CHAPTER EIGHT
ALLIANCE CAPITAL

NEW RICHMOND

New Richmond was the largest and most modern city on the planet, and it was also the capital of the most powerful government anywhere in the world. Once encompassing sixty two and a half square miles, New Richmond, built upon the burnt and shattered remains of the old city, now encompassed almost twice that size at nearly one hundred and twenty square miles of territory.

Towering glass and steel skyscrapers, hundreds of stories high, dotted the horizon of the central portion of the city. As the city spread out, buildings began to grow shorter in height, until the structures far from the center of the city itself reached only one or two stories into the sky. Massive kilometers long rail trains spider webbed throughout the city extending to every portion of the city limits. All around the extreme edges of the city was a five story high concrete and steel wall. It wound its way through hills and valleys, and passed over three different rivers that made up the new limits of New Richmond. Along the outside of this monstrous wall, several hundred small villages were established and bustling with activity and all sorts of illicit action that the Alliance government allowed to take place. This illicit activity included slave trading, black marketeering in drugs and weapons, and pretty much anything that could make people money.


The tallest skyscraper in New Richmond was home to the government of the Alliance. Hundreds of offices occupied the two hundred story building, from lowly interns, to the highest government Ministers. This was the brain trust of the Alliance, where all the decisions were made on the fate of the government and its people.


It was here that Marcus came when he was not in the field. And it was here that he had been called this morning, into the office of the highest ranking military officer within the Alliance. Marcus looked across the desk at the man, his uniform modeled after the old Marine Corp uniforms, and decorated with a dozen rows of colorful ribbons. Here was where Marcus desired to sit one day, the fourth most powerful man in the Alliance, and in control of the Alliance’s impressive arsenal of weapons and troops.

“Our mercenaries have begun their attack on Mountain City Marcus.” The man spoke, turning to look at him.


“They will not succeed Commodore.” Marcus replied confidently.


“We have trained them, supplied them. Why do you say they will fail?”


“They seek only to enrich themselves by capturing as many slaves as they can.” Marcus told him. “They do not have the dedication of our most loyal troops.”


The Commodore nodded. “I tend to agree, but they have numbers on their side this time.”


Marcus nodded. “Perhaps Commodore, but the High Elves are not as weak as we like to believe them to be. Their Queen inspires them, and her father is a superior leader of troops. They may inflict some damage, but if our intelligence is accurate, these new forces that have allied themselves with the High Elves will prove most difficult to defeat.”


“Ah yes… you speak of these Genomes that have suddenly been discovered on the moon. The base that was believed destroyed, and now we find is very much active?”


Marcus nodded. “I have read the report by Minister Deval in regards to his stay on this base. I also took it upon myself to delve into the archives to find out what I could about these Genomes.”


The Commodore sat back in his chair. “What did you find?”


“My research is not yet complete Commodore, but what I was able to find is quite interesting. These Genomes were created by our friend Doctor Carson to be the ultimate soldiers of the twenty-first Century.” Marcus spoke. “The program was not without its faults, and the unit led by this Commander Hunter seems to be one of only two successful units of hundreds that were made. The other was an Air Force unit that was lost after the Great Fire. In terms of skills, they are the equal to and possibly superior to even our Heavy Legions. All of them possess the ability to mutate into humanoid forms of the animal DNA that was grafted to their own. All of them were given the genes of the finest military minds of the century, and just one of them could turn the tide of a battle. Their weapons and equipment would be on a par with ours to some extent, and many of the humans that escaped with Hunter from this base on the moon were experts in their fields. If they have allied with the High Elves, our war could become quite expensive in monetary as well as other means.”


“Your report from the field when you were chasing the Queen elf indicated that you believe they were helped by others to escape your grasp.” The Commodore spoke.


Marcus nodded. “I believe they were Commodore. The Alliance Assassins that I sent after Tarifa were slaughtered like so many hogs, and no evidence was left of who killed them. It appears she may have been the first one to stumble upon them. This also indicates they are more than capable.”



The Commodore held out the data pad. “You will find this even more interesting. Our spies within the Wood Elf capital have suggested that Dysea was becoming suspicious of our impending Alliance. She left the city seven days ago and from what they were able to determine she was investigating the attacks on her villages. Carson was with her, and orders were sent down for her termination. Captain Thorn led his Assassin unit after her, and as they were about to capture her, two of these EDEN Raptors showed up filled with these Genomes and at least one squad of High Elf Dragoons. Thorn’s unit was almost completely wiped out, and he was killed in a particularly vicious way.”


Marcus’s eyes grew a little wider. “A bladed weapon was shoved through his head? That is very interesting Commodore as it indicates rage.”


“The anti-air unit assigned to Thorn’s group was able to get off two missiles at these Raptor flying machines. They seriously damaged one and the other escaped.” The Commodore spoke. “It appears the damaged one has crashed on the very edge of The Wastes in western Nebraska.”


Marcus looked at him. “Then they will not survive long Commodore.” He said.


“That is what I first thought.” The man answered, “Until I got this report this morning. This is also the report that initiated the attack against Mountain City. Apparently, Tarifa and Dysea were on this Raptor that crashed, as well as our good friend Doctor Carson.”


Marcus’s eyes took on a predatory stare. “Has that been confirmed Commodore?”


“The Anti-Air officer was positive that the elves were on board the Raptor that crashed.” The Commodore answered. “He was not completely sure of Carson however.”


“Is this why you asked me here today Commodore?” Marcus asked.

“Our mercenary allies were instructed to attack the encampment of refugees from this EDEN base and kill as many as possible.” The Commodore explained. “They were then to attack Mountain City and inflict as much damage as possible there. This was done to keep the Genomes and the High Elves from sending any more reinforcements to search for the crashed Raptor.”


“And you wish me to begin a search for this downed craft Commodore?” Marcus asked.


“Not you personally Marcus, you are needed here. However, I do want you to assign your finest officer to this mission. He is to search for and find this crash site, and if any survived he is to track and kill them.” The Commodore ordered. “Our agents within the Wood Elf cities have already begun to spread rumors that their Queen is dead, and that the High Elves are responsible. Soon our people will make the announcement official, and the war we wanted will begin in earnest.”


“A sound plan Commodore.” Marcus spoke. “What is it you wish me to do?”


“Once you have chosen your officer and given him his orders, you are to report to the Mistresses’ home here in Richmond. She has been asking for you.” The Commodore told him.


Marcus grinned. “I look forward to that Commodore.” He said.


“As does she I assure you.” The Commodore told him. “Do you have an officer in mind?” 


Marcus smiled. “Yes sir I do. I have trained him myself. He should be able to carry out your orders with little difficulty.”

“Excellent. I’ll leave you to your business Marcus. When your time with the Mistress is done, return here and we can discuss the results of the mercenary attacks.”


Marcus rose to his feet, “As you order Commodore.”

WESTERN EDGE OF THE ZONE

Dysea rolled over on the hard packed cave floor, holding her arms across her chest and shivering slightly. The storm continued to rage outside, and she could just make out the security team near the entrance to the cave. The dampness of the cave, especially now that it was night time outside made it very cool. As her eyes drifted over the others in the party she saw the red haired human female Anja lying with her back to the dark skinned female Tarifa had told her was named Julie. The huge black man Tarifa told her was named Daniel was lying with his face in Julie’s soft hair, his long arms wrapped around both females in a sort of protective embrace. Tarifa had told her a little of the three of them, and the fact that they were lovers, though Dysea could still remember the look Anja gave her earlier in the day before they left the crippled Raptor. 
The Holy One was sandwiched between the two female Dragoons accompanying them, while the others were scattered about the cave, draped either in cloaks, or in the genomes’ case simply sleeping quite easily. Tarifa had told her that the body temperature of the genomes ran higher than that of elves and normal humans, allowing them to adapt quite well in chillier surroundings such as this cave.


She and Tarifa had talked for several hours, discovering much about each other that neither of them had ever known. They talked quite a bit about their different peoples, and realized that the High Elves and Wood Elves had much more in common than the Council of Elders for either group had ever let be known. Dysea had found herself allowing her eyes to wander over Tarifa in a way she had never looked at another woman as they talked, her eyes taking in the swell of Tarifa’s breasts and the way her uniform pants encased her tight shapely ass. These thoughts had surprised her at first, until she realized that Tarifa was doing the exact same thing to her. Dysea felt inexplicitly drawn to her, and she could not shake the thoughts of them tangled together without clothes, pleasuring each other in ways she had never imagined. And always within those thoughts was Martin, making them both shudder while screaming out their passion. Whenever either of them looked at her, she felt herself quiver with sensations she had never felt before. Martin’s eyes were especially brilliant even in the dim light of the cave, and whenever she looked at him he always seemed to be watching her, yet not once did she detect the normal look of lustfulness she received from human men. His eyes held something else when they gazed at her, and it was that look that made her shiver in unexplained desire and need.

Martin looked upon her with an enchanting stare that even Tarifa did not receive. She could see whenever he looked at Tarifa that there was caring and desire in his eyes, but it wasn’t the same way he looked at her. When those dark eyes gazed upon her, she could feel them wanting her in such a way that would possess her soul. It made her body tingle whenever either of them looked at her, and it was not something she was used too, but it was something she found she enjoyed immensely.

Dysea turned her head to look at where they had settled to rest, and her eyes followed how Tarifa’s lean leg was draped over his longer ones and how her arm rested on his chest. Her hair was spread out across his chest framing her beautiful face and her glowing sapphire eyes.


Dysea’s eyes grew wide and her head came up slightly when she realized they were both staring at her from across the small distance, and incredibly Tarifa’s eyes were almost glowing. As she lifted her gaze she saw that Martin’s eyes were also impossibly bright in the darkness, a soft yellow glow, and his eyes were also focused on her. Even in the darkness, Dysea saw Tarifa’s hand extend out to her, beckoning her to them.


Dysea made her decision without hesitation and she crawled over to them slowly, her emerald eyes locked on them. She paused when she was close enough to them to hear their breathing, not knowing what to do or what to say. Tarifa decided for her and took her hand gently. 


“You don’t have to be alone anymore Dysea.” She said in a soft, almost musical whisper. “Let us Martin you warm.”


Dysea did not hesitate then, and she moved closer to them, pressing her supple body along the length of Martin’s and immediately feeling the warmth he projected. She lowered her head to his chest, her eyes never leaving Tarifa’s as she brought her leg up along Martin’s to rest atop Tarifa’s leg. She felt Martin’s arm curl around her back, pulling her even closer and his head leaned back on the small pack, his eyes closing slowly. Tarifa’s fingers entwined with her own over the top of Martin’s chest, their faces only centimeters apart, so close that she could smell Tarifa’s peach like scent mingle with the faint scent of mint, like the early mornings in the deep forests. That scent was Martin’s she knew and it filled her with a sense of peace she had not known before this very moment. Her eyes did not open as wide as she thought they would when Tarifa pressed her soft, moist lips to hers and kissed her warmly. It was a kiss not of desire or passion, but a kiss of friendship and feeling and it caused even more warmth to course through her. 

The kiss ended and she watched Tarifa close her eyes, her head relaxing against Martin’s chest. Dysea waited for only a moment before tightening her fingers with Tarifa’s and slowly closing her own eyes sleepily, and without though, nestled her head further into the crook of Martin’s shoulder, his smell permeating her being. She did not see look of satisfaction that adorned Walter’s face from where he lay. 


The first part of his plan was almost complete, and the future of mankind now lay in the embrace of lovers and friends. Walter had not foreseen the attraction that Tarifa and Dysea would have for one another, and the fact that they would become lovers of each other as well as Martin did not escape him either. It was there as plain as the color of the sky. His presence gave them both peace… and he could tell from Dysea’s movements that she was fighting the undeniable attraction to him, and she was losing. He had intended Martin and Dysea to be together, and for Tarifa to share in a friendship with them. That they would become lovers had not come into his calculations, but he knew in the end they would go their separate ways. Dysea was meant for him in a way… drawn to him and he to her… and there would be others Walter sensed… but Tarifa would not be one. Walter closed his eyes once more, pleased that things had worked out they way they had so far, but knowing that things rarely ever worked out the way they were intended.

There was still much to do.


Dysea’s emerald eyes fluttered open at the sound of the voices, feeling the heat of the body pressed against her back. Still in a sleepy fog, she pushed back against the body relishing in the warmth. Her eyes flew open wide when she felt the hand tighten on her breast, and the slim leg pressed tighter between her thighs, coming to rest against her crotch, as she was pulled closer to the body behind her. Moving only her eyes, Dysea looked down slowly, seeing the delicate hand cupping her left breast tightly.

Tarifa’s hand Dysea’s mind screamed.

Dysea’s first thought was to leap away from Tarifa, aghast at the position that they now rested in. She could feel Tarifa’s breath on the back of her neck, and the warmth that spread throughout her every time Tarifa breathed out. It was not hard to discern that Tarifa was sleeping deeply, her chest rising and falling in even intervals, her breasts pressing into Dysea’s back as she subconsciously pulled the heat from Dysea’s body closer to her, thereby pulling Dysea closer. Dysea’s eyes moved toward the entrance of the cave and she saw Martin squatting with a Dragoon officer and the large black man. Her eyes drifted over where the others rested and saw that all of them were still slumbering. She could no longer hear the huge claps of thunder from outside the cave and she assumed the storm was over and it was still very early in the morning. She remembered crawling over to where Martin and Tarifa laid and stretching her body out against theirs. The heat from their combined bodies had quickly chased the chill from her body and Tarifa had clutched her hand as they fell into a restful sleep. 

Dysea didn’t remember how they had shifted during the night, as restful as her sleep was. Now she was being held tightly by a sleeping Tarifa as she spooned her firm body against Dysea from behind. The sensations Dysea felt coursing through her were both thrilling and at the same time confusing. Tarifa’s hand cupping her breast, holding Dysea close to her while her taunt thigh pressed against Dysea’s crotch was generating feelings of passion from deep within Dysea’s belly. Dysea’s mind was racing, telling her that what she was feeling was wrong, while her body continued to respond to Tarifa’s touch. Dysea bit her bottom lip as she felt her nipple harden, pressing stiffly against the fabric of her uniform and jabbing into Tarifa’s palm. Her emerald eyes closed tightly as the image of the red haired female grabbing her in this way flashed across her mind, causing her to become even more excited. Dysea wanted to move her legs to stop the warmth that was rapidly spreading though her pussy as Tarifa’s thigh rubbed against the bottom of her cunt. Tarifa’s breath on the back of her neck was intensifying the emotions swirling within Dysea. She could feel Tarifa’s own nipples become hard and even through their uniforms they stabbed into her back quite noticeably. 

Dysea could only clench her teeth as the pleasurable warmth continued to sweep through her threatening to overcome her sense of reality and respond to the intense feelings she was experiencing.


“Tar… Tarifa,” She finally gasped, gripping Tarifa’s hand with her fingers.


This sudden action woke Tarifa quickly, and she found herself highly aroused, with her lips almost touching the back of Dysea’s neck, much of her silky blond hair spilling across her face. Her own eyes grew wide as she realized she was tightly grasping Dysea’s large breast and her thigh was pressed between Dysea’s legs, the warmth of her aroused pussy burning into her skin.

“Dysea…!” She gasped softly, quickly removing her hand and pulling her leg back. “Oh… I… I’m so sorry. I…”


Dysea’s eyes closed slowly as she felt her arousal begin to pass, but as it passed, she felt a sense of longing fill her as well. A sense of longing that made her belly feel empty, and her heart ache. Tarifa sat up slowly, her eyes looking around quickly, her face embarrassed. She breathed a sign of relief when she realized that no one had seen their predicament and she watched as Dysea slowly sat up as well.


“Dysea… I must apologize.” She spoke quickly. “I… I was dreaming… and I did not know… I did not feel Martin leave us.”


Dysea turned her emerald eyes on Tarifa, took a deep breath and forced a small smile. “Nor did I.” She said.

“Forgive me… forgive me for being so… so inappropriate.” Tarifa said softly.


“Tarifa… were you… were you dreaming about me?” Dysea asked her eyes wide.


Martin saved Tarifa the embarrassment of having to say yes when he came into the small perimeter. “Rise and shine folks!” He spoke in a hushed voice.


Tarifa and Dysea both looked at him oddly for his tone of voice and as the others began to rise he told them why.


“I got good news and I got bad news.” Martin said. “The good news is that the storm is over. The bad news is that we have company coming.”


This statement brought everyone fully awake, and Dysea and Tarifa forgot all about what had happen between them.


At least for the immediate future it seemed.


“I make them about two miles away and closing Skipper.” Danny spoke, lowering the binoculars.


Radama lowered the set he was using and nodded. “I concur.” He spoke.


Martin nodded and turned as Tarifa and Dysea came out of the cave with several others. He turned back to Danny, “Numbers?”


“Looks like thirty at least, maybe more.” Danny replied.


Tarifa came right up to Martin and laid her hand on his arm. “Are they Acid Nomads?” She asked.


Martin nodded. “About three dozen of them, and they are heading straight here.”


“May I?” Dysea asked holding out her hand.


Martin looked at her for a long moment, his nose twitching just a bit. Tarifa knew then that he could smell Dysea’s excitement, and she held her face emotionless as she realized she’d had the same effect on Dysea as Dysea had on her. Tarifa did not want to mention that her own panties had been soaked through when Dysea had woken her, and she knew Martin could smell her. And now he could smell Dysea as well. She watched him gaze at Dysea in a way he did not look at her, and Tarifa smiled inwardly. The last few weeks with Martin had been an experience she would not forget, or ever regret. The sex between them was amazing, but always she could feel him holding something back. Looking at him now… Tarifa knew he had opened her eyes to so much more. She did not love him, that she knew for certain, but what they had shared had brought them closer than she would have thought. As she watched him stare at Dysea she felt a sense of satisfaction that Martin and Dysea had finally come together. And after waking this morning Tarifa hoped that perhaps they would allow her to explore them both before their time together was done. Martin held out the binoculars to her.


Dysea lifted the binoculars to her eyes and scanned the two long columns of Nomads that were approaching the cave. She lowered them just as quickly and looked at Martin. “We can not stay here.” She said. “We will become trapped in the cave and they will only have to starve us out.”


Martin nodded slowly. “I know. Luckily for us however, Radama couldn’t sleep and he did a little exploring while everyone was catching some winks. He found a back way out of the cave; Jules and Anja are leading everyone there now.”


“Where does it come out?” Tarifa asked.


“It comes out about a mile further north.” Martin answered. “If we beat feet we can make it to Crawford before dark.”

“Is it wise to occupy buildings?” Dysea asked, looking at Martin.


Martin met her emerald eyes and shrugged. “It beats staying out in the open.” He replied. “It also beats staying in this cave waiting for them to find us wouldn’t you agree?”


Dysea nodded slowly, her eyes fixed on him. His words had not been spoken in a demeaning fashion to her. They had been a simple statement of fact. Based on what Dysea had briefly seen and what Tarifa had told her… Martin and the others with him had every right to walk around arrogant yet she detected none of that from any of them. “Yes it does.” She replied meeting his gaze.


“It will also allow my people to find us more easily if we are not underground.” Martin said.


“Will they be looking for us?” Dysea asked.


Martin smiled, but it was a forced smile and Dysea knew that. “Don’t you worry; we’ll have you back to your people in no time.” Dysea lowered her eyes as he took the binoculars back from her and lifted them to his face. She glanced quickly at Tarifa, who was watching her closely. The emotions that had surged through her when she had awakened in Tarifa’s grasp had been nearly overwhelming to say the least, and that they had been inspired by another female was even a greater shock. Perhaps the greatest shock of all to Dysea was that a powerful desire to bed the High Elf Queen was coursing through her. Not to mention the strange emotions that swirled through her when the red haired female gazed at her.

“Ok folks, time to beat feet. Radama, take our two Queens and follow the others. Danny and I will bring up the rear.” Martin spoke finally.

Radama nodded and sat up looking at Tarifa and then Dysea. “If you’ll follow me Milady? Queen Dysea?” He said.


Tarifa took Martin’s hand. “You’re coming?” She asked.


Martin smiled and nodded at her. “I’ll be right behind you.” He replied. He waited until they had started back into the cave before tapping Danny on the shoulder. “Let’s boogie Dan.”


Dan nodded and rolled over, moving out in front of Martin as they headed back into the cave. Martin took one final look before following Danny into the cave. He paused for a moment as his eyes adjusted and then continued deeper into the darkened cave. The lights from their perimeter had been removed and repacked into their gear and Martin did a last once over of where they had spent the night before following the echo of Dan’s footsteps in front of him. As he came around the corner he saw Tarifa and Dysea standing with Radama by a small opening in the rock wall. Dan was just squeezing through as Martin came up to them.

“What are you doing?” he asked.


“Waiting for you!” Tarifa spoke firmly.


“They would not leave without you.” Radama told him sheepishly.


“Well I’m here… so let’s go.” Martin told them. “Radama go ahead and…”


All of them heard the shifting of the rocks around them and froze.


“What was that?” Dysea asked her emerald eyes darting around.


“I don’t think we want to know.” Martin spoke. “Radama… start squeezing through the passage, we need to…”


Radama was halfway through the opening in the cave wall and he was looking at Martin speak when suddenly Martin was no longer there. His eyes grew wider as he saw Tarifa and Dysea also drop from his view as the cave floor opened up beneath them with a loud grumbling noise and the three of them disappeared.


Martin felt himself hit the cool water after what he estimated as a sixty meter fall, sliding down the hole that opened up beneath him. He had bounced off several walls enroute to his forty meter drop into the water, all this zipping through his brain as he kicked for the surface of the water.


His head broke the surface and he spit water from his mouth, just as Tarifa’s soaked head broke the surface of the still water two meters away.


“Tarifa,” Martin barked, kicking his legs powerfully and stroking to her side. 


Tarifa dragged her soaked hair out of her face, her legs kicking furiously under the water, and she coughed and spit out water as Martin grabbed her hand. Her eyes opened wide and she saw him.


“Martin where is Dysea?” She gasped, spinning around in the water. “She fell with me.”


Shit!” Martin cursed. His eyes searched all around them, and he saw the small beach a hundred meters away. “I’ll get her… go to the beach!”

“Martin!” Tarifa yelled her voice panic stricken. “Find her!”


“I will! Now swim!” Martin snapped. Martin took a deep breath and dove back under the surface. It was surprisingly light in the cavern they had dropped into, and the water was very clear. The water they had fallen into looked to be only thirty feet or so deep and he spotted Dysea quickly. She was struggling mightily, her eyes wide in fear, her cheeks bulging in her effort to keep from ingesting water and drowning. Martin kicked powerfully towards her, his SEAL training returning to the forefront. He had always been the strongest swimmer in his team, able to swim a mile underwater in only two minutes and thirty-nine seconds. He reached Dysea in twenty seconds, grabbing her around her waist. She clawed at his shoulders in desperation, her eyes nearly bugging out of her head. Her blond hair floated all around her terrified face and Martin did the only thing he could think of. He grabbed her face in his hands and sealed his lips over her mouth just as she closed her eyes and took a deep breath.


Dysea’s lungs heaved inward, her nails digging so hard into Martin’s neck that they drew blood. She expected to feel cold water fill her lungs, and her eyes flew open when instead she felt warm air fill them. She had never learned to swim, and when she hit the water it had stunned her long enough for her to sink nearly halfway to the bottom before she began to struggle back for the surface. It was to no avail, as her combat boots and uniform were heavier than she had the strength to balance, and she panicked as she continued to sink. Martin had placed his lips over hers just as she had given up, unable to hold her breath any longer. They were now on the bottom of the body of water they had fallen into, Dysea staring into his dark eyes as she inhaled.

Martin released one side of her face and wrapped his arm around her waist pulling her tightly to him as he held her head in place locked with his lips. Her eyes were still wide with fear and he needed to calm her down quickly. Martin could hold his breath for six minutes, but that was when he was calm and not sharing the air with someone else. He pressed her body close to his and felt her arms encircle his shoulders tightly. He stared into her eyes and brought his hand from the back of her head to her cheek and caressed her cheek softly, enticing her to remain calm and breathe normally. Dysea realized quickly what he was doing, and she loosened her grip on his shoulders slightly, forcing herself to still her racing fear, her face becoming more relaxed as she felt Martin nod his head ever so slightly and she willed her racing heart to slow. She felt his hands move around to take hold of her waist and he lifted his eyes upwards. Dysea nodded and Martin pushed off the bottom and they rocketed for the surface.

Tarifa knelt in the water, her sapphire eyes searching the surface of the calm underground lake. She was soaked to the bone, yet the air here was not chilly. She felt her heart racing in anguish as she waited for Martin to break the surface. She cried out in joy as Martin breached the calm surface and she saw blond hair wrapped around him. She felt nothing but relief, at the sight of both of them, even when she realized their lips were locked tightly together.


Martin held her waist tightly as he treaded water, and he took his lips from over Dysea’s mouth and she gasped and breathed deeply of the air around them. She held him tightly as she lowered her eyes back to his. “I… I can’t swim.” She said.

Martin grinned. “Yeah… I figured that out.” He replied. “Just hold on to me.” He lifted his head and saw the blinking light above them coming from the hole they had fallen through. Dysea watched as he reached into his vest and pulled out the small flashlight. He lifted it toward the blinking light and flashed off a message of his own. The light responded and then it quickly disappeared. 


“Hold on.” Martin told her as he began to swim for the shore where Tarifa waited.


The Master Chief pulled himself back up the rope quickly, and climbed from the edge of the collapsed floor. He looked at Danny who was wedged into the opening in the rock wall as he held out his hand. Tony took the hand and Danny eased back through the opening. The Master Chief turned his body and followed Dan the ten meters into the next tunnel where the others waited.


“Master Chief?” Julie asked.


“They’re alive.” Tony spoke. “They dropped into some huge cavern with an underground lake and were headed for the shore.”


“Underground lake,” Anja asked the relief at his words very evident in her voice. Only Julie seemed to notice this and she smiled to herself.

“The Great Fire caused many tectonic shifts.” Radama spoke up. “We have found many of these caverns since then. All of them have had a tunnel leading back to the surface.”


“The question is where?” Danny spoke.


“Skipper said to continue with the mission.” The Master Chief told them. “He would move north and try to link up with us as soon as they could.”


Danny nodded. “Then let’s move. Those acid nomad fuckers might not be able to get across that cave in, but they might know where this tunnel exits and I don’t want to give them the opportunity to find us. Chief I want you to head back there and drop the skipper two of the survival packs from the Raptor and then you bring up the rear.”


Tony nodded and headed back through the crevice. 


Martin lay on his back on the shore, breathing deeply of the fresh air as Tarifa fell to the ground next to him. 

“Martin!” She gasped, taking his face in her hands.


Martin looked at her and smiled a crooked smile. “There’s nothing like a cool sixty meter plunge into an underground lake to energize the morning uhu?” He said.


Tarifa’s eyes narrowed and she slugged him in the shoulder. “You jerk!” She yelled. “I thought you both had drowned!” Tarifa turned away from him to where Dysea lay on the ground next to him breathing deeply as well. “Dysea are you hurt?” She reached out and helped her to sit up as Dysea looked at her.


Dysea saw the genuine concern for her in Tarifa’s sapphire eyes, and it made her flush with warmth. She shook her head gently. “No… just scared. I… I never learned how to swim.” She explained sheepishly. “I just sank to the bottom.”


Martin sat up and took in their surroundings. The cavern they were in appeared to be easily half a mile across and a mile long. Martin could see the stalactites protruding downward from the cavern ceiling, extending as far as his eyes could view. The shoreline also extended in both directions out of the line of sight with rock formations every few hundred feet, some extending directly out into the water.

“Well this is neat.” He spoke.


Tarifa and Dysea both looked up and their eyes did as Martin’s were doing; taking in the area around them.


“High Elf researchers have discovered caverns such as this, but I have never been to one.” Tarifa spoke. “The Great Fire caused many tectonic shifts to occur, and these caverns are the result.”


“It is fresh water.” Dysea spoke now. “And the temperature is not as cold as I would have thought it would be.”


Martin nodded. “That means it’s being fed from somewhere else.” He got to his feet slowly, shaking the water out of his weapons and his small pack. “We need to move north and try to link up with the others.”


Dysea looked up at him. “That was the light we saw?” She asked him. “The one you signaled?”


Martin nodded. “They were signaling us. I told them we were alive and that we would move north to meet up with them.” He knelt next to the small packs that had dropped from the hole as he and Dysea had started to swim for shore. They had been inflated in such a way that the contents of the packs remained dry. Martin pulled his blade from his belt and punctured the air bags in both packs, deflating them. He pulled them open and began taking items from inside the packs. He transferred all the gear into one pack and hefted it to his shoulders. 

“We got some dry uniforms and rations and stuff.” He spoke to Tarifa and Dysea. “We’ll move to those rocks and change, and I’ll move ahead to get our bearings.”


Tarifa and Dysea blew air into the chambers of their weapons, water spurting out of the barrels. Dysea looked at Martin. “Will these weapons fire if they have gotten wet?” She asked.


Martin grinned, “Oh yeah!” He answered. “C’mon let’s get moving.”


Dysea finished lacing up her boots and buckled the holster around her waist. There were no new undergarments, so Dysea had decided to forgo putting on the soaked white lace thong panties she always wore, as well as the lace bra. She looked at her breasts before buttoning the fatigue shirt, proud of their firmness and knowing she did not need to wear a bra. She grabbed her wet uniform and started to climb over the rocks to rejoin with Tarifa and Martin. She had only gone a few meters when her elf ears picked up their voices. She crept forward slowly, until she could look around the large rock face. Her eyes went a little wider when she did.

Tarifa and Martin were still only half clothed. Neither of them had their shirts on, and like Dysea, Tarifa had decided to not put her wet undergarments back on. At the moment she was currently sitting in Martin’s lap, her firm tits crushed against his bare chest as they shared a very deep and heated kiss.


Dysea watched as Tarifa pulled his face from hers, their lips joined by a long strand of salvia for a brief moment, their faces flush and their lips moist. Dysea let her eyes wander over Martin’s chest, taking in every contour of his powerfully packed muscles and abdomen. Her eyes took in the black flame tattoos that crisscrossed his chest and shoulders, as well as his back, and she heard Tarifa speak.


“That was a very brave thing you did Martin. You saved Dysea’s life you know.” She told him softly.


Martin smiled and nuzzled her throat, and Dysea’s eyes went wide when she saw his canine teeth extend half an inch and gently nibble Tarifa’s tanned satiny skin, “That little swim?” He spoke “I’ve jumped from higher and landed in deeper water. She would have been alright… but I think she is still recovering and everything that has happened has shocked her.” He told her quietly reaching up to stroke her cheek. “You dreamed about her last night didn’t you?”


Tarifa nodded with a slight smile, totally devoid of any embarrassment with the man she had shared so many pleasurable moments with in the last few weeks. “It was… it was very vivid Martin.” She said softly. 


Martin smiled. “No kidding. I did too… that’s why I got up and left the two of you. I could smell you from the front of the cave. And I could… I could smell her as well. She smells like wildflowers when she’s excited.” He said almost absentmindedly, Dysea’s scent coming to him now. She was only a few meters away.

“Martin I woke up with her breast in my hand and my thigh pressing against her… against her pussy.” Tarifa spoke, her cheeks turning slightly red as she spoke the words. “It was glorious… though it was very embarrassing.”


Martin reached up and pulled some of her hair from her face, his hands running down her shoulders and stroking her arms. “She has affected you quite a bit.” He said.


Tarifa looked at him. “She has affected you even more.” She said with a gentle smile. “I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

“Tarifa I…” Martin started to speak.


Tarifa put a finger to his lips and stopped him. “What we have shared these past weeks has been wondrous Martin Hunter. I think however that both of us have known that it would not last. We… we are meant for others… you more than I, if what I feel is correct.”

“What do you feel?” Martin asked her.


“There is something about you Martin.” She spoke, “Something that you will not let me see. You keep it chained well… but it is meant for others. I believe Dysea is one of them.”


“You are attracted to her as well, aren’t you?” Martin said.


Tarifa nodded with a shy smile, “Surprisingly very much so.” Tarifa answered. “I believe I feel it from her as well… but since I have never been with a woman… I don’t know. Our… our relationship has opened my eyes to many things that I would not have thought of before. And for that… I will be eternally grateful to you for.”


“I have felt different since returning to earth.” Martin spoke. “I can’t explain it… but something inside me is calling out. To what I don’t know…”


“It will come to you in time.” Tarifa said with a seductive grin. “I would hope that until we decide it would be best to part ways, you would still allow me the pleasure of being with you.” 


Martin smiled as well. “You have turned into a little vixen.” He said with a soft chuckle.

Tarifa smiled and nodded before kissing his lips softly. “What you have shown me I have never experienced before, and I have discovered I like it very much.” Martin looked at her oddly and she drew back just a little. “What is it Martin?”


“Your… your teeth Tarifa” Martin said his eyes a little wider. “They are…” He reached up and with his index finger he traced her now half inch long canine teeth.

Tarifa smiled brilliantly and nodded. “They are becoming like yours.” She stated proudly.

Martin looked confused. “How… how is that possible?”


“I don’t care how it’s possible, all I know is I can feel the changes inside me and I love them.” Tarifa said. “My senses are more alive, I can smell you more clearly. I feel energized Martin, like a whole new world is opening to me.”


“You… you welcome this change?” He asked surprised. This was something he had not expected and it surprised him quite a bit.

“This change makes me more like you. I feel stronger and more alive, and it is a wonderful feeling.” Tarifa told him. “Why would I not welcome it? I spoke very briefly with Anja, but I was unable to go into details. I will talk with her when we have more unexciting things to do.”


Tarifa kissed him deeply, and felt his arms encircle her, his tongue probing and finding hers and quickly defeating her in a tongue duel. Her breasts were crushed against his bare skin, her nipples erect from both the coolness of the air and her own excitement. After a long moment they parted once more, Martin nuzzling her throat and Tarifa grasping his head tightly, turning her face to the side with her eyes tightly shut. 


Dysea wore a stunned look as she too saw that Tarifa’s canine teeth had indeed become longer, extending to nearly three quarters of an inch in length now. Their entire conversation had been in regards to their feelings for her, and instead of being aghast and disgusted, Dysea found herself actually enticed by the thought. She could not deny the attraction she felt for Martin, picturing him fucking her brains out made her extremely wet between her thighs, yet it was the pictures in her mind of her and Tarifa that surprised her. She found herself becoming supremely aroused by the thought of making love to Tarifa and exploring her taunt body. Dysea found herself wanting to taste her, desiring to explore every centimeter of her tanned flesh, and have Tarifa do the same to her.

Martin’s words shook away her thoughts.


“I need to scout ahead.” He told Tarifa, easily getting to his feet even with Tarifa in his lap. She uncoiled her body from around him, yet kept her arms around his shoulders as he stood to his full height and lowered her gently to the ground. “I don’t think Dysea needs to come around the corner and see us like this. Not yet.”


Tarifa nodded with a seductive smile and kissed him. “I will finish getting dressed and we will wait for you.”


Martin nodded as well and reached down to pick up his combat vest and weapons. He looked at Tarifa’s tits standing proudly in full display for him, her nipples beckoning to him and he almost lost control and took her right there. Martin smiled as he turned and headed down the shoreline.


Dysea leaned against the rocks for a long moment, calming her heart and taking deep breaths. When she had complete control of her emotions once more she made a few small noises and then stepped around the rocks. Tarifa was buckling on the combat vest, and she turned to see Dysea come from the side.

Tarifa jacked the first round into the chamber of the K12 before sliding it into the holster on her thigh. “Martin went to scout ahead. He said we should wait here for him.”


Dysea stepped up to her slowly, seeing Tarifa begin to spin her long hair in her hands to put into a pony tail. Dysea pulled her own pony tail forward and removed the lower two strands of silk that tied her hair. She held them out to Tarifa. “Take these.” She said.


Tarifa looked at her as she held out the elaborate strands of silk. “I… I have the leather.” She said.


Dysea shook her head. “These are silk. They are stronger and they will not tangle your hair when you go to remove them. They also do not suck the moisture from your hair as the leather does.”


Tarifa took the strands of silk slowly. “Thank you.” She said.


Dysea moved in front of her and sat on the small boulder. “May… I ask you something Tarifa?”


“Certainly,” Tarifa replied.


“Martin. He… he is different isn’t he?” Dysea asked her. “The Holy One told me a little of him… that he was not completely human. That is why his aura is a darker green isn’t it?”


Tarifa nodded slowly. “They were called Genomes.” She said.


“The Holy One told me that, but before he could go into more detail we were set upon by the Alliance Assassins.” Dysea explained.


“I do not know the full story…” Tarifa said. “I will tell you what I have learned from Martin and some history files that I was given.”


“Yes please.” Dysea said.


“The Holy One created them in the mid twenty-first century.” Tarifa began. 


Tarifa talked for nearly thirty minutes, telling Dysea as much as she knew; which was more than most people. Throughout it 
all Dysea simply stared at her, watching as her lips moved, and how her breasts rose and fell evenly. Tarifa’s voice was like a soft music to Dysea’s ears and it relaxed her greatly. She absorbed all the information that Tarifa gave to her, and almost didn’t notice when Tarifa finished speaking.

“Dysea, are you alright?” Tarifa asked.


“You… you and Martin are… you are lovers?” Dysea asked the question, trying her best not to sound that interested even though she already knew the answer. She saw the look on Tarifa’s face and raised her hand. “Forgive me… I should not have asked. I apologize.”


“There is nothing to apologize for.” Tarifa told her, moving off the rock she was sitting on. “But you ask a question you already know the answer to. Why?”

Dysea looked at her as Tarifa moved closer to her. “I… I don’t know.”


Tarifa nodded. “Yes we are, though now that you have come into his life… things will change I think.”


“Me?” Dysea asked. “Why?”


Tarifa looked at Dysea, her eyes following the curve of her neck and the outline of her lips. Her eyes also took in the swell of her large breasts, and the way the fatigue pants clung to her skin. Her platinum blond hair was clean and silky, her eyes bright and alive. Tarifa made a decision then and moved closer to Dysea.


“You asked me this morning if I had been dreaming of you when I was sleeping.” Tarifa said.

Dysea was frozen in her spot on the small rock and unable to move as Tarifa moved to within inches of her face. She could see Tarifa’s wide sapphire eyes that were alive with passion and desire. Dysea knew that look well; she had seen it in the eyes of many men, yet she had never seen desire for her in another woman’s eyes. She nodded her head slowly.


“Yes… yes I did.” She replied, her chest heaving in the excitement that was welling up inside her, and the hope that Tarifa would kiss her. Dysea’s mind was racing in confusion, yet she could not push back the thoughts and the powerful desire that was building within her. She wanted Tarifa to kiss her. She wanted Tarifa to take her right here and right now, and that realization frightened her, yet it thrilled her even more.

Tarifa lowered her hand to Dysea’s leg, running her fingers up the length of Dysea’s slim and muscular thigh. Dysea flinched at the intimate touch, but she did not draw away and Tarifa looked at her, passion searing through her veins. She brought her face close to Dysea, and saw her emerald green eyes wide in surprise, but also in wonderment. Their lips were only a few millimeters apart and Tarifa extended her tongue slowly, running the tip hesitantly over Dysea’s soft moist lips.


Tarifa stared into Dysea’s eyes, searching for any sign of rejection or doubt. Her heart sang when she saw none and Tarifa knew she could no longer hold back her emotions. She wanted this woman almost as much as she desired Martin. She could not deny it any longer and she did not care where they were. She needed Dysea now.

“Yes… I was dreaming of you.” Tarifa spoke softly before covering Dysea’s full lips with her own.


Dysea could not help the whimper of delight that escaped her throat as Tarifa’s lips covered her own. Her body tensed as she felt Tarifa’s warm moist tongue gently probing, teasing and seeking entry into her mouth. Her mind burst open with stars at the new and incredible sensations that erupted within her, and when she felt Tarifa’s strong hand come up and firmly cup her large breast, Dysea surrendered to what she was feeling.


Tarifa’s eyes closed sensuously when Dysea’s soft and delicious lips parted even wider. With barely controlled glee she plunged her tongue into Dysea’s warm mouth searching for what she wanted as she gently pulled Dysea from the rock and onto the softer earth. She had laid out the liner of one of the space blankets on the ground before she began to change out of her wet clothes, and this is where she directed Dysea. Tarifa’s hands worked frantically at the buttons of Dysea’s fatigue top, and finally she got the last one unfastened and pulled it open, exposing Dysea’s firm 34C tits to her hungry eyes. Her eyes grew wide with passion as she saw that Dysea’s upper body was tattooed with a light blue ink, several light blue circles extending down between her firm tits, and what appeared to be a pendant of some kind tattooed around her belly button. Her belly button was adored with a glittering emerald piercing, and as Tarifa pulled her top from her shoulders, she saw delicate tattoos across her shoulders and circling her upper arms. 


Dysea’s nipples were incredibly erect, standing out proudly in excitement the likes of which Dysea had never imagined she could experience. Dysea gasped loudly when Tarifa’s lips descended hungrily to her tits and took her left nipple into her warm mouth. Her hands went to Tarifa’s head and her fingers entwined within her silky black hair as pleasure shot through her body like an electric current. 

Tarifa suckled hard on Dysea’s nipple, her own body awash with fire as her hands struggled to remove Dysea’s pants. Dysea was clutching her head, her breath coming in ragged gasps at what she was experiencing. Tarifa switched to Dysea’s other nipple, using her new canine teeth to nipple the erect bud, drawing yelps of pleasure from the beautiful blond woman beneath her. Tarifa dropped one hand slowly down Dysea’s flat abdomen, feeling her stomach clench at the touch of an unfamiliar hand. Tarifa slowly and deftly used her fingers to unbutton Dysea’s pants. Her own body was on fire, her pussy already soaking through her pants at her own excitement. She stretched her fingers out, delving further down Dysea’s firm abdomen, searching for the prize she so wanted.


Dysea’s hand grabbed Tarifa’s wrist just before her fingers touched her dripping pussy. Tarifa’s face came up from her tits, her eyes smoldering in passion, her lips moist from sucking Dysea’s nipples. Tarifa blinked quickly, and questions filled her eyes as she stared at Dysea’s wide emerald eyes.


“Ta… Tarifa… we…” Dysea gasped, trying to control her breathing.


“Dysea… please… I… I want you!” Tarifa pleaded with her in a husky voice. “I… I want to taste you… I want to possess you… please don’t… please don’t make me stop.”


Hearing Tarifa’s words brought down what little remained of Dysea’s resistance. Dysea’s eyes grew wider as she allowed the passion to sweep through her unchecked. She released Tarifa’s wrist and gasped when Tarifa’s fingers found the thin line of platinum blond hair above her engorged clit and gently her fingers snaked through the soft hair to find what they were seeking.


Tarifa’s eyes filled with awe and a renewed passion as she found Dysea’s erect clit, and discovered the surprise. Drawing a gasp from Dysea as she settled back onto the blanket, Tarifa tore at her fatigue pants. Dysea frantically lifted her hips from the blanket to allow Tarifa to strip her, and then she felt the coolness of the air around her on her bare thighs as Tarifa pulled them off her in one powerful yank. Tarifa did not pause and squirmed lower on the blanket, to settle between Dysea’s thighs. Her eyes were focused on the beautifully trimmed platinum blond hair just above Dysea’s throbbing clit, and the glittering diamond ring that pierced that beautiful swollen clit. Tarifa turned her head slightly, taking in the wide tattoo that decorated and circled completely Dysea’s taunt thigh, and the intricate wave design that was inside the tattoo. Her lips grazed the tattoo, tasting her flesh, as her tongue traced a long path up the inside of that thigh to the outer lips of Dysea’s pussy. Tarifa closed her eyes a she nestled her nose in the soft blond hair, breathing deeply of Dysea’s passion. Her mind recalled Martin’s words to her on how Dysea smelled like wildflowers, and Tarifa smelled them now quite powerfully, and it was Dysea’s own excitement that washed away any lingering doubts about what she was about to do.

Tarifa reached up slowly with her long fingers, tracing a line along the outside of Dysea’s dripping cunt, until she placed her index finger on the diamond ring that pierced Dysea’s blood engorged clit. She felt Dysea’s stomach clench, and her fingers entwined in her black hair. She felt Dysea pull her head towards her blond pussy and she smiled, her canine teeth now fully extended in passion. Tarifa leaned forward, took Dysea’s throbbing clit within her warm lips and flicked the diamond ring gently. Dysea gasped in delight, and her thighs tightened in anticipation. Tarifa closed her lips tighter around Dysea’s sweet tasting clit, her juices already splashing across her face and sliding down her throat. Tarifa grabbed her powerful ass cheeks in both hands and sucked hard on Dysea’s throbbing clit, her tongue flicking madly across the diamond piercing.


Dysea’s eyes flew open wide, the muscles in her neck straining as she opened her mouth and screamed in unashamed pleasure as the most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced ripped through her very being. Her legs clenched and she locked her heels behind Tarifa’s shoulders, her hands gripping her lover’s head tightly, as her pussy convulsed and sent rivers of her cum flooding into Tarifa’s sucking mouth.  

Tareif stood to one side of the platform as the last of the Raptor’s settled for a landing trailing smoke as the sun began breaching the horizon. The remaining hours of the previous night had been long and very arduous. Tareif was amazed at the organization that Commander Hunter’s people had, and immediately upon receiving the order from Kenneth, they began pulling up roots. The attack came from the north, as hundreds of human mercenaries hit the refugee encampment. Men, women and children were in some cases tossed into the back of Raptors and the two transports. At least five of the Raptors that had come from EDEN were destroyed by anti-air missiles as they lifted off fully loaded with civilians. Mortar rounds were dropping within the encampment perimeter, shredding flesh and smashing bone, but the genome soldiers never gave up.

Tareif had watched in stunned silence as fire balls blossomed from the area of the encampment, and Raptors began arriving to offload passengers. In displays of courage he would not soon forget, the pilots of the flying craft would take off immediately to return for more of their people or to provide close air support. Hunter had laid out a killing perimeter all around the encampment, a perimeter that included mines and booby traps. He was receiving reports from the half dozen Dragoons that had remained in the encampment and who were fighting beside the genomes, and what they were telling him was incredible... even unbelievable in some cases. These genomes were savage fighters, and even though wounded horribly, they would stagger to get the civilians to the Raptors and transports. They just never gave up, as if defeat or surrender never crossed their minds. 
Ultimately it would be that dedication and sacrifice that allowed all but three hundred of the civilians they were tasked with protecting to escape. The price was terribly high though, as Tareif watched Kenneth silently counting off the number of their dead. Martin had come to the surface with fifty-three genomes in his team. As the last Raptor landed on the platform, Tareif learned that only nineteen had survived the attack, and that included the nine that were present in Kenneth’s team. He also learned that if not for the actions of two of the now dead genomes, all of the elves that had been fighting with them would be dead as well. Though hideously wounded they had physically tossed the six elves into the last Raptor before it lifted off. Both of them had been shot nearly a dozen times, in places that would have dropped any normal human or elf, yet they hadn’t fallen until Tareif’s elves were safe.

Tareif watched as Kenneth slowly walked up to him. His face was emotionless, but Tareif could detect the anger that was boiling just beneath the surface.


“The pilot of the last Raptor reports that the mercenaries are advancing on the city. They have set up heavy mortars to the north, and it appears they are massing for a full blown ground assault.” Kenneth spoke. “He estimates they will begin shelling once they have their mortars in position. Perhaps thirty minutes.”


Tareif’s jaw clenched tightly. “We have nothing that can reach the valley.” He spoke.


“You have heavy mortars sir.” Kenny spoke. “The Skipper said if we cut some tress back, they could hit the valley.”


Tareif’s eyes lit up. “Yes! I remember him saying that now!” Tareif turned to Telan who stood behind him. “Order all the mortar positions on the north side of the city to stand by to fire. Get as many engineers as you can gather and have them use hand lasers to cut back enough tree limbs to give the mortars a clear angle of at least eighty-six degrees!”


“Eighty-six degrees War Master?” Telan spoke. “That is almost straight up!”


“I know damn it! The heavy mortars covering the north perimeter have a range of ten miles. They can reach the valley with ease if their elevation is above seventy degrees! Now do as I order you!” Tareif snapped.


Telan nodded and turned to go just as seven genomes walked up to them carrying long black cases. Tareif looked at them oddly and turned to Kenny. “What is this?”


“Snipers sir,” Kenny replied. “I was going to position them on the far north platform and have them take targets of opportunity. I also want to move three Raptors to that platform and have them use their Sabot Cannons from a stationary position, while three more orbit out of missile range. The cannons have a range of thirty kilometers sir.”

“And your sniper weapons, what is their range?” Tareif asked.


“My people can hit the ass on a fly at three miles with these things.” Kenny replied.


Tareif nodded. “Then I have a better position for them.” He said. He pulled the map locator from his belt and activated it. A detailed map of the surrounding area came up and Tareif pointed to it. “Have one of your Raptors drop your snipers here on top of this ridge. I will send spotters for your people. It is well concealed and the Alliance mercenaries will not know where you will be firing from.”


Kenny nodded, “Works for me.” He said.


Tareif looked at him. “Why are you helping us?” He asked. “Your encampment is destroyed; many of your people are dead. We have been at war with the Alliance for decades. This is not your fight.”


Kenny’s eyes hardened. “It’s our fight now sir. And once the Skipper gets back… I got a feeling these Alliance assholes are going to regret we ever came back to the surface.”


Tareif shuddered inwardly at the man’s words, but nodded his head. “Then we should prepare quickly.” He spoke.

THE WASTES


Dysea’s eyes were half closed in passion, her breath coming in long slow gasps, her chest rising and falling as she tried to regain control of her racing heart. She could feel Tarifa’s soft lips slowly kissing their way back up her supple body, her hands roaming gently over her still painfully erect nipples. What she had just experienced was unlike anything she had ever felt. Unlike Tarifa, Dysea had never been captured and raped by Alliance troops; she was far too skilled a warrior for that to happen. And while Tarifa had allowed more than a handful of male elves to take her to bed, Dysea had had only three lovers in her lifetime. None of the male elves who had shared her bed did so more than once, and Dysea had forgotten them within a week. She was sexually very inexperienced, and until this day had never even entertained the thought of allowing a man, let alone a woman to do what Tarifa had just done to her.


Tarifa was just as overwhelmed as her lover. She had been able to pull her own fatigues off before her own passion had soaked her pants, and now she was just as naked as Dysea was before her. She took her time trailing small kisses back up the firm stomach of the Queen of the Wood Elves, allowing her hands to roam over Dysea’s beautiful tits while she softly kissed and licked her satiny skin. She was attempting to compile her thoughts about what had just happen, and allowing her own body to cool her passions. With Martin being the lone exception, Tarifa had never willingly given pleasure orally to another person. With Martin, she had desired to suck his huge cock almost more than she could stand, and he had rewarded her with his delicious tasting cum. Dysea had produced the same effect in Tarifa, the desire to please her partner with her mouth, and Dysea had also rewarded her with her sweet tasting cum. 

That she had so willingly and happily lapped away at another woman’s cunt surprised Tarifa, but she had cum as well while drinking Dysea’s delicious juices, and no one had to touch her for that to happen. Tarifa spent several moments swirling her tongue around Dysea’s hard nipples, drawing soft gasps from her. Slowly, with an almost embarrassed look on her face, she pressed her naked body against Dysea’s warm flesh and looked into her beautiful face.

“Dy… Dysea… I… I’m sorry.” Tarifa spoke unable to meet her eyes. “I… I don’t know what came over me. I’ve… I’ve never done that before.”

Dysea looked at Tarifa’s flawless face, her eyes heavy in the aftermath of her crushing orgasm. She reached up slowly and let her fingers caress Tarifa’s moist lips, noticing that her juices glistened on her lips and a small portion of her cheeks.
“You… you have never done that before?” Dysea asked more than a little shocked.

Tarifa shook her head slowly, “Never.”

“Then… then how…”

“It… it just seemed like the right thing to do.” Tarifa told her, finally looking into her beautiful eyes. Dysea’s emerald orbs were very bright and alive. “It is… it is what Martin does to me.”

Dysea’s eyes opened a little wider. “Martin… Martin pleasures you like that?” She asked astonished.

Tarifa nodded with a smile, inching her supple body further up Dysea’s lush figure until their breasts were pressed together. “He is the only one to have ever kissed me too. Well… that number now includes you. He is very good at it.” She said wistfully. “Much better than I am.”

“Better?” Dysea asked stunned. The orgasm that Tarifa had produced from her was enough to leave her seeing stars and Tarifa was now telling her Martin was better.
Tarifa’s embarrassment was rapidly leaving her as she reached out and ran her finger across Dysea’s soft lower lip. “Oh yes, much better. You taste wonderful by the way.” She leaned over quickly and pressed her lips to Dysea’s in a heated kiss, her heart singing when Dysea quickly responded with no hesitation.

Dysea returned Tarifa’s kiss without pause, and she could taste herself on Tarifa’s lips and tongue. It caused her body to become even more aroused, and she surrendered to the feelings that this beautiful woman was causing in her. Her arms went around Tarifa’s back, pulling her closer and feeling her breasts press harder against her own. Like Tarifa, Dysea had never been kissed before, and Tarifa’s kisses were igniting parts of her body and mind that Dysea had never known existed.

Tarifa pulled their lips apart almost reluctantly and stared into her lover’s now fiery green eyes. “I… I have something that belongs to you.” Tarifa spoke softly, smiling at her.

Dysea’s eyes filled with confusion. “What… what do you mean?” She asked. Dysea stared into Tarifa’s bright eyes at her words and she felt all her passions, all her desires come forth. If someone had told her a few short weeks ago that she would be lying on the ground with the glorious and naked body of the Queen of the High Elves spread across her equally nude form, Dysea would have cut their tongue out on the spot.
Dysea’s eyes went wide and her head turned to see Martin’s head drop to her abdomen and his tongue extended to lick her stomach and tickle the emerald navel piercing she had. His arms held his powerful upper body away from her, his lower body between her naked legs, and then she felt his massive cock drag across her diamond ringed pierced clit and Dysea’s body arched off the blanket as she howled in the explosive orgasm. 
Dysea’s hands went to his shoulders as his lips descended to her right nipple and she screamed as every thick pulsing inch of his huge cock dragged across her engorged clit and sent massive shudders through her body as she was rocked by a stream of almost violent orgasms. The piercing of her clit had been done at her mother’s suggestion to try and increase her sexual pleasure. Her mother had conducted the procedure, and even though she had taken two of her three lovers after the procedure, it had never lived up to what her mother said it could be. 

That was until this very moment.

Her eyes were frozen wide open as she felt Tarifa engulf her left nipple into her warm mouth and suck hard. Dysea grabbed Martin’s head in her hands as he dragged his throbbing cock back down across her clit, her juices thoroughly soaking his thick shaft and the blanket beneath her. Her head tossed back and forth, her pierced clit sending streaks of pleasure slicing through every part of her body. When she no longer felt his cock touching her spasming pussy, her eyes went to his face and saw that his fangs were fully extended and his eyes had changed to yellow orbs within a black outline. He looked down on her, his strong hands holding her hips, her chest heaving in orgasmic bliss as Tarifa continued to suckle at her breasts. She watched him lean over, Tarifa moving out of the way and he stretched his body out atop hers. He held himself above her, his face inches from her and he lowered his lips to hers and kissed her. Dysea’s wide eyes closed slowly in euphoric bliss as Martin kissed her more intensely than even Tarifa had. His tongue danced with hers in a sensuous tango within their mouths, her arms wrapping around his shoulders. She felt another orgasm building within her just from his kiss and she whimpered into his mouth as it hit her, her fingers digging into his skin.
Martin kissed her deeply until the orgasm had past, and then he broke their kiss, his tongue playfully teasing her upper lip as he looked at her beautiful face. He waited for her eyes to open slowly and then he reached forward and brushed some of her platinum hair from her eyes.

“I… I will stop now!” He gasped between clenched teeth. “I will… I will stop if you are not certain Dysea.”

Dysea was astonished at his words. He had just triggered two orgasms more powerful than the one Tarifa had given her, and that was simply by dragging his enormous cock across her drenched pussy and giving her a toe curling kiss. She glanced between their bodies and saw his thick cock poised at the entrance of her dripping cunt. She was more excited at this very moment than she had ever been in her life, her pussy literally drooling with her cum. She had never seen a cock that was so large and thick, and she wondered briefly if he would even be able to get it all inside her. She looked back to his face, her emerald eyes ablaze with passion and need. Tarifa had awakened within her feelings and sensations she had never thought possible, and hearing Martin tell her he would stop if she was not certain only confirmed what her heart was already telling her.
Dysea glanced at Tarifa who was stretched out alongside them, her hands lazily stroking Dysea’s shoulder and arm. Her sapphire eyes were bright with desire and affection, her lips moist and pouty.

Dysea turned back to Martin and nodded her head, her hands dropping to his powerful biceps as he lifted his body off her and grasped her hips tighter. She gasped when the large head pressed against her pussy lips and her mouth opened in surprise and delight when she felt him pull her closer and sink nearly half his throbbing cock inside her and stop. Dysea’s nails dug into his arms as she felt every thick pulsing vein stretch her pussy beyond anything she had ever experienced. Martin had only half his huge shaft inside her, and already it was more than any of the lovers she had taken in the past. 
“By… by the gods,” She gasped in between shallow breaths. “It… it is so… so big!”

Tarifa smiled and leaned close to her face, allowing her tongue to run across Dysea’s cheek. “He’s amazing… isn’t he?” She whispered in Dysea’s ear, the tip of her tongue playfully flicking at the edge of Dysea’s elf ears. “And he is all yours now Dysea. Though… I do hope you will share from time to time.”

Dysea’s wide eyes looked at her newfound lover’s beautiful face and she turned her head wanting nothing more than to share a kiss with Tarifa. Martin didn’t give her the chance. Dysea’s body once more arched off the blanket and she screamed in glorious rapture as Martin slid the last six inches of his huge throbbing cock into her exceptionally tight pussy and sent Dysea over the edge of the abyss when she felt his extremely hot and cum filled balls nestled against her upturned ass cheeks. When she felt Tarifa lower her head slowly and engulf her maddeningly hard nipple within the grasp of her soft warm lips, Dysea erupted in the most will crushing and indescribable orgasm of her young life. 

Martin leaned forward, the muscles in his neck and shoulders straining in exertion as he held himself still completely buried within Dysea’s wonderfully tight and hot pussy. Pleasure seethed through his veins on a staggering level, unlike anything he had yet experienced with the exception of once. Dysea’s legs were locked around his hips, her nails drawing blood from his skin as she withered beneath him in the grips of a powerful orgasm. Martin could feel her juices exploding from her, coating his buried cock and leaking out the sides of her stuffed pussy down their lower abdomens. He lowered his head next to Tarifa’s and took Dysea’s other nipple within his lips and sucked hard, gently biting the nipple with his extended fangs. He felt her body shudder in another intense orgasm; her head thrust back, her eyes tightly shut and the muscles in her neck straining. It was far too much for him to endure. Her pussy clamped down on his massive cock in the same fashion that Tarifa’s cunt did, milking his throbbing pole with her velvet like heat. Martin’s head came up and he growled in release as his cock expanded within the grip of her clutching pussy and he erupted within her depths.
Dysea’s eyes nearly exploded from her head and she screamed out her pleasure as she felt Martin’s cock grow even larger within her and explode. His massive cock was reaching into her womb, further than she thought possible, and the pleasure that was ripping through her was nothing like she could have possibly imagined. When she felt the first powerful blast of his cum inside her she did the only thing she could think of and she let go, allowing the incredible and staggering sensations to envelope her completely. She cried out in surprise and joy when his arms slid under her waist, pulling her tightly against his hard body and he rolled over quickly causing her to sink even further onto his erupting cock. Her hands went to his powerful abdomen and she held on for dear life as his erupting cock unleashed even more cum into her belly. Her eyes sprang open when she heard Tarifa squeal, and she watched in passionate awe as Tarifa lowered her dripping pussy over Martin’s face. In her passion clouded mind, Dysea could only gaze at the woman who had triggered this release of emotions within her. She watched as Tarifa braced herself with her hands on Martin’s chest and she thrust her hips down hard on Martin’s face. The blissful look on Tarifa’s face told Dysea that she was cumming and cumming hard. She could see Martin’s tongue lapping away at Tarifa’s pussy, the thin line of black hair above her clit soaked in Martin’s salvia and her own juices.
Dysea acted without thinking and reached for Tarifa, taking her head in her hands. Tarifa’s eyes opened wide as Martin’s finger slipped into her virgin ass once again and she could not hold back anymore. She opened her mouth to scream out her pleasure but found Dysea’s warm delicious tasting tongue plunging down her throat for a soul stealing kiss. Tarifa shuddered in another explosive orgasm, her juices pouring out of her and into Martin’s talented mouth. Her eyes slowly closed in blissful release as Martin’s tongue once more brought her up to and over the edge. As she returned Dysea’s kiss with equal passion and feeling, she smiled inwardly knowing what Dysea was about to experience.

Dysea was lost now, immersed in passion and pleasure beyond her imagination. In the back of her mind she was thinking it could not get any better than this. That was until she felt Martin’s thick pulsing cock expand within her again. He was even deeper within her now that she was on top of him, and her pussy held him in such a tight grasp that she felt his cum boil up through his entire length, the veins in his cock pressing against the walls of her cunt. She felt Tarifa break their kiss quickly and then her body lifted off Martin’s face, allowing him to roll over suddenly, clutching Dysea to him possessively and as he pinned her to the soft ground under them, he slammed into her one final time.
 Dysea felt Martin explode within her like a volcano, his hot cum filling her belly once more. Her hands went to her flat abdomen in stunned shock as she felt his cum warm her, and her body responded in kind. The muscles in her body strained almost painfully as her own orgasm ripped through her, stealing away her ability to even scream out her joy. She wrapped her arms around his massive shoulders, Martin’s face burying into the hollow of her throat, Dysea reaching for anything to hold onto as her eyes rolled into the back of her head. Martin pulled her tighter to him, crushing her against his body and to Dysea it was the most wonderful thing he had yet done. As these thoughts flashed through her mind, the red haired human female flashed through her vision as well and then she lost her conscious self to the pleasures she was experiencing.
MOUNTAIN CITY

Tareif moved to one of the last heavy mortar positions on the north side of the city and saw his men struggling to align the mortar into its final firing position. He looked up and saw the gaping hole in the tree branches above the position and asked himself if this was really going to work. The genome Hunter had seemed so certain that it would, and as much as Tareif found himself not liking the man, he quietly prayed that his military tactics were sound.

The mortar officer looked up form his computer panel. “We are ready War Master!” He announced.

Tareif turned to the young elf behind him with the large radio on his back. There had not been time for the genomes to distribute the communications implants for his mortar crews and he was going to have to talk with them the old fashion way.

“Inform all crews I want the first barrage to contain a mixture of White Phosphorous and High Explosive!” Tareif ordered.

The young elf began speaking rapidly into the radio hand set as Tareif’s ear implant cackled to life.

“War Master our snipers are getting into position.” Kenneth’s voice sounded.

“Tell me what they see!” Tareif barked.

“Sniper lead, switch to channel nineteen and give us a god’s view,” Kenneth spoke.

Tareif heard some small static and another voice joined the channel. “We’re in position two point six miles east of the mercenaries. We have nice elevation and a clear field of fire. It looks like they are preparing to fire a battery of 105mm pieces of the towed type.” The female voice reported. “Check that! They’re firing!”

Tareif looked up at the booming sound and within seconds twelve explosions tore up the ground a hundred meters in front of the main defensive wall. Trees were blown into deadly splinters and slashed through the air, slamming into the concrete and wood wall.

“They do not have us ranged yet!” Tareif yelled, not realizing that with his lip mic he didn’t need to shout. “They must have spotters! Find them!”

“Sweeping,” The sniper leader spoke calmly. 

“Got them,” Another voice announced a moment later. “Two FOs, two klicks forward of the battery using long eyes to walk the rounds in.”

“Kill them!” Tareif snapped.

“Roger! Stand by!”


The elf spotter glanced at the male genome who stared down the huge telescopic sight on top of the 20mm sniper rifle. His head was injured, dried blood staining the side of his face and neck, but it was slowly healing.


“The range is two point nine miles.” He said. “Can you hit them from here?”


The genome grinned savagely. “They’re already dead.” He growled.


The elf brought the binoculars back to his eyes and focused on the two spotters that were watching the defensive wall of Mountain City from behind the thick tree. He flinched when the 20mm rifle next to him exploded once and his eyes grew wide when the spotter on the right of the tree pitched forward brutally, a fine red mist spraying all over his partner announcing his head being blown apart. There was a three second pause as the second spotter began to turn and look for an enemy. The second explosion next to him did not cause him to flinch and he saw the 20mm sniper round punch into the chest of the remaining spotter, lifting his body completely in the air and tossing him violently against the tree he was using for cover.


“Targets eliminated.” The sniper spoke calmly. He turned to look at the elf next to him and saw the male elf grinning madly.


“Perhaps you will teach me to use this weapon.” He asked.


The genome grinned as well. “It’s always nice to meet someone who appreciates an art form.” He said. 

Tareif heard the sniper confirm the killing of the spotters and then the female voice came onto the channel once more.


“Sniper Lead to War Master Tareif, give me the green light sir, and I’ll start taking down targets of opportunity starting with obvious officers. We can make them regret they ever set foot in this part of the woods!”


“Permission granted!” Tareif told her with a smile on his lips.


“War Master, all mortar crews are ready to fire!” The young elf radio operator announced.


“Fire!” Tareif yelled without hesitation.


The mercenary commander stood next to his armored command vehicle listening to his artillery officer scream into his radio. He looked at his commander. 


“Spotters aren’t responding!” He yelled.


The commander looked skyward when he heard at least thirty low booms. He knew that sound well and stepped away from his vehicle. “They’re firing mortars!” He yelled.


“That’s impossible!” The artillery officer spoke. “They can’t cover this part of the valley from their city!”


The first explosion proved how wrong he was. The 120mm mortar landed only ten meters from where he stood behind the first gun in his battery and his body disappeared in the blink of an eye as the High Explosive round shredded his body and everything within its fifty meter kill radius into tiny pieces, including the gun he was closest to and the entire crew.


The mercenary commander could only stand in horror as nearly all thirty mortar rounds landed with unerring accuracy and immolated his entire battery of artillery. Almost before the last explosions shredded what remained of his guns, another series of low booms filled the sky. The commander’s eyes went wide in terror as he saw his men stretched out before him, their eyes filled with uncertainty and fear as they looked at what remained of their artillery battalion. They had never been fired upon by heavy guns, and the booming explosions and screams of the dying had frozen most of them in their spots.


And that is where they died.


Tareif turned his head when he heard the loud crack from far above his head announcing that the Raptor on that corner of the high platforms had found a target for its sabot cannon and fired.


“Pour it on!” The voice of the sniper came through his ear piece. “You elf bastards are awesome with those mortars! Drop fifty and fire for effect! You’re tearing them a new asshole!”


Tareif grinned in spite of himself. He knew the derogatory term towards his mortar teams was meant as a compliment and he took it as such. He turned to his radio operator.


“Drop fifty and fire for effect!” He barked. “All crews! Alternate WP and HE rounds! Prepare the Dragoons for a counter attack! I want prisoners!”


The radio operator smiled as he lifted the hand set.

THE WASTES


Dysea finished lacing up her combat boot and sat back up slowly. She gazed at Martin squatting on the rocks twenty meters away as she and Tarifa finished dressing. He had elected to leave his fatigue top off and wear only the t-shirt and combat vest. His head was tilted at an angle as if he was trying to catch a scent. She let her eyes linger on the superbly defined muscles in his arms and shoulders, as well as the way his tattoos highlighted them. She could still hardly believe that only a short time ago, she was wrapped in those powerful arms and screaming her head off in indescribable pleasure.


Dysea smiled as she felt Tarifa come up behind her and lace her arms around her waist, placing her chin on her shoulder.


“He’s beautiful isn’t he?” Her soft voice filled her ear.


Dysea nodded her head and felt the wonderful soreness between her thighs that told her he was not only the most beautiful man she had ever seen, he had fucked her senseless with a cock bigger than any she had ever seen. She turned her head slightly and gazed into the sapphire eyes of her other lover. It had been Tarifa who had opened the door to what she was feeling now.


“I… I still can not believe we actually did what we did.” She said softly.


Tarifa’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Dysea you don’t regret it do you?” She asked softly, her voice carrying a tone of worry.


Dysea shook her head quickly turning to face her, “Oh by the gods Tarifa no!” She spoke, taking Tarifa’s hand and pulling it to her cheek. “It was the most pleasurable experience of my life, every single moment. And I want… I want it to happen again and again.”


Tarifa smiled. “Well that is music to my ears.” She saw the look on Dysea’s face and reached up to caress her cheek. “What troubles you then?” Tarifa asked.


“What… what does this mean for us; for you?” Dysea asked. “Martin… he…”


Tarifa smiled gently. “What Martin and I have shared will remain with me always.” She told her. “But you are the one he truly wants Dysea of the Wood Elves. I could see it by the way he held you so tightly and the way his body responded to yours.”


“I… I do not wish to… take him from you Tarifa.” Dysea spoke quickly.


Tarifa smiled and she kissed her softly. “You can not take from me what was never mine in the first place.” She said. “I do not understand it completely, but what Martin and I have shared was exquisite, but we both know it was not permanent. You are meant for him, and the two of you will not be alone… and I… I was meant for another.”


“But I… I want to… I want to do this again.” Dysea spoke shyly, still coming to grips with what they had shared.


Tarifa smiled. “And we will, for as long as you and Martin will have me.”


“What of… what of the Elders?” Dysea spoke. “They will… they will not approve of this thing we have discovered.”


“Why not?” Tarifa asked.



“Do you think your Council of Elders will accept it?” Dysea asked. “I know mine will not; at least not initially.”


“Dysea… like you, I want this to happen again. Being with… Martin has opened me to new things… and I have promised myself to not ignore what I desire any longer.” Tarifa spoke.


“I do as well.” Dysea told her. “We will have to break this to everyone easily. Now that I have found Martin, I will not lose him. Or the pleasure you have shown me that we can share. We must proceed carefully. You know this better than I.”


Tarifa sighed heavily and nodded. “I know. As much as it pains me to say, it will shock my parents to the core to know about what we have shared.”


Dysea looked at her shaking her head. “My… my mother will adore him.” She said with a smile. “My people are not as… we are not as close minded when it comes to our sexuality.” She said. “And when… when she sees Martin…”

Tarifa smiled. “I would like to be there to see that.”

Dysea leaned over and kissed her tenderly. “Perhaps it will be something you will witness Tarifa of the High Elves, Tarifa… my friend.”

“Ladies…” Martin’s voice broke into their thoughts. “We need to go before our friends start to wonder what happened to us.”


They both turned to see him gazing at them with his liquid dark brown eyes, though only Dysea felt the surge of love those eyes projected race through her. It was as if Martin wrapped her in some invisible blanket that overflowed with his essence and love for her, and it surrounded her with soothing warmth and comfort. They got to their feet, pulling on the small packs.


“Then let us get moving.” Dysea said. 

The Alliance Captain looked at the smoldering wreckage of the Raptor as several of his troops sifted through the remains, his ebony skin glistening in the sun, his burning amber eyes alert. His white hair was cut short all around, exposing the three inch long elfin ears, and the fact that he was a Drow elf. He turned as his second in command walked up. The female officer was nearly as tall as his six foot two with the same dark skin and dark amber eyes, but her long hair was flowing white in color, and braided on either side of her stunning face, only the tips and upper portion of her elfin ears sticking through the long hair.

“Nothing is salvageable sir.” She spoke confidently. “What the genomes did not destroy, the acid storm that passed through here did.”


The Captain nodded. “Is there any sign of bodies?”


The Lieutenant shook her head. “No sir, none that we can detect.”


“Then everyone survived the crash.” The Captain spoke.


“It would appear that way sir. That they were able to get this far with the damage they had speaks volumes of the skills of the pilot.” The Lieutenant said.


The Captain nodded. “Indeed it does.” He said. “The information the Colonel gave to us gives us a small description of the skills and abilities of these genomes. If they are even half of what the report says they are; they will make formidable opponents.”


“Do you think that they… could they be…” The female started to speak.


The Captain looked at her. “We will not know that until we meet them Lynwe… you know this as well as I.”


The female nodded slowly. “I know Tari… but it does not fill me with the greatest of comfort knowing we may well be seeking the very thing we should fear the most.”


The man nodded. “Yes… I know what you mean.”

“The cockpit took heavy damage from the missile strike sir.” The Lieutenant said. “If they made it this far it stands to reason the pilot survived, but is injured.”


The Captain nodded. “Even with injured members in their party these Genomes would still be able to move faster than you or I.” He spoke. “They must have found shelter from the storm, and would have had to remain there until it was over. That gave them twelve hours minimum to rest and recover from wounds. Elves and Genomes have much faster healing abilities as you know. Have the company spread out in a five mile perimeter. Look for caves or buildings where they could have found shelter. And dispatch a patrol to Crawford to the north. They could have easily covered the distance to the ruins there since the storm.”


“There is an Acid Nomad encampment four miles to our north. Their scouts have been following us for the last three hours.” The Lieutenant spoke.

“Yes… I saw them some time ago. They will not attack us due to our size. Keep the men together and have each patrol equipped with a heavy machine gun. We will set up our base camp here and use this point as our pivot to conduct our search.” The Captain said.


“Do you think that the Elf Queens are with this group as well?” The Lieutenant asked.


“That is what the report stated.”


“What do we do if we find them Tari?”


The Captain looked at her. He reached up ran his hand through his short hair. His amber eyes scanned the desolate terrain all around them. “We will cross that bridge when we come to it.” He replied. “My hope is that they will accept us for what we are.”

“And if they do not?”


“We can not go back Lynwe.” The Captain spoke, turning to look at her. “We have struggled for too long and endured too much to go back.”


“If they do not accept us Tari, then we shall survive on our own as we have in the past.” The female elf replied.


The Captain nodded. “Order the men to discard their Alliance uniforms Lynwe. I have no desire to be set upon by either the High Elves or the Wood Elves due to our dress. Have the patrol moving to Crawford keep them on until they return, just in case there are Alliance sympathizers within the ruins of the city.”


“I will see to it.” The female replied.

CRAWFORD


Anja stepped up to where Danny stood to the side of the window frame. They had reached Crawford with little trouble, bypassing the Acid Nomad camp and moving into the ruins to occupy the four story building at the northern edge of the town. Julie was on the roof trying to establish communications with their encampment near the Elves Mountain City, the others spread out in defensive positions, but staying out of the sun and resting.


“How are you doing Danny?” Anja asked him.


Danny looked at her with his dark eyes and smiled. “I’m good.” He replied.


“Danny I’m sure Martin is fine.” Anja said reaching up and putting her hand on his chest affectionately.

Dan smiled. “I ain’t worried about the Skipper.” He told her. “This place just gives me the creeps. I hate ghost towns, they make my skin crawl.”


“I didn’t realize you were afraid of anything.” Anja said with a smile.


“Who me? Shit Red, my own shadow scares me sometimes.” Dan replied, matching her smile. “That’s why I like being in the middle of you and Jules at night. I feel safe.”


Anja chuckled and leaned up on her tip toes and kissed him softly. “We’ll protect you Danny. I promise.” She said.


“You’d better.” Dan told her, dropping his hand and squeezing her waist.


Anja moved away from him and back into the shade of the building. She made her way over to where Walter sat eating the remains of a power bar and settled to the floor next to him. “Doctor Carson, how are you holding up?” She asked.


“Quite well Commander considering my age, thank you for asking.” Walter replied. He saw her glance back to where Danny stood and then turn back to him. “Forgive me for being so forward Commander Peterson, but I’ve noticed that you seem to have a unique relationship with Daniel and Julie.”

Anja met his eyes and smiled. “It is unique.” She told him.


“You are… you are lovers aren’t you, lovers with both of them?” Walter asked.


Anja nodded her head, finding she was completely unashamed of what she felt for Julie and Danny now. Anja felt free and unrestrained for the first time in her life, and it was a very welcome feeling. “Yes we are.” She answered. 


Walter smiled. “That is very interesting.” He said.


“Why is that?” Anja asked him.


“I was aware of their relationship before all this happened.” Walter said evenly. “I knew they were very fond of each other, but I did not expect them to have remained together for so long. I think perhaps you have extended that somewhat.”


Anja smiled and looked once more at Danny’s tall muscular form. She felt the small surge of pleasure course through her, though it was no where near as strong as when she first entered into the relationship with them, and that told her that while what they shared was very pleasurable, it was not what she was seeking. “They are very special.” She said softly. “In more ways than I can begin to explain. They have opened my eyes to many things I would not have seen before; or… or things that I wasn’t willing to see.”


“You are speaking of your feelings for Martin?” Walter spoke.

Anja looked at him surprised. “Does everyone know of that?” She asked.

Walter chuckled. “Martin has very few friends Anja, as you no doubt have noticed. They are like a family… a pack if you will, since I understand you know what they are capable of.”


Anja nodded. “I saw it on EDEN.” She said softly. “It was surprising to say the least.”
“Yes I’m sure it was.” Walter spoke.

“Doctor Carson would you tell me…” Anja began.

Walter smiled. “Please… it’s just Walter.”


“Walter it is then.” Anja said. “My specialty is genetic engineering, the same as yours.” She explained. “It was never known that Martin and Danny and the others could change like they do. Why is that?”


“It was known.” Walter told her. “There were only four people that had that information however. If that information had been common knowledge, do you think they would have allowed Marty and the others to survive?” 


Anja shook her head. “No I don’t believe they would have.” She answered immediately.

Walter nodded. “You are correct.” He said. “Their ability to change did not manifest itself until they were all in their late teens. Martin discovered it first. That ability saved their lives on countless missions. With the exception of one or two changes in their appearance, all of them can control it extremely well.”


“One of those exceptions is their teeth I take it.” Anja asked.


Walter nodded. “There was nothing we could do to hide their teeth. Eventually we just said it was due in part to the animal DNA.”

Anja nodded slowly. “It… it scared the hell out of me.”


Walter nodded. “I do know the feeling.” He said. “I nearly lost control of my bladder when Martin first showed me. It’s amazing really. They have incredible strength and stamina to begin with, but when they initiate a change it increases by a factor of ten. They all seem to have the uncanny ability to control the length of their fangs, if you will, in the midst of heated engagements or moments of stress or…”


“Passion?” Anja said.


Walter looked at her and smiled slowly. “Yes.”


“And that’s why I wasn’t able to tell before I saw them change?” Anja said.


“I would hazard a guess and say they did not want to frighten you considering what you apparently share with them.” Walter said.

“Is it possible for them to… to pass on their DNA?” Anja asked almost shyly.

Walter knew immediately what she was talking about. He shook his head quickly. “I am pretty sure you mean through the exchange of bodily fluids and the answer is no. That’s not possible. We tried it in the lab hundreds of times and nothing ever came of it.” He looked at her. “Have you discovered something to the contrary?”


Anja shook her head. “No. I guess it was just a worry in the back of my mind.” She told him.


Walter smiled. “Well it’s not something you should be concerned with.” He spoke. “The Alliance on the other hand has been able to do some things that are positively horrible with my work. I have files in the Mountain City archives if you would care to review them sometime.”


Anja nodded. “Yes I would.”


Walter nodded. “Good. If you’ll excuse me Anja… the walking has tired me out more than I thought. I haven’t had this much exercise in quite some time.”


Anja smiled and watched as he settled to the floor against the pack and closed his eyes. Anja got up and went to where her pack was, settling to the floor as well. She looked around quickly before turning her head to the side. She reached up to touch her canine teeth and she concentrated as hard as she could.


Anja smiled as she felt her canine teeth slowly lengthen to almost a quarter of an inch. She felt a surge of power within her body, and for a few moments all of her senses became more alive and sensitive. She inhaled deeply during that brief moment and detected the scents of everyone within the small room. She did not yet want to reveal that she was changing, more because it frightened her than anything else. It was not what she had expected. The enhanced senses she could detect right away, but it was the surge of power and the dreams she had that frightened her now. Her mind seemed like it had opened in a whole new way, and if she concentrated enough, she thought she could almost hear voices within her head. Whatever was happening to her… it also made her realize that no matter how much she tried to discount it, she felt her desire for Martin was growing stronger as each day went by. He was pulling her to him, and he was filling her dreams and thoughts. And with him in those dreams and thoughts was the breathtaking platinum blond female elf they had rescued.

Martin stepped out onto the sidewalk behind the black Alliance soldier and drove the blade of his knife into the back of the man’s skull. His body went rigid and then immediately flopped to the ground. The sound of his weapon dropping to the concrete caused the remaining four Alliance troops in the patrol to spin around their amber eyes going wide at what they saw. There were three bodies laying half in and half out of the doorways they had passed so far, blood staining the ground. Martin’s blade was coated red, his fangs fully extended and his eyes had changed to the yellow and black orbs. 

The remaining four Alliance troops began to bring their weapons up in a last ditch effort to save their lives. It did them no good.


The window to their left had been shattered hundreds of years before, and that window now filled with Dysea’s figure, her hands filled with her dual fighting knives. They were intricately carved blades that she had thought lost at the encampment. Martin had returned them to her before they had left the underground cavern and made their way to Crawford. As she launched herself at the two closest Alliance troops, the last soldier in the file was bringing his weapon to bear on her. He never got the chance to pull the trigger as Tarifa appeared from behind him and drove her knife into his back. He dropped his assault rifle and screamed, trying to clutch his lower back. Tarifa nimbly used his body as a pivot, her black hair whipping about as she flipped over his slumping figure and landed in front of him. His amber eyes met hers and filled with fear as he saw that her canine teeth had lengthened into nearly inch long fangs. Tarifa hit him in the chest with a straight open palm that crushed four of his ribs and drove splinters from those broken ribs into his lungs and heart. Blood splashed from between his lips as he dropped to his knees, his head falling forward to meet Tarifa’s rising boot. His head snapped back viciously and Tarifa heard his neck pop like a gunshot. His body flipped completely over and he landed with a sickening thud ten meters away from her. Tarifa stood there in shock at what she had just accomplished. Elves were well known as being stronger and faster than humans, but what she had just accomplished was beyond anything she had done before.

Dysea had leaped out of the window, her blades flashing to either side of her. She felt both of them bite into flesh as she executed a perfect roll away from the two soldiers and came to her feet whirling around. One of the soldiers was holding his throat, his blood arcing into the air in powerful squirts from where her blade had sliced cleanly through his jugular vein. It took half a second for her to determine he was out of the fight and she turned her attention to the second soldier who was clutching his shoulder. He had turned further than his partner and her blade had only cut deeply into his shoulder, but it was deep enough to slice through the muscles in that arm and render it useless. He tried to grip his rifle with his free arm, his eyes wide in terror and trying to bring the weapon up. Dysea spun around, still in her crouch and drove one of her blades into his gut just as his chest exploded. Her head snapped around quickly and she saw the large black genome from Martin’s group step from around the corner. She heard the soldier’s body hit the ground and she turned and watched Martin throw the last member of the patrol into the unyielding concrete of the five hundred plus year old building. The soldier’s head impacted the wall with enough force to crush his skull, and his body slumped to the ground, blood and brain matter staining the wall as he slid to a sitting position, his eyes frozen open in death.

“Damn Skipper!” Danny spoke as he walked up. “It took you long enough to get here!”

Martin looked at him and smiled his eyes and fangs instantly disappearing and returning to normal. “We… we got a little sidetracked.” He replied.


Danny’s eyes went a tiny bit wider as he detected the faint scent of both Tarifa and Dysea all over his commander and friend as he walked up to him. A huge grin split his face. “Ok… well at least the delay was important.” He said. “Jules was able to string an antenna and cut through the radiation. Kenny’s sending a Raptor to pick us up. The encampment was attacked Skipper, and your city Tarifa.”


Martin and Tarifa both looked at him intently, “Casualties?” Martin asked.


Dan shook his head. “Kenny didn’t say, but from the sound of his voice Jules doesn’t think it’s good.”


“These are Drow!” Dysea spoke now, toeing one of the dead bodies with her boot, her voice surprised. “I thought the Drow had been wiped out.”


Tarifa nodded and knelt next to one of the bodies. “They wear the uniform of the Alliance’s elite scouts.” She spoke looking at her.


“This is important I take it?” Martin asked.


“The Alliance destroyed the Drow over a hundred years ago. Or at least we thought they did.” Dysea spoke turning to look at him.


“Well they came in from the south.” Martin spoke. “And that means they came from the direction of the crash.”


Dysea looked at him. “And that means someone told them the general area where your craft went down.”


Tarifa looked at them, her fangs now retracted. “The Alliance Assassins who fired the missiles must have tracked us.” She said.


Martin shook his head. “A general position maybe, but if they had a solid fix on us we wouldn’t be standing here talking.” He looked at Danny. “How soon before Kenny gets that Raptor here?”


“We contacted him just before these bozos showed up. He said he’d have us extracted within the hour.” Dan replied. “I got the others on the north end of the town standing by.”


Martin nodded. “Let’s get these bodies off the street and link up with the others.” He said.


Dan nodded and reached down to haul two of the bodies up and headed into the doorway closest to him. Tarifa and Dysea stepped up to Martin as he quickly searched the body next to him.


“Martin your… your friend?” Dysea asked with a small amount of embarrassment. “He could smell… he could smell Tarifa and I on you couldn’t he?”


Martin stood and looked at her. “I’d say that’s a pretty good guess.” He said smiling. He stepped up to her and leaned over to nuzzle her elf ear. He heard her sigh softly in delight, her hands going to his chest in surprise. “You do smell delightful when you are excited Melda Min.” (Beloved One in Elfin language)


Dysea blushed red and Tarifa took her hand with a girlish laugh. “Come with me Dysea,” She said seeing Dysea’s stunned expression at what Martin had called her. “Let us move these scum before he embarrasses you anymore.”
MOUNTAIN CITY

No one spoke as they stood on the platform high above Mountain City watching Martin walk among the bodies of the dead. They had been laid out reverently by the High Elves under orders of Tareif, each genome and human body cleaned of any blood and dirt and wrapped in silk cloth. Tony was on one knee by the body of a close friend, Julie sitting by the body of another, tears streaming down her cheeks. Danny stood behind her, his face a mask of unreadable emotion. The Dragoons who had fought beside them sternly guarded the three lifts to the platforms, allowing no one entry as the dead were mourned. There were two ranks of Dragoons standing silently behind Tareif as well, their mood somber and quiet. Tarifa was held in her mother’s arms, their eyes focused on where Martin slowly walked among the bodies. 


Anja could no longer stand it seeing the dead men and women she had only just started to get to know, and with tears in her own eyes and she rushed forward to where Julie sat on the platform. As soon as Anja touched her, Julie burst into uncontrollable sobs and slipped into her arms. This in turn caused Danny to kneel behind them both and lay his head on Julie’s shoulder as the sobs could be seen wracking his body now.


“How… how did this happen?” Tarifa asked turning to her father, tears clouding her eyes.


“They had help.” Tareif replied turning to look at her. “They killed our scouts before they could report to us about the mercenary battalion that was moving through the mountains north of us. When we realized that we were about to be attacked, Kenneth issued an emergency evacuation, but the attack commenced almost immediately after he issued that order.”


“How could they have avoided our scouts and get so close to us without knowing our safe travel routes?” Tarifa asked.


“As I said daughter… they had help.” Tareif spoke.


“Find out who helped them!” Tarifa screamed startling both her mother and father. “I want to know who caused this! I want to know who among our people helped these butchers!”


Dysea turned from Tarifa’s verbal explosion, Leland holding her close. Her heart had sung with joy when she realized Leland and two others of her party had survived the attack. All that joy evaporated when they discovered what had happened. She could almost feel Martin’s pain from across the platform, and it washed over her unlike anything she had felt before. It was almost as if she could sense his emotions within her own mind, and she left Leland’s arms to go to him.


“No Dysea.” Walter’s voice stopped her. “This is something he must confront himself. He has never suffered so many losses in a single battle, and he will either conquer his demons, or he will succumb to them, but he must do this alone.”

“Holy One… he needs the support of those who…” Dysea stopped her eyes going a little wider as she realized what she was going to say.


Walter stepped up to her and smiled as he took her hands. “Yes… he will need the support of those who love and care for him.” He told her, his words carrying to all within range of his voice. What was stunning was when Tarifa stepped up next to Dysea and took her hand tightly in her own and they stood together, their bodies touching as they watched Martin.


They did not turn at the commotion by one of the lifts, nor did they notice when Raloa and Treblar burst through the mass of Dragoons with several other ministers in tow. Raloa’s face was a mask of anger and he unleashed it without regard for what was happening. 


“I told you!” He exclaimed. “I warned you that this might happen!”


“Raloa now is not the time.” Treblar began to speak.


“Now is the time!” Raloa snapped. “They have brought this upon us! These half breed animals have brought this—”

Raloa’s words ended quickly when Dysea spun around in the blink of an eye and placed the barrel of the K12 directly to Raloa’s forehead.


“Another word Chief Minister and you will not take another breath!” Dysea growled.


It happened quickly and the Dragoons all around brought their weapons up and leveled them at the Queen of the Wood Elves. Tareif’s own pistol was leveled at her blond head and he snarled at her.


“Lower your weapon Wood Elf!” He growled. “You are within our lands now!”


Dysea didn’t take her eyes from Raloa’s face. “Do you think you can stop me from killing this dog before you take me down War Master Tareif?” She spoke the words firmly. “I don’t think so.”


“No Dysea” Tarifa’s soft voice filled her ears. The eyes of everyone in the area grew wide when Tarifa spoke and they watched her step in front of Dysea and reach up to touch her face gently. “Not this way Dysea. Remember what we spoke of.”


Dysea’s glaring emerald eyes went to Tarifa’s face and everyone saw the look of hostile intent immediately fade from her beautiful features. “I do this only for you Tarifa.” Dysea said softly. She reversed the K12 in an instant and Tarifa took the weapon from her hand.


Raloa immediately began again, even angrier than before. “Arrest this wench! Seize her immediately! She is the Queen of our enemy, and we allow her to defile our very city!”


Two Dragoons began to step forward but Tarifa’s voice stopped them in their tracks. “The one who lays a hand on her will be dead three seconds after.” She spoke in a menacing tone as she turned to face Raloa.


“Tarifa!” Palina gasped. 


“Daughter what are you doing?” Tareif echoed his wife, his eyes wide.


“This wench and these half breed animals have brought ruin upon us!” Raloa barked out.


“They have brought hope!” Walter yelled turning to look at Raloa. “I see no ruin here! I see the bodies of those who fought to defend this city.”


“The mercenaries would not have come here if not for them!” Raloa screamed pointing at where Martin stood. “Three of our soldiers would not be dead if not for them!”


“I may be mistaken Chief Minister,” Tarifa stated. “But I see over three hundred of Martin’s dead stretched before us. Not High Elves!”


“It was only by the skill of your father that they did not attack the city itself!” Raloa barked at her. “The Alliance has never been this bold! That Wood Elf whore has led them directly to us!”


Tarifa glared at Raloa and stepped closer to him. “Call her by that name again Chief Minister and it will be I who kills you where you stand!”


Raloa’s lips clamped shut in horror at her words. “You… you threaten me?” He gasped.


“It is not a threat Chief Minister.” Tarifa told him. “It is a promise.” She turned to look at Radama. “Radama… see to it that Dysea is provided quarters and every comfort we can provide. The same quarters will be available to Martin and the others as well.”


Radama nodded his head without question. “It will be as you order my Queen.” He told her. Radama bowed his head in respect to Dysea and motioned with his hand for her to precede him. Dysea smiled warmly at Tarifa before heading for the lift that would take her down. 

“What are you doing?” Raloa asked as soon as the lift was descending, his eyes still wide.

“I’m acting like a Queen.” Tarifa snapped back.


“You allow these animals to remain within our city? That puts us at extreme risk to further attacks!” Raloa exclaimed. “You endanger all of us!”


“So now the men and women who saved my life and the life of countless High Elves are animals?” Tarifa spoke.


“They have always been animals!” Raloa spoke. “I warned you this would happen! I told you this would happen!”


“Minister Treblar you will call a special session of the Council of Elders immediately.” Tarifa ordered. “And you will remove this sniveling man from my presence before…”


“You have prisoners?” Martin’s voice carried to them.


They turned and saw him standing directly behind them, his hands folded behind his back, his face a mask of calm. A mask that sent shivers down Tareif’s spine.

Tareif nodded his head and motioned to the six humans who were kneeling behind the last rank of Dragoons, being guarded by four Dragoon Elves. “We questioned them.” He spoke. “They know nothing and there are no officers among them.”

Martin stepped around the Dragoons and they respectfully moved aside as he came up to look at the prisoners. His eyes searched the faces of the men as they stared defiantly back at him. Martin stopped in front of one of the men.

“This one is an officer.” Martin spoke his eyes never leaving the man’s face.


Tareif moved a little closer to him. “Impossible! We searched all of them!”


Martin reached down and touched the corners of the man’s fatigue top. “If you look here you will see the holes from where he had his rank pinned on.”


Some of the Dragoons murmured to each other as Tareif moved closer. “How can you be so sure?” He asked. 


“I’m sure.” Martin replied looking at the man. “Aren’t I bub?”


“I will tell you nothing dog!” The man spat. “You are an elf lover! You are the thing we have…” The man’s eyes bugged out of his head as Martin’s hand closed around his throat and he lifted him from his kneeling position. The man clawed at the iron grip that was slowly squeezing the air from his lungs, his face beginning to turn blue.


“Who gave you the information you used to plan this attack?” Martin asked, pulling the man closer to him, his eyes turning to the yellow and black orbs. When the man saw this, he voided his bladder in his pants, soaking his legs as Martin’s teeth extended to their full length. He shook his head madly, his fingers trying to pry Martin’s grasp from his throat. “That is a shame.” Martin spoke casually before turning and heaving the man’s body across the platform where it disappeared over the edge. His scream echoed for several moments as he fell a over thousand feet to his death, and then there was silence.

Tareif stared at Martin wide eyed. “You said he was an officer!” Tareif barked. “Now we will learn nothing!”


“I learned a great deal.” Martin spoke looking at the remaining five men. “Who would like to learn how to fly next?”


“I will not allow you to…” Tareif began but his words cut short as four of the remaining five men were all looking at the man third from the end.


Martin squatted in front of the man, his fangs giving his face an extremely frightening appearance. “That wasn’t very nice making your soldier wear your uniform to protect your sorry hide.”


“I will tell you nothing elf lover!” The man screamed. “I know who you are Martin Hunter!”

“See now that is where you are wrong.” Martin spoke calmly as he looked at the man. “You took part in an attack that killed almost three hundred innocent men, women and children; people who were under my care and protection. You took part in an attack that killed over half of my team; men and women who I consider to be my family. You will tell me absolutely everything I want to know friend, and unfortunately for you, you will not live to remember it.”

“Tarifa we must talk?” Palina spoke softly as she watched her daughter dress in her room.
“There is nothing to talk about mother.” Tarifa spoke as she pulled on the much more comfortable dress over her newly showered body.

“Tarifa this is your mother speaking to you.” Palina said. “I have never questioned what your heart has told you to do, but since you have met Martin, you are different.”

Tarifa looked at her. “Is that a bad thing mama?” She asked.

Palina stepped closer to her. “This Queen of the Wood Elves Tarifa; she is our enemy?”

“No mother.” Tarifa spoke calmly. “I have discovered many things while I have been gone. And the most important one is that Dysea is not and never has been our enemy. A point I am going to make to the Elders in a short time.”

“What is happening daughter?” Palina asked. 

“We have traitors within our midst mother.” Tarifa spoke, “Traitors that have sold out our people, and Dysea’s people. They have been pitting us against each other from the start and the Alliance has been helping them.”

 Palina looked at her, and knew from the expression on her daughter’s face that what she was telling her she believed deeply. Palina however could not grasp that idea, the idea that Elders on the Council would betray their people to the Alliance. She and Tarifa had never kept secrets from each other, and over the years it had made them become so much closer than just mother and daughter.

“Tarifa… you… you have proof of this?” Palina asked.
Tarifa nodded. “I do. And I will present it to the Elders. Dysea and I had a chance to talk while we were together. Our peoples have so much in common. The Wood Elves are not so unlike us mother. The Holy One knew this, which is why he guided Dysea to begin looking for answers that were not directly in front of her.”

“Tarifa I do not understand.” Palina said. “What are you trying to say?”

Tarifa met her eyes. “There is at least one Elder on our Council that is working with the Alliance, if not more than one. And the same can be said for Dysea’s Council of Elders as well.”


“This information you present is all very troubling Milady.” Treblar spoke.

Tarifa nodded as she looked at the Council seated before her. “Yes it is.” She spoke. “I was stunned to discover this is happening.”


Raloa looked up form the data pad he was reading. “This could very well be nothing more than an Alliance trick.” He stated calmly. “While I will grant you Milady that it is very provocative, no one is mentioned by name. Your investigations… which you conducted without the permission of this Council I might add… could they be tainted in any way? Perhaps the individuals you chose have themselves been tainted and have given you false information.”


Tarifa looked at him, maintaining control of her temper. Raloa was the traitor, of that she had little doubt, but she could not accuse him without proof. “That is extremely unlikely.” She replied evenly. “Yes I conducted the investigations without the Council’s permission, but then again they were concerning matters of military attacks against our people and therefore I was well within my rights to order them. The results are unequivocal in every way. No matter how it is displayed, the Wood Elves were not responsible for the attacks on our villages, and in fact Dysea has admitted her own investigations have concluded the same thing in regards to her villages that were attacked. Someone is playing our two peoples against each other. And they have had help in doing so.”


“Do you accuse one of us of such an act?” Raloa demanded.


“I accuse no one.” She replied. “What I want is a full investigation by this Council into this matter to determine who the traitor is.”


Thimina nodded. “I agree.” She said quickly.


“We can not begin investigations without cause.” Another Elder spoke now.


“This is not cause enough?” Treblar asked stupefied. “I too agree to an investigation. I also move that we reserve judgment or action on the presence of Dysea in Mountain City until such time as we have been able to conduct this investigation.”


“Word will get out that she is among us.” Another Elder spoke.


“Very few saw her on the upper platforms.” Treblar spoke again. “We can order the Dragoons to secrecy if we have too, and she will remain in the quarters she occupies until such time we are prepared to speak with her.”


Raloa nodded quickly Tarifa saw. “I will lead the investigation.” He spoke quickly, Tarifa opening her mouth to protest when she saw Thimina nod. 


“I will co-lead the investigation.” Thimina spoke. “It must be quick but thorough.”


Tarifa was satisfied with that. She trusted Thimina to be accurate and trustworthy. “I wish to thank the Elders.” She spoke.


“We should thank you.” Treblar spoke. “For if there is a traitor among us… I want a piece of their hide as well.”


Tarifa smiled and nodded her head. Perhaps things would work out in her favor after all.

ONE WEEK LATER  
Tarifa stared at the sweaty bodies of her two lovers on her bed with a contented smile. The past week had flown by and it had been filled with pleasure beyond anything she had experienced up until now. Though Dysea had been confined to the upper levels of Mountain City away from the eyes of the common High Elves who lived there, she had not remained inactive. Her days were filled with helping Martin and his remaining people to set up a small encampment on top of the platforms where they had been evacuated too, and her nights were spent in rapturous bliss in the arms of Martin and Tarifa. They had spent a week exploring each other’s bodies in exacting detail. Many times Tarifa had been content to watch Martin make love to Dysea in a way that always left her gasping and crying for more. His actions were more pronounced with Dysea, more methodic and precise. He lavished her with attention, and it was she who always ended up within his embrace when it was over.

They did not leave Tarifa out of their pleasure by any means, always including her and the times when the two of them had explored her lush body with only their tongues had led to many exquisite orgasms for Tarifa. She knew however that it was Dysea who was fated to be with Martin, and she was content with the fact that they never refused her or shunned her aside. Their hours were not spent completely in bliss either, as they would talk for many hours into the night, telling Martin of things that had happened over the years to them and to their people. Dysea was eager to get back to her own people and do as Tarifa was doing and clean house among the Elders. Once she was able to do that, with Martin and the others supporting her, they would be able to forge a powerful alliance of their own and just maybe begin to turn the tide on the Alliance.

The pounding on her door interrupted Tarifa’s thoughts further and she sighed heavily at the intrusion. Martin and Dysea stirred on the bed and she watched Dysea’s platinum hair rise quickly from Martin’s chest. They had never been disturbed this early in the morning, and they looked at her with questions in their eyes.

“Stay where you are.” Tarifa said with a seductive smile. “I will tend to this and then we can say good morning in a proper fashion.” Tarifa saw Dysea’s emerald eyes light up at that since Tarifa’s definition of proper meant more pleasure for her and Martin. Almost every morning this past week Tarifa had woken them by using her lips and tongue on them in the most delightful ways. 
Tarifa grabbed the light blue robe from the chair and pulled it on as she walked across the rooms of her home and went to the door, banging on the control panel and preparing to verbally lash whoever it was. Her mouth froze open, stealing her words when it slide open and revealed her father in the corridor with the tall elf officer.

“Papa?” She spoke after a moment. “What… what is going on?” Her father never came to her home this early in the morning. 

Tareif stepped closer to her. “We need a moment.” He told her in a gruff voice.

Tarifa blocked his movement with her hand. “Papa why are you here this early in the morning?” Tarifa asked. “And why have you brought Telan with you?”

“Are you going to let me in?” Tareif asked.

Tarifa met her father’s eyes. “No…” She answered. “I have guests.”

“Are these guests Martin Hunter and the Wood elf Queen?” Telan asked her. His voice was neutral but carried a tone of sarcasm in it.

“Who my guests may be is none of your concern Captain.” Tarifa snapped.

“I beg to differ.” Telan spoke. “I prefer to know who my future mate is allowing into her bed.”
“Your future mate,” Tarifa laughed. “You presume much Captain.”

“Do I?” Telan spoke.

Tarifa looked at her father, her eyes wide. “Papa… what have you done?” 

 “You are my oldest daughter Tarifa and in accordance with the customs of our people, I am giving your hand to Captain Telan.” Tareif announced. 

Tarifa’s eyes went wide at this announcement. “Papa… I do not have time for your games now.” She said moving back into the room.

“This… this is no game.” Tareif spoke following her.

Tarifa looked at him. “You are serious?” She said. “I told you we would talk about this later papa. Now is not the time.” Her eyes widened when Telan stepped into her home followed by three Dragoons. “What is going on?” She demanded.

Telan motioned towards the bedroom. “They will be in there.” He spoke. “Detain them.”

Tarifa turned to her father, sapphire yes alive in anger. “What is this meaning of this?” She demanded.

“There is nothing to talk about.” Tareif announced. “I am still the head of this family, and you will do as I say in this matter whether you are Queen or not.”

“I will do no such thing!” Tarifa exclaimed. “Remove these men from my home immediately!”
 “It is already done.” Tareif told them. “The Council believes that your interaction with this Hunter person has clouded your judgment. After hearing what I heard today, I am beginning to believe they may be correct.”

Tarifa looked at him. “What are you talking about?” 

“The Council of Elders met in secret last night.” Tareif spoke. “They have decided to reject the information you presented to them as their own investigations have led them to other conclusions. The main one being that you are under the false influence of this Hunter person as well as the Queen of our enemy.”

Tarifa stared at him as if he had lost his mind. “You are joking! The Council informed me of no meeting!”

“Perhaps that is because for the past week, you have spent more time sharing their bed than you have actually being Queen.” Tareif spoke his voice dull and unemotional.

They turned as first Dysea and then Martin were led from the bedroom, hastily trying to put their clothes on. Martin’s eyes burned and Tarifa could tell he was keeping his anger in check.

“Tarifa what is going on?” Dysea asked quickly.

Tareif motioned with his head. “Take them to the platforms with the rest of their kind.”

“The rest of my kind,” Martin snapped. “Would you mind telling me what is going on?”

“I will tell you nothing!” Tareif snapped. “You will return to the rest of your kind on the platforms above or I will have you arrested for treason and shot!”

Martin’s eyes went wide at this and he looked at Tarifa. The anger on her face was obvious and she gave him a quick nod. “I will discover what is happening Martin.” She spoke quickly. “Take Dysea and I will see you later.”

Martin didn’t question her and took Dysea’s hand in his, heading for the door followed by the three Dragoons. Tarifa looked back to her father. “My patience is gone father.” Tarifa barked. “You barge into my home… drag my friends out of my home like criminals… perhaps you should explain to me what is happening quickly, or my father or not I will have you arrested and detained.” 

“Telan has submitted his petition to take you as his wife and I have agreed.” Tareif spoke almost like a machine.
“We have spoken of this already father and I told you I will not allow you to do this. You have no right!” Tarifa shouted.

“I am your father and I have every right!” Tareif shouted back at her. “The thought of you consorting with that… that half breed human turns my stomach! And to see you and the Queen of our enemy sharing a bed in such a manner sickens me! You will take Telan as your husband, and things will become more normal around here again.”

“I will do no such thing!” Tarifa snapped. “I will not allow you to barter me off as our people are bartered off!”

“You have no choice in the matter!” Tareif snapped. “It is already done and the paperwork will be consecrated within the week. Hunter is using you Tarifa! Using you to get what he wants! He cares nothing for you.”

“I… I have heard some of the other genomes speaking when they think no one is around.” Telan spoke now, stepping into the room. “They say that… they say that he laughs when he speaks of you. That he has had hundreds of women and you are… you are simply one of many.”

“You do not know him!” Tarifa barked. “And you have no right to speak about him in such a way!”

“I know all I need to know!” Tareif snarled. “He is half animal! He has forced you to submit to him, forced you to submit to that wench of a Queen, and he is forcing you to turn away from your own people!”

“Who has told you such lies?” Tarifa snapped. 

“I have eyes! I can see the lies when they are right in front of me!” Tareif growled. “You are my daughter! And you will do as your father tells you to do! You will take Telan as your husband and there will be no more discussion in regards to this!” Tareif barked.

Tarifa glared at her father with savage anger. “So now you advocate forced slavery and rape like the Alliance do you papa?” She spoke.
Tareif’s eyes grew wide and he slapped Tarifa hard across her face, rocking her head back. They heard the gasp of horrific surprise and turned to see Palina rushing forward. She sprang forward, putting herself between her daughter and her husband. 

“You dare you strike your own daughter Tareif!” Palina growled at him. “What has become of you? How dare you!”

“My daughter will learn her place and do as I tell her!” Tareif growled. “This discussion is over. Telan will be assigned as your new escort, and Radama will be removed from his position to attend to other duties! Once the paperwork has been consecrated we will hold the ceremony as soon as possible.”

“Tareif you…” Palina began.

“That is enough of this woman!” Tareif shouted, shocking his wife of nearly two hundred years into stunned silence. “I am finished here!” 

Palina watched her husband turn and leave the room, her eyes going to Telan’s face. She saw the young elf smile at her and turn to follow her husband. Palina turned as the door closed and she enveloped a weeping Tarifa into her arms.

There was something terribly wrong going on, and she did not know what was happening anymore.

24 HOURS LATER


Martin walked up to War Master Tareif as he exited the lift. His eyes narrowed when he saw the half dozen Dragoons exit the other lift. Martin looked at Tareif as he stopped in front of him. His head turned when he saw Dysea move over from the tent to stand next to him. Her eyes were just as confused as Martin’s and he turned back to Tareif.


“War Master Tareif.” Martin said. “Mind if I ask what is going on? I was told you wanted to see me.”


Tareif held out the data pad. “The Council has come to a decision Commander. They do not feel your presence here is a benefit to our people. They have asked that I give this to you and insure that you and your people leave our city.”


Martin looked at him taken aback. “Excuse me?”


“These are the coordinates of several locations that will sustain you and your people and allow you to survive. You must go to one of these locations and remain out of High Elf territory and business.” Tareif spoke. “Your other ships have already been informed and are standing by in the clearing to the west.”


“Where is Tarifa?” Martin asked.


“My daughter agreed with the Council of Elders in this decision.” Tareif spoke seeing Martin’s eyes go a little wider. “She is conducting her business as Queen of our people.”


“I wish to speak with her.” Dysea spoke now.


Tareif met her eyes. “What you want is of no concern to me.” He answered. “Do you honestly think she cared for either of you?” Tareif let out a small laugh. “She is Queen of the High Elves. Her only concerns are for our people. She could never actually feel anything for a half breed human and the Queen of our enemies. You were amusing toys to her nothing more.”


“We were toys?” Martin hissed taking a step toward him.


“Of course you were!” Tareif spoke, not backing down. “She will be married to an officer within my command within the week; a fine High Elf warrior that she has been betrothed too for many years now. The two of you were nothing more than items for her to use as amusement, and to learn how to become a better wife.”


“I want to speak with her.” Martin spoke quickly.


Tareif shook his head. “No. As I said she is busy, and she wants nothing more to do with either of you. You were amusing pets, but now she must return to her duties and her place.”


“We were pets?” Martin growled stepping closer to Tareif. The six Dragoons behind him lifted their weapons higher towards Martin.


Tareif smiled. “Do you think you will be able to defeat six of my Dragoons carrying weapons you supplied to us before they kill you Hunter?” Tareif spoke in a menacing tone. “I thank you for the weapons by the way. Once my armories learn how to build more of them we can supply them to all our soldiers. Tarifa thanks you as well.”


Dysea stepped closer to Martin and slid her arm around the front of his waist stopping him from moving closer to Tareif. “No Nya Nauta Melme.” (My bounded Love) She spoke softly to him.

“My daughter is above someone such as you Martin Hunter.” Tareif continued looking at Martin. “You are nothing more than an animal in human skin.” He looked at Dysea. “And you are no better than the whores in the Alliance brothels Queen of the Wood Elves. Leave our city while you are still able. My daughter is finished with you both! Her own words were ‘They have amused me long enough. Tell them to be gone and never speak to me again.’”


Dysea could feel Martin shaking in rage and wanting to lash out at Tareif. She glared at the War Master with hate in her own eyes.


“Where is the Holy One?” Dysea asked, keeping her anger under tight control.


“The Holy One will remain here with us. You will place his life at risk no more.” Tareif told her. “We passed on the information we have to your people as well, and it is my understanding that your Council of Elders has named a new Queen in an emergency session last night. You have been branded a traitor to your people, and if my intelligence is accurate, you will be arrested and executed on sight if you return to your territory.” He grinned when he saw her eyes widen in shock. “My suggestion is for you to remain with this animal you seem to prefer over your own kind, and be thankful I do not arrest you myself and surrender you to your people.”

“You sorry sack of fucking shit!” Martin swore at him.


Dysea gripped his arm tightly. “No Martin!” She spoke through the tears that were forming in her eyes. “We must go!” She pulled him away from Tareif, tugging him towards the Raptor. “Come! We must go quickly!”


Tareif nodded. “Go! Crawl into the hole you emerged from and never set foot in this city again!”


Tareif watched as Dysea had to nearly drag Martin to the ramp of the Raptor. Dan and the Master Chief came down to the bottom of the ramp.

“Skipper what the hell is going on?” Dan asked.


Martin looked at him. “Is everyone accounted for?” He asked his voice threatening to come apart. His stomach felt like he had just leaped from thirty thousand feet in a Hard Drop.

“We’re all onboard Skipper.” Dan replied. “Tina has the other Raptors and the transports standing by as well. They’re kicking us out aren’t they?”


Martin felt Dysea begin to shake uncontrollably in his arms and he picked her up easily and marched up the ramp.


“They’re kicking us out.” Martin spoke.


Dan looked to where Tareif stood a small smile on his face. “You shit sorry no good motherfucker.” He swore softly before moving up the ramp and hitting the controls.


Tareif stood there watching the ramp rise as the Raptor’s engines increased in power and it began to lift off the platform. Tareif felt one of his senior Dragoon officers move up next to him.

“War Master?” He spoke softly.


“What is it Cantel?” 


“War Master I apologize for speaking out of turn.” The man spoke. “I had thought Commander Hunter and his people were going to be a powerful ally, and I do not understand what we have done or why.”


“I… I have secured the safety of my family Cantel.” Tareif spoke. “I have secured the safety of all our families.”


“I do not understand War Master. We have thrown away an ally that could have altered the course of our war with the Alliance.” Cantel spoke. 

Tareif turned to look at the man who had fought beside him for more years than he could remember. “You do not need to understand why I have done this Cantel.” He spoke. “It has been done.”


Cantel nodded. “As you order War Master we do not question.” He replied. “You must know however, that several dozen of our people accompanied Hunter on his transports.”


“What?” Tareif asked, his eyes going a little wider. “Who has done this?”


“One of the Queen’s Senior Lieutenants, Endith I believe her name is; as well as many Dragoon warriors who fought with them when the mercenaries attacked, including Radama.” Cantel replied.


Tareif shook his head. “Then they shall be treated as outsiders from now on.” He spoke softly. “I have business to attend to now.”


Cantel watched Tareif turn and head for the lift his eyes filled with questions. He turned as another senior officer came up beside him.


“What is it Cantel?” He asked.


“How long have we fought beside War Master Tareif Roland?” Cantel asked.


“For as many years as I can remember, why?”


“When have you ever known the War Master to turn away such powerful allies? Or allow the politicians to dictate his actions?” Cantel asked.


“Never,” Roland answered.


“Ever since this Telan joined our ranks, the War Master has been different. And this last week even more so.” Cantel spoke softly. “I want you to make discrete inquires. I want all the information that you can gather on Telan and his family, their associates, their dealings, everything.”


Roland nodded. “It will be done.” He said softly.


Cantel nodded. “I want you to assign two Dragoons to the Holy One and two to the Queen herself. Our most experienced officers.”


“What will be their mission Cantel?”


“To watch Roland, and intervene if needed.”


The Dragoon officer nodded. “It will be done.”


Palina answered the insistent chime on Tarifa’s door, her face still angry at what had transpired between her husband and Tarifa the day before.


“What?” She screamed into the face of the female elf.


“Forgive… forgive me Lady Palina.” The elf spoke. “I… I just thought you should know. It’s racing through the city. The genomes… Commander Hunter?”

“What about them?” Tarifa came to the door, her eyes still red from tears and anger at what her father had done, and the betrayal of the Elders against her.


“They have left my Queen.” The elf told her. “War Master Tareif tried to get them to stay, but Commander Hunter took the Queen of the Wood Elves and left with all of his people.”


Tarifa’s eyes grew wide. “He would not leave!” She gasped. “They would not leave unless they had spoken with me first!”


“Yet he is gone.” Tareif’s voice spoke as he came from behind the female elf.


“War Master.” The elf spoke bowing her head.


“What have you done?” Tarifa snapped at him. “What did you tell him?”


“I told him nothing.” Tareif barked back at her. “I tried to tell you he was using you! He cares nothing for you! He took that Wood Elf whore and he left. If he cared for you so much why would he do this?”


Tarifa shook her head. “No!” She exclaimed confidently. “I don’t believe you! He would not leave! They would not leave without speaking with me!”


“Yet they have! He told me to tell you he enjoyed your time together, but he needed to move on.” Tareif spoke.


“No… you’re lying to me Papa!” Tarifa yelled pulling the medallion Martin had given her from under her dress. She pressed the button on the small transmitter. “Martin… Martin please… this is all a mistake and I need you to answer me! Dysea answer me!” She yelled into the transmitter as she moved to the balcony of her quarters.

Dysea watched Martin toss the medallion to the floor of the Raptor’s deck and get up from beside her and moved toward the cockpit. She reached down slowly and retrieved the medallion, feeling it vibrate softly in her hands. She turned and pulled down the set of head phones from above her and plugged the medallion into the panel. Her eyes grew wide when she heard Tarifa’s voice.


“…please answer me Martin! Damn you Martin! Why have you done this? Dysea are you there?”


Dysea reached up, her eyes hardening and she keyed the mic on the headset. “Perhaps you should explain to us why you have done this Queen of the High Elves?” She spoke. “Does it make you feel powerful to know you have tossed aside two people like trash?”

“Dysea…?  Dysea… what are you talking about? Why have you left? Where is Martin?” Tarifa’s voice exclaimed.

“Why have you cast us out Tarifa?” Dysea asked her eyes narrowed in anger. “Martin is no animal… and I am no whore!”


“…I am no whore!”

Tarifa’s eyes grew wide at Dysea’s pronouncement. She was about to respond until the rough hand grabbed the transmitter from her grasp and tossed it to the floor where Tareif crushed it under his boot. Tarifa turned to her father, her eyes wide.

“What have you done?” She screamed.

“I am saving you the pain of having to hear them tell you themselves.” Tareif told her. “They care nothing for you Tarifa. You were only a tool for them. You are Queen of the High Elves, and soon you will be wed. I expect you to start acting like it.”

Tareif turned and walked back into his daughter’s quarters to see his wife glaring at him. Palina stepped up to him.

“Why have you done this Tareif?” She asked.

“I have done what needed to be done.” He answered. “I have a meeting to attend. What will you be preparing for dinner so that I can purchase some wine to go with it.”

Palina glared at her husband, and for the first time in nearly two hundred years of marriage she struck him in anger. Tareif drew back in shock at her action, his hand going to his cheek.
“I will be preparing nothing husband!” She told him, real anger in her voice. “You can eat dirt as far as I am concerned!”

“Palina… I… you do not understand what is going on.” He spoke.

“I understand that you have ripped from our daughter her dignity and choice with your actions.” Palina said. “And you did so with deceit and treachery. Martin Hunter would never have left unless you told him something that was not the truth. I will never forgive you for what you have done this day Tareif, and you may return to Pacifica alone. I will not be returning with you now or in the future.”

“Palina…”

“You have spoken enough with your actions Tareif.” She barked at him. “Leave now before I decide to seek the council of an arbitrator so that I may have our marriage ended.”

Tareif’s eyes went wide. “You will do no such thing!”

Palina stuck her finger in his face. “Do not presume to tell me what I can and can not do War Master Tareif. Your actions this day have sealed my decision. Leave now, before I request that you are removed.”

Palina whirled around and rushed to where Tarifa sat curled on the floor of her balcony, holding the pieces of the broken transmitter in her hands.


Dysea slowly hung up the headset on the hook above her when she received no response from Tarifa. She pulled her legs up to her chest, wrapping her arms around her knees and she allowed the small single tear to roll down her cheek. She felt the hand on her knee and looked up to see Martin settle to the seat next to her.

“Why has she done this Nya Nauta Melme?” She asked. “Why as she done this to us?”


“I don’t know.” Martin said softly. 


Dysea shook her head. “Someone told her lies.” She said. “Someone has told her lies about us. That is why she is doing this.”


Martin looked at her. “Who would tell her lies about us?” He asked. “Who would she trust enough to even believe such lies after what the three of us share?”


Dysea shook her head. “I feel… I feel such so much anger at this moment.” She placed her hand over her heart. “I am no whore!”


Martin pulled Dysea into his arms tightly and her head went to his chest. “I feel it too Melda Min. I feel it too.”


Dysea buried her face in his chest and let the strength of his embrace flow through her as she clutched him tighter than she had ever held anything in her life.


Tareif entered the room and saw Telan stand to greet him.


“War Master.” He said smugly.


“I have done as you instructed.” Tareif spoke. 


Telan nodded. “You have performed admirably War Master. My father is very pleased.”


“My sons,” Tareif spoke. “I want to see them.”


Telan held up his hand. “I understand this War Master. When the ceremony is complete and I am your daughter’s husband, I will contact my father and have him arrange a visit.”


Tareif’s eyes grew darker, “A visit?”


“Come War Master… you did not think we would actually release your sons did you?” Telan spoke. “Tarifa and you are far too popular among our people to not have some sort of insurance policy that once my family has assumed its positions of power that we will not lose them.”


“You told me my sons would go free!” Tareif snapped.


“Our plans have changed.” Telan stated firmly. “And they will stay as they are until your daughter bears me a son and seals the contract permanently. This is my father’s wish. Rest assured your sons will stay in excellent health and not be harmed anymore than they already have been.”

“I swear to you if my sons are harmed, I will keep you alive for days as I peel the skin from your flesh.” Tareif growled. “And then I will do the same to your father.”


Telan nodded. “Of course you will War Master. Now please if you will excuse me, I need to contact my father in regards to recent events.”


Tareif turned and stormed from the room, not noticing the female elf that was pressed tightly to the wall around the corner. Her eyes were wide as she had heard everything that was spoken. Her eyes darted down the corridor and then she quickly moved for the upper levels.

EDEN

Three months later


Admiral Wallace walked into the North Medical Clinic on EDEN with Senator Graham and saw several of the newly arrived elves lying on the infirmary beds. The deal with the Alliance had gone through quite easily, and now EDEN was home to almost three hundred elves. Graham had placed Wallace in charge of the indoctrination of the elves into life on EDEN. As the days passed, he was only concerned with fucking as many of the elves as he could. Graham still controlled things with an iron fist, and while Bill was slowly working his way further into Graham’s confidence, he knew they had a long way to go.


As the weeks had passed, Wallace and Thomas had been able to facilitate the deal with the Alliance for the additional elves. The transfer had gone off without a hitch, and even though the Alliance now had the blueprint plans to the Raptor Attack Ship, Wallace knew it would take them many months or even a full year to put the Raptor into full production mode, and then they would need to train new pilots. That would be worth at least another two or three good sized shipment of elves for EDEN.


Wallace also found himself falling more in love with Anisa as the days passed. He had never met a stronger or braver woman before in his life, and she showed these straits every day as she worked with him to purge selected elves of the addicting Alliance drug and bring them to their side. He didn’t know what Anisa felt for him, and at this point he didn’t care. Her presence was a soothing balm to him at the end of the day, and if she cared for him even a fraction of how he loved her, that was good enough for him.


Wallace walked up to where the young doctor stood next to Frank Wilson. “Good morning Colonel Wilson, Doctor Taggert.” Bill spoke in a professional manner. “I brought the Senator so you could show him how you have developed a new drug for us to use, and I want you to explain how it works to Senator Graham. Senator this is Doctor Paul Taggert, EDEN’s top bio-toxin scientist.”


“It is a pleasure to finally meet you Senator.” Paul Taggert spoke.


“Doctor Taggert.” Graham spoke. He glanced over to the three beds that were occupied by two female elves and one male. “May I ask why three slaves are occupying beds that are meant for humans?”


“That is my doing Senator. Doctor Taggert needed some elves to experiment on once he finished the drug.” Bill told him. “Paul, why don’t you explain it to the Senator so that he understands?”


The doctor nodded his head, “Of course Admiral.” The young man spoke with a friendly smile. He lifted the test tube of clear liquid up for Graham to see. “I call it X19. It’s based along the same lines as the Alliance’s drug, but it’s much more refined and subtle, and incredibly more powerful. The enzymes in the baseline code for the drug are…”


“Doctor Taggert, I’m quite sure the Senator is not interested in the baseline code for the drugs, only the end results.” Bill spoke.


Graham smiled and nodded his head. “Thank you Admiral and you are correct; but what I would like to know is can we use this drug to replace the Alliance’s drug? Can we market it?”


The doctor nodded. “Oh yes sir! Once we move to the production stage of this drug, we can mass produce it very quickly, and charge anything we want for it. It does not require the cumbersome injection unit on the back of the neck, and a single dose is good for an extended period of time.”


“How long is that?” Graham asked now very interested.


“It would depend on the dose of course… but several days at the very least, at the higher level.” Taggert replied. He motioned to the three elves. “The male and female elves were given the highest dose possible fifty-seven hours ago, and they are still very susceptible to my commands. Would you like me to demonstrate?”


Graham nodded. “Please do.”


“The female elf’s name is Leda Senator.” Paul spoke. “Leda… please get out of bed and come over here next to the Senator.”


The blond haired elf sat up, tossing aside the thin sheet that covered her perfect naked body. Graham licked his lips as he watched her stand on the floor and he admired her pert tits and near hairless pussy as she walked up to stand next to him. Her legs were lean and muscular, and her abdomen flat and well defined. She didn’t have the largest breasts he’d seen on an elf, but they were very firm with small pink nipples.


“Say hello Leda.” Paul spoke smiling.


“Good day Senator Graham, it’s a pleasure to meet you.” The female elf spoke, her eyes bright and clear.


Richard looked at Paul in surprise. “She does not exhibit the same mental sluggishness of the Alliance’s drug.”


“No sir. As I said I refined it a great deal. The elves will not have the sluggishness or clouded mind as they did under the Alliance drug.” Paul explained. “They will act completely normal in every way, yet they will find it impossible to refuse any command or request from a human.”


“Really?” Graham spoke not entirely convinced. “That seems rather sophisticated. Are you certain it works?”


Paul smiled. “The male and female elf you see here Senator are brother and sister. They arrived with the last shipment of slaves from earth. You can see the similar physical traits and facial features.”


Graham nodded. “Yes.”


“I’ve done some extensive research into the elves that the Alliance supplied to us. They consider it a vile sin punishable by death for any type of incest.” Paul looked at the two other elves. “Colar… get up, and have your sister begin to suck your cock.”


Graham watched in fascination as the male elf got to his feet and moved to the other bed. He pulled the sheet aside and helped the female elf off the bed. The female elf had long dark hair and a small patch of black hair above her small pussy. That they were related could not be denied, and Graham watched in awe as the female elf took her brother’s decent sized limp cock deeply into her mouth and began to suck him off.


“I must say… that is excellent.” Graham spoke in awe, his eyes becoming excited.


“Leda… it appears the Senator is becoming excited by what we are witnessing. Drop to your knees and suck him off.” Paul ordered.


Graham watched with wide eyes as the blond elf immediately got down on her knees and began unbuckling his pants. Graham hissed through his teeth when he felt her warm mouth engulf almost half his seven inch cock and she began to suck hard. Her hand came up to palm his balls as she took him even deeper into her mouth. He dropped a hand to her blond locks and groaned, holding her head firmly in place while he thrust his hips forward brutally, driving his entire cock into her mouth even casing her to gag loudly as he rammed into her throat. Graham didn’t see Wallace moved ever so slightly closer to Doctor Taggert and grasp the young man’s arm tightly. He also didn’t notice that Paul Taggert’s face was frozen in place, void of any emotion, but his eyes were burning holes through Graham’s chest. Graham looked to where the dark haired sister was eagerly lapping away at her brother’s hard jutting cock, and Graham lost it. He rammed his cock deeply into Leda’s throat and started cumming, driving his hips forward and keeping her blond head pinned to his groin as he emptied his load into her throat.


It took several moments for him to regain his composure and then Graham pulled his now limp cock from between her lips. He waited while Leda re-buckled his pants and slowly got to her feet a sweet smile on her face.


“Thank you Senator.” She told him licking her lips seductively.


Graham couldn’t help but smile as well, and he heard the male elf groan and turned as he unloaded into his sister’s mouth.


“I must say Doctor Taggert I am very impressed, very impressed. Admiral… you are proving to be the best partner I have had in many years.” Graham spoke.


“Senator… the Admiral explained to me your elaborate interests.” Paul spoke, waving his hand toward the back of the lab. “I hope you don’t mind that I took the liberty of finding three certain female elves that have some experience in what you prefer.”


Graham watched as the two dark haired and one blond elf walked from around the corner of the divider and stopped in front of him. All of them were exceptionally attractive, and very well built. “Well what have we here?” Graham said.


“These particular elves work as sort of a team Senator. They are sisters, and have been seeing to the needs of some of the Alliance’s highest officials with your tastes. They take care of each other and let’s just say they enjoy small amounts of pain.” Paul spoke.


“Now that is very interesting.” Graham said. “I trust they have been given the drug?”


Paula nodded and held out the small black bag. “I dosed them this morning Senator, and it should be good for at least two days. This is for when you feel they are not being as compliant as you wish.”


Graham grinned. “I think I may have to return to my quarters and break these young ladies in.” He said. “Thank you for your explanation doctor. William… I expect you will see to the implementation of the drug with all of our slaves?”


Bill nodded. “I’ll see to it myself sir.” He spoke. “However I will need the names of the Sweeper Agents that have not come forward so that I can use them as conduits for the drug. They can also assist me in watching the elves more closely.”


Graham nodded his head and his hand kneaded the full breast of the blond in full view of everyone. “Of course… I’ll give the information to Thomas to pass on to you later today. Now if you’ll excuse me I’ll be in my office.”


Bill forced the smile to remain on his face as Graham left the clinic pawing the firm ass of the giggling elf. Once the door slid shut behind him, Bill whirled around and looked for something to send flying across the room in rage. He saw the side door open and Anisa came out quickly, going directly to him and taking his hands. She knew how he would be after doing this, and she also knew he responded to her soothing touch. 


Anisa looked at him with adoring eyes and stroked his face. Their first night together Anisa would admit was nothing more than a way for her to thank him for saving her life. She had to admit that William had fucked her far better and longer than any man before him, and he was very well endowed in the cock department. He could have chosen any of the female elves and instead had picked her. That first night was her way of rewarding him. Over the next few weeks Anisa found herself falling very much in love with this man. His actions were intelligent and extremely well thought out. He never asked her to sleep with him again after that first night, as it was not in his nature. Once he realized that Thomas was fully on their side, he took the young man under his wing and began instructing him in the arts of deception and subterfuge. And Anisa had to admit William Wallace was very good at both. She had accessed EDEN’s computers under his security code and discovered quite a bit about the man she now was very much in love with. He was a former member of perhaps the finest military unit in the 21st century known as the Navy SEALs; the same type of unit that the genomes who had escaped were from. He was very highly decorated and considered a brilliant tactician. She discovered many things about the man in front of her that allowed her to feel love once more.  


“Calm yourself William.” She said softly, stroking his face. “This is part of your plan. You must maintain this guise for as long as necessary.”


William nodded. “I know… but I hate having to order the elves to take part in such perversion.” He turned as Leda went quickly to the nearest sink and forced herself to vomit by sticking her finger down her throat. He watched as Paul held the blanket around her shoulders until she had finished vomiting and then she turned to wrap herself in his arms. He looked at the male and female elf; who were now standing next to each other, pulling on their clothes.


The male elf took a step forward. “You have shown us that you and many like you on this station are not like the humans we are used too Admiral Wallace.” Colar spoke. “It is for this reason that we help you. You have saved all of us from lives of slavery, and if the goal you have, the ultimate goal, our ultimate goal becomes reality, then all we have to do is worth it.”


William turned as Leda looked at him, wiping her mouth after spitting out the mouthwash Paul had given her. “Admiral… you alone have returned hope to us.” She spoke. She squeezed her body closer to Paul’s. “You have enabled us to regain our dignity and honor, and you have helped us to find…” She looked at Paul with smiling eyes. “You have helped us to find those that mean a great deal to us. If our freedom requires that I have to suck the shriveled cock of some demented man, then I will do so. It only solidifies our plan and our goals in the end.” She turned back to William as Paul pulled her closer.


“But having Leda have to perform such a vile act… having you and your wife have to do such things in front of others…” William spoke. “It twists my guts into knots knowing that this is what we have to revert too.”


Colar smiled in amusement. “Perhaps… but Teela is becoming very good at it.”


William watched the dark haired female elf slap her husband’s chest. She turned her eyes on him. “Anisa told us what you were like on that first day William. And you have proved she was correct every day since. Elves are not as preoccupied as humans when it comes to sexual displays William. We are much more comfortable with our sexuality than humans. If we need to conduct these acts in front of others so that we can ultimately win our freedom, then I will gladly do so.”


Colar grinned, “As will I.” He said. “It has been many years since I have been able to take my wife in these ways.”


“Colar!” Teela exclaimed as his arms went around her waist and he nuzzled her neck.


The mood of anger in the room was broken, and all of them relaxed further. William shook his head with smile. “You are some of the most resilient men and women I have ever known.” He said. “And I am very glad I can call you friend.”


Anisa squeezed his hand. “And we are very glad you are what you are William. Without you, none of us would have this opportunity.”


Bill looked at Paul. “Ok… let’s have it.” He said.  


“Thomas and Neara are seeing to the distribution of our “drug”.” Paul spoke. “Leda will see to the holding pens for the females who work in the brothels, and Colar and Teela will handle the worker sections. If all goes well… we can have the all the elves inoculated within four weeks. They are being selective as to who they start with, but the process is working. Colonel Wilson is using his contacts in the engineering section to monitor which elves we think will be easier to bring into the fold at first.”


Bill nodded. “I can’t stress enough how dangerous what we’re doing is. You need to be very careful about where you go and who you talk too. Martin’s last transmission stated they had been kicked out of the High Elf territory, but they had found a place to settle down into. I’m hoping we can tell him the station is once more in our control before our next communication.”


“Where did he settle down Admiral?” Frank asked.


“Somewhere in the southwest part of the country I assume, as that is where he was. He wasn’t specific and I didn’t have time to delve deeper.” Bill spoke. “Everyone keep your heads and let’s not do anything stupid.”

MOUNTAIN CITY


Tarifa glared at Telan as he lifted himself from the bed, and she 
pulled the sheet tighter around her naked body. Their ceremony had gone off quickly, with Tarifa going through the motions more than anything else, and Telan had taken his place as husband to the Queen, assuming the military and political duties of that position. Tarifa endured his near endless rutting, focusing her mind on Martin and Dysea, but never enough where she became lost in passion as Telan grunted and groaned while plunging his small thin cock into her. As husband to the Queen he could take her whenever he desired and she had to consent. She endured his pawing of her body with passionless serenity, and after he had gone she quickly went to take steaming showers and baths to rid herself of his stench and foulness from within her.


Telan reached over to pull his uniform shirt on, smiling at her as he did so. “I see you are responding more to my ministrations.” He gloated. 


“Believe what you will.” Tarifa told him as she sat up on the bed, holding the sheet around her.


Telan looked at her as he buttoned his shirt. “You deny this?” He spoke.


Tarifa looked at him hatred in her eyes. “You may be my husband…” She snapped. “And I must submit to you whenever you wish according to our law… but do not for an instant believe that I will respond in any way to anything you do to me. Your very touch turns my stomach and makes me want to vomit.”


Telan’s eyes darkened. “You will see things my way in the end.” He growled at her. “Perhaps after you have given me a child, you will see things differently.”


“Don’t hold your breath Telan.” Tarifa spoke, rising from the bed and heading for the shower.


Tarifa stared at herself in the mirror of the bathroom after the door had closed and locked. Her face was drawn, and her usually sapphire eyes were red from countless nights of crying herself to sleep. Her days were filled with the mindless duties of the Queen, Raloa never ceasing to gloat over the Council’s decision to expel Martin and the genomes. Her only peace came in the arms of her mother who had remained in Mountain City and taken a small apartment one level down from the Queen’s home. This is where she spent most of her time now, remaining as far away from Telan as she could. She had seen her father several times in the past three months, but had never spoken to him, and only glared at him with anger and hatred. He was staying at the main barracks within Mountain City, and outside of official functions was almost never seen outside his office and small apartment.


Tarifa reached up and carefully removed the hidden latch from the side of the cabinet. She pulled softly and the entire cabinet came away from the wall smoothly. Inside on two shelves were a number of small bottles. Tarifa took one and quickly tapped out two pills. She swallowed them in one gulp wincing as the large pills went down her throat. She quickly followed them with a small glass of water. The pills she had gotten through one of her closest aides, and they would prevent her from conceiving a child. They were also very dangerous, as they made her violently sick for a short time and the traces of the drug could be detected by a doctor.


She looked in the mirror as she closed the cabinet and returned the latch in place. She closed her eyes and concentrated and felt her fangs extend to nearly a full inch. She took a deep breath and allowed herself to soak in the scents of everything around her. She wanted so much to contact Martin and Dysea, but Telan had such a close watch on her, she was unable to do anything to attempt to contact them. Each day that passed caused her to slip more and more into despair, and the only thing that kept her sane were these moments when she could escape into the bathroom and let go of her control and allow the changes that had come over her to come out. When she allowed her control to drop, it was almost as if she could feel Martin and Dysea wrapped around her showering her with their friendship and caring.


Tarifa sank to the floor of the bathroom and huddled in the corner, pulling her knees to her chest as the tears began to flow once more, and she felt wonderfully alive as her mind took her back to the moments when she was within their company.


“Sit down Palina.” Walter spoke gently as Palina came into his apartment.

“Thank you Holy One.” Palina spoke softly as she settled to the couch.

“What can I help you with child?” Walter asked.

“It is Tarifa Holy One.” Palina told him. “I… I fear she is slipping deeper into darkness as every day passes. She hardly eats anymore, and she has to endure that despicable Telan violating her at his whim.”
Walter sighed heavily and sat back in the chair. “This is not something I had foreseen as happening, and I believe it may be partly my fault.”
“How?” Palina asked.

“I was the one who told her to seek out Martin and Dysea.” Walter replied looking at her. “I knew that the only way to begin an effective war against the Alliance was to have the three of them together as allies.”
“You… you made her seek him out? You knowingly put her in danger?” Palina asked astonished.
Walter shook his head. “No not knowingly. I did not know what Graham would do, and I certainly had no idea what the Elders would do. I thought perhaps when they came together; they could form an alliance of sorts with each other, making all the elves stronger. Martin is so much more than what he appears to be Palina. More so than even you would understand. An alliance between him and Tarifa and Dysea would mean a shift of power against the Alliance. I did not expect that the Alliance has somehow insinuated themselves so deeply into elf society as to corrupt those that are in power.”

Palina nodded slowly. “I think I understand now Holy One. You… you gave them the means to see past what everyone else sees and look inside each other and what they could build.”

Walter smiled. “An elegant way of putting it; but essentially yes, that’s what I did.” He looked at her. “Tarifa is very much like Martin Palina. They are both headstrong and willful, but they are the epitome of leaders, and that is why they became so close so quickly, aside from the obvious physical attraction.” He continued.

“Tarifa told me her relationship with Martin opened her to see many things that she would never have thought of.” Palina said.

Walter nodded. “They would have had that effect on each other yes.” He said. “They shared a physical relationship yes, but what developed more between them was a sense of common purpose and deep friendship similar to what one feels for a twin sibling. That is what I had hoped would happen.”
“And what role did Dysea play all this?” Palina asked.

Walter met her eyes. “She was the one I intended for Martin.” He replied. “The one who would…”
“Take his heart?” Palina asked.

Walter nodded. “Yes.”

“I need your help Holy One.” Palina spoke. “I do not know what Tareif told him the day they left, but it was obviously a lie to make them think Tarifa betrayed them in some manner.”

“Tarifa’s relationship with Dysea does not seem to bother you.” Walter asked with more than a little curiosity.

“Holy One… it was you who made us more accepting of our sexuality and who we were.” Palina told him. “I was shocked at first that Tarifa could have such feelings for a woman, let alone act on them. However, after I was able to think about it for a few days, I came to the conclusion that all parents do. If that is what makes my child happy, who am I to debate that? And it is not uncommon to see elves of the same gender together Holy One. Their relationships are accepted just as any other.”

“There is little I can do to help Palina. And believe me I have tried.” Walter told her. “I am being shadowed by Dragoon officers wherever I go. Any attempt by me to contact Martin or Dysea would be detected immediately by the thugs Telan has watching me.”

“Your implant does not work?” Palina asked.

Walter shook his head. “Unfortunately they are either choosing not to answer my transmissions, or they are somewhere that is beyond the implant’s range. Dysea has been declared a traitor by the Wood Elf Council of Elders, and there are orders to arrest her if she is found. Martin and Dysea would know this and would do little to let their whereabouts be known. I imagine Tarifa already knows that.”

Palina nodded. “She has tried every day, but no they do not respond to her.” Palina leaned forward in her chair. “Perhaps for that very reason, but I was thinking of something else however.”

“I will do what I can.” Walter spoke.

“You know that if she is to bear Telan a child, the union will be sealed forever.” Palina spoke. “She has been taking a foul medicine that keeps her from becoming pregnant, but her supply is almost depleted. She fears putting her aides at risk to get her more, and the medicine makes her violently sick for several hours. If she was discovered during this period it would definitely be discovered in her system, and there would be terrible consequences. Is there anything you can give to her?”

Walter shook his head slowly. “Unfortunately nothing that won’t be detected by a skilled physician.”

Palina felt tears coming into her eyes and she sat back. “Then I will lose my daughter.” She said softly. “If she does not have this medicine and she becomes pregnant, she will kill herself. I know she will.”

Walter got to his feet and moved to the small counter his mind racing. He poured Palina and himself a mug of tea and was about to add milk and sugar when his hands stopped in mid-motion, “Dysea?” He said softly.

Palina looked at his back, “Holy One?”

Walter turned to her, the tea forgotten, “Dysea.” He spoke again. “Dysea is the key. She has an intimate knowledge of thousands of herbs and roots; natural elements that would do the same thing and would be undetectable in Tarifa’s system. She would do such things for her own people who were captured or raped by Alliance troops.”

“Holy One… no one knows where they went.” Palina said. “How would I find her?”

“Cantel,” Walter spoke. “He is one of your husband’s senior Dragoons.”

Palina shook her head. “Tareif would discover what I am attempting to do.”

Walter shook his head. “I may be old and simply human Palina, but I am not without some skill. Cantel has had two Dragoons following me wherever I go, and two of them have been tailing Telan as well.” He said. “He would not do that without your husband’s knowledge unless he felt it important.”

“Holy One do you believe that members of the Council are plotting against their own people?” Palina asked.

“I think what has happened with Dysea answers that very question for you Palina. They claim she has betrayed them and come over to the High Elves. The Queen they have elected in her place is not as wise to the ways of the world, and she does not realize they are using her.” Walter replied. “Find a way to contact Cantel. If anyone knows where Martin and Dysea have gone it will be him. Do not for a minute believe the Elders do not know where they have settled.”

Palina came to her feet. “Even if I was to discover this, and I find them. Why would they help me? Whatever lies Tareif told them, they believed him enough to refuse even to have communications with Tarifa.”

“Do not believe for a moment that they have stopped caring for your daughter Palina.” Walter spoke. “That is not in Martin’s nature.”

“What are you telling me?” Palina asked.

Walter took her hands. “They might be dealing with it better for unlike Tarifa, Martin and Dysea share a bond of love we don’t understand, and they have each other. They will be no doubt trying to discover what has happened too… but something is keeping them from contacting her. Something they were told perhaps. That is what you must discover.”

Palina looked at him a new firmness in her eyes. “Thank you Holy One.” She said.

Walter smiled. “I have always loved Tarifa as my own daughter Palina. She is one of the keys to the future, and whatever I can do to try and correct my mistakes of the past I will do.”

“May the gods shine on you Holy One,” Palina spoke, a new brightness to her eyes.

Palina answered the door to her apartment and came up short when she saw the young female elf. “Yes?”


“The elf bowed her head in respect. “Forgive me Milady. My name is Alore, and I work within the Council’s halls.”


“Go on.” Palina spoke, trying to find a way to leave this child and get to Tarifa as soon as possible. She had to relay the conversation she had with the Holy One to her.


“My Lady there is something I must tell you.” The elf said. “I have carried this news within me for weeks, too afraid to come to you with it.”


“Child I do not have time for games.” Palina spoke.


“My Lady this is about War Master Tareif and what happen the day the genome soldier Commander Hunter was expelled from Mountain City.” The elf told her.


Palina looked at her, her eyes wide and her interest suddenly peaked. “Quickly child, come inside.” Palina spoke, pulling her into the apartment. 


“You are certain of this Alore?” Palina asked.


“Yes Milady positive. I wasn’t more than five meters away at the time and heard the entire conversation.” Alore replied.


“And you have told no one about this?” Palina asked taking her hands.


“I was too frightened too Milady. War Master Tareif frightens me, and I do not trust Captain Telan.” Alore replied. “I live alone Milady, my family lives in Salem City. I did not know who to go to. When I realized you had taken an apartment here I knew I could come to you, but it wasn’t until now that I had the courage. I’m so sorry Milady.”


Palina smiled and squeezed her hands. “You have nothing to be sorry for Alore.” She said. “In fact, from this moment on you now hold the title of Senior Aide to me.” She smiled when Alore’s eyes nearly came out of her head. “You are braver than most Alore; don’t doubt that for a moment. I will have the paperwork and clearances drawn up immediately. Right now I need you to do something for me.”


“Anything Milady,” Alore spoke.


“There is a senior Dragoon Lieutenant. His name is Cantel. I need you to find him and inform him that I need to meet with him as soon as possible.” Palina said. “Can you do that?”


“Of course Milady, I know right where the Dragoons are billeted. I… I sometimes watch their training sessions when I am finished at the Council Hall.” She spoke, blushing as she did so.


Palina smiled. “Alore… you may have just returned something to your Queen that was taken from her against her will. Go now… and be quick. Speak to no one but Cantel.”


Alore rose to her feet and nodded, “As you order me Milady.”


Palina ushered her to the door and glanced outside before allowing her to come forward. She leaned over and kissed her head. “The Gods go with you child.” She said.


Alore smiled and hurried out onto the main walkway, quickly blending in with the hundreds of other elves. Palina stepped back into her quarters and closed the door. She went immediately to her communications console and entered in a code.


The face of the communications operator appeared on the screen. “Good day Milady. How may I assist you?”


“I wish to contact Salem City on a secure channel. Is that possible?” Palina asked.


“Of course Milady, may I ask why?”


“I’m arranging a surprise party for War Master Tareif, and I would appreciate it if you were able to not log this call.” Palina asked with her sweetest smile.


The man grinned, thinking he was making points. “What call is that Milady.” He spoke with a smile. “Channel secure… please go ahead.”


“Milady,” Cantel spoke, bowing his head.


Palina smiled and placed her hand on his arm. “Thank you for coming Cantel.” She said quietly.


“May I ask why you wanted to meet me? And why you wanted to meet here?” Cantel spoke looking at her.


They stood on the narrow unused bridge just below the main promenade. The bridge hadn’t been used in the years since the promenade above them had been built. They could still hear the music and voices above them from the hundreds of shops and dozens of homes and businesses.


“We do not have to worry about unwanted eyes and ears here.” Palina spoke.


“And why would this be an issue Milady?” Cantel asked.


“I know you have been looking into Telan and his family very discretely.” Palina spoke, seeing that his expression did not change in the least. “I want to know how that is coming.”


“I do not know what it is you mean Milady.” Cantel spoke quickly, too quickly.


Palina smiled. “The young woman I sent to summon you told me some interesting things Cantel. Items that are a great deal of interest to me if they are true, and things that would go a long way to explaining why my husband has been acting like such a bastard these last few months.”


“What exactly did she hear Milady?” Cantel asked.


Palina watched Cantel’s face carefully as she explained what Alore had told her. She was watching for the slightest sign of betrayal in his eyes; any hint that would tell her he was not working for her husband, but against him. She detected none of this as his face changed from impassive emotion to one of barely controlled anger. It took her fifteen minutes to fully explain everything and when she was done she had no doubts that Cantel would help her.


Cantel gripped the railing of the walkway when she had finished, his knuckles turning white in rage that he kept just below the surface.


“The Elders,” He hissed. “I suspected Telan was not everything he was made to appear, but the Elders?”


“Cantel… I need you to control your rage.” Palina spoke. “And I need your help.”


Cantel looked at her. “Command me.” He spoke firmly.


“Do you know where Martin and Dysea have gone? They are the key to all of this.” Palina asked.  


“I…” He looked at her for a long moment.


“Cantel… I want my husband back! I want my sons back and I want my daughter back! If we don’t do something, then all we have fought for and loved these centuries will be lost forever.” Palina spoke.


“War Master Tareif gave him a pad with locations where they could go and where they could survive.” Cantel told her. “I do not know for sure their exact location, but there have been reports from several of our southwestern villages.”


“Reports… what kind of reports?” Palina asked him.


“Falre Lome, Phantoms of the night. The reports are of a large group of humans and elves.” Cantel replied. “They have taken over several abandoned small towns between the Tushar Mountains and the Piute Reservoir. The reports state they hear explosions and heavy equipment moving at night. They do not want to approach because whoever they are, they have established lethal minefields all around the area. Several mercenary units, slavers have been discovered destroyed in this area, hence the name Falre Lome that they have been given.”


Palina smiled softly. “That is where they have gone.” She spoke. “The rumors I have heard in regards to Dysea. Are they true?”


Cantel nodded. “The Wood Elves Council of Elders has named her a traitor and if caught she is to be tried for treason. Milady… if Telan’s family is holding your sons, this would explain the War Master’s actions the last few months. He has not told anyone for fear they will kill your sons.”


Palina nodded. “Yes it would.” Palina said. “You have been following Telan then?”


Cantel nodded. “He has done nothing unusual so far. He descends to the lower platforms three or four times a week to meet with a female elf who works at one of the seedier taverns, but outside of that, he has done nothing out of the ordinary.”


“His father is no fool.” Palina spoke. “Telan is a pawn in his father’s plot to gain power over our people. If Tarifa bears Telan a child, she will become expendable, and then Telan’s family will hold power.”


“They would kill the Queen?” Cantel asked stunned.


“If Tarifa gives him a child I believe they would. If she were to die in some accident after the birth of the child, Telan would hold power until their son or daughter came of age. And that would mean that Telan’s family would hold power.” Palina spoke. “They have always been power hungry, with no regard for those under them. It is why they are so powerful within the boundaries of New Spokane.”


“Milady… regardless of the power they hold, how they could have taken your sons is a mystery. They would have needed a base of power within the military and then the means to carry out such an operation.” Cantel spoke. “And where would they keep them? Your sons are well known.” 


Palina nodded. “And that fact leads me to believe they have had outside help in their actions.” She said. “I have already contacted some friends I know in Salem City to do some of their own investigating.”


Cantel’s eyes grew a little wider, “The Alliance?” He gasped. “They would plot with the Alliance against their own people?”


“For men such as Telan’s father yes they would.” Palina spoke. “They would barter with the devil himself if it advanced their desire for more power and control.”


Cantel clenched his teeth. “I will enjoy killing him.” He growled.


Palina looked at him. “I know two people who will enjoy it far more Cantel.” Palina spoke. “Is it possible for you to arrange travel for me to this village in the southwest?”


Cantel nodded. “That would be no problem Milady.” He said. “The governor of this village has been petitioning the Queen to visit their village for many months. A visit by her mother would be just as formal.”


Palina nodded. “Arrange it under just that auspice.” She spoke. “How soon can you put it together?”


“War Master Tareif departs tomorrow morning for Salem City and the annual graduation of our Dragoon Elites.” Cantel told her. “I can process the paperwork and requisition the vehicles today and we can depart at mid day tomorrow, after War Master Tareif has left.”


“Telan is going with him correct?” Palina asked.


“Yes Milady. They will be gone until early next week.”


“And we can depart and return before they do?” Palina asked.


“Easily Milady, Roland has scouted the southern routes extensively. We can bypass the other villages quickly and be in southern Utah by tomorrow evening. War Master Tareif and Telan will have to use the prearranged western routes to avoid the human settlements.” Cantel replied.


“I do not want to draw attention to this trip Cantel.” She said. “I want nothing larger than what we would normally send on such a venture.”


Cantel nodded. “I will see to it Milady.”


“Use your contacts within our military Cantel.” Palina spoke. “Be very discrete and make no waves, but try and find out any information you can in regards to my sons’ whereabouts.”


Cantel nodded. “You can rest assured we will discover something Milady.” He said. “What of the Queen? We can not leave her unprotected.”


Palina nodded. “I will encourage her to visit her grandmother in Eastern Mountain City. She can remain there with my mother while we are away. It may provide her some comfort as well since Telan will be gone, and the Eastern Quadrant has always been a stronghold for my family.”


Cantel nodded. “I will assign a Dragoon Troup to escort and remain with her while she is there, men that I trust, and that can watch Telan’s enforcers as well.”


Palina nodded and touched his arm. “We must proceed quickly, but we must be very careful.” She said.


“It will be done Milady.” He spoke.

SOUTHERN UTAH

CIRCLEVILLE

Edge of the Tushar Mountain range


There was a full moon this night, and it allowed the mercenary slavers to travel down what used to be an interstate highway. It was nothing more than a worn patch of clear land now, but it allowed the mercenary Hoppers to traverse the mountainous area with little difficulty and greater speed than normal. The moon was providing a great deal of light, which worked in their favor since half the twelve vehicles lacked any type of exterior lighting.


Three of the Hoppers were being used as transports, the backs of them holding large metal containers. Inside these three containers were almost sixty elf slaves taken during raids of surrounding elf villages. They would be transported to Cedar City Utah to be sold to the auctions there. The Cedar City Militia was the largest group of organized humans in the area, and next to the Salt Lake City Settlement, they were the largest in the state.


The driver of the lead vehicle heard the loud plopping noise come from the engine of his Hopper and he cursed when his control panel began to light up with alarms and red lights. He quickly pulled the Hopper to a halt and shut down the drive unit, while the four men that were sleeping began to wake up.


“What’s wrong?” The man in the right seat asked groggily.


“The fucking cylinder drive has popped!” The driver replied. “I’m going to have to replace it!”


“Well make it quick!” The passenger spoke.


“Go back to fucking sleep!” The driver swore as he got out of the Hopper and moved around to the front of the vehicle, banging on the outer shell as he lifted the cylinder drive unit cover and pulling out his flashlight.


Martin lowered his binoculars and smiled. “Nice shooting Radama.” He spoke softly into his implant.


“It is always a pleasure Commander.” The voice replied in his ear piece.


Martin turned to the beautiful and bright emerald green eyes next to him on the ground. Dysea returned his gaze with a dazzling smile, her canine teeth now fully three quarters of an inch in length, and her emerald eyes outlined in black. Her platinum blond hair was even longer now, and for this operation she had stuffed it into the black balaclava that rested on top of her head. Three months had passed since they had come here, and the constant days in the sun working side by side with the man she so loved had changed her. Her body had been reforged into a deeply tanned temple of perfection, highlighting her platinum blond hair enormously. She had been in superb physical condition before, but now Dysea and all the elves that had accompanied Martin and the others had surpassed even their own expectations. All of them were now more muscular and lean, and the constant training with the remaining Genomes had honed their once deadly skills to even more lethal levels. 


Dysea had now fully accepted the events that had led her to her current position. She was no longer Queen of her people, and was even wanted for treason by the Wood Elves, but those facts did nothing to dull her intent to return one day and take vengeance on the Council of Elders and regain her rightful place. She had also fully accepted the changes that had occurred to her since Martin had come into her life and captured her heart. They made love to each other almost every night, not stopping until they were both drained and exhausted. She welcomed the changes within her own body, realizing that she was becoming more like the man she so coveted. Martin held her very soul in his palm and he worshiped her very footsteps, but they both knew that they were not complete. They still worried for Tarifa and they knew she had married, and was still active in her duties as Queen, but information was hard to come by without exposing their location to everyone that may have been looking for them.


Martin leaned over, his own eyes changing to yellow orbs outlined in black and his fangs extending to their full length of one inch. He kissed a smiling Dysea gently.


“Shall we Melda Min?” He spoke.


“Yes I think we shall Nauta Melme.” Dysea replied.


Martin turned back to the convoy of Hoppers below him in the valley. “Ok ladies and germs. Let’s get this party going!”


The driver of the damaged Hopper used his flashlight to inspect the cylinder drive of the Hopper, reaching forward with his hand. His face changed when he felt the large hole in the drive and he moved the flashlight to get a better look. His eyes grew wide when he saw the jagged edges of the hole, his eyes going up to the cover. He saw the stars through the large hole in the metal cover and his eyes flew open.


“It’s an ambush!” He screamed, whirling around and reaching for the weapon in the holster at his side.


His hand closed over the large side arm just as the black clad giant appeared in front of him. All he could see were the glowing yellow eyes of the monstrosity in front of him, and he lost control of his bladder as he saw the glint of steel in the moonlight.


“It’s time to die asshole!” The voice told him just before the eight inch blade penetrated his abdomen.


The mercenaries’ eyes bugged out of his head and he extended up on his tip toes trying to get the agonizing pain that was ripping through his guts to stop. He heard a strange, wet plopping sound and his eyes drifted downward to see his intestines spilling from inside his belly. He dropped his flashlight, reaching down to try and stuff his organs back inside his body just before there was a bright flash and his head exploded in a shower of blood and brain matter over the windshield of the Hopper.


Dysea stepped up to the side of the Hopper and stuck her silenced HK74 into the window of the vehicle, ripping out a long burst of 10mm Teflon coated rounds. She didn’t pause to watch as the three bodies in the Hopper jerked back and forth from multiple hits, their blood splashing all over the inside of the Hopper.


The mercenary driver’s scream of alarm caused many of the mercenaries to clamber out of their vehicles, many still sleepy and sluggish and they moved directly into criss-crossing fields of fire as Martin’s team of nine Genomes and eleven elves opened fire at the same time. 


Martin and Dysea swept along the back side of the convoy with Radama and the Master Chief, their HK’s spitting out death to whoever attempted to exit their Hoppers. One mercenary made it half way out of his vehicle as Dysea stepped up to the front. She snapped out a front kick that slammed into the door and drove it back into the man’s legs, and he screamed in pain as one leg shattered under the enormous power of the blow. He lifted his head just as Dysea stepped up to the door.


“You fucking elf bitch!” The man screamed, struggling to bring his rifle to bear.


Dysea’s emerald eyes, now fully outlined with black stared at the man in undisguised hatred. She grabbed the door and using her elf strength, now fully enhanced with DNA from Martin’s genome cells, she rammed it forward again. The man dropped his rifle as his arm and shoulder were crushed in the door and he glanced up to see Dysea’s eyes and fangs only inches from his horrified face.


“I am no bitch!” Dysea screamed back at him before shoving the door forward with another surge of strength and hearing the mercenary’s chest splinter and shatter under the crunching metal.


Dysea turned to see Martin leap forward nearly twenty meters, his HK dropping to dangle on the quick release strap as he pulled his knife from its sheath on his thigh. His opposite hand also filled with High Elf steel, and both blades flashed in the moonlight. Martin’s jump took him directly into a group of four mercenaries, where he drove one to the ground as he landed on him with all of his two hundred and twenty plus pounds. Dysea watched with adoring love as his jump broke the back of the mercenary, driving splinters of his shattered vertebrae into his heart and killing him instantly. Martin kicked out with his right booted foot and slammed it into the head of another mercenary, the combat toe connecting with the mercenaries’ temple and instantly shattering his skull. The man’s body crumpled like a noodle as Martin spun to his right, one of his knives flashing in the dim light. The razor sharp blade sliced through the third mercenaries’ throat, cutting through most of the muscle on his neck, and severing his jugular vein as well as his larynx. The fourth mercenary was considerably luckier than his partners, and he was able to raise his sidearm far enough to get off three shots, two of which punched into Martin’s shoulder area, causing him to stagger back slightly.


The mercenary’s face flashed a grin of false victory, and he adjusted his aim to Martin’s head. He felt and heard the tearing sound and looked down to see the bloody point of the knife punch through his chest. Dysea stepped up behind him, driving her other blade into his lower back with equal force. She brought her lips close to his ear and whispered into his dying brain.


“This is for every female elf you have ever taken against her will.”


Dysea slashed her blades together and they tore them from his body, blood fountaining onto the ground in front of him.


Anja and Danny moved toward the last of the Hopper transports, their HKs extended in front of them. Julie had swept in from the other side with two elves and they were eliminating any mercenary targets close to the last Hopper.


As Anja passed the door to the cockpit of the Hopper a mercenary leaped from the back, his hands closing around her HK and knocking them both to the ground. Danny lifted his HK, but did not fire for fear of hitting Anja. He needn’t have worried.


Anja rolled to her feet first, butt stroking the mercenary viciously as she came up several feet away from him. She let her HK drop to dangle on its strap and she looked at the man as he too got to his feet. He was larger than her by several inches and outweighed her easily by sixty a hundred pounds. His eyes were flared with anger and hate as he glared at her.


“I’m going to beat your tight ass bitch!” He screamed.


Anja jettisoned her HK with a savage smile and tossed it to where Danny was now standing by the edge of the Hopper. The firing had stopped completely as the mercenaries were being dragged from the vehicles dead by others in her team as more went to unlock the Hopper containers to free the captive elves.


Anja’s green eyes changed then, narrowing into jade green orbs and black filling the white pupil area to outline the green. Her canine teeth extended as well, lengthening to half an inch much like Dysea’s and she motioned the larger mercenary forward.


“Come on then big boy!” She growled at him.


The mercenary paused for a second taking in her new appearance and he answered with more bravado then he felt. “I’ll show you big boy you cunt! I’m going to beat you silly and then fuck you like you ain’t ever been fucked before!”


“You are so dead.” Anja spat at him.


The mercenary never saw the leaping front kick that plowed into his chest and sent him flipping backwards. He landed painfully with a loud grunt, struggling to get to his feet. Anja descended upon him with no hesitation and plenty of anger. Julie stepped up next to Danny, who was watching with a grin on his face as several others of Martin’s team stopped to watch as well. Anja did not relent and was pummeling the mercenary with brutal punches and kicks. All of them could hear bones breaking in the still air, and grunts of pain from him as Anja methodically proceeded to beat him to death.


No one among the elves or genomes attempted to stop her, and after a long few moments Anja finally stopped beating the mercenary on her own. The man was curled into a protective fetal position, his face a mass of blood and torn flesh. His lips were mangled, and both his eyes were swollen shut. Almost all of his ribs were shattered and he was dragging one broken leg behind him as he used his remaining strength to try and crawl away from the red headed devil standing above him.


Anja spit on his body and stood above him, before she reached down and took his blood matted hair in her fist pulling his face up off the ground. “Your shriveled little toy couldn’t begin to compare to the man that rocked my world little man! And he still does… even in my dreams you pathetic excuse for a man.” She snarled at him.


Julie looked at Danny oddly as she heard several of their teammates laugh. Julie knew exactly who Anja was talking about and it wasn’t Danny. The last three months had been filled with plenty of work and patrols, and she had spent more time with Anja than Danny had. She never denied him her attention when the three of them were together, and she even enjoyed herself, but Julie knew her heart was no longer in the relationship they had. She sensed Anja drawing away from them, in fact she sensed they were all drawing away form each other. Anja was still madly in love with Martin, and nothing was ever going to change that. She only hoped that the Skipper found a way to get over that one hump in regards to her to see that she loved him. She had also noticed the female elf Dysea had taken a shine to Anja, always looking at her from a distance, always with those incredible emerald green eyes.

She and Danny had drawn apart as well, though much more slowly. It was more of a mutual effect as both of them were discovering new things to keep them busy, and they were also discovering new friends. Julie smiled to herself. While she was sure they would always remain steadfast and loyal friends, they were outgrowing each other and soon they would go their separate ways.

Danny shook his head and looked at Julie who smiled at him. “Remind me never to get on her bad side.”


Anja shoved his head back to the ground, the force of the blow dropping him mercifully into unconsciousness. She took a deep breath and turned around to see most of the team watching her with amused expressions on their faces. She watched Danny and Julie walk up to her with several others, all of them smiling widely.


“He… he kind of pissed me off.” Anja said almost embarrassed.


“No kidding?” Julie replied, stepping up to her and slipping her arm around Anja’s slim waist. “Remind me to never piss you off girl.”


Dysea and Martin were helping the elves from inside the container and were motioning them back where others were handing out blankets and water. Martin had seen the latter portion of her fight and his eyes now remained on Anja as the others crowed around her. For the briefest of moments he thought he saw her eyes settle on him and look at him with desire and need. He didn’t see Dysea look up at him as her hands inspected his body armor. Dysea looked at Martin, their balaclavas now dangling behind their shoulders. Her platinum blond hair was easily visible in the moon light.


“Nauta Melme, you were shot.” She spoke helping another captive elf to the ground.


Martin looked at her and then down to the wound in his shoulder. “It only grazed me. The second one was caught by my vest.”


“That was foolish, leaping into a group of four mercenaries.” Dysea told him. “You could have been hurt badly.”


Martin assisted the last elf out of the Hopper and turned to face her fully as the newly freed elves watched them with expressions of astonishment. “You were watching my back Melda Min.” He said.


“That does not excuse your actions.” Dysea spoke.


“I was trying to impress you.” Martin said.


“Nauta Melme you could have been hurt!”


Martin stepped closer to her. “Did it work?” He asked, drawing her into his arms.


Dysea couldn’t help but smile at the expression on his face and she nodded. “Yes it did.” She told him, kissing him gently.


“I wouldn’t worry about the Skipper too much Dy.” Danny spoke walking up behind them, Julie and Anja in tow with the others. “He’s too ornery to die.”


Dysea smiled at him. Many among Martin’s team had taken to calling her Dy as a show of affection.


“You… you are the Falre Lome.” The former captive male elf spoke looking at Martin and Dysea with wide eyes, “The Phantoms of the Night.”


“Excuse me?” Martin asked, looking at the man.


“The Phantoms of the Night,” The man repeated. “All of the villages in the area have been speaking of you in whispers. How you have rescued other elves and are building a city in the mountains.” The elf spoke. “They speak of how humans and elves live side by side in harmony. And that they are led by a man who is not completely human, and always at his side is a female elf with hair the color of white gold.”


Martin looked at Dysea with a smile. “That must be why you taste so good.” He told her.


Dysea jabbed him in the lower back with her fingers, “Pervert.” She spoke with a smile. She stepped around Martin and looked at the sixty elves that were sitting or kneeling on the ground. “You are free now.” She told them. “Take what you can from these animals and go!”


“They have destroyed our villages!” A woman spoke, coming forward. “We have nothing to return too! This is all that remains from three villages of nearly seven hundred of us.”


Dysea looked at Martin in the moon light and saw his nod. She turned back to the female elf. “I am sorry we could not have stopped these scum sooner. We have been tracking them for two weeks but it wasn’t until this night that we were able to act.”


“You… you are Dysea.” The woman spoke. “You were Queen of the Wood Elves.”


Dysea nodded her head slowly as murmurs swept through the crowd of elves and they all moved a little closer to see her. “That is true.” She spoke. “I was betrayed by those close to me and branded a traitor. One day I will return to take back my throne, but now I am helping to build something better for all elves.”


“Then the rumors are true?” The first man to speak said. “You… you are building a city here in the mountains, a city of men and elves.”


“Not just men and elves.” Martin spoke. “It is a city… a place for everyone who wants to live free of slavery and hatred and fear. I am not completely human, and neither are some of the others with me, but we fight for the same thing.”


“What is this city called?” A voice spoke from near the back.


Martin stood there taken aback. The decision to settle and begin rebuilding had come to him almost as an afterthought. It was a natural process in his thinking, and everyone seemed to fall in with him with no questions. He thought about it for the very first time right this minute. He could recall the excitement in the voices of the men and women, as well as the elves that had accompanied them from Mountain City. It did not hit home for him as to why they were excited until this very moment. The deaths of his comrades, brothers and sisters he had fought with for years and having Tarifa torn away like she was from his grasp had clouded his mind to almost all else. It is then he realized that the men and women with him, to include the elves, they all saw something in him that inspired them to build something better than what they had seen so far.


They were rebuilding their future.


“It is called Eden!” The male voice spoke from behind Martin. He turned to see Radama step from the darkness, several elves and genomes behind him. “It is called Eden… and it will be the greatest city to ever exist one day; a city where men and elves and all who wish peace and prosperity can live and watch their children grow without fear of persecution and war.” He walked up to stand next to Martin. “It is called Eden… and you will be welcomed without question if you desire these things. If you do not, then you will be left to wallow in your own misery. We will defend it with our dying breaths, and any who wish to bring us harm will be crushed under our heel. Join us! Join us and live free!”


Martin looked at Dysea as the newly freed elves began to stir among themselves. His eyes moved to where Radama stood and the former High Elf Royal Guard Commander grinned. “Tarifa once told me you were not good with words Martin Hunter.” He spoke softly. “I hope you don’t mind.”


Martin grinned. “I would have gotten around to that part.” He said sheepishly.


“Yeah… when pigs fucking fly,” Tony muttered from beside Radama. That brought laughter from the genomes and elves within Martin’s team.


“That could very well be the case in this day and age Master Chief.” Anja spoke from where she stood between Danny and Julie. “Who knows what we will see in the future.”

Tony nodded quickly, “Point taken Anja.”


“We will join with you Martin Hunter.” The man who had spoken first called out. “We will join with you and work beside you to see this city… this Eden become reality. All we have now are our hopes and dreams.”


Dysea slipped her hand into Martin’s and looked at him. “That is all any of us have right now sir.” She spoke. “And that is enough for the moment.”

