps he had always been this twisted and had hidden it well Wallace thought to himself. In the very next room, tied face down to the large bed he had moved into the room was a browned hair female elf who was currently being raped by two of Graham’s men. The young female elf would have cried out in agony from the cock being rammed into her tight ass if not for the cock that was causing her to gag and choke as it was pounded deeply into her throat.



“We can use more for labor Senator.” Wallace explained. “The majority of the Elves that Minister Deval kindly gave to us are being used as prostitutes. While I do not disagree with that in the least, the females are more often than not fucked silly, to be blunt. They have to service thirty to forty men a day, every day, which leaves them little time to accomplish any work. Not counting the two you very graciously gave to Colonel Wilson and I, there are only eighteen on EDEN. We need more.” 

Richard thought about that for a moment. “Your proposal does make sense.” He said. “However I do not want to become too cozy with these Alliance idiots.”


Wallace smiled. “I was hoping you were thinking like that sir.” He said. “I’ve been reviewing the information that they provided to us, and we do have one commodity that they would very well like to have.”


“What is that?”


“The technical schematics to our Raptor’s,” Wallace answered.


Graham’s eyes narrowed slightly. “You are suggesting that we give them the blueprints to one of the things that give us the advantage? I’m surprised Admiral… as a military officer you are making suggestions that make me want to question your motives.”


“My motives are right where you have shown me they ought to be.” Wallace replied. “All I’m talking about are the bare bones blue prints Senator, none of the advanced hardware that we have added to them. Not even the avionics package. I’m talking about the blueprints to the aircraft frame and the engines. That is all.”


Graham sat forward in his chair now his interest peaked by this. “I’m beginning to see where you are going with this Admiral Wallace.”


“We have the brains Senator. All we need now is brawn. With say two or three hundred more elves, we can easily keep the men happy, and still have the brawn needed to bring our other abilities online.” Wallace spoke. “It would take time… but in six months, we could be making our own ships and more advanced weapons. As time passes, we can review other requests that they make. With Hunter and his scum gone, we will need to outfit our own army. Who is to say we can’t turn the elves he gives us into that army?”


“I do see where you are leading with this.” Graham spoke. 


William nodded. “Our people can break down this drug that the Alliance uses on the elves in a few days. We can then make our own drug. The more they ask from us, the more slaves we ask for in return. And then we use our drugs and turn them into our soldiers. In a year, we could take over control of two of their main distribution points for slaves, and then we wouldn’t need the Alliance.”


“And where does that leave us?” Graham asked.


“Well sir… since I have no aspirations in the least for any type of political office; that would leave you as the new President of the Alliance, and me in charge of its military.” Wallace explained. “I do believe that is something that might be of interest to you correct?” 

Graham smiled. “Indeed it is.” He said. “You could have done this on your own Admiral… why would you bring me into it?”


“I’d rather have you as an ally sir.” William replied. “It would be much easier if we worked together on this, then neither of us have to be concerned with looking over our shoulders.”


“That is very true.” Graham said. “I must admit Admiral Wallace, I am a little surprised at how easily you seem to have accepted my new position here on EDEN.”


Wallace nodded. “Having Hunter stab me in the back made me realize that perhaps everything you have been saying about them is true. And besides… my elf bitch has the tightest pussy I have ever fucked… and I’d rather fuck than die any day.”

Graham burst out laughing at that statement and nodded his head. “These elf women are perpetual virgins aren’t they? No matter how many times you bang their holes, they always manage to stay extremely tight.” Graham stood and went to the bar that he had put into the office. “I agree William. Let’s extend the hand of friendship a little more and see if we can get something out of it. Draw up the proper paperwork and I’ll sign it.”


Wallace got to his feet and nodded. “I’ll have it to you in the morning sir.”


“Excellent.” Graham watched him leave his office and turned to his most senior aide, who stepped from the adjoining room. “Do you believe him?”


The aide nodded. “If the sounds coming from his quarters every night are any indication, he is becoming more like you every day Senator.”


Graham chuckled. “It’s amazing what a little pussy and power will do to a man.”


“Yes sir.”


“We do need more females for the whore house too. I’m becoming bored with the selection that we have.” Graham spoke, untying the robe he wore and heading for the next room. “Let him know to have a much larger selection of elves chosen, preferably ones that he picks out.”


The aide nodded. “Yes sir.”


“Make sure I am not disturbed for at least four hours.” Graham said before closing the door.


The aide nodded slowly, his stomach threatening to empty right there on the floor at what he knew would be four hours of hell for the brown haired female elf in the next room.


Wallace watched the door close to his quarters nearly six hours later and breathed a sigh of relief. He dropped the few data pads he carried onto the table and turned, looking for Anisa.


“Anisa…?” He spoke, unbuttoning his jacket and tossing it over a chair.


Wallace walked into the main living area of his quarters and froze, his hand instinctively drawing the K12 he carried in the belt holster. He took two large steps and jammed the barrel of the K12 into the forehead of Senator Graham’s aide’s head.


“One twitch you sick motherfucker and I’ll ventilate your brain cavity where you stand!” Wallace hissed at him.


“Admiral please…wait, I…!” The young man spoke, his hands in the air, and his eyes wide in fear. “This is not what you think!”


“What is it then? Is Senator Graham checking up on me?” Wallace growled reaching forward and pulling open the young man’s coat, then ripping open his shirt looking for a hidden microphone or anything that he could be using to record their conversation.


“The Senator does not know I am here.” The aide spoke quickly. “I give you my word!”


“Why should I believe you?” Wallace hissed.

“He’s telling the truth William.” Anisa’s voice spoke from the side. She moved quickly, putting herself between Wallace and the aide, one hand going to Wallace’s chest, the other she placed gently on the hand holding the K12. “He has put himself in great danger by coming here William.”


“He’s the Senator’s aide!” Wallace barked. “He’s in no danger.”


“He is now.” Anisa told him quietly. “Look in the bedroom.”


William looked at her. “What?”


“The bedroom William; look in the bedroom William and you will understand.” Anisa told him.


“Anisa you can’t…”


“Do you trust me William Wallace?” She asked him.


“Of course I do.”


“Then for me, look in the bedroom.” Anisa said.


Wallace glared at the aide and while he dropped the K12 ever so slightly, he kept it leveled on the young man’s head, as he moved to the doorway of his bedroom. Wallace glanced into the bedroom to see the small form lying in his bed and curled up into a fetal position under the white sheets.


“That’s… that’s…” Wallace lowered the K12.

Anisa nodded. “Her name is Neara.” She said.


Wallace looked at her. “She’s the young woman that was in Graham’s office earlier today.” He spoke. 


“Thomas brought her here an hour ago.” Anisa spoke. “He carried her here through the vent shafts William.”


Wallace turned to the young man, “The vent shafts?” He asked. “What the hell for?”


“I don’t want her to go through anymore of what she went through today.” The young man answered. “After… after you left, the Senator… that bastard beat her within an inch of her life as he and his cronies raped her. She begged him… she begged him to stop over and over. And he wouldn’t… until she passed out.”

“And why exactly would you care what happens to her? She is an elf.” Wallace asked with considerable heat in his voice.


“He’s in love with her William.” Anisa said.


Wallace looked at her. “What?”


Anisa nodded and looked at Thomas. “He’s been with her. And he’s fallen in love with her. Isn’t that true Thomas?”


Thomas nodded his head slowly. “I… I knew after the… after the fourth time I saw her.” He answered.


“You expect me to believe that you rape her four times and suddenly you are in love with her?” Wallace almost yelled.


“I… I didn’t rape her!” Thomas spoke looking at him, his eyes flaring wide. “I did not rape her! I asked her!”

Wallace chuckled out loud. “You asked her if you could rape her. Jeez that’s princely of you.”


“That’s not the way it was!” Thomas yelled. “We… we talked most of the time! She asked me… she asked me if I wanted her and I said yes! But I told her not unless she wanted me too!”


“You expect me to believe that shit!” Wallace snapped, bringing the K12 up again and jacking back the hammer.


“It’s the truth.” The soft voice said.


They all turned to see the young female elf standing in the doorway holding the sheet around her battered body. There were several bruises on her face and her bottom lip was cut, but due to her elf healing powers, the wounds were fading fast.


“Neara, you need to be in bed resting.” Anisa spoke.


Neara watched Wallace as she moved slowly to stand very close to Thomas, holding the sheet around her with one hand while sliding her other arm around his waist. “He… he is telling the truth Admiral Wallace.” She said. “I will not allow you to take from me the only moments of peace I have had since coming to this place.”


Wallace lowered the K12 quickly. “He… he raped you.” William said softly.


Neara shook her head. “No. If… if anything I assaulted him.”

William shook his head. “Ok… now I’m confused.” He said.


Anisa took his arm. “You should not be.” She said. “You are in love with me are you not?” William looked at her, his eyes wide. Anisa smiled softly. “You do not think I see the way you look at me? You think I don’t sense you watching over me when I sleep William? We may be slaves William, but we have had enough experience with men to know the difference when a man… a human man… looks at you with love or with lust.”


Wallace gazed at Anisa’s beautiful face unable to say anything. He had fought his feelings desperately over the last few days, unwilling to say anything to her for fear she would think he was crazy. “You… you can tell that?” He asked softly.


Anisa nodded her head and stepped even closer to him. “Yes I can tell those things. Did you think I have worn practically nothing at all the last three days because it was hot in your quarters?” Anisa asked with a smile. “You are so engrossed in proving to me that you are different, that you failed to notice I figured that out the first hour after I woke.”


Neara groaned and clutched her stomach, doubling over in pain. Thomas caught her quickly and lifted her into his arms, “Neara?” He exclaimed.


Anisa knew immediately what it was and she went to her. “The drug is gone from her implant and she is going into withdrawal. William… the solution you gave to me, do you have more?”


Wallace nodded. “I’ll get it.” He spoke heading for the kitchen.


Anisa looked at Thomas. “Take her into the bedroom Thomas. We have to purge her system of the controlling drug and she will need the heat from your body.”


“What?” He said as Wallace came back into the living area.


Anisa looked at him as he handed her the small container and the injector. “Another item you don’t think I remember.” She said. “This solution causes the elf body temperature to drop dangerously low. You kept me warm with your own body heat the entire time didn’t you?”


William nodded slowly. “Yes.”


Anisa smiled. “Go Thomas. Put her in the bed, and then get undressed and under the covers with her.”


Thomas looked cautiously at Wallace and saw him nod slowly. He headed for the bedroom as Anisa turned to Wallace.


“You and I have a lot to discuss William.” She said before leaning forward on her tip toes and kissing him directly on the mouth with incredible feeling.


Wallace watched her turn and follow Thomas and Neara into the bedroom.

Wallace set down the mug of coffee he had been drinking got up from the couch in the living room when Anisa came back in an hour later.  She smiled at him as she walked right up to him.

“They are sleeping.” She said softly. “The boy was so filled with fear; he was running on pure adrenalin and was asleep almost before Neara.”


“Anisa… I’m sorry.” Wallace spoke.


“Sorry for what? For thinking you were protecting me?” She asked. “That is nothing to be sorry about William.”

“I didn’t… I didn’t want you to think I…”


“That you were like Senator Graham?” Anisa finished his statement. “I already knew that William.” She reached up and stroked his weathered cheek. “You are unlike any human man I have ever met.” She said softly. “When you look at me I can see the desire and the love for me in your eyes, yet there is something else. We were created to be… we were created to be the companions of humans, and to help them rise from the ashes of The Great Fire. The Holy One intended for us to be their partners, in all things and not just sexually. We ended up as the playthings of humans. I am a hundred and seventy-three years old William and you are the first man, human or otherwise, to ever look at me as an equal.”


“Anisa… you have only known me for little more than a week.” Wallace said.

“I do not know you well that is true.” She answered honestly. “But there is something about you that… it draws me to you. It stirs my blood.” She looked at him with her dark eyes. “I can not tell you that I love you William; that would be a lie. I can tell you that I wish to give you pleasure and what I feel for you makes me want to do this more than anything.”

Anisa wrapped her arms around his head and crushed her lips to his with such force Wallace lost his balance and fell back on the couch. His arms reached out for her instinctively, to protect her as they fell, and they ended up pulling her tighter against him, her firm tits pressing into his t-shirted chest. His head swam with wild and long forgotten sensations and thoughts as her hands held his face still and he pulled her closer still returning the kiss with equal passion.


Anisa groaned against his lips, and her hands dropped from his face to rip open the shirt she wore, exposing her jutting light brown tits to his hungry gaze. Wallace broke their kiss and dropped his eyes to her firm breasts, her light brown skin a sign of her Asian descent. Her dark nipples were erect and stood out proudly from her firm tits. They were easily a quarter inch long. Wallace estimated somewhere in his charged mind that she was easily a 34C in size, and they were the most delicious looking tits he had seen in his nearly fifty years. He did not need any further encouragement and he took one of her proud nipples into his warm mouth and he sucked hard.

Anisa’s head rolled back, her eyes closing in bliss as she held his head tightly to her chest. After a moment she used her elf strength to pull his head from her now salvia coated tit and she pushed him back onto the couch. Her hands dropped to his pants and frantically she worked at his belt wanting to free his cock. She needed him; needed to feel him inside her. She dropped from her position in his lap to between his legs, working his pants from his long legs. Her eyes grew a little wider as she saw his thickening cock stretch from under the boxer shorts that he wore. She lowered her face to his groin and inhaled deeply of his musky aroma, smelling his excitement as she took the waistband of his underwear in her hands and yanked them down.


Anisa gasped when his hard shaft sprang up and hit her in the lips. She heard him hiss in excitement as she took the thick cock in her small hand and let her wide eyes wander over the prize she coveted. 

Anisa had been a pleasure slave for nearly fourteen months, and in that time many men had taken her against her will. Men with small cocks, men with large cocks, but never had she seen a cock so thick as William’s. The pulsing shaft in her small hand she estimated at no more than seven inches long, but the base of William’s cock had to be nearly six inches in diameter, and her fingers came nowhere near coming together as she gripped it tightly. The vein along the underside of his cock was thick, his shaft thinning to a smooth tapered head that was now red with inflamed passion. Anisa found herself licking her sensuous lips with the tip of her tongue as she gazed at the monster in her hand. William’s balls were not overly large, but they were definitely swollen with cum, and completely hairless. There was only a small patch of dark hair around the base of his cock, gray just beginning to mingle into the hair. Anisa closed her eyes in joy, extending her lips over the flared head and taking William within her warm mouth.
Wallace breathed heavily through clenched teeth as Anisa’s lips encased his throbbing cock within the satiny warmth of her mouth. “Ahhhhhhh… fuck!” He rasped as his hips involuntarily lifted off the couch. He heard Anisa gag quietly as his motion caused four inches of his raging cock to slide between her soft lips. He looked down between his thighs and saw her shiny black hair tossed to one side, and half of his blood engorged cock firmly seated in her beautiful mouth. Anisa looked up at him with her dark eyes, and William could have sworn they were smiling at him as Anisa pushed her face forward, taking another inch of his massive pole into her mouth. He felt the head of his cock strike the back of her throat and it was too much for him.


Anisa felt William’s hands grip her head gently and pull his cock from between her lips. She looked at him as his salvia coated pole slapped against his hard abdomen.


“William… what…”


Wallace did not give her the opportunity to continue speaking and he pulled her onto his lap once more, covering her lips with his own. Anisa whimpered as his hands clutched her tight ass and he ground his huge cock against her dripping pussy. She groaned loudly as her sensitive clit was dragged over the entire length of his pulsing cock, soaking it with the juices that were pouring from her in what seemed like an endless flow. She did not resist as she felt his fingers find the edge of her soaked panties and pull them aside. This man knew what he wanted Anisa discovered quickly as she felt him rub the flared head of his cock against her dripping pussy lips, and then ease her down. Anisa’s eyes opened wider as she felt the head slip inside her, followed quickly by four inches of his thoroughly slick cock. She took his head in her hands, and looked down between their bodies. Her mouth opened slightly, her eyes wide in excitement and passion as she saw the last three inches of his cock poised to enter her. She gasped as he pulled her down more, and another inch of that incredibly thick shaft entered her with little difficulty.


Anisa could not help herself impaled as she was on his cock, and she shuddered in a pleasant orgasm, her nails digging into his shoulders. Her thighs quivered in anticipation, her stomach clenching for what she knew would be a very fulfilling experience. She felt him lean forward slightly, and his hands gripped her tight ass as his mouth once more engulfed her tit. Anisa quickly gripped his head just before her world exploded. William held her ass in both his hands and pulled her down powerfully onto his pulsing cock. Anisa’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and her back arched as she screamed out her pleasure, feeling her tight pussy filled with his cock.

Wallace held Anisa’s hips tightly as her upper body bent back away from him, her firm tits reaching proudly into the air and her head tossing from side to side as he felt her juices soak his burning coat in a waterfall of sweet liquid. He clenched his teeth, feeling the incredible warmth and tightness of her pussy encircling his thick cock, every nerve ending on his underused pole alive in excitement. Wallace was no stranger to having women in his bed, once having boasted of having pussy in every country in the world, yet none of them had a cunt like Anisa. Her pussy was super hot, and it gripped his thick shaft tighter than anything he had ever experienced. The muscles in her pussy were milking him powerfully, and he knew he wasn’t going to last long. It had been several years since he had bedded a woman, and he was going to fill Anisa’s tight cunt with more cum than she had ever had before. 

Wallace lowered Anisa to the floor, stretching out his body on top of hers slowly. Walter Carson had done almost too good a job in making his elves. Anisa’s satiny legs curled up along side his hips and her eyes opened slowly to gaze at his face. She reached up to caress his face, his neck muscles bulging out as he tried to hold back his orgasm. He wanted Anisa to feel every ounce of pleasure he could give her. He wanted to show her that not all humans were like the animals that had raped and beaten her in the past.


Anisa smiled dreamily at him. She could feel every thick inch of his cock buried within her depths. “Do… do not hold back William Wallace!” She gasped, feeling his thick cock quiver inside her. “Fill… fill me with your cum! Fuck me!”


Her words were too much for Wallace and he withdrew his cock from her until only the head remained. Her lips curled back in a grimace of disappointment and expectation, and then they flew open wide as he rammed his cock completely within her in one plunge. Anisa felt his burning hot balls come to rest against her tight ass cheeks as his cum rocketed up the length of his cock. 


“By the Gods… Yes!!!” Anisa screamed as she felt his cum erupt from his cock into her belly. She smiled as she felt his cum blasting into her, her hands stroking his back gently as she held him in her arms. She did not love this man, but his kindness to her needed to be rewarded, and he had to know that she did care for him.
MOUNTAIN CITY


Tareif marched down the corridor high above the ground, half a dozen Dragoons and members of SEAL Team Twelve flanking him. He rounded the corner to see Raloa and four other members of the Council of Elders standing outside the infirmary doors, including Thalami.

Raloa was the first to turn his anger upon the stressed elfin War Master. “What have you done?” Raloa hissed at him.


Tareif stopped and looked at the man. “What is it that you are referring to Chief Minister?”


“At this very moment there are three members of The Wood Elves High Guard being treated by our medical staff?” Raloa barked, “Using our medical supplies! Who gave this order?”


Tareif’s eyes narrowed. “I did.” He told him. “It was my daughter’s directive.”


“What?” Raloa asked. “I want to know what is going on! Why are half the Royal Guard at full readiness and why are these flying machines of the humans coming and going at our platforms as they please? Who allowed this?”


“We received a transmission from the Holy One.” Tareif told him. “He was in the company of six Wood Elves and they were being chased by a full company of Alliance Assassins. Tarifa ordered a rescue operation be executed immediately. Commander Hunter’s flying machines were available, and he offered the use of them to Tarifa. Two of his teams and a complete squad of my Dragoons accompanied the Queen on the mission.”

“Tarifa went with you?” Thalami asked somewhat surprised, yet Tareif could detect the respect and awe in her voice as well.


“The Queen led the assault. We were able to use weapons provided to us by Martin’s Weapon Master, and we routed the Assassins.” Tareif explained. “We got them off the ground, but they had anti-air teams in the vicinity. One of these missiles struck the flying machine the Queen was on and was badly damaged. One struck our machine, and did enough damage that we had to return and replace the craft. When we returned I ordered the recovery of the remains from the battle site and we searched for the other ship.”


“The Wood Elves were in our territory?” One of the Elders asked. “What was their purpose?”


“That is most obvious!” Raloa snapped. “They were sizing up their next target.”


“Traveling with the Holy One?” Tareif spoke. “I doubt that very much.”


“What other explanation is there?” Raloa asked.


“Chief Minister I hope that you are not implying that the Holy One is somehow involved with the attacks on our border villages?” Thalami asked in a shocked voice.


“Who else could give the Wood Elves such accurate information?” Raloa responded. “What other possible explanation could there be?”


“I was going to question the commander of the Wood Elves High Guard and find out.” Tareif spoke.


Raloa nodded quickly. “We will convene the Council to discuss this. Report to us the moment you have any solid information.”


Tareif watched as Raloa led the other ministers back down the corridor the way Tareif had come. He felt Kenny step up next to him. “Begging your pardon sir but that man is lying through his teeth.”

Tareif turned and looked at the tall handsome young Genome. “He is Chief Minister of the High Elves!” Tareif spoke.


Kenny shrugged. “He could be fucking Gandhi himself sir, but he’s still lying to you.”


“How can you be so sure?”


Kenny touched his nose. “When someone lies, their adrenal gland pumps adrenalin into their system to allow them to hide the outward signs like redness in their skin and such. We can smell the additional adrenalin sir.”


Tareif looked amazed at this information, “Truly?” He asked.


Kenny nodded. “No doubt about it. It’s a little harder to detect in elves because of the differences in our systems, but the adrenalin that was dumped into his system when he was just talking to you was too strong to miss.”


“And you can detect this in everyone?” Tareif asked.


Kenny nodded again, “Pretty much.”


Tareif’s eyes became bright with an idea. “Come with me.” He spoke to Kenny.

Leland looked at the two figures next to his bed. Recognizing War Master Tareif was easy enough, as there were not many elves on the planet that did not know the formidable General of the High Elves. The second individual Leland did not know. He was taller and more muscular than Tareif and appeared human in every way, except that his aura was not the light green that other humans were to elf eyes. Leland watched as Tareif pulled up the chair next to his bed and motioned the attendant away.


“Dysea…?” Leland asked looking at him. “Where is she?”


“You are referring to the Queen of the Wood Elves I assume.” Tareif spoke.


“You know who I refer to.” Leland said defensively. “Where is she? What have you done with her?”


“Why were you and your Queen in High Elf territory Commander Leland?” Tareif asked.


“You… you know who I am?” He asked.


Tareif nodded. “You are Leland, Commander of the Wood Elves High Guard. I know quite a bit about you. You know of course who I am.”

“War Master Tareif, father to Queen Tarifa. There are few who have never heard your name.” Leland replied with respect. “You… you pulled my men and I from the encampment?”


Tareif nodded. “I ordered the remains of those killed preserved so that you may return them to their families.”


Leland nodded. “I thank you for that.” He spoke. His eyes shifted to Kenny, who stood behind Tareif and to his right. “I do not know you.”


“Lieutenant Junior Grade Kenneth Dakota.” Kenny replied, “SEAL Team Twelve, United States Navy.”


“United… United States… what is this place?” Leland asked.


Tareif looked at Kenny for a moment then back to Leland. “That is a very long story Commander, and one which we can discuss at another time. My most pressing concern now is why you and your Queen were in High Elf territory.”


Leland looked at him. “We… we were investigating the attacks on our villages by those whom we thought were the High Elves.” He answered, meeting Tareif’s eyes. “It appears that assumption was incorrect based on what we found.”

“And what did you find?” Tareif asked.


“We discovered that someone was destroying our villages and killing our people, and attempting to make it appear like the High Elves were doing it.” Leland replied.


Tareif looked from Leland to Kenny slowly, and he saw Kenny nod. He turned back to Leland. “It seems Commander that we may have much in common.”


Leland looked at him confused. “I do not understand.” He said. “You… you have been investigating the attacks as well?”


Tareif nodded. “We have been investigating attacks against our border villages that have taken the lives of nearly three thousand High Elves in the last six months. Attacks that at first glance made it appear the Wood Elves were responsible.”


Leland sat up in the bed. “Someone… someone has been playing us against one another.” He said.


Tareif nodded. “So it would appear.”


“But for what purpose?” Leland asked.


“That is an answer that I believe only my daughter and your Queen has the answer too.” Tareif replied.


“Dysea…? Where is she?”


“The flying craft we used to come to your aide were fired upon by Alliance Assassin Anti-Air teams after we managed to defeat the ground forces. Your Queen and my daughter were both on the same craft. It was heavily damaged, and our search for them has been delayed due to an Acid Storm.” Tareif spoke.


“An Acid Storm,” Leland spoke. “They are in The Wastes?”


Tareif nodded. “It appears they were unable to keep the craft in the air as long as they thought. Their speed would have put them into The Wastes’ very Western Edge. As soon as the storm passes we are returning to continue our search and we will find them.”


“The Alliance Assassins that were tracking us.” Leland spoke, almost ashamed at what he was about to reveal. “I caught a glimpse of their leader. He is… he was a Captain sent to us by the Alliance as a liaison. He was to facilitate the signing of a treaty between the Alliance and the Wood Elves.” Tareif did not react as Leland thought he would and he continued. “The Holy One told Dysea something, and it made her begin this investigation. After what we discovered at the last village, she was positive the Alliance was involved somehow.”


Tareif nodded. “It is just as Tarifa said.” He spoke. He looked at Leland. “Commander… I must apologize to you.”

Leland looked confused. “I don’t understand War Master.”


“It appears that both of our peoples have been pawns in a very devious scheme by the Alliance to wipe us out.” Tareif spoke. “And as much as it pains me to admit, it also appears that Elders on both of Councils have full knowledge of this conspiracy.”


“Dysea suspected as much.” Leland said. 


“As did my daughter,” Tareif echoed.


“War Master, if… if Elders on both Councils are involved in this plot then we have been fighting all these years based on a lie.” Leland spoke incredulously. 

Tareif’s face became hard with this knowledge. “Yes, so it appears.” He spoke. “And it would also mean the only ones who are aware of this plot are at this very moment trapped together in the middle of an Acid Storm, and we can not contact them.”


Kenny stepped forward now. “Is this Chief Minister an intelligent man?” He asked.


Tareif looked at him. “He would not have gained the title if he was not.” Tareif answered. His eyes went wide and he came to his feet. “And I just told him the general location of where Tarifa and the Holy One are.” He gasped, looking at Leland, “And your Queen as well.”


Kenny nodded. “There’s something else.” He said seeing them look at him. “If he is a traitor… and you would have a better feel for that than I would… we all just got very large bulls eyes painted on our backs.”

“And if he suspected that Tarifa knew of his actions he would act quickly.” Tareif spoke. Tareif’s eyes grew wider and he went to the door, yanking it open, “Telan! Contact our area scouts immediately and get a report from them.”


“War Master, may I inquire as to what for?” Telan asked.


“Just get a report!” Tareif barked, “Now!”


Kenny looked at him. “What are you thinking sir?” He asked.


“Your people,” Tareif spoke turning to look at him. “You must evacuate your entire encampment and bring them here!”


“What? Why?” Kenny asked.


Telan stepped into the room. “War Master… none of the area scouts have reported in for the last six hours.” He spoke.


Tareif looked at Kenny. “Evacuate your encampment Kenneth! Do it now!”


Kenny knew the sound of command when he heard it and he tilted his head. “Raptor Nine to base; we have a Broken Arrow! I say again that we have a Broken Arrow! Evac to my location! I say again evac to my location!” 


Tareif looked at Leland. “Can you fight?” He asked.


Leland did not hesitate and tossed back the sheet and put his feet on the floor. “I am ready!” He spoke.


Tareif nodded. “Then it is time to do battle!”

