CHAPTER NINE
HIGH ELF VILLAGE
SALINA, UTAH

“It is a great honor that you have arrived Milady.” The governor of Salina spoke, bowing his head as Palina settled into the chair in his office.


Palina smiled and looked at the portly elf. “My daughter sends her regrets that she could not come herself, but she has pressing duties within the capital.”


“That the Queen thought to send you is proof enough that she is as wise as she is beautiful.” The governor spoke, motioning to his aide to present the crystal cups of tea. Palina accepted the tea from the aide and sipped it, allowing the liquid to warm her insides. The trip had been long, but true to his boast Roland had led them non-stop to Salina without having to detour around any human settlements.


“You have done quite well with your city governor.” Palina told the man. “I noticed though that almost half of your defensive positions are not manned. Why is that?”


“They have not been needed Milady.” He answered. 


“Is that because of the Falre Lome?” Palina asked softly, watching the man’s eyes.


The governor looked at her surprised that she knew of the phantom soldiers that had become very real. They had been running throughout the mountains destroying mercenary units almost daily. They had even destroyed the mercenary base camp set up only a few miles from Salina, destroying the entire camp and leaving no survivors before they blended back into the night.


The governor nodded his head slowly. “Yes Milady.” He answered. 


“So the rumors that are making their way back to Mountain City are true?” Palina asked him.


“They have brought slaver raids almost to a halt in the lower portion of our territory Milady.” The governor told her. “They destroyed the base camp first, wiping out every mercenary there. They left nothing but the frames of the buildings they did not destroy and an unmarked grave.”


Palina looked at Cantel who stood to her side. He nodded his head. “He is no fool Milady. It appears they are stripping everything that they might be able to use, leaving nothing to be scavenged.”


Palina turned back to the governor. “And what about these rumors of the city Governor Kadeem?” 


“I have not heard those rumors Milady, but I do know that it is next to impossible to get close to what used to be know as Junction City. The closest my scouts have been able to penetrate into the territory the Falre Lome has claimed is ten miles from the actual city.” The governor said.


“I don’t understand.” Palina asked. “They have claimed territory?”

“There… are… warning signs posted Milady. They stretch for miles… warning all who enter into this area of a minefield and certain death.” The governor answered. “My scouts tracked a mercenary patrol that breached this warning line and watched them die after they had gone only five hundred meters.”


“And your scouts survived?” Palina asked.


“They retraced their own footsteps Milady, and went back the way they had come.” Kadeem answered. “Very quickly I might add. We have not tried to enter that area since that day.”


Palina nodded. “A wise move I suspect.”


“It is free territory Milady.” Kadeem told her. “High Elf lands end twelve miles south of Salina. There is a stretch of three miles and then the land that the Flare Lome has claimed begins. There were many free elf villages outside of our boundaries, some that we used to trade with. They no longer exist. Our scouts tell me the mercenaries destroyed most of them, and the others were simply abandoned.”


“And all this has happened in the last three months?” Palina asked shocked.


Kadeem nodded. “Yes Milady.”


Palina looked at Cantel once more before getting to her feet. “Governor I will need three of your scouts to take us to the border of the Falre Lome territory tomorrow.” She spoke.


Kadeem came to his feet. “Milady… I do not recommend that. There are still several large mercenary groups operating within this territory. While they are not large enough to present Salina any danger, they are most certainly a danger to smaller ground forces moving through the area.”


Palina nodded. “I thank you for your concern governor, but I don’t believe we will be in any danger. I would like to leave first thing in the morning if you don’t mind.”

Kadeem bowed his head, “As you wish Milady.” He spoke.


Palina nodded. “Excellent.” She turned quickly and left the governor’s office with Cantel on her heels.


“Is this wise Milady?” He asked as they walked. “We do not even know for sure if this Falre Lome is part of Hunter’s group.”


Palina looked at him and smiled. “Martin Hunter and Dysea are this Falre Lome.” She said.


“How can you be so sure Milady?” Cantel asked.


Palina simply smiled and continued walking. “I’m sure.”


Dysea’s fists curled around the blanket, tearing it from the corners of the bed in a fit of agonizing pleasure as Martin drove every thick, throbbing and delicious part of his twelve inch cock into her tight sopping cunt. 

“Lil Nauta Melme, Lil!”  She screamed out her pleasure, her fangs fully extended and her emerald eyes outlined in black. (More Bounded One, more.)

Dysea was kneeling beside their bed, her upper body on the soft sheets and blanket, while her lower body was suspended in the air impaled as she was on her beloved’s will crushing cock. Dysea shuddered in another crushing climax as he bottomed out inside her blazing hot pussy, his pelvis grinding against her super sensitive pierced clit. She felt his cum filled balls nestle against her dripping pussy, his hips moving with smooth, powerful twelve inch strokes into her. Martin had been fucking her for nearly an hour now, dominating her in every way, leaving Dysea to simply scream out his name and relish in the sensations of the orgasms erupting from her on a continual basis. The orgasms never seemed to stop and one raging climax followed another, her juices pouring from her like a river, coating his pile driving manhood and both of their upper thighs.


Martin leaned over Dysea’s tanned muscular back, his tongue tracing up her spine, tasting her sweaty skin and inhaling her wildflower scent. His fangs were fully extended, his eyes yellow within black. Her scent was intoxicating to him, like a drug he was addicted too. He could feel her spasming pussy clutching and milking his steel hard pole, wanting him to erupt within her and not willing to let him go until he did. He had been hammering his aching cock into this beautiful female elf for almost an hour, her wildflower scent and cries of rapture, not to mention her sizzling kisses, helping him to remain hard as a rock, even after filling her twice already with his come. Martin was still not used to the fact that this beautiful creature withering in orgasmic bliss beneath him owned a piece of his very soul. There were many beautiful elves and women within the city they were building, yet only two could hold any sway over him. He possessed one of them, as she possessed him, and his mind was always filled with the images of the tight bodied Persian haired female his body ached for just as intensely as it ached for Dysea.


This platinum haired elf was one of the strongest women he had ever met in his life. She was supremely intelligent and a superior warrior in every way, and their time together had only toned her body and made her even more lethally efficient. He never tired of her body or her scent in his head or in his bed, and they were always finding ways to touch one another in whatever way they could, simply to express their feelings for each other. What he felt for Dysea he had felt and still felt for only one other woman in his life. It was a powerful emotion, and no matter what he did, his heart ached for both of them.


Dysea was gripped in another shattering orgasm, her head on the bed, her lips parted in breathless cries of delight. Never had she imagined she could feel what she was feeling. The power of his body, the way he so dominated her with his passion and desire, yet his touch was always the gentlest she had ever felt and just the tips of his fingers could send jolts of pleasure shooting through her. And when he nuzzled her elfin ear as he so often did, and he wrapped her within that imaginary aura that so possessed her, Dysea would never; could never deny him. And that thought made her blood boil in need and desire for him. Whenever she was with him, she could feel his imaginary embrace around her, though it was definitely more pronounced and intense when he was making love to her with this much passion. At these times it was like a soothing blanket that embraced and swallowed her whole.

Martin leaned all the way forward, pressing his chest to Dysea’s back and grinding his huge throbbing cock deep within her. He could feel her engorged pierced clit against his skin and he smiled as his cock grinding sent her over the edge once more. His hands dug under her sweaty body to grip her 36C tits in his hands and he pulled her up to him, causing Dysea to shriek in pleasure as she sank even further onto his massive cock. He wrapped his arms around her tight, holding her large firm tits in his hands and placed his lips next to her gorgeous elf ear.


“Inye melme elye Melda Min.” He whispered into her ear before he groaned loudly and erupted inside her. (I love you Beloved One.)


Dysea’s eyes were wide in surprise and adoration, her whole body going rigid in an earth shattering orgasm as she felt Martin’s boiling hot cum explode from the head of his massive cock buried deep in her womb. She sang out her euphoric bliss and did not care who heard her, wrapped in the powerful embrace of the man who so dominated her very existence now.



They fell forward onto the bed, Martin’s cock continuing to spew his delicious load deeply into her belly. It was one of the most intense orgasms she had ever felt from her love, and it flooded her with a sense of peace and contentment.

“Inye melme elye Nauta Melme.” Dysea whispered just before sleep took her into its peaceful embrace.

Dysea lay sprawled against Martin’s hip and chest, her naked flesh pressed to his as her fingers gently traced the muscles and tattoos on his powerful abdomen. They had awakened with the sun pouring into the large window in their bedroom, and Martin held a steaming mug of coffee in his hand that they were sharing. Her platinum blond hair was splayed across her shoulders and down her back, the sheet covering only the firm cheeks of her muscular ass, her tanned legs uncovered and draped over Martin’s legs.


“Inye elmenda la carita erye Nauta Melme.” She spoke softly, her head on his chest. (I wonder what she does now Bounded Love.)

“Sie lye Inye Melda Min,” Martin answered softly. (As do I Beloved One.)


“Then why do we not return and simply ask her why she did this?” Dysea asked, tilting her head up to look at his face.


Martin smiled softly. “I would like nothing better.” He replied, reaching out to stroke the silky skin of her shoulder. “Aside from the fact that it would quite possibly start a war we could not win, why does it matter now?”


“I do not believe what her father told us!” Dysea proclaimed. “I refuse to believe him. Not after what we shared. There is a part of me Nauta Melme… she opened a part of me I never knew existed, and I never had the chance to say thank you.”


Martin nodded. “It is the same for me.” He said softly.


“Then why do we do nothing?”

“I… I am…”


Dysea lifted herself along his body… feeling his flaccid cock between her thighs as she settled onto his lap. She ignored the shiver of pleasure it caused her and she took his face in her hands. “You are afraid.” She said softly, her face showing her surprise. “You fear… you fear you will lose me as well?”


Martin met her stunning emerald eyes with his own dark brown ones and slowly nodded his head. Dysea pulled his head to her breasts and felt his arms wrap around her almost painfully. “That is why… that is why you make love to me with such passion and intensity. You fear I will leave you as well.” She whispered. “Like Anja left you?”

Martin pulled his head back and looked at her his eyes wide. “How… how do you know about Anja?” He asked.

Dysea smiled and kissed him deeply. “It is not exactly a secret Nauta Melme.” She told him. “And I wanted to discover as much about the man who holds my heart so tightly that I could find. I asked.”

“Who did you ask?” Martin said quickly.

Dysea shrugged, “This person and that.” She replied.

“Melda Min!” He told her, his face lined with a small smile. 

“Does it matter where I learned it… or does what I learned matter more?” She spoke.

“And what did you learn?” Martin asked his hands going to her hips and he leaned back slightly against the head board looking at her.

“I learned that you and Anja had a very torrid night many years ago.” Dysea spoke softly, “And that because she feared or did not understand what you were, she ended something that you did not want to end.”

Martin nodded slowly. “That’s about the crux of it yes.” He replied.

“She is a different person now Nauta Melme. All of you are different. Do not hold something that she regrets deeply against her.” Dysea spoke.

Martin nodded. “Maybe… but that doesn’t matter. She has someone… two actually, and I have you. I don’t need anyone else. And how do you know she regrets what happen between us?”

“I am a woman and I have eyes.” Dysea replied with that womanly “You silly man” look. “Even better than I did before thanks to what you have made me in to. It is my understanding that she has found her own apartment here in Eden City.” Dysea spoke.

Martin nodded. “I had heard something along those lines.” He said.
Dysea shook her head slowly, stroking his shoulders and back and kissing him softly and tenderly. “No Nauta Melme, you should never fear that I will leave you. I do not know why Nauta Melme, but I feel you and I are meant for one another, and not because of something that the Holy One might have done. There is something far greater at work where we are concerned Nauta Melme, and we will discover it together.” Dysea smiled in love and fulfillment as his arms circled her waist and pulled her tightly to him. We will all discover it together. Dysea thought to herself as she wrapped her arms around his head, and Anja will be with us to discover it as well.
UTAH

OUTSIDE JOSEPH 

OLD ROUTE 70


The three Raptors were parked in the small clearing, their ramps down and three dozen genomes, humans and elves spread about near the bottoms of the ramps calmly eating their rations and talking among themselves. Weapons were draped across laps or leaning against the Raptors where the elves and men sat. Three miles away rested the remains of a small column of slaver vehicles and twenty dead bodies which were even now being swallowed up by the creatures of the timber.


Leland sat on the edge of the Raptor’s ramp calmly eating the power bar from his ration pack, his eyes touching each and every person in his team.


His team.


Five of the remaining nineteen genomes, ten male and female elves and twenty-one human men and women made up Leland’s command. He had been stunned when Martin had come to him and asked him to take over his own small unit. He needed leaders who could lead, and Dysea told him he was exactly that. He had accepted immediately, and found his three dozen men and women to be the finest unit he had led in his lifetime. The elves and genomes he knew were superior warriors, but the men and women who had trained extremely hard for six weeks were shaping up to be the backbone of his unit. They trained hard everyday, pushing them beyond anything they would have thought they were capable of. And they all looked to Leland for leadership. 


Martin had assigned his unit three Raptors, with a senior pilot among the group to provide the back up and experience in flight operations that Leland lacked. He had scientists and doctors within his unit that had volunteered to go through the training, and pound for pound they were just as lethal as the elves and genomes, and in realistic terms, they had more brain power than even Martin’s team.


Leland loved Dysea like a sister, and over the years he had overcome the boyhood crush he had on her, but this is where he belonged. He needed to lead warriors, and Martin had given him the chance.


They were returning from a sensitive intelligence gathering mission into Wood Elf territory and had come across the mercenary column. They had made short work of the scum and then landed here to check for anything that might have been able to use. Leland had made the decision to remain here and allow everyone to eat and rest for a few hours before they made the final twenty minute flight back to Junction City, or what everyone was now calling Eden City.


He turned his head when the senior pilot Martin had assigned to him sat down beside him. Leland had never in his life felt any sort of attraction to a human female until he had met Cathy. She was a petite female, barely topping five feet tall, but as Danny had once commented to him shortly after Leland found out he was getting this team, she was built like a brick shit house. Cathy Parnelli was of Sicilian descent as Leland had learned upon meeting her, one of the many cultures of earth from her time. She wore her dark brown hair very short, and that framed a deeply tanned heart shaped face and dark brown eyes. She bore the signs of previous battles upon her face in the form of several scars on the left side of her cheek and along her jaw. The results of a missile strike into her aircraft over the battlefields of Venezuela. However, her most prominent feature was her enormous breasts. Her flight suit did little to hide her breasts as they strained against the material, and they seemed almost too large for her diminutive frame, but when you added in her small waist and extremely well formed ass and legs, Leland saw what Danny had meant.

“So how do you think it went?” Cathy asked, taking the wrapping off the power bar before bringing it to her lips and taking a bite.

Leland tore his eyes from the way her lips moved as she chewed and he nodded. “It went better than I had hoped.” He answered. “There is much more grumbling among my people in regards to the Council’s actions in recent months.”

“Do you think they believed you that Dysea is alive and well?”

“I believe so.” He replied. “I knew many of the senior Commanders, and I believe I convinced them. I know the Commander of the Wood Elf Rangers believed me. He was a staunch supporter of Dysea and hated the Elders.”

“Well if these Rangers are half as good as you say they are; we can sure use them.” Cathy spoke.  


Leland nodded in agreement. “Yes we can.” He said.

“So am I going to have to jump your bones?” Cathy asked almost casually.

Leland looked at her. “Excuse me?” he asked.

Cathy looked at him surprised. “Did you get out much working with Dysea?” She asked him in a calm voice.

“I don’t understand.” Leland said, turning to face her.

“Leland, do you find me attractive?” Cathy asked meeting his blue eyes.
“I… well… that is a strange question to ask me Cathy.” Leland stuttered out.

“You do, don’t you?” Cathy said, moving closer to him. “I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

“I… I respect your obvious skills. You are an exceptional pilot and an excellent warrior from what I have seen.” Leland replied.

“And that’s all?”

“What else is there?” He asked.

Cathy’s face changed slightly and she leaned back. “Oh.” She said softly. “I must have been wrong.” She stood up slowly and turned. “I’ll be on the observation deck when you want to head back.”

Leland watched her walk back up the ramp into the Raptor, the sway of her ass catching his eye easily, as her ass was nearly as firm and tight as any female ass he had ever seen. He felt a tug in his loins and got slowly to his feet looking around at his team. All of them were preoccupied doing other things and he tried to be as casual as possible as he walked up the ramp after her.
Cody smiled to the elf fighter he was sitting next to under the shade of the tree. “I think the boss is about to get lucky.” He said.

The elf soldier chuckled. “It took him long enough to realize that she wanted him.” He said.

“It looks like Leland is going to go where no man has gone before.” Cody said with a little smile.

“What do you mean Cody?” The elf asked.

“I can’t begin to tell you how many guys have tried to get into Cathy “Ice Queen” Parnelli’s pants in the last four years.” Cody told him.

“They have not succeeded I take it?” The elf warrior asked.

“Succeeded?” Cody laughed. “Most of them were shot down with flames coming from their asses before they even got to first base. She may be a looker, but she is by no means easy.” 

Leland walked up the stairs into the observation deck and saw Cathy leaning over the plot board they had set up. He watched her for a long moment before stepping forward.
“Cathy… I…”

“Is there something wrong with me?” Cathy asked turning around slowly and looking at him.

“Wrong with you, what do you mean? No… are you injured?” Leland asked, his eyes becoming concerned.

“I don’t think I’ve ever had to work this hard to get a man Leland.” Cathy told him. “You haven’t been catching all the usual signs.”

“Usual signs? I don’t understand.” He told her.
Cathy stepped up to him. “Brushing up against you; giving you the coy looks. Do you not like women?”

“What? No!” Leland exclaimed. 

“Is it the scars?” Cathy spoke, turning her head slightly to show him the three jagged scars. “A lot of men are turned off by the scars. Of course a lot of men miss the scars completely because they’re staring at my tits or my ass.” Cathy folded her arms under her breasts looking at him. “Which one is it for you?”
“Cathy… I… I did not think you would be interested in a… I didn’t think you would be interested in a male of my species.” Leland finally managed to spit out.
“Your species,” Cathy said with a small smile, moving closer to him. “You think because you are an elf and you have ears that are different that you are any less attractive to me?”

“It… it is not something elves are used to.” Leland replied honestly.

“Well for your information… I think elf ears are very sexy, and your ears in particular.” Cathy spoke.

“My ears…?” Leland asked.

Cathy stepped up to him and reached out to stroke his right ear. “Yes your ears.” She said softly.

Leland felt a hot shiver run through him and he reached up to grab her hand. “Don’t do that.” He said quickly.

“Why?”

“Elf… elf ears are very sensitive.” He said as his heart began pounding and his blood began to roar in his veins.

“Yes… I know.” Cathy said moving even closer, pressing her body against his.

Leland looked at her with wide eyes. “You… you desire me?” He asked more than a little astonished.

“Leland that is what I’ve been trying to get across to you for a couple of months now.” She told him with a gentle smile.

“Cathy… it would… it would not be…”

“I know you want me.” Cathy said. “And I know I want you. You can’t deny it Leland. Your body is giving you away. Your ears are turning red, and I can practically feel your heart pounding.”

Leland looked at her. “Who… who told you that?”

Cathy smiled. “I’ve been talking with Dysea. She told me the signs an elf exhibits when they desire someone. And she was dead on accurate. Now if you don’t bend me over this plot board and take me Leland… I’m going to pin you against the bulkhead and take you.”

Leland looked into her dark eyes and surrendered to what was washing over him. He grabbed her in his arms and kissed her hard, plunging his tongue between her lips and hearing her moan in acceptance. Cathy began pulling at his uniform as he pushed her toward the plot board, his hands tearing at her flight suit. Her body was on fire in a way she had never felt before, and she loved it. She gasped against his lips when his strong hands finally pulled her flight suit down past her shoulders and he grabbed her 38D breasts in his hands and squeezed them roughly.

Cathy’s hands were not unmoving as she frantically got his fatigue pants unfastened and yanked them down. Her eyes grew a little wider as her hands wrapped around his burning cock and she felt how hot he was. Leland grabbed her head in his hands and pulled his lips from hers, looking into her smoldering dark eyes and flushed skin. His blue eyes were clouded with passion and desire and Cathy flicked her tongue across his lips, trying to kiss him again. She could feel her pussy leaking all over, soaking right through her cotton panties. She had never been this sexually aroused before and it was driving her mad.

Leland stared at her face and did not see the scars on her cheek that marred her beauty. He did not see the bored look of the female elf girls he had bedded. He saw hot passion in her eyes, passion and desire for him. 


“I am going to take you woman!” He hissed at her.


Cathy gasped when he spun her around and pawed her tits again. Her nipples were harder than she had ever seen them and she gasped when his fingers squeezed and pulled on them. She had no time to think as he pushed her forward and took her panties in one hand, yanking them from her in one pull. Leland wasted no time as the desire for this woman had taken over him. He moved her legs a little wider and took his cock in his hand. He rubbed the burning head of his shaft over her engorged pussy lips, coating the swollen head of his cock with her juices which were pouring from her already. He eased the head of his cock forward, delving between her dripping cunt lips and took hold of her waist, burying his enflamed cock into this beautiful woman in one powerful stroke.

Cathy’s eyes went wide and she cried out in pleasure gripping the edges of the plot board as Leland sank every hot delicious portion of his seven inch cock into her in a single glorious plunge. When she felt his cum filled balls slap against the backs of her tight thighs Cathy shuddered in the most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced in her twenty-seven years of life and her cum exploded from her coating Leland’s cock in sweet liquid.

 Feeling her cum showering his cock within the silky walls of her pussy Leland began to pound into her with powerful strokes, rocking her forward on the plot board again and again. Even the females in Dysea’s Royal Court that he had bedded did not respond to him as Cathy was. She began thrusting her tight ass back at him, gripping the side of the plot board for support, her face contorted in blissful pleasure as he drove completely into her on every stroke. The only sounds on the observation deck were the slapping of his heated ball sack against her slick skin and their grunts of effort and pleasure. Leland’s eyes went wide as he felt the familiar surge in his gut so soon, Cathy’s pussy gripping him tighter than any elf female ever had. He could not hold back any longer, the sight of this woman beneath him responding as she was to him pushed him over the edge.

Leland slammed into her one final time driving them both against the plot board. He felt Cathy’s hands reach around behind her to clutch his hips tightly as his balls swelled and his cum erupted from his cock, flooding the belly of this beautiful human woman. Her head came back and she screamed as she came with him, her belly clenching in orgasmic delight. She reached under their bodies and her fingers found his swollen, pulsing balls and she squeezed gently. Leland hissed into the back of her neck, his face buried in her dark hair and felt another surge of his cum explode from his cock even more powerful than the first one.

Cathy was delirious with pleasure as she wrapped her fingers around his hot balls and felt them preparing another explosion into her. Her eyes opened wider as a third blast of his hot cum filled her… and then a fourth… and a fifth. His eruptions into her milking pussy were causing small mini orgasms to rock her continuously. It felt like a fire hydrant going off inside her womb as his cum filled her. It was the most indescribable sensation she had ever experienced as she felt each blast of his hot cum shoot from his deeply buried cock and splash against the walls of her pussy. Cathy had a total of eleven lovers in her life, and none of them had ever come close to making her feel what she was feeling now, and without a doubt, none of them had ever filled her with so much cum at one time. His cum was going to be leaking out of her the rest of the day, and that thought caused her to smile and wiggle her tight ass back against him. 

Cathy felt Leland’s cock twitch inside her one last time and he slumped forward, leaning over her back, his heaving chest pressing against her skin. His face was buried in her neck and she felt his tongue extend and tickle her under her own ear. 
“I… I am sorry.” He gasped into her ear. “I… I did not mean for it to be so quick.”

“God… Leland… it was fantastic.” Cathy spoke dreamily. “Will you do that to me for the rest of my life?” Leland gently took her face in his hand and turned it so that she could see him. She smiled at him, “Hi there lover.” She spoke softly, licking her lips.

Leland smiled. “As often as you like.” He said kissing her nose.

The pounding on the door of the observation deck brought them both out of their post passion cuddling.

“Hey you two, if you’re finished fucking each other silly we got company coming from two different directions!” Cody’s voice carried to them.

Leland’s eyes closed and he sighed heavily. “This is not exactly the way I would have preferred to reveal my feelings for you.” He said.

Cathy smiled and clenched her pussy muscles on his softening cock. “We can work on that tonight when we get back.” She said softly.

“I’d like that.” Leland spoke, “Very much.”

“I suppose we should go to work uhu?” She asked.

“It would seem to be prudent, yes.” Leland replied with a smile.

“As much as I would love to stay just like we are lover… you have to… you have to get off me, or we aren’t going anywhere.” Cathy told him.

Leland’s eyes went a little wider. “Oh… yes I suppose that would be helpful.” He said.

They shared a lover’s laugh as Leland extracted himself from Cathy’s supple body and they reached for their clothes.


“The drone picked them up about ten minutes ago. We got one small elf column of six Hoppers headed south, and this mercenary column headed right for them.” Cody told them as he motioned to the monitors in the rear of the Raptor.


“This is the group we have been looking for.” Leland spoke, his hands moving to the screen and using the keyboard to zoom the small drone’s cameras closer. The drone was launched whenever they landed, with someone constantly monitoring the feed. It was a procedure that Ben had put into place to try and keep them from getting caught with their pants down. It was also used to spot any anti-aircraft batteries or missile carrying personnel. “I recognize their vehicles.”


“You mean the one from Cedar City?” Cathy asked.


Leland nodded. “Yes. They have been able to avoid our patrols for several weeks now. Commander Hunter is very interested in this group.”


Cody’s eyes narrowed. “Hey I recognize this dude.” He said, touching the other monitor. He adjusted the camera and they watched it zoom in on the face of the elf in the lead vehicle. “This is one of War Master Asshole’s Dragoons.”


Leland looked at him. “Are you sure?”


“I never forget a dickhead.” Cody spoke. “Why would elves from Mountain City be this far south?”


“They shouldn’t be.” Leland spoke. “This is free territory. Zoom in on the second Hopper there.” He spoke.


Cathy adjusted the camera again and they watched the screen change to the face of the woman. They heard Leland’s intake of breath.


“By the gods,” He gasped.


Cathy looked at him. “Leland… what is it?”


“It is the Queen’s mother.” He spoke softly.


“Tarifa’s mom,” Cody asked. “Are you sure?”


Leland nodded. “All elves know the face of the High Elf mother.” He said. “Just as all elves know the face of Dysea’s mother.”

“We need to contact the Skipper.” Cody spoke.


Leland shook his head. “He left this morning to check the status of our exploratory teams in the Gulf. He won’t return until this evening.”


“The mercenaries will try to capture them.” Cathy spoke.


Leland nodded. “And High Elf Dragoons will not allow themselves to be taken alive, and nor I fear will the Queen’s mother.”


“Leland we have to help them.” Cathy said. “We can’t just let them be captured or killed.”


“I have no intention of allowing that to happen Nya Lisse Indil.” He said. He turned to Cody. “Load the other Raptors. We will strike the mercenary column at this crossroads, drop our ground forces and seize Tarifa’s mother. I’m quite sure Dysea would like to speak with her. They are not to be harmed, non-lethal weapons only.”


Cody nodded and headed out of the Raptor as Cathy stepped up to Leland. “What did you call me?” She asked.

Leland turned from the screen and looked at her dark eyes. He smiled. “It means My Sweet Lily.” He said.


Cathy smiled and crossed her arms under her large breasts. “And just how do you know I taste sweet?” She asked.


Leland stepped up to her quickly, his five foot seven frame towering over her by seven inches. “If your skin is any indication it will be an adventure I will enjoy experiencing and finding out this evening.” He told her in a hushed voice, bending over to nuzzle her neck.


“I’ll hold you to that.” She said turning to head for the cockpit.


Palina stepped up to Cantel as the other four Hoppers shut down their engines and the Dragoons piled out. They were watching the spiraling smoke as it rose into the air from the blackened wreckage of nearly twenty Hoppers. They could see the bodies of mercenary troops lying all over, some still hanging from the vehicles. 


“Cantel…?” Palina spoke softly.


“It… it was a column of mercenaries and slavers.” Cantel replied. 


“What could have done this?” Palina asked.


“I fear we do not want to find out.” Cantel spoke as his keen eyes swept over the scene before him. He let them drift to the treeline along what used to be an interstate highway, trying to detect any sign of activity. Cantel was one of the most experienced Dragoons in terms of having seen battle. He had fought and survived in hundreds of situations against the Alliance, yet none of them made them as uneasy as he was at this very moment. “Milady I think we should head back to Salina.” He said.

“Surely whoever did this is no friend of slavers.” Palina spoke.


Cantel nodded. “I agree with that assessment.” He told her. “But it does not mean they are friends of elves.”


“Cantel we need…”


Palina’s words were drowned out by the deafening roar of powerful engines and they all looked skyward as three of the black Raptors dropped from above and hovered only a few meters off the ground on three different sides.


Cantel and Palina watched the helmeted head of the pilot in the huge Raptor directly in front of him, and they saw the large chain cannon under the nose track on them.


“My suggestion would be to lower your weapons to the ground.” The female voice boomed from the Raptor, very clear even over the engines, obviously being amplified by a loud speaker.


The Dragoon next to Cantel moved to bring his weapon up but they all flinched when the loud crack exploded from the Raptor and a single chain gun round punched into the armored Hopper effectively blowing apart its drive core. The next three rounds impacted the dirt in front of them only a few feet away sending chunks of earth and grass into the air.


“I only give one warning.” The female voice spoke again. “You’ve just had yours. Lower your weapons or I will commence firing and I will not stop until you are all dead. And do not believe for a second I will not fire, you have fucked us over once, and that won’t happen again.”


Palina grasped Cantel’s arm. “They know who we are!” She spoke excitedly. “Do as they say Cantel, quickly.”


“We will be defenseless!” Cantel hissed.


“You already are!” The other voice shouted now from the blowing dust and dirt.


Palina and Cantel, as well as the other Dragoons looked around and saw the black clad figures move quickly from the dust, weapons raised and leveled at them. They saw the single elf walking far slower and their eyes went to him as he walked up to them.


“I know you!” Palina spoke. “You are… your name is Leland! You were Dysea’s Guards Captain!”


“And I know you High Elf Mother.” Leland spoke. “Please do as my pilot has instructed you. I would not wish to test her possessiveness of my safety.”


“You will take us as prisoners!” Cantel demanded.


Leland raised his hand. “Nya Lisse Indil, when I drop my hand you may commence firing.” He spoke, his voice carrying through his implant to Cathy’s helmet in the Raptor.


“Copy that!” Cathy’s voice echoed from the loudspeaker.

Palina’s eyes went wide and she turned to the Dragoons. “Drop your weapons now!” She ordered.


“Milady… we will be their prisoners!” Cantel spoke urgently to her.


Palina ignored him and turned to Leland. “Better a prisoner than dead Cantel. I wish to speak with Martin and Dysea.” She said. “I invoke a Diplomatic Truce!”


Leland watched as the Dragoons lowered their weapons to the ground and his team moved in to secure them. He stepped up to Palina. “I think you will find Elf Mother that where we tread, the laws are different. However, I’m quite sure Dysea would welcome the opportunity to speak with you.”


Leland turned to his men who were securing the hands of the Dragoons. “Lisse Indil we are secure here! Please set down if you would and we will load the prisoners and return to Eden.” He turned back to a wide eyed Palina. “Welcome to our territory Elf Mother. Welcome to Eden City.”


Palina was the only one within her group that was not bound in some fashion, and she let her eyes wander over those in the Raptor with them. The men and women were a mixture of human, elf and genome, yet they interacted as if there was no difference among them in the least. The shadow passed in front of her and she looked up to see Leland standing in front of her.


“Elf Mother… perhaps you would like to see what we have built in the three months since your husband and the High Elf Council of Elders expelled us.” Leland said to her, motioning with his hand to the cockpit.


Palina glanced quickly at Cantel before getting to her feet and moving for the cockpit Leland right behind her. She climbed the small staircase and moved up into the cockpit to see the backs of the pilot and co-pilot. She turned and saw the engineer sitting at her station, and her eyes went a little wide when she realized the engineer was an elf.


Palina looked out the wide windshield and could see the other two Raptors holding on either side of their craft. In the distance she saw what appeared to be buildings of some sort, but they were still very far away. She turned to Leland. “We… we aren’t moving.” She said.

Leland nodded. “This is the OAL… the Outer Air Limit. All of our Raptors stop at this point to confirm our identity. We have been on Eden City’s radar for the last fifty miles.”


“You call this place Eden City. Like the base on the moon that Martin came from. Why?” Palina asked.


“From what I understand, and we have been away for a few days, Radama came up with the name during a raid a few nights ago that rescued roughly sixty elves from slavers.” Leland told her. 


“Radama you say?” Palina asked stunned. “Tarifa’s former Royal Captain?”


Leland nodded, “One and the same.”


Palina turned back to see Cathy reach above her head to the instrument panel. “Eden OAL Control this is Raptor 49, we are holding at OAL, point two four one and we are requesting approach clearance.”


“Raptor 49, please begin transmitting your identifying beacon and code word.” The voice came over the intercom system.


“Roger OAL Control, transmitting now.” Cathy answered.


“Identity confirmed 49, welcome back. Please state your load out.”

“Control we are returning full team plus sixteen.” Cathy answered. “Please inform Dysea that we have someone aboard that she will want to speak with, and have Internal Security meet us at the pad.”


There was a pause on the radio. “Raptor 49, declare!”


“Raptor 49 does not declare! Repeat 49 does not declare!” Cathy spoke calmly.


“Very well 49; East pad is open for you and your flight, and welcome Home.”


“Thank you OAL Control, proceeding to east pad.” Cathy answered. “Raptor 49 Flight we are cleared for the east pad. Broadcast openly from here on out folks, and safe landings.” Cathy eased the throttles forward and her right hand nudged the control yoke forward and they began to move.


Palina looked back to Leland. “What was that all about?” She asked.


“We’ve had anti-air missile batteries tracking us for about fifty miles now. The OAL is used as the point where all known craft declare themselves friendly.” Leland explained.


“And if they don’t?” Palina asked.


“They get shot down.” Leland replied matter of factly. He pointed out the windshield. “Please just watch and see for yourself what men and elves can build if we work together and put aside century’s old hatreds.”

Palina turned and watched as the buildings in the distance began to get larger. The closer they got, the more items Palina was able to pick out, and the wider her eyes got.


Eden City, formerly Junction City, Utah, had become a bustling small city in just the span of three months. As they grew closer Palina could make out the newly built structures, as well as the heavy equipment needed to build. Massive steel beams were stacked in piles thirty meters high, whole yards of wood and concrete were neatly stacked and she could see men and women loading these items into large transport Hoppers. The old highway had been cleared of all overgrowth and now Palina could see right down to the cracked and pitted pavement as it ran the length of the main city. She could also see at least two construction crews laying down new concrete and sealing as they went. The abandoned and shattered structures that had once occupied the small city were all newly rebuilt, and lawns were just starting to come back in. The airfield they were heading for was larger than anything she had ever seen, and the two massive Mark Nine transports were now nothing but skeleton hulks. That told Palina these people had no intentions of leaving this area willingly. She could see the beginnings of several multiple story steel and concrete buildings spreading away from the center of the city, as if they were expanding outward at a rapid pace.

Palina’s view of Eden City was blocked as Cathy banked the Raptor toward the airfield and they dropped lower to the ground. She turned to look at Leland with an amazed expression on her face.


“You have built… you have built this in only three months?” She asked.


Leland nodded. “It helps when the man you follow has detailed maps of every old military facility within the northern hemisphere.” He said. “What we didn’t have readily available here, we went and got. And we still are. The first thing we did is build a factory of sorts, where we are building more of these magnificent flying machines, and hundreds upon hundreds of weapons and the ammunition to go with it. We took all the useable armaments we could find at the military bases we have visited, which is quite a bit, and returned it to working order and improved on it.”


“I thought the Alliance would have scoured those bases centuries ago. Our people have.” Palina said.


Leland grinned. “They did.” He answered. “However, they did not have Martin Hunter to tell them where the secret bunkers of weapons were hidden; tons and tons of weapons and supplies.”


“Surely the Alliance had men who knew this information.” Palina said.


“I’m sure they did.” Leland said. “However… the Alliance never investigated the abandoned bases west of the Great River, and almost half the bases that existed at the time of the Great Fire were west of the Great River.”

Palina turned as Cathy flared the Raptor for landing, extending its landing struts and setting the bird down as gently as a feather. Her helmeted head looked out the side window for a moment and saw several Cruise Hoppers pulling up and then turned back to Leland.

“Dysea is here.” She said.


Leland nodded and much to Palina’s surprise he leaned over and kissed Cathy with great feeling. “I will see you tonight.” He said softly.


Cathy nodded; her eyes bright. “Oh you bet you will.”


Leland looked at Palina. “This way Elf Mother, Dysea is waiting.”


Dysea watched Leland’s team exit the rear of the Raptor while her security detachment was spread out all around her. She wore the standard black fatigues, but without the additional armor layers. Her platinum hair was tied in a pony tail, draped over her right shoulder and curled under her chin. Her emerald eyes watched the rear of the Raptor carefully, waiting for Leland to exit. When OAL Control had first notified her that Leland had brought someone she would want to speak with, almost a dozen faces had flashed through her mind.


None of them had been the women who exited the Raptor hesitantly next to Leland. Dysea felt her blood boil and her eyes narrowed as Leland led Tarifa’s mother over to where she stood.


Dysea didn’t even let Leland say anything before she pounced on Palina verbally. “Why have you come here?” She snarled. “Haven’t you and your husband caused enough trouble in our lives to last two lifetimes?”


“They were traveling in several Hoppers headed for Eden City on the old interstate.” Leland told Dysea. “The mercenary unit from Cedar City was tracking them. We hit the mercenary column and then landed and took their column.”


Dysea looked at him. “We caught the other half of their force last night.” She said. “Did you leave any alive?”


Leland’s smile was not pleasant. “Per yours and Martin’s orders none survived.”


Dysea nodded. “What of your mission?”


“It was successful to a point.” Leland answered. “We should be getting a visit from General Vengal within a few days.”


“And my mother,” Dysea asked softly. “What of her?”

“She is well and sends her love. I brought some things from her for you. I almost had to physically remove her from the city, but she finally succumbed and allowed us to hide her some place safe. She is demanding to be with you Dysea. You will have to bring her here soon.” Leland told her.


Dysea nodded. “I know. Another month perhaps, when we are more firmly established and have dealt with the moron in Cedar City.”


Leland nodded. “What of the Elf Mother and the Dragoons with her?” He asked.


Dysea looked at Palina for a long moment and stepped closer to her. “Do you and your husband wish to dishonor Martin I even more than you already have Elf Mother? Tell me why I should not just execute you and give your bodies to the elements.”


“I need your help.” Palina said calmly. “The Holy One said you have knowledge that I need.”


“I have nothing that you need High Elf Mother.” Dysea spoke. “I am a traitor to my own people thanks to lies spread by you and your husband and your Council of Elders. My people now have a treaty with the Alliance, against you and the High Elves thanks to your treachery. A treaty I was not going to sign I might add. I sincerely hope Tarifa is happy with her life. Now she will need to reap the rewards of her deeds.” Dysea turned to Leland. “Give them shelter and food, every comfort we can extend to them. In the morning please take them back to Salina.” She turned back to Palina. “As you banished us Elf Mother, I tell you now, never come here again. You are not welcome here, and the only reason you are not already dead is because Martin is away and does not know you have come.” Dysea turned and began to walk away from her. “He is not as forgiving as I am.” She said over her shoulder.

“She is dying inside Dysea!” Palina called out to her, causing Dysea to stop walking. “Every day she falls deeper into despair. She has cried herself to sleep every night since you and Martin Hunter left. She will not eat; she only appears for official functions. She is dying before my eyes and I can do nothing to stop it.”


Dysea stood with her back to Palina, holding back the emotions threatening to pour out of her. “And why should this matter to me? To Martin? To us?” She said finally.


“She… she had nothing to do with what my husband did!” Palina said. “He lied to her as well as you and Martin Hunter. You and Martin were the only truly deep friends that she had. She has to endure Telan’s touch upon here every night like some sort of rutting beast. I can do nothing to help her. She has no one to turn to.”

“And this is a concern of ours why?” Dysea snapped, whirling around and marching up to her. “She said we were pets to her! There only to amuse her! When she tired of us, she cast us out! Your Elders cast us out! Your husband cast us out!”


“My… my husband lied to you Dysea, I told you this.” Palina spoke. “Cantel told me what he spoke to you and Martin on the platform that day. None of it was true! None of it! He lied to his own daughter not an hour later about what you spoke of Tarifa. He took the transmitter Martin gave her from her hands as she was talking to you and smashed it before her eyes.”


Dysea stared at Palina… trying very hard to keep her anger in check and be objective. “She was married two weeks after we were banished, yet you stand there and tell me she hates this man? Do you think me a fool?”


“She was married to a man her father promised her too, using a law our people have not used in two hundred years!” Palina exclaimed. “She despises Telan to her very core! She endures his vile touch whenever he desires, and it is killing her Dysea!” Palina let the tears come forth now and they flowed down her cheeks. “That… that is what I am trying to prevent. There is so much more to this then you could possibly believe. Please Dysea… if you care for my daughter, listen to me.”


“Care for your daughter? Tarifa had become the sister I never had!” Dysea screamed, her own tears coming now. “Martin considered your daughter his dearest friend! We… we are… she should be here with us helping us to build what we are building! That was her dream if any of you had ever stopped to ask her what she desired.”

“Then I beg you… help me.” Palina spoke. “I swear to you on Tarifa’s life… I only want her happiness. What has happened is larger than all of us. Even I don’t know the full story Dysea, but right now my only concern is to save my daughter’s life.”

“She is in danger?” Dysea asked quickly, moving back closer to Palina.


Palina nodded. “You know our laws as well as I do.” She said. “Tareif promised her hand to Telan to save our sons. He does not know of the further treachery that abounds around him. I only discovered some of it on my way here. There is a very strong power play happening within the High Elf hierarchy. I believe… I believe my husband is being controlled in some manner by enemies of our family. I have no real proof, only rumors and whispers, but I know it is killing my daughter, and ultimately it could kill my entire family. Please… I beg you to listen to me, to help me.”


Dysea met her eyes, not speaking for a long moment. In the end it was really no contest and her heart overruled everything else. And she knew Martin’s heart would have done the same. No matter what had happened, neither of them could abandon Tarifa when she needed them. She held out her hand to Palina.


“Come.” She spoke. “I will bring you to our home where we can talk.”

Palina let out the breath she had been holding and wiped the tears from her cheeks as she took Dysea’s hand.


“… you have built here is amazing.” Palina said as they walked down the street toward the large one story structure at the end. They had taken Hoppers from the airfield to within a few hundred meters of what apparently was Martin Hunter’s home with Dysea. Palina had seen children, elf children and human children, playing happily in the playground of what could only be a makeshift school. 


“This is only the beginning.” Dysea spoke. “We expand every day. The medical facility is nearly complete, Anja is a task master and the main school will be finished by the end of the week.”


“How… how many live here?” Palina asked.


“There were dozens of small villages scattered throughout the area when we first arrived, human and elf, barely surviving; barely living. Martin offered them something more. All he asked was that they have an open mind. We had sixty thousand people within the first month.” Dysea said smiling at Palina’s stunned expression. “That changed quickly as those who found they could not live with elves, or vice versa were either asked to leave or forced out. As we speak… our population is roughly fifty thousand. As word spreads of what we are doing, more come. We explain to them what we are building and the laws we have. Many choose to stay… some do not.”

Palina looked at the six members of Dysea’s security detachment that flanked them as they walked. “I take it these men are to protect you?”


Dysea nodded her head. “Nauta Melme insists on it.” She said with a small smile. “There was an attempt on our lives in the first month… it failed… but since then he won’t allow me to go anywhere without protection.”


Palina nodded. “He knows there are many who will oppose what you and he are building here.” She said.


“Not just us Elf Mother.” Dysea said. “Every man, women and child is here because they believe we can make this work. There will be many who don’t… and many who will… but we will try and build what the Holy One first imagined when he created elves. The same thing Tarifa wishes for as well.”


“What happened to those who made the attempt on your lives?” Palina asked cautiously.


Dysea met her steady gaze. “They did not survive.” She stated matter of factly. She stopped in front of the long building they walked up to. It was very unassuming, with fresh paint and framed windows. That it was solidly made was obvious, with the same steel and concrete construction she had seen in all the other structures.

“Where are you getting the steel that I have seen?” Palina asked. “It is in all of your buildings. I saw huge rows and stacks of steel as we were landing.”


Dysea smiled. “You don’t expect me to reveal all of Nauta Melme’s secrets do you Elf Mother?” She said, passing her hand over a small control panel near the door. Palina watched as the door slid soundlessly open into the cool interior. “Please… it is more comfortable inside.”


Palina entered the home and was immediately astounded by how modern it was inside. The main room was sunk in several feet and you had to step down four stairs into the area that held the simple but comfortable furniture. Palina noticed that the security detachment remained outside, which told her that Dysea did not fear anything that she might try. Palina had to admit that Dysea looked very different from the last time she had seen her. Her skin was much more tanned, almost as tanned as Tarifa’s, and she looked leaner and more muscular. She watched as Dysea went into another portion of the home off the main room. It was a small kitchen she saw and Dysea took the thermos and two mugs from the counter and carried them into the main room.


“Please Elf Mother… sit down.” Dysea spoke. “We have not yet finished the pumping station or water cleansing plant, so we tend to ration the water we get from the reservoir. I made this tea this morning and it is still quite hot. Would you care for some?”


Palina nodded. “Thank you. Why… why do you keep referring to me as Elf Mother?”


Dysea poured two mugs, handing one to Palina before she responded. “You are Tarifa’s mother, the mother to Queen of the High Elves. My mother taught me to respect those who deserve it. What would you have me call you?”

“You respect me?” Palina asked.


“That you were brave enough to seek us out so far from the safety of High Elf territory says a great deal.” Dysea spoke. “And… and to be honest… you have done nothing that warrants I treat you any other way. Forgive… forgive my outburst earlier. Seeing you brought back some very painful memories.”


“Dysea… I can not begin to apologize for what was done to Martin and yourself.” Palina spoke honestly. “I had thought perhaps when you were gone that Tarifa would begin to… that she would forget you both. I only watched as she slipped deeper into despair because of what Telan was forcing her to endure.”


Dysea looked at her for a long moment before getting to her feet and going to a counter near the doorway. She took a datapad and walked back to her, holding it out to Palina. “This is how much we care for your daughter Elf Mother. This is the friend she has become to us.”

Palina took the pad slowly and as she read, her eyes grew wider. She looked up at Dysea. “This is… this is…”


Dysea nodded. “It is a plan that Nauta Melme was finishing.” She told her. “It is a plan to infiltrate and kidnap Tarifa from Mountain City and bring her here to be with us. He does not think I know of it. I only discovered it early this morning after he had left.”


“Dysea… this… this would start a war.” Palina spoke in shock.


Dysea nodded. “Yes… it probably would. Ask me… ask Martin if that matters to us?” She leaned forward on the couch. “The only reason he has not already taken her back from you is because we are now responsible for so many. I believe he thinks Tarifa would be angry with him if he risked so many just to get her back. Rest assured however… when the time came when we are strong enough to defend ourselves completely… I would have accompanied him to Mountain City and we would have confronted Tarifa. And if it was her desire to return with us, to help us continue here what she should be part of, nothing you or your husband could do would stop us from completing that mission.”


Palina set the pad on the table gently. “This is not needed.” She said softly. “I asked her why she despaired so when you and Martin Hunter left. She told me that the three of you were meant to build something great, and that you were closer than even brothers and sisters could be. I did not believe her at the time. I do now.”

“You said she was in danger Elf Mother.” Dysea spoke. “Tell me what I can do to help her.”

RAPTOR ONE

SOUTHERN COASTLINE OF NORTH AMERICA

The pilot of Raptor One put them into a slow bank over the beach below them. What used to be Hermosillo, Mexico was beneath them, half of the city of over half a million now underwater. The rusting and broken remains of the buildings reached into the sky as if calling for help.


“Land doesn’t pick up again for three hundred and sixty miles Marty.” Ben spoke from the right seat of the cockpit. “Man that must have been one whale of an earthquake. Endith… give me a ten degree turn to starboard.”


“Ten degrees starboard,” Endith spoke from the left seat and eased her control yoke over.
 Ben watched her with a smile and glanced back to where Tina sat in the Engineer’s chair. The relationship between the three of them had blossomed and grown over the last three months, and both Ben and Tina found Endith’s aptitude for flying insatiable. They had been schooling her intensely for the last two months, watching her absorb it all without blinking. Her natural elf reflexes and keen eye sight made her perfect for being a pilot, and she was rapidly proving to be the perfect student. 


Endith and Ben had grown very close over that same time period, and the relationship between the three of them was unbreakable now. Endith had allowed her red hair to grow longer now, and it hung out the back of her helmet almost down to her back. They shared the same house and the same bed, and neither he nor Tina had ever realized just how intensely the three of them would fall for each other. They were almost never apart, and even though Ben had taken on more duties in training new pilots, they always found time to be together. 

“Water depth is a hundred feet beginning about sixty meters from shore, and then it drops to four hundred and seventy give or take a few feet.” Tina called out, looking over her instruments.


 “Any of those deposits we are looking for?” Martin’s voice came over the com.

Tina chuckled. “They’re all over the place Marty, right where Doc Morrow said they would be.” She replied. “They range in depth from eighty meters to three hundred.”


“Raptor’s 21 and 47 are reporting similar finds Martin.” Endith spoke from her seat.

Martin sat on the lowered ramp in the rear of the Raptor, secured to the inside with a tether line. He scanned the beach below him with powerful binoculars, searching for any signs of life.
“I’m not seeing much from here. A few scattered animal signs, occasional signs of human habitation, but nothing beyond that.” Martin spoke.
“I believe we may be the first to come this far south Martin.” Endith explained. “The Alliance remained on the east side of the Great River for the most part. The human settlements as you know stayed close to the remains of the big cities that were destroyed. I don’t recall anyone coming this far south in any great numbers.”

“Well it sure looks that way from here.” Martin said. “Are the other Raptor’s reporting signs of life?”
“Nothing more than what we are seeing.” Tina answered.

“That seals it then.” Martin spoke. “Ben… contact Julie… have her get our geologists ready to move. I want a full team in here by the end of the month, with all the equipment they can stagger with.”

“Roger that Martin. The end of the month is when our new transport birds will be done.” Ben spoke. “It will be a good first mission for them.”

“Let’s drop a directional buoy here Marty.” Tina chimed in. “We’re five hundred meters off shore, and it will give us another launching point for reports back to Admiral Wallace.”

Martin nodded and got to his feet. “I’m on it.” He said going to the side of the Raptor and removing the thin cylinder from the cabinet. He fitted it into a floatation device with a small flag and activated the small beacon on top. “Endith… is there anything in the water that we should know about?”

“Like what?” She asked turning her head to look into the rear of the Raptor.

“The Alliance hasn’t made like genetically engineered sea monsters right?” Martin asked with a grin.
“Ha ha very funny,” Endith spoke rolling her eyes.

Martin moved to the lowered ramp and heaved the buoy out of the back of the Raptor. “Buoy away.” He said.

“Marty… just got a beam transmission from Dysea. She wants you to return to Eden. She says it’s important.” Tina broke in.

Martin nodded and moved to the ramp controls, banging on the large button. “Roger that. We’re done here anyway. Ramp coming up, let’s head home.”

Ben waited for the light on his console to signal the ramp was locked and secured and he turned to Endith, “All yours Endith! Let her rip!”

Endith smiled like a child let loose in a candy store. She banked the Raptor over hard and kicked the throttles to maximum power causing the Raptor to leap forward and accelerate to nearly six hundred miles per hour in four seconds.

Ben turned back to Tina. “We’ve created a monster.” He said with a smile.

“… Telan’s family controls most of Pacifica.” Palina was speaking. “About two years ago they began spreading their influence to other cities. Now they are second to our family in terms of influence. Telan got his appointment to my husband’s Dragoons about a year ago. It was a political appointment more than anything.”

Dysea sat on the couch across from Palina, her legs folded underneath her as she listened to Palina. Her tea was long forgotten, as Palina had held her attention for nearly three hours now.


“When did you notice that his actions and behavior were changing?” Dysea asked.


“I first noticed it six months ago. He selected several officers for the Dragoons that were not from within the normal channels he chose from. I did not think anything of it at the time. There were small signs that I did not pick up and recognize until after the events with Tarifa began to occur.” Palina said.


“And you say that Tarifa is not acting like herself?” Dysea spoke.


“My daughter is strong willed Dysea… you and Martin must know that… even the death of her grandfather who she adored, did not affect her like this. Ever since she began taking those contraceptive pills it has gotten worse.” Palina spoke.


Dysea leaned forward. “She is taking contraceptives?”


Palina nodded. “She came to me three days after the marriage and asked me to help her get contraceptives. She was very adamant Dysea. She knew that if she became pregnant and gave Telan a child that the shift in power would be disastrous once that baby was born. She feared that Telan would even attempt to have her killed once the child was born, a theory that I believe he would contemplate. The contraceptives make her violently ill for several hours after taking the pills, but she is almost out of them, and she fears having her aides procure more for her.”


“The pills make her ill, in what way?” Dysea asked.


“She vomits and has terrible pains in her abdomen.” Palina said. Palina reached into the pocket of the gray jumpsuit she wore and took out the small box. She handed it to her. “I took one from her supply to bring to you, and a vial of her blood.”


Dysea took the box and opened it, taking the small black pill from the cloth. She examined it closely before looking at Palina. “This is no contraceptive I have ever seen.” She said finally, “Not a manufactured one anyway.”


Palina looked at her, eyes wide. “If it isn’t a contraceptive… then what is it?”


“I don’t know… but I will find out.” Dysea said returning the pill to its box.


“Find out what?” Martin’s voice filled the room and they both turned to see Martin walk quickly into the living area. When his eyes came to rest on Palina he froze in his tracks.


Dysea sprang quickly off the couch and moved to stand in front of him, placing her hands on his chest. “Nauta Melme… let me explain.” 

“Why is this woman in our home Melda Min?” Martin snarled.


Dysea put her hand on Martin’s face, and pulled his eyes to her own. “Elf Mother came here under great duress Martin. Everything we were told was a lie Nauta Melme. None of it was true.”


“A lie?” Martin said softly, meeting Dysea’s eyes. 


Palina got to her feet slowly. “Tarifa never ordered you sent away Martin Hunter.” She said softly. “What my husband told you was a lie. All of it was a lie

Martin glared at Palina. “Why should we believe you?” He demanded. “You have already betrayed us once.  How did you find us?” Martin asked. “We did not go to one of the locations your Council gave to us.”


“Rumors are already spreading to Mountain City about what is happening here.” Palina replied.


“We knew this would take place Martin. It was only a matter of time.” Dysea spoke softly. “Please Nauta Melme, listen to her.”


“Who knew you were coming here?” Martin asked.


Palina shook her head, “No one except the governor of Salina.” She replied. “He has been asking for the Queen to visit his city for months. I used a trip by the Queen’s mother as an opportunity to come here.”


“Kadeem will reveal nothing.” Dysea spoke confidently looking at Palina and seeing her shocked expression.


“He knew… he knew you were here?” She gasped.


“We have been trading with him for over a month.” Dysea told her. “He was only doing what we asked him to do.”


Palina’s eyes filled with realization. “That is why only half his defensive positions were filled. You destroyed all the slavers in the area and now you are protecting his people and his city.” She said. She looked at Martin. “You do this even after what my husband and the Council of Elders did to you? Why?”


“It is the right thing to do.” Martin snapped.


Palina stepped closer to him, all fear for Martin gone from her eyes. “I swear to you Martin Hunter, on my own life, what I have told you and Dysea is no lie. Tarifa needs you both, now more than ever.”

Martin looked at Dysea, the tension bleeding from his face and he saw her nod. “Very well,” He spoke. “I will listen to what you have to say.”


Anja leaned back in her chair, away from the computer console and turned to look where Martin, Dysea and Palina stood.


“You were right Dysea.” She said, getting to her feet and meeting Dysea’s beautiful emerald green eyes. “This is not a contraceptive in any way shape or form.”


“What is it?” Dysea asked.


“Well… it’s a combination of 2C-B, Dimethoxy and Methylam.” Anja replied. “All of which are hallucinogenic drugs.”

“Hallucinogenic?” Palina asked her eyes wide.


Anja nodded. “Combining the three makes a very powerful mind controlling drug. Where did you get this?”


“Tarifa has been taking it under the misconception it would keep her from getting pregnant.” Dysea told her.


“Keep her from getting pregnant? Who told her that?” Anja spoke.


“Someone she thought she could trust.” Palina spoke, her voice low in anger.


Anja shook her head. “This combination of mind control drugs is going to make any person very susceptible to suggestion, make them have waking visions, sleeping visions… the list is endless.”


“It makes her violently ill as well.” Palina said.


Anja nodded. “I’m not surprised.”


“Why?” Martin asked confused.


“She has you to thank for that Martin.” Anja spoke looking at him. He hadn’t been this close to her in weeks and it was making her blood race. Something that only Dysea noticed. 
“Come again?” Martin said.

Anja went to the computer console again and brought up a picture on the screen. “I ran a bunch of quick tests on the blood sample that her mother gave to Dysea. Marty you already know about your ability to heal exceptionally fast.”

Martin nodded, “Yeah.”

“Well… Tarifa’s DNA has changed at the molecular level.” Anja explained to them. “Just as mine now has… just as Dysea’s now has. Apparently it is an effect of having a relationship with genomes.” Anja told him with a bright smile. “Ummm… due to the exchange of bodily fluids… all of us now have accelerated healing functions within our bodies. Not on as grand a scale as you or Danny or the others, but it’s there. The ability to regenerate quickly was one of the things that Walter gave to the elves, but what they didn’t have… that Tarifa now has… and I’m guessing Dysea and myself… is the genome ability to attack any foreign substance, any disease or poison, that is detected within their bodies and destroy it.”

“So whatever this drug is… her system is destroying it because it thinks it’s a poison and that is why she is sick after taking these pills?” Palina asked.

Anja nodded, “Essentially yes. It is also the reason this drug is not making her more susceptible to outer stimuli.” She told them. “Her body is fighting the effects of the drug and while she may be acting odder than normal… it has not completely made her lose her will.”

Palina’s face took on a harder edge. “Then whoever gave her the drugs is in league with Telan.” She said softly.

“Well they had to know what they were giving her.” Anja said. “And if she is using this, thinking it’s a contraceptive, the reason she isn’t pregnant is again because her genome cells are attacking the drug and also killing any sperm that may be present.”
Palina saw Martin flinch at that word, and in that moment she saw Telan’s death in Martin’s eyes. Palina knew then that Telan was going to die a horrible death for what he had done, and Palina realized she would not lose any sleep over it in the least.

“Will her cells attack a mixture of natural herbs and roots that would effectively act as a contraceptive?” Dysea asked.

Anja shook her head quickly. “No.” She said. “That particular genome ability is targeted more toward foreign substances like drugs and chemicals. It should not have any effect on anything naturally taken into her body.”

“So something that I make that is completely natural and undetectable with modern equipment will not be targeted?” Dysea asked, wanting to be absolutely sure.

“I’m pretty positive, but if you want to make whatever it is you mean, we can test it with your own DNA.” Anja said quickly, hoping to spend more time with the seductive blond elf. “It wouldn’t take more than a few minutes to run the test.”

Dysea nodded. “I will have it for you in an hour.” She said seeing Anja’s eyes shimmer in delight.
“What about Tareif?” Martin asked.

“Well… I can’t be sure without a good blood sample… but if what you have told me is accurate, those are classic signs of some type of mind control drug.” Anja responded. “I’ve run tests on the stuff the Alliance is using on elves and it doesn’t sound like that. Whatever he is effected by sounds much more subtle and powerful.”
“I will get you your sample.” Palina spoke. “I don’t know how… but I will.”

Dysea looked at Martin. “Nauta Melme, you have been very quiet. What do you have running through that brain of yours?” 
Martin looked at her, “A whole lot of unpleasant thoughts.” He said.
“Please…” Palina said. “You can do nothing to endanger Tarifa. You…” Palina stopped speaking when she realized what she was saying and she looked sheepishly at Martin and Dysea. “Forgive me that was perhaps the most ignorant statement I have made in some time.”

“The Dragoons you have with you?” Martin asked. “Can you trust them?”
“Yes.” Palina answered without hesitation. “If they were not loyal to my husband they would have reported me to Telan immediately after I spoke with Cantel in Mountain City.”

“Melda Min, do you think the agents you have in the Alliance capital and the other cities would still respond to orders from you?” Martin asked.

“No… but they will respond to my mother.” She answered quickly.

“There have been no attacks by the Wood Elves yet correct?” Martin asked. “Even though the treaty has been signed for two months?”

“Cantel would know better than I.” Palina replied. “But there has been no talk of an attack, or even rumors for that matter.”

“The treaty stated the Alliance would arm us completely before we took any action.” Dysea spoke. “That is one stipulation that I insisted on, and the Council agreed with me on it. Two months would not be enough time to refit every Wood Elf soldier. We estimated at least six before this could be done completely.”

Martin nodded. “That makes sense. Do you think Leland could get this information from your Ranger General when he arrives?”
“Vengal and I almost always agreed on procedure.” Dysea said looking at him. “I could get this information easily.”

Martin shook his head. “You won’t be here.” He said turning to Palina. “Can you get Dysea into Mountain City without being detected?”

Palina nodded quickly, “Easily.” She replied. “No one will stop me, and I have not come under any suspicion that I am aware of.”

Dysea’s eyes opened wide, “Nauta Melme no!”

Martin took her face in his hands. “There is no time.” He said. “You need to go back with Tarifa’s mother and see her. The drug may have affected her enough that she simply will not believe her mother’s words. This Telan does not return until next week you said?”
Palina nodded. “Correct.”

“You will have at least three days with her Melda Min, if you leave in the morning. Stay with her, be with her, help to return her strength and mind to her. And tell her she is not alone.” Martin spoke.

Dysea placed her hands on top of his and nodded her head slowly. “You are correct.” She spoke. “I have not been away from you for more than a few hours… it will just be strange.”
Martin nodded. “I know… but when you return I promise we will spend three days in bed together and no one will interrupt us.”
“I will… I will hold you to that promise Nauta Melme.” Dysea spoke as she folded herself into his arms. They did not notice that Anja was watching them intently.
“It is a promise I intend to keep.” Martin said kissing her softly. “I’m going to have a talk with Cantel. You get Palina what she needs and then work out what you have to do with Anja.”
Dysea smiled and looked at Anja. “I will need only a few moments to gather the roots and herbs I need for your tests Anja.”

“I’ll be here.” Anja spoke. “And I can give Palina a very easy means to getting the blood sample she needs.”

Palina looked at her. “You can?”

Anja smiled. “Follow me.”


“He should never have been allowed entrance into the Dragoons.” Cantel spoke as he and Martin walked along the corridor.


Martin had left Palina with Dysea and went directly to where the Dragoons were being billeted. He recognized Cantel from Mountain City and he had pulled him out of the barracks building so that they could have this conversation.


“He is not a leader of men. His tactics are inferior, and he treats his troops as if they are servants.” Cantel said. “I would be inspired if I could gut him for what you tell me he has done.”


“Have no worries Cantel… for what he has done to Tarifa… his death will not be pleasant.” Martin said.


“Good.” Cantel replied. “My… my Dragoons and I Martin Hunter, we have never seen anything like what you have built here. To see elves and human children playing side by side. To see elves and humans working side by side, laughing and joking. In my two hundred and twenty years I have never seen anything like it.”

“It is not easy I can assure you.” Martin said. “It will take a very tolerant individual to live among us. With the attitude of mistrust and hatred among many humans, it will not be an easy fight.”


“And the Alliance only enforces the hatred and belief that elves are inferior and nothing more than slaves.” Cantel said shaking his head.


“Well… perhaps in the future we can change that.” Martin told him as they entered the room. “Right now… let’s worry about our current situation.”


Cantel looked up and his eyes widened. The room they had entered was unlike anything he had seen before. There were high shelves lined in perfect rows as far as the eye could see. On the shelves and along the walls in countless racks were weapons of every make and description as well as equipment he had never seen before. He watched as the tall human man walked from among the rows of shelves. His skin was deeply tanned like so many of the others, but he had a Hispanic look to him, his black hair full and almost wild looking. He looked to be in his mid fifties.


“Ah… Martino… I’ve been expecting you!” The man spoke flashing a bright smile with perfect teeth.


“Cantel… this is Juan Garcia.” Martin said. “He is… was SEAL Team Twelve’s Master Armorer.”


“What do you mean was?” Juan snapped. “I still am… only now it’s for an entire city! The ultimate dream! I get to make all the weapons and instruments of death that my twisted mind dreams up!”


Martin chuckled. “As you can see… he’s a little off.” Martin said. 


“Off? I’ll have you know I am in perfect command of all my facilities!” Juan barked. “If it wasn’t for me Martino… you would have been dead a long time ago! Don’t forget that!”


“You remind me all the time Juan!” Martin said with a grin.


“As well I should! You gringos have a short memory!” Juan roared in laughter, thinking he had made a good joke.


Cantel looked at Martin oddly and then back to Garcia who had turned to the large table set up along one wall. “He is normal is he not?” Cantel whispered.


Martin grinned, “Oh yeah.”


“Emyla!” Garcia yelled. “Where is my chart?”

Cantel watched the female elf come from behind another long set of racks holding the clipboard in her hand. Her dark hair was long and flowed around her face, her ears sticking out between the silky strands of her hair. Cantel watched her walk over to Garcia and hold out the clipboard. 


“Don’t set it down every time you stop to inspect something you old coot!” She told him.


Garcia took the clipboard. “I will have to punish you tonight Emyla.” He said.


The female elf stepped closer to him and rubbed her hips against his leg. “I look forward to it Juan.” She said sweetly.


“Good! Now… back to business!” Garcia spoke. “Martin requested a few items for you to return with Senior Lieutenant. And he didn’t give Emyla and me a whole lot of time to get it done either!” Garcia glared at Martin. Cantel noticed the change in him right away. He no longer acted wild and absent minded and instead appeared sharp as any blade. “We have a dozen small Chameleon Transmitters, two multi-channel receivers, two portable plasma screens, and two dozen TAP cameras.”

“TAP?” Cantel asked.


Juan smiled and picked up the small black case. He opened it and Cantel saw twenty four silver objects no larger than the fingernail of his pinky finger. Juan took one from the case and Cantel watched with wide eyes and the object disappeared before him. “These are state of the art in surveillance. Transparent Aluminum Photocell, or TAP for short. A camera that is completely undetectable and invisible to the naked eye. It becomes transparent when attached to any surface, and I do mean any surface. Range is two hundred meters and it delivers a picture perfect return.”


Cantel took one from the box and he smiled when he watched it disappear upon contact with his skin. He could still feel it… but even his keen elf eyes could not pick it out. “This is amazing.” He said. 


“The Chameleon transmitters operate off the same principle, but their range is only fifty feet.” Juan spoke. “Make sure wherever you place them, they are within fifty feet of where you think the conversations will take place.”


Cantel looked at Martin. “You are giving me the means to place covert surveillance on Telan?” He said.


Martin nodded. “While I trust in the abilities of you and your men… these items will put you at far less risk, and could potentially lead us to the location of where Telan and his goons are holding Tareif’s sons.”


Cantel nodded looking back at the TAP camera. “I have many locations that I can place these that might lead us to this very information.”


“Cantel that is our ultimate goal right now,” Martin spoke. “You and the others who know what is going on need to maintain the same routine you have always maintained. Nothing out of the ordinary can happen! If it takes you three or four days to be in a location to place these items, wait those days. Do not rush it. Tarifa’s life… and the lives of her brothers will be forfeit if anyone discovers what you are doing.”


“And if we find this information out Martin Hunter?” Cantel asked. “What then?”


“Then you continue your regular routine until there is a time when you can break away and contact me.” Martin answered, “If it is a day, a week or even a month, then so be it.”


“What will you do with that information?” Cantel asked.


“It’s better that you don’t know.” Martin said.


Cantel nodded. “I agree. Is it possible to get more of these items if we need them?”


Garcia nodded quickly. “We’re working with Governor Kadeem on that. He has an open trade route with Mountain City that comes in once a week. We’re finishing the details of how to use that, and when we do… you’ll get a message.”

Cantel nodded. “Excellent.”


Garcia held up the small, palm sized weapon. It looked like it would fit into the hand of a child, but based on what he had seen so far, Cantel doubted it was a toy. “This is a two shot HK Hold Out Derringer.” Garcia said. “It breaks open and you load from the hammer. It fires two what I call Cookie Cutter rounds, which are small quarter inch flechettes with an explosive tipped head. I’m giving you twelve of them. They are last ditch weapons, but one shot from this puppy and even an elf will go down.”


“Dysea will give one of these to Tarifa. They are easily concealed in places only we can dream about.” Martin said. “But I don’t want her carrying a blade into the city. I need you to give this to Tarifa.”


Emyla held out the six inch knife secured it the sheath. Cantel took it and withdrew it from the sheath to look at the gleaming blade. “I forged it from High Elf Steel.” Emyla spoke. “And it is coated with Teflon that Juan supplied to me, making the blade unbreakable for all practical purposes. However, this blade is different. Press the small crest on the end.”


Cantel did as she told him and he watched as the inch long needle like points extended from the blade guard, “Interesting.” He said.

Emyla smiled, “Interesting and extremely lethal. Press the crest once more.” Cantel did as she told him and he watched the points of the two needle like appendages begin dripping. His eyes went wide and he looked at her. “It is Black Scorpion venom in a concentrated dose. Death will be within ten seconds. Entered directly into the blood stream it will seize all muscle function instantly to include the heart. Press the crest one more time and it will retract the additional points. No fuss no muss.”

Cantel replaced the blade into the sheath and looked at Martin. “I will see that she receives it.” He said.
Martin nodded. “I have some other things to cover with you, but let’s do it over a mug of coffee.”

“I’ll have this gear packed and ready for you in the morning.” Juan spoke.

“Thank you.” Cantel said, bowing his head slightly.

MILITARY HEADQUARTERS

NEW RICHMOND


Marcus walked into the central command center for all Alliance military forces across what was once the United States and parts of the planet. There were hundreds of computer stations and monitors across the massive room, men and women occupying the chairs. Marcus wore his standard field uniform, neatly pressed with only his rank showing on his collar.


He walked along the wall of the huge room until he reached the small briefing room and entered quickly.

“Ah… Colonel Marcus.” The Commodore spoke, looking up from his seat.


Marcus looked at him, taking in the three other men in the room. “Commodore, reporting as you ordered sir.”


“Please Colonel take a seat.” The Commodore spoke waving to the lone unoccupied chair. “I’m sure you already know Minister Oleg Deval and Minister Robert Wiseman and this beautiful young woman is Minister Selene Torcrum of the Genetics Division.”


Marcus settled into his seat. “May I ask what this is in regards to Commodore? I was trying to triangulate the last known position of my renegade company.”


“Ah yes… you are referring to the Drow Elves that escaped your control.” Robert Wiseman spoke. “And for the last three months have been eluding your clumsy attempts to discover them.”
 


“Clumsy!” Marcus hissed.


“Minister… I remind you that you are in our territory now.” The Commodore spoke. “Marcus is one of my trusted and decorated officers and I will not have you insinuating anything in regards to him. Is that perfectly clear?”

“He is the only genetically enhanced officer within our military to reach such a position of rank and power!” Wiseman snapped. “And now… the very unit of Drow Elves that he trained has gone rogue and disappeared!”


“You question my loyalty!” Marcus barked coming to his feet.


“I question your…”


Wiseman’s words were cut short by the vicious backhand from the Minister sitting next to him. His head snapped back and his hands went to his suddenly bloody lips. Oleg Deval leaned forward in his chair.


“Marcus… your loyalty and dedication to the Alliance is well documented and will never be questioned.” Deval spoke. His blond hair was cut short, framing a scared face and cruel eyes. “At least not in my presence,” He looked at Wiseman, who was sitting back up in his chair. “I don’t believe I have to remind Minister Wiseman that it was Colonel Marcus himself who discovered the Dark Elves had gone rogue. And it is he who has worked twenty hours days attempting to find them for the last three months. It is a blot on his otherwise flawless record that he works harder than anyone to remove. Isn’t that right Colonel?”

“I will personally peel the flesh from the bones of the survivors when I discover them!” Marcus hissed, his face a mask of rage, and his red eyes glaring. “And I will find them.”


Deval nodded. “I know you will. And that is why your integrity will not be challenged again.” He looked at Wiseman, who wiped his lips with a bloody cloth and turned away. “That is not the purpose of this meeting however, so we will move on. The Commodore tells me you are overseeing the outfitting of the Wood Elves with newer weapons and armor. We would like to know how that is progressing.”


“It is on schedule Minister.” Marcus replied. “Once Dysea was removed and a new Queen elected that was more favorable and easier for their Council to control, the treaty was passed within weeks.”


“And there is still no word of Dysea’s location?” Deval asked.


Marcus shook his head slowly. “There are many rumors floating about. Some of them say she is now dead. Some of them say she escaped with Hunter. If that is indeed the case, we have been unable to find them.”

“Why is that Colonel, in your opinion?” The woman Selene asked, leaning forward and putting her arms on the table as she gazed at Marcus. Her strawberry blond hair had quite a bit of red color to it, almost as if that was her natural color, and Marcus also took in the way she filled out the uniform she wore. He also noticed she did not look away while he appraised her.


“There could be any number of reasons.” Marcus finally replied. “Perhaps the rumors that she is dead are true.”


“Do you believe this Marcus?” Deval asked.


Marcus shook his head. “No Minister I do not. We have precious few agents working west of the Great River.” He told them. “Those that we have are assigned to the large human settlements to keep us apprised of what they are doing. We have neither the trained personnel, nor the numbers of covert agents to have them combing the wilds looking for one former elf Queen and a few of these genomes, if they are even Genomes to begin with.”


Minister Deval looked at him. “And why would you say that Marcus?”


The former Drow warrior looked at the man, “Because I am not a fool Minister Deval. I have gone to the same schools as our soldiers, and learned the same things they now learn. The Mistress as commented several times to me about Hunter, and the more I learn about this man, the more I believe he is who the Mistress believes him to be.”


“She has also said herself that she may have been wrong initially.” Deval spoke.


Marcus nodded. “Perhaps Minister… but as events go forward I believe she will gain the confirmation that she seeks. She has Colonel Moran and his Special Troops conducting many sensitive operations that hopefully will lead us to the information.”


“I was under the impression his unit took some hard hits in the attack against Mountain City.” Selene spoke.


The Commodore nodded. “We were able to confirm through our contacts in Mountain City that the genome force that escaped with Hunter was nearly wiped out. Only a handful actually survived.” He said. “I am responsible for our forces east of the river, to include all of our cities. Colonel Moran was appointed by the Mistress to be her personal hammer so to speak.  He and the others like him have been with her for centuries. I agree with Marcus that even if only a handful of them survive we should not dismiss them. We have initiated actions that will, when combined with the Wood Elf declaration of war, bring down the High Elf government in its entirety, and that is our main purpose right now.”


“So you are saying Dysea is of no concern?” Deval asked.


Marcus nodded. “Wherever she is, she and Hunter are of no consequence. They lack any base of power on which to build. Dysea has been declared a traitor, and the High Elves have expelled Hunter and the others with him. There have been sparse sightings of their Raptor aircraft, but never more than three at a time. If they are not already dead… it is only a matter of time. We will begin making our own Raptors by the end of the year, and once we begin to mass produce them, no one will be able to stand with us.”


“I still do not like the fact that they are out there and we know nothing.” Deval spoke.


“If you prefer Minister Deval, and you authorize the funds, I will hire some of our usual contract assassins.” The Commodore said.


Deval nodded. “How much do you need?”


“An outside account with perhaps three hundred thousand credits should be more than sufficient.” The Commodore replied.


“I will make the arrangements as soon as we are done here.” Deval spoke. “I’ll route the funds from New Baltimore to the bank here.”


The Commodore nodded. “The assassins will be on their way by the end of the week Minister.” He said. “I understand you are making another trip to the base on the moon.”


Deval nodded. “It appears they have produced a drug that is actually improved over our current product. It will allow us to have more control, and actually make the elves respond better. Minister Torcrum will be accompanying me to do her own tests.”


“This Senator Graham is turning out to be more of an asset then we first thought.” The Commodore spoke.


Deval shook his head. “Graham is a fool. He thinks with his cock. No… I believe this Admiral Wallace is the man we need to befriend.”

Marcus leaned forward. “He is the genomes’ former commander Minister. Is it wise to trust him?”


Deval nodded. “I don’t trust him.” Deval spoke. “However the writing is quite clear. Graham is an arrogant slob. He thinks with only his cock. Wallace is the real power on that station. The reports I am getting is that Hunter betrayed and beat him almost to death before leaving EDEN. Wallace has sworn revenge. He is using this new drug, and very discrete methods to gain control of the elves on EDEN, and when he has enough of a power base, Graham will die.”


“We still should not trust him Minister.” Marcus spoke.


“I trust his hatred of Hunter Colonel Marcus. And the fact that he has been raping an elf slave for over three months now.” Deval spoke. “Perhaps you would like to accompany us to EDEN Colonel. Your judgment of this man would be invaluable.”


Marcus looked at his commanding officer, “Commodore?” He asked.


“It might be advantageous to all of us.” The Commodore spoke.


“And the search for the rogue company?” Marcus asked.

“I’ll put someone from my staff in charge of that temporarily. You can resume the search when you return.” The Commodore said.


Marcus nodded, “As you wish Commodore.”


Deval nodded. “Excellent. I will inform Senator Graham you will be accompanying us. The Raptor from EDEN will be arriving at the end of the week. I do suggest you finish up whatever it is you need to do in that time.”

Marcus nodded. “Of course Minister.”

UTAH

EDEN CITY
(FORMERLY JUNCTION CITY)


Martin held Dysea in his arms as the Raptor’s engines idled in the background. Several of the ground crew finished loading the ship as Palina and Cantel walked up to him.


“The Raptor will take you back to your vehicles.” Martin told them. “They have been repaired and under guard since we picked you up.”


Cantel nodded. “We will return to Mountain City this night.” He said. “I will attempt to send you a coded transmission in the morning.”


Martin nodded. “Remember… do nothing out of the ordinary Cantel. If we are going to pull this off… you can give no indication that you are suspicious of anything.”


Cantel nodded. “I will make sure of it Elda Cundo. You have my word.” He picked up the duffel bag and motioned his fellow Dragoons forward.


Palina stepped up to Martin and surprised him with a kiss on his cheek. She took his hand and pressed it to her cheek. “Thank you.”


Martin nodded to her with a smile and then watched her head for the Raptor. Dysea turned in his arms until she faced him, looking up into his face. Martin looked down and stared into her emerald eyes.


“Be alert Melda Min.” He spoke softly.


Dysea nodded. “I will Nauta Melme.” She answered, snuggling her firm body close to his. “You were very good to me last night.” She said with a knowing glint in her eyes.

Martin grinned. “What was with the…”


Dysea smiled and put a finger to his lips. “It is a surprise for Tarifa” She answered. “Nothing you should be concerned with.”


“It was very cold Melda Min.” Martin said.


“Perhaps… but did I not warm it for you?” Dysea spoke with a seductive twinkle in her eye, “Many times over. You wore me out Nauta Melme.”


Martin smiled and pulled her tighter. “I wore you out? Seven times Dysea? Isn’t that a record or something?” He said with a chuckle.

Dysea snuggled even closer to him, insuring her body melted against his. “Are you saying you are not up to the task?”

Martin pulled her tighter. “You just wait and see. You have what I gave you?” He asked.


“All of it Martin; trust in me.”


“It is not you I don’t trust Melda Min.” He spoke.


“The Quende Amille will not betray us Nauta Melme. I feel this.” Dysea spoke.

Martin kissed her deeply and with great passion and strength, Dysea returning the kiss with equal feeling and passion.


“Come back to me.” Martin spoke.


Dysea squeezed his hands. “I will see you in five days.”


Martin watched her turn and run for the Raptor. He waited until the ramp had come up before turning to look at Danny and Leland, who walked up with the Master Chief. The Raptor lifted off, turned north and accelerated quickly away.


Danny held out Martin’s HK. “He called me a what?” Martin asked.


Danny pulled the twig from his mouth. “He called you a no good, elf loving, ass kissing motherfucking shit for brains.” Leland and Tony smiled at Martin’s expression.

“Elf loving he’s got right.” Martin said. “And I take great joy from kissing Dysea’s ass; it’s quite firm and wonderfully round.”


“Spare us the details Skipper.” Tony spoke with a grin.


“Hey!” Danny barked with a smile of his own. “I have no problem kissing asses that look like Julie’s.”


Martin glanced at Danny when he spoke as he did not mention Anja’s name in that statement. “Motherfucking shit for brains?” Martin asked looking at Leland.


Leland nodded. “I believe those were his exact words too. The gentleman does not seem to possess large vocabulary skills.”


Martin jacked a round into the HK with a vicious grin. “Well what do you say we go teach him some new words?”


“You mean like oh crap I’m going to die?” Danny asked.


“Something along those lines yeah.” Martin spoke and started walking toward the far side of the airfield where six Raptors were standing by and loading black fatigue clad troops.


Dan looked at Leland. “It’s going to be a fun five days with Dysea gone.” Danny said. “How big did you say this guys’ army is?”


“At last estimate… about three thousand.” Leland answered.


“Master Chief… what do you think?” Danny asked as they walked.


Tony smiled. “Four hours from start to finish.”


Danny smiled again. “Oh yes! It’s going to be a glorious five days!”

MOUNTAIN CITY
SAME NIGHT

Palina hugged her daughter tightly as the Royal Guards continued to bring the remaining crates into her quarters.


“I missed you Tarifa.” She said.


“I missed you emme. I was just getting ready to retire for the evening.” Tarifa said returning her mother’s embrace. She saw the stacked crates and shook her head. “Mother what have you brought with you?” (Affectionate term for Mother)

“Governor Kadeem was so pleased with my visit that he sent back a myriad of gifts for you.” Palina told her with a smile. “How is Nana?”


Tarifa gave a small smile. “You were right emme; it was the best thing I could have done.” She said. “She doted on me the entire time.”


“You should visit her more often.” Palina spoke removing her long jacket and draping it over the chair. “She misses you.”


“Perhaps I will.” Tarifa spoke turning away from the Royal Guards as they finished bringing in the last box and left, the door closing behind them, a single cloaked Guard remaining behind to shift the boxes around.


Palina looked at her daughter’s back as she poured a cup of tea. “You should use this time that Telan is gone to regain your focus Tarifa.” She said softly. “You have not slept well in months, and you are growing thinner.”


Tarifa turned back to her sipping the tea. “Emme we are not going to go over this again are we?” She asked.


Palina stepped up to her and smiled. “No.” She said. “In fact I have something special for you. I met someone on my trip that knows you.”


Tarifa looked at her. “Mother I have never been to Governor Kadeem’s city.” She said. “I do not know anyone there.”


“Yes you do.” Palina spoke. “She is a young female elf; a very intelligent and brave young woman by all accounts. She knows you quite well.”

“Is she from Mountain City perhaps?” Tarifa asked. “And she moved to Salina?”


Palina shook her head, stepping closer to her. “No. I believe you once knew her as Queen of the Wood Elves.”


Tarifa’s eyes narrowed. “That is not funny mother.” She snapped.


“It was not meant to be funny.” Palina spoke. 


Tarifa’s eyes grew darker. “This is cruel mother.” She spoke turning away from her.


“I do not lie to you daughter.” Palina spoke. “They did not go to any of the locations that the Elders singled out. They went south beyond High Elf territory. They have begun to build something wonderful Tarifa.”


Tarifa turned to look at her. “You… you have seen them mother truly? This is not some cruel joke. You have seen Martin and Dysea?”


Palina nodded her head. “I would not joke with you about this Tarifa. They have started what you and Martin once talked about not so long ago. The city they are building is wondrous Tarifa. And they… they want you to come there as soon as you are able.”


Tarifa stepped closer to her, taking her hands after putting her tea on the table. Her face was brighter and more animated than Palina had seen it in months, and whatever lingering doubts she may have had were quickly washed away. “They… they are safe?”


Palina nodded with a smile. “They are safe.” She said. 


“Where… where are they Emme? I have to… I have to see them! I have to know if they are safe… if they still…” Tarifa stopped talking as her nose wrinkled slightly. Her head turned and she looked at the remaining Royal Guard who now turned to face her, the cloak hiding all facial features.


“You have to know if we still consider our friend above all others Tarifa.” The Guard spoke softly.


Tarifa’s eye widened as the very familiar scent of wildflowers rushed into her nostrils. She turned to fully face the remaining Royal Guard as the hands reached up to pull back the hood that was covering the head.


“Dy… Dysea?” Tarifa choked out the words.


Dysea trembled as she reached up to pull the cloak fully off her head, letting her platinum blond hair spill out of the tie she had been using to secure it. Her emerald eyes were blurry with tears, and had been from the moment she entered the home and smelled Tarifa’s peach like scent. She watched Tarifa’s hands go to her mouth in stunned recognition.


“Yes Tarifa. We… we very much still consider you our greatest and most cherished friend.” Dysea choked out the words. “That will never change.”


“This… this is a dream!” Tarifa gasped finally. “This is a dream isn’t it Dysea? You are… you are not really here. Are you?”


She stepped up to Tarifa slowly, her own tears now flowing freely, and reached out to gently touch Tarifa’s face. She watched Tarifa’s eyes close in disappointment, expecting this vision to vanish, but they flew open once more when she felt Dysea’s hand touch her skin.

“This is no dream Tarifa” She said softly.


Tarifa promptly fainted into Dysea’s arms.


Palina looked at Roland as she let the door slide closed behind her. “Roland… no one is to disturb them, and I do mean no one. If there is a problem you may contact me. I will inform the Elders that Tarifa is ill and will need a day or so to recover before she rejoins their daily sessions.”


Roland nodded. “It will be done Milady.” He said firmly.


Palina took one look at the door before smiling gently and heading toward the lift.


Dysea looked at Tarifa’s restful face on the bed where she and her mother had placed her. She removed her cloak and draped it over the chair in the sleeping room, hearing Tarifa stir on the bed.


Tarifa sat up quickly, “Mother! My dream… it was so real!” She exclaimed, her eyes searching the room. They settled on Dysea as she sat on the edge of the bed.


“It was no dream Tarifa.” She said.


Tarifa’s eyes were hugely wide, as she stared at Dysea, “Dysea! You… you are here.” She gasped.

Dysea nodded. “I am here Tarifa.”


Tarifa burst into tears and leaned forward to embrace Dysea. The tears came for both of them as Dysea pulled her tightly into her arms, relishing in the smell of peaches and the feel of Tarifa in her arms. She stroked the silky black hair, loving the feel and texture of it.


“How is… how is this possible?” Tarifa sobbed, her face buried against Dysea’s chest. “I… I thought I had lost you!”


Dysea shook her head looking at her. “You will never lose us Tarifa. You are a part of our hearts. You are like the sister we have never had.”


Tarifa pulled back and looked at her. “Martin! Martin…he… he is not with you?”


Dysea shook her head slowly. “It was not safe.” She answered. “There is much going on that you do not yet realize. That you don’t know yet. Your mother sought us out… she told us how your father… how your father lied to us, lied to you.” Dysea reached up and stroked Tarifa’s tear stained cheek. “We have not gone a day without you in our thoughts Tarifa. Not a day!”


“Tarifa shook her head slowly. “I don’t understand Dysea. What do you mean?”


Dysea leaned forward and kissed her moist lips softly, her eyes closing in bliss as she felt the familiar curve and texture of her lover’s lips. Tarifa groaned in need and desire, folding into her arms as their kiss deepened. It had been so long since she had been kissed with any sort of emotion and for Tarifa it was wonderful. She also detected that Dysea was holding back… not giving in completely and that was odd to her. It was Dysea who broke the kiss knowing she had other duties to take care of first, mainly insuring that Tarifa was cured of the poisons violating her luscious body.

Tarifa gazed at her with hurt in her eyes. “You… you don’t… you don’t desire me anymore Dysea?” She asked.


Dysea shook her head while caressing her face. “Never think that Tarifa. You are beautiful and soft and you taste wonderful. You freed this part of me that looks upon you with lust and desire; that looks on…”


Tarifa smiled knowingly, some of the brightness returning to her sapphire eyes. “You desire someone else.”


Dysea’s emerald eyes gazed at her. “You brought Martin into my life Tarifa. You guided him to me.” Dysea reached up and pushed away some of her raven hair. “The Holy One was right in a way. Coming together as we all did, it set us all free in a manner of speaking. I… I feel we will meet the one meant for you very soon. Events are moving along outside these walls, plans within plans, and you have not been yourself.”

“What… what do you mean?” Tarifa asked.


“I must take care of you first.” She said with a loving smile. “When I taste you, I want you to be free of all the poisons in your body.”


“Poisons…?” Tarifa said.


Dysea nodded. “Telan…”


“I… I never gave myself to him Dysea! Never willingly! His touch makes me want to vomit!” Tarifa exclaimed.


“That is not something that needs to occupy your thoughts Tarifa. That is why I have come now. I am going to return to you what Telan has taken away from you.” Dysea told her.


“What do you mean then?” Tarifa asked.


Dysea reached down alongside the bed and took something from the small wooden box at her feet. The clear vial had a liquid substance contained in it that was greenish in color. She held it up for Tarifa to see. “I have made this for you, as my mother taught me.”

Tarifa took the vial. “What is it?”


“It is a mixture of herbs and roots.” Dysea explained. “It does not have the most favorable of tastes, but it will purge the drugs from your system quickly.”


“Drugs? What drugs?”


Dysea held up the bottle of pills Tarifa thought to be contraceptives. Tarifa’s eyes went wide and she reached for the bottle.


“Dysea I need those! I can’t… I will not betray… I will not betray all that I am by having Telan’s child defile my body!” Tarifa said.


Dysea shook her head. “Whoever gave you these is in Telan’s employ Tarifa! It is a combination of drugs to control your mind, not to keep you from having a child! Anja tested it thoroughly before we returned. Your mother brought us a sample. These were meant to keep you docile and receptive to his advances; to control you!”


“Dysea… he has forced himself on me nearly every night since our marriage, without these pills… I would have already become pregnant.” Tarifa told her.

“No Tarifa! It is the gift that your time with Nauta Melme gave to you that has kept you from becoming pregnant.” Dysea said.

Tarifa smiled at her, “Your Bounded love.”


Dysea’s smile matched Tarifa’s. “He is… he is so much more than you know Tarifa. He stirs inside of me what I never thought I could know or have. And you brought us together. We would never abandon you Tarifa. We could never abandon you.”  


“What do you mean gift?” Tarifa asked.


Dysea concentrated slightly, and her eyes changed, black outlining the emerald, while her canine teeth extended to three quarters of an inch in length. Tarifa reached out to her face, her eyes wide. “You have… you have changed.” She gasped. “Like…”


Dysea nodded. “Like you Tarifa.” She said. “Concentrate.”


Tarifa did as Dysea told her, and felt her teeth extend and the rush of scents fill her nostrils more clearly. She saw Dysea gazing at her lovingly and she smiled.


“This is what Martin gave to us.” She said. “We have become like him in a sense. Our bodies have developed a defense against foreign drugs and diseases. That is why you are sick after you take these pills every morning. Your body is rejecting the poisons in them, killing them. And in the process of doing that, your body is purging any of Telan’s sperm inside you.”


Realization began to fill Tarifa’s black outlined sapphire eyes and she sat up completely on the bed. “He… he has been controlling me?” She spat, her voice filled with anger.

Dysea shook her head. “Your body rejects the poisons and kills them, but enough remains to make you weaker. That is why you are sluggish and don’t have an appetite to eat. As I said Tarifa, this is much larger than you realize. Telan even holds sway over your father, and that is why he forced this farce of a marriage on you.”


“My father…!” Tarifa gasped.


Dysea nodded once more. “He is under the influence of a much more powerful drug.” She told her. “Your mother is going to try and obtain a blood sample that I can give to Anja when I return.”


“When you return?” Tarifa almost yelled. “No… you can’t leave me!” 


Dysea took Tarifa’s trembling hands in her own and squeezed. “Tarifa… do you trust me? Do you trust Martin?”


“Of course I do!” Tarifa replied without hesitation. “Why do you ask me that?”


Dysea took the vial from her hands and held it up. “Drink this Tarifa.” She said softly.


Tarifa popped the cap on the small vial and lifted it to her lips without hesitation and poured the green liquid into her mouth and swallowed. She grimaced at the slightly bitter taste as it went down, but it passed quickly and she returned her gaze to Dysea.


Dysea smiled and leaned forward to kiss her. “Good. Rest here… you will feel light headed for a few moments, but it will pass quickly. I am going to make you something to eat and then we will talk.”

Tarifa took her hand. “Dysea…”


Dysea placed a finger on Tarifa’s lips and shook her head. “Have no fears Tarifa. I am going to make you something to eat. We will talk… and then I intend to feast on your luscious body… I promise you that.”


Tarifa relaxed seeing the promises of the pleasures she had desired for so long within Dysea’s eyes.


“…has to be the Alliance!” Tarifa spoke.


Dysea nodded in agreement. “That is what your mother and Martin and I think as well.” She replied.


They sat on Tarifa’s large bed, sharing the extra large mug of tea. Dysea had made Tarifa eat until she was almost ready to bust, and she had to admit, she hadn’t felt this refreshed in months. She had eaten two complete venison steaks with red potatoes and long stemmed vegetables. She had showered as well, now only wearing a thin cotton robe over her body.

“That is how Telan’s family has gained so much power in so short a time.” Tarifa spoke. “They have been getting support from the Alliance.”


“We don’t know why though?” Dysea said.


“Power,” Tarifa spoke firmly. Her mind was clear and sharper now that the lingering effects of the drug were purged from her body, and she was rapidly regaining her keen political mind and awareness. 


“They want my people to attack the High Elves?” Dysea asked, “But why? The ensuing war would kill thousands on both sides. It would leave both our peoples devastated and weak.”


Tarifa nodded. “And we would be ripe for the Alliance to come in and destroy us both.” She said. 


“But what would Telan’s family gain by that. They would be slaves as well… if they lived through the war.” Dysea stated.


“They must have worked out some sort of deal with the Alliance.” Tarifa spoke. “When I… when I was Marcus’s prisoner, I saw several elves walking the streets of their cities freely. I could not tell what tribe they were from, but they were elves. And I also saw dark skinned elves Dysea. They were part of Marcus’s command.”


Dysea looked at her surprised, “Drow Elves… like those we saw in the abandoned city?”


“It had to be!” Tarifa exclaimed. “When we returned and everything happened I forgot all about them.”

“But… I thought… the Holy One said they were all wiped out nearly a hundred years ago.” Dysea said.


Tarifa nodded. “He told me the same thing. Their village was attacked by three divisions of Alliance troops. My father’s scouts went into the village after the attack. They reported nothing but bodies and destruction.”


“So they allowed some to survive in order to convert them into their ranks?” Dysea asked.


“The Holy One engineered the Drow to be similar to Martin and the genomes. One Drow warrior is an equal to ten High Elf or Wood Elf warriors.” Tarifa said. “They wanted that skill to use against the other elves that broke away.”


Dysea looked at her. “Tarifa… why would they target you?” she asked. 


“Don’t you see?” Tarifa said. “Telan’s father knew that I would never willingly marry Telan. And he knew that my father would never allow such a union. He must have approached the Alliance with an offer of some type of assistance. They provided him the drugs to break my father, they kidnapped my brothers, and they got my father to invoke a law among the High Elves that has not been used in two centuries.”


Dysea nodded as understanding spread across her face. “He would do this by arranging the marriage of the Queen with a prominent member of High Elf society in the hopes of a child being born.”


Tarifa nodded. “If I was to bear Telan a child, then upon my death, Telan would become Steward of the High Elves until our child came of age. In essence he would be King.”


“And therefore his father would rule from behind the scenes.” Dysea said. “A devious plan to be sure; one that would cause the deaths of many elves, both Wood elves and High Elves, making the remaining elves look to him for leadership.” 


Tarifa nodded. “I have no doubts that Telan’s father would find a way to get rid of me after the birth of a child.” She said.


“Your mother said as much.” Dysea said.


“I can not let this continue Dysea.” Tarifa said.


“You have too.” Dysea spoke urgently. “If Telan or his father discovers that you are no longer under their influence we will not be able to help you.”

“They would not kill my brothers!” Tarifa spoke quickly. “Drugged or not… my father would never bow to them if he discovered they killed his sons.”


“Tarifa… my people elected a new Queen, and she passed the bill forming a treaty with the Alliance. Even now they are arming and equipping my people. We have four months, perhaps five before the Wood Elves will begin attacking High Elf villages and cities, and a full scale war erupts.” Dysea said looking at her. “We have only just begun to bring our production facilities online in Eden City. We need more time before we will be strong enough to stop a war between your people and mine.”


“Dysea… I could never endure that bastard’s touch on my skin again, knowing what I do now.” Tarifa exclaimed. “I would be… I would be betraying all that I know… all that I am.”
Dysea looked at her. “Listen to me! We did not believe your father when he told us those things that day! What we shared was not something so casually tossed aside as your father and others thought. Martin had devised a plan to return here to Mountain City and take you. What we are building in Eden City… you are part of that Tarifa. Do you remember that night we lay here and spoke of it. Well we have started it in Eden. We knew that it is partly your dream as well as ours.” She snapped. “When it is finished Tarifa… there will no longer be a need for our people, any elves to live separately, just as we envisioned, just as all of us envisioned.”

“Why… why didn’t you use this plan?” Tarifa asked.


Dysea met her gaze. “We realized that everyone who followed us and everyone that had worked beside us to build what we have, elf and human; they would have thrown it all away to follow us. We… we could not do that to them.” Tears glistened in her eyes now. “You should see it Tarifa. In only three months we have brought peace to so many. Elves and humans live and work side by side. Our children go to school together. Relationships are forming, and friendships. And it continues to grow.”


“I… I will not see you again once you leave Dysea!” Tarifa said. “I… I don’t know if I could be that strong Dysea.”


“That is not true!” Dysea replied looking at her. “Do you think we would leave you here without a way to see you? Governor Kadeem has a plan that would work. There are a few details still to work out, but you could be with us easily, and not rouse Telan’s suspicions; at least not until we are ready.”

“But I would still have to allow that pig to slobber all over me.” Tarifa said. “The very thought of him sticking his tiny little cock in me makes my skin crawl.”


Dysea looked at Tarifa with a new glint in her eye. “So he is not endowed like Martin I take it?”


Tarifa laughed. “No man is like Martin. He reaches inside me to places even I did not know I had. And his passion… it tastes so sweet.” She looked at Dysea oddly. “Why do you tease me Dysea? You know this as well as I do, and you have had him all to yourself for months! I am so jealous!”


Dysea leaned forward quickly and kissed Tarifa with sultry eyes. “You will find the one meant for you Tarifa… you must believe. I have something for you.” She said seductively.


Tarifa watched her get up and move to the medium sized duffel bag in the corner. She took out the black case and took a vial similar to the herb potion earlier. She came back to the bed and sat close to Tarifa. She took the cover off and looked at Tarifa. “This is for you.” She said.


“What is it?” Tarifa asked taking the vial.


“It is Martin’s passion. Twenty four vials all perfectly preserved; as if he was here with us.” Dysea said. “When I knew I was coming here I… I wanted to have something of him to share with you. I drained him completely seven times.” Dysea’s eyes grew sexy as she said that. “It was very pleasurable for both of us. It will also serve to increase your resistance to the drugs. Taste it.”


Tarifa lifted the vial to her lips and drank the liquid, her eyes going wide and then closing in bliss as she drank it down. She savored the flavor and texture, allowing her tongue to taste Martin’s preserved cum. She opened her eyes again and saw Dysea’s face and the look of desire in her eyes.


“It is delicious.” She said slowly, bringing her fingers to her lips to rub it into her soft lips. “Thank you Dysea! I have so longed…”


Dysea sprang forward, sealing her lips over Tarifa’s and plunging her tongue into her mouth. She pushed her back on the bed, hungrily feasting on her lips as Tarifa surrendered to her. Dysea’s hands frantically pulled at Tarifa’s robe, pulling it off her body, exposing her perfect breasts and suddenly very stiff nipples. Tarifa groaned as her long leg curled to press against Dysea’s hip as her hands disappeared into Dysea’s thick platinum blond hair. This is what Dysea wanted right now, the touch and feel of another woman against her, and until she was able to have the one she truly wanted, Tarifa would more than suffice. Dysea pulled back from their kiss leaving Tarifa gasping and reaching for her head.


“Now… Tarifa! Now I will possess you as you possessed me!” Dysea hissed before lowering her lips to Tarifa’s exposed throat.

ARIZONA

FOUR MILES NORTH OF FLAGSTAFF

NORTH US-89



Martin lowered the cooling body of the guard softly to the ground, his black outlined yellow eyes searching the night around him. He wiped the blade of his knife on the man’s shirt as he squatted next to the body, allowing his enhanced senses to reach out into the night. He turned his head slightly when he smelled the male elf come up behind him, moving like a ghost.

Martin had broken down their Special Operations forces into five teams, made up of the remaining genomes, elves and humans. He had an entire brigade of elves and humans back in Eden training every day, and it was they who were now manning the artillery pieces and rocket launcher systems set up twenty miles north of Flagstaff. It was also they who crewed the eighty M21 Scorpion tanks that were poised and ready to strike from the mountains north of Flagstaff.

The Scorpion was the United States lone heavy Main Battle Tank. It had replaced the M1A6 Abrams that had served for nearly half a century. It was a larger tank than the Abrams, at almost forty feet in length and 84 tons, yet it had kept its streamlined design and now sported a 155mm smooth bore cannon. While it was significantly smaller than the tank Martin had seen on their return to earth, for their purposes now it was well suited. 

His five Special Operations teams had infiltrated Flagstaff within an hour of full dark. All of his teams had operational objectives, and their priority was to get as many of the elf slaves and innocent humans out of Flagstaff within raising a warning. Flagstaff was ruled by a cruel mercenary warlord, and with the exception of Cedar City it was the largest settlement of humans south of Eden. The five teams had been training together since Martin had broken them down. Danny commanded one team, Leland, Radama, and Tony commanded the other three, and Martin had put together the team he now led. He looked at the lean blond haired elf as he settled onto the ground next to Martin. He glanced at the body of the dead guard, and then looked at Martin.


“He was the last one Commander.” The elf spoke. “We have a clear path to the outskirts where the Hoppers are hidden. Daniel and the other teams have reported in already. They have evacuated their targets and are moving back into assault positions.”


Martin nodded as he replaced his knife in the sheath. “Have the extraction team move them out Ealin, as quietly as possible. They are to stop for nothing. Two Raptors will be covering them from ten thousand feet as they head to the rendezvous.”


The elf nodded and moved soundlessly to the door a few feet away. He looked inside the darkened building and saw the other members of their team guarding close to four hundred men, women and children, human and elves alike. He motioned with his hand, directing the two closest members of the team to start them moving, and then went back to squat next to Martin.


Their intelligence teams had entered the city several weeks prior to this night, covertly targeting and finding those that were sympathetic to their cause. Leaders were approached and plans were made, and on this night, they had evacuated almost two thousand people that had chosen to accompany them. There were many that they did not approach because of their positions and the crimes they had committed against elves and against humans. The leader of this mercenary group was extremely cruel in his treatment of slaves and prisoners, and no one that was within his inner circle would be given the opportunity to surrender.   

Ealin looked at Martin in the darkness, seeing that his eyes had returned to normal. He could tell by the way Martin was frozen in place, his head canted slightly skyward that he was trying to pick up any scents that could be construed as a danger to them. Ealin remained silent, simply content to watch the man he and many other elves now called Lyca Ohtar in a term of reverence. (Lycan Warrior)

“We have been lucky this night Ealin.’ Martin spoke, his voice almost a whisper as he turned and looked at him.


Ealin nodded. “Perhaps… but luck has eluded us for many years. Maybe now it is time for us to have some.”


Martin nodded. “We will make our own luck Ealin. Contact the battery commanders and inform them to commence firing at the prearranged time. We’ll move back into our assault position as soon as all the civilians are clear.”


Ealin nodded with a smile. 

FLAGSTAFF


The human mercenary commander stepped from the building that acted as his command post holding the large mug of coffee in his hand. He was a large man, easily over six foot and two hundred pounds, and was known for his brutal tactics when dealing with slaves or elves. He had no qualms about enslaving humans when they did not conform to his order of things, and his face showed the scars of many years of warfare. He and his mercenaries had moved in and taken over the remains of Flagstaff, returning some semblance of normal life to those that followed him. He was not known for being patient or understanding, and if someone did not conform to his way of doing things they were very quickly strung up and hung, or shot dead in the street.

The mercenary stopped on the porch of the building he called home. The sun was just breaking the horizon, but he noticed that none of the slaves were in the streets conducting their usual clean up chores. Bottles of alcohol and trash filled the streets from the previous night of partying by his men, and as he looked up and down the street he saw nothing except blowing trash. He turned and went back to the door, shoving it open.


“Neely get out here now you fuck!” He screamed.


Moments later the second man joined him on the porch still trying to pull his pants up around his waist. The skinny man looked at him.


“What’s wrong boss?” he gasped.


“Do you see anything wrong here?” The commander yelled. “Where are the fucking slaves? Why aren’t they doing their fucking job?”


“I don’t know boss!”


The larger man reached out and slapped the skinny man in the head viciously. “Well find out you dumb bastard!”


He watched as the skinny man dashed from the porch heading for a building across the street. “Give me more coffee!” He roared.


He held out the mug as the small blond elf came scurrying out of the house to pour from the large thermos in her small hands. She cowered before him, pouring the coffee and then backing up to stand to the side.

Her head came up and looked north when the deep echo of booms filled the morning air. The commander’s gopher stopped in the middle of the street at the sounds, dismissed them and finished running up to his commander who was staring north.


“The… slaves… they’re…” He gasped.


The commander looked at him. “Spit it out you idiot!”


“They’re gone. All of them! The boys guarding them are… they’re dead! Someone cut their throats!”


The mercenary commander’s eyes opened wide and he turned back to the north.


Martin had salvaged thirty-eight of the advanced Multiple Launched Rocket System mobile launchers from an abandoned air force base in Nevada. The vehicles had been stored in near perfect condition in a hidden underground weapons depot that had been vacuum sealed. They had been state of the art weapons in the 21st century, the latest model being the advanced MLRS 300II and with very minor modifications made by Martin’s team of engineers, all thirty-eight of these platforms were now fully operational.

As if on cue, the twelve MLRS 300II that had accompanied Martin’s team and were set up forty-six miles north of Flagstaff, let fly with a full twelve rocket barrage per vehicle. When they had discovered the 300IIs, they had also discovered thousands of rockets ranging from anti-personnel to anti-armor, and now 144 rockets sped towards Flagstaff. Six of the rockets were impact fused 500 pound warheads, guided by advanced Doppler radar and targeting sensors. The other six rockets were anti-personnel rockets with 700 M87 shaped charges per rocket. The mercenary commander did not see the launch tubes swivel back into position to receive the reloads.


The mercenary commander watched with fascination and horror as four of the 500 pound warhead rockets landed directly on top of the large hotel that housed his men four blocks down the street. He did not see the rockets hit the building, but he saw the immense explosion that announced the deaths of almost three thousand murdering slavers and scum. The five story hotel erupted in a fountain of rock, concrete and steel, the concussion from the blast shattering what little remained of windows in the area. The next two 500 pound warhead rockets landed squarely in the motor pool where all of his vehicles were stored. He could only watched in awe as his Hoppers and wheeled vehicles began exploding, lifting into the morning sky streaks of flames towering into the once quiet morning air. As others began to pile onto the porch they could only watch as the six anti-personnel rockets opened above a designated portion of Flagstaff and spilled out their 700 sub munitions each. Four thousand two hundred two pound shaped charges scattered as they fell, and soon the popping sounds of them going off could be heard all around them. The thunder filled the air for a full minute as each shaped charged went off as it landed, destroying anything within the ten meter radius of its blast. Huge chunks were blown from buildings all around them, glass and concrete filling the sky as deadly missiles. The mercenary commander could only stand and watch as the bomblets devastated the building that housed his now empty slave pens, as well as the auction center, and the close to two hundred men that were responsible for running his auction center. 

There were now twenty remaining mercenaries standing in and around the porch, as well as several hundred humans that were piling out of their homes, all of them gawking at the amount of destruction that had occurred in little more than a minute.


Heads turned as another roar followed and nine of the Scorpion tanks came barreling through the buildings on the end of the street, causing people to run for cover as the massive machines of death cut loose with their main cannons, sending nine high explosive rounds punching into neighboring buildings, blowing out machine gun turrets and the three anti-air missile crews that had stationed themselves on the roofs of adjoining buildings. As the nine Scorpions moved off the center of the road, their main guns coming to rest on the gather civilians, six armored Hoppers pulled onto the street and made their way slowly up to the building of the mercenary commander. None of those on the porch made a move for their weapons inside as two of the Scorpions had their main guns trained directly at them. All eyes watched the Hoppers come to a halt and fleet of foot humans and elves in body armor and carrying weapons piled out.


All eyes went to the tall young man who walked casually toward the mercenary commander. He stopped only a few feet away from the man standing on his porch and looked at him with a smile.


“Top of the morning to you dick head,” Martin barked with a grin.


A mercenary with more guts than brains screamed and rushed at Martin, his face a mask of rage and hatred. He made it ten steps from the porch before an arm came from the side and slammed into his chest, breaking several ribs and lifting him into the air to deposit him unceremoniously on his back with a grunt of pain.


“Bad idea asshole,” Ealin growled at him, shoving the barrel of his HK into the man’s chest and ripping out a three round burst. The mercenary’s body jumped twice before becoming still as the rounds shredded his heart and lungs.


“Gee… is that how you greet visitors to your quaint little town here.” Martin asked.


“You… you’re that elf loving motherfucker from up north!” The mercenary commander screamed.


Martin smiled. “Martin Hunter is the name. And believe me when I tell you it is not a pleasure to meet you.” He moved closer to the porch. “Your slaves have been liberated and are now being treated and moved back to safety.”


“Who the fuck do you think you are…?” The mercenary screamed. “You can’t just come in here and do this!”


“Oh but I have!” Martin spoke. “Slavery is against the law sport.”


“There ain’t no law out here asshole! I’m the law! What I say goes!”


Martin shook his head. “Not anymore. You are officially out of business. And very soon you’ll be dead.” Martin looked around at the smoking rubble his MLRS Launchers had caused. “Did you like my show? I love the smell of barbecued asshole in the morning. And my intelligence tells me we caught pretty much all of your little shit heads sleeping in the hotel, too bad for them.”

“I got friends! They’ll hear about this! Your ass will be dead in a week!”


Martin chuckled. “If you are referring to your buddy in Cedar City… don’t you worry… he’ll be following you very soon.” He said. “You have caused the deaths of far too many elves and good decent people, and that stops today.”


“Who’s going to stop me asshole? You?”


“I already have, in case you are too fucking stupid to see what is going on around you!” Martin spoke. “There will be no more slavery in the area we now control. No more slavery, no more auctions and no more oppression.”


“What area? What are you talking about?” The mercenary asked.


Martin smiled. “As of zero six hundred this morning, we have laid claim to southern Utah, all of Arizona, and all Nevada.”

“We?”


Martin smiled. “Yes… the men, women and elves of Eden.”


The mercenary commander reared back his head and roared with laughter. “You have got to be joking! Elves were made to serve humans! That is what they were designed for Elf lover! To be our fuck toys and beasts of burden! Where have you been living… the moon?”


The commander couldn’t understand the laughter that filtered through the ranks of Martin’s soldiers. His face grew redder as his embarrassment grew. He stepped off the porch, “C’mon tough boy! Just you and me! I’ll fuck your ass up so bad it’ll be funny. When I win, you leave your tinker toys and go crawl back into the hole you came out of! I get all your slaves and all your equipment!”


“Eden does not have slaves.” Martin said, causing many heads among the human citizens of Flagstaff to turn and look at each other.


“What’s wrong tough guy! Afraid you can’t beat me in a stand up fight?”


Martin looked at the man with a smile, “Not at all.” He said. His right hand whipped forward faster than normal human eyes could follow. The gleaming blade of the knife slammed into the chest of the mercenary commander with a wet thud, and the man staggered back, his eyes wide. He looked down and saw the handle of the knife protruding from his chest, blood leaking out around the blade. His mind didn’t comprehend what it was and he reached up to grab the handle.

When his hand closed around the handle, his eyes shot wide as even that small movement caused the razor like blade inside his chest cavity to finish severing his heart. He dropped to his knees, blood now pouring from his mouth and looked at Martin who walked up to him.


Martin smiled as he grabbed the blade and yanked it out of the man’s chest. “I don’t fight fair dick face.”


The mercenary commander pitched forward into the dirt, his blood rapidly pooling around his cooling body. Martin leaned over and wiped the blade on the man’s shirt before returning it to its place on his thigh.


“Ealin… round up the rest of these mercenary scum and lock them down!” Martin ordered, his eyes coming up to face the several hundred men and women standing in the street.


Their eyes followed the dozen elves and humans as they sprang into action, forcing the mercenaries to their knees at gunpoint and beginning to secure them with flexi-cuffs. Their eyes went back to Martin as he climbed on top of the rusted hulk of the truck.


“I will say this once and only once!” Martin barked to the gathered men and women. “Now is the chance for you to decide. Join us and what we are building, have what you didn’t have with this idiot! Prosperity! You will work side by side with elves and men in building a future your children will be safe in! A future you can have a hand in building.”


“Elves were made to serve us!” A male voice yelled from the crowd.


“Elves were made to be an ally of man!” Martin snapped. “They were made for the purpose of helping mankind pull itself from the ashes of the Great Fire and move into the future! They were not made to be slaves and beasts of burden! What have you accomplished until this day? You still live in squalor and fear every day. Living under men such as this piece of shit is not freedom! It’s not peace. You live in prisons of your own making. Now is the chance for you to break those chains and make something better. We have made that place… not three hundred miles from here. We have running water, power, and food for all. We have schools, medical clinics, stores and thousands who have already seen what they can build. They work day after day side by side with elves to make it better. You can be part of that. Or you can remain as you are and die. We will not tolerate slavery in any way, and we will fight for every part of our freedom. Join us and you can be free as well. Fight us…” Martin took a deep breath. “Fight us and we will crush you under our boot. The choice is yours. I give you one hour to decide, starting now.”


Martin jumped down off the truck and turned to Ealin. “Search the remains! Any mercenary or slaver left alive is to be executed. Contact the engineers and have them move to our location. I want this city, or what remains of it stripped bare. Take everything we could possibly use, no matter what it is.”


Ealin nodded with a smile. “Three states Lyca Other?” He asked.

Martin shrugged. “We were going to do it anyway.” He replied. “We may as well get started and let the word spread.”

“And the fool in Cedar City?” Ealin asked.


“He’ll be dead before the end of the week.” Martin answered. “I’m going to contact our teams, come and get me if there are any problems.”


Ealin nodded with a smile and watched Martin walk toward one of the Scorpions to use its long range radio unit.

MOUNTAIN CITY


Tarifa’s head rocked back and forth on the soft sheets, her raven colored hair spilling across the pillows. Her hands gripped her firm breasts tightly, pinching her own nipples. Her face and upper body were covered in a fine sheen of sweat, her breath coming in deep gasps as pleasure like she hadn’t experienced in months surged through her body. Tarifa couldn’t remember how many orgasms Dysea had given her in the last two hours, so awash with sexual energy and pleasure as she was. Dysea’s delicate touches and caresses had driven her almost wild with passion, and when her lover’s soft warm lips finally found their way to her dripping pussy, it was as if time had stood still. 

Dysea had never entertained the thought of being with another woman until Tarifa had taken her that day in the cave and shown her what it could be like. The week they had spent in each other’s arms was something she would not soon forget, but even now, feasting as she was on Tarifa’s lush body, images of Anja flashed back and forth in her mind. 
She had taken her time at first, exploring the supple skin and lush curves, tasting Tarifa’s flesh with soft kisses and gentle licks. When she found herself between Tarifa’s satiny thighs staring at her glistening pussy, everything fell into place for Dysea. She had traced the outline of Tarifa’s dripping pussy with her tongue, eliciting gasps of delight. She had used her fingers to softly part the folds of her cunt, and marvel at the heat and scent that poured from her. Her head was filled with the sweet peach scent that wafted from Tarifa’s core, and it took her only seconds to pull her own clothes from her before Dysea felt her own juices pouring out of her extremely excited pussy. Tarifa’s fingers had entwined in her long hair, urging her to lover to lap away at her pussy, but Dysea resisted, wanting Tarifa’s pleasure to last as long as possible. She had used long tender licks along the outsides of Tarifa’s engorged pussy lips, tracing the contours and marveling at the texture and sweetness. She also marveled at how Martin could cram his huge cock into such a small and beautiful pussy, much as she marveled how he did the same to her. It did not take her long to be overcome by the scent and begging of Tarifa before she fastened her soft lips over Tarifa’s throbbing clit and sucked hard, just as Tarifa had done to her that first time. She smiled in victory as Tarifa’s body had arched off the bed and she had cried out, clutching Dysea’s head tightly to her spasming pussy while Dysea drank down her juices.


That had been two hours ago, and now Dysea was still happily lapping away at her lovers still sweet tasting pussy for all she was worth. Dysea’s face was covered in Tarifa’s cum, and she had no idea how much of her lover’s passion she had drank down, and she didn’t really care as she wanted more. Her own pussy was drenched, just the task of eating Tarifa’s pussy had caused her to have three of her own powerful orgasms, and once more she squirmed her crotch against the soft sheets in her own rapidly building orgasm.

Dysea’s tongue was rapidly whipping Tarifa’s sensitive clit into frenzy, her lips locked around the extremely hard and erect bud. She reached up with one hand and squeezed Tarifa’s right tit, rolling the hard nipple between her thumb and forefinger causing Tarifa to grip the sheets tightly, her eyes shut. Dysea was like a child with a new toy as she experimented with her lover, sending her long fingers deeply into Tarifa’s tight cunt, causing her hips to convulse in delicious pleasure. She found that sucking hard on Tarifa’s clit while driving three fingers into her sopping pussy had caused Tarifa to scream in unadulterated orgasm, nearly throwing them off the bed.

Now Dysea used her index finger to probe Tarifa’s most intimate place. Her anus was slick with pussy juice from her multitude of orgasms, and it was easy for Dysea to tickle her pink opening with little friction. She glanced up Tarifa’s clenching abdomen when she felt her lover sit up quickly on her elbows, her eyes wide.


“Dysea… what are you… it has been so long since…” Tarifa gasped.


Tarifa’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head and she fell back on the bed when Dysea bit down gently on her engorged clit and simultaneously plunged her index finger into Tarifa’s clutching asshole.


Tarifa’s back arched off the bed, and she screamed.


Oh did she scream as the most powerful orgasm that she had experienced since Martin had taken her that first night ripped through her being. Her quivering thighs clamped tightly on Dysea’s head, her hands ripping the sheets from the bed, the muscles in her neck and throat standing out in exertion as she felt her belly catch fire and her cum rocketed out of her pussy in powerful waves.


Dysea kept her finger buried deeply in Tarifa’s ass as she clamped her mouth over Tarifa’s spasming pussy. Her eyes opened wide and then closed dreamily as Tarifa’s cum erupted into her mouth with a force she had not yet experienced or was prepared for. Feeling Tarifa’s juices shooting into her mouth with such delicious force caused Dysea to experience her own shattering climax, and she ground her pussy into the bed as her juices flowed from her. She wanted to scream out her pleasure, but instead kept her lips glued tightly to Tarifa’s pussy drinking down the peach tasting cum her lover was giving her.

After nearly a full minute of muscle stretching orgasm, her back arched off the bed, Tarifa collapsed back onto the sheets, unable to catch her breath, and completely drained of energy. She groaned as she felt Dysea’s lips leave her still clenching pussy and begin a journey of soft kisses and licks up her body. Dysea paused to tease Tarifa’s nipples with her tongue before licking the sweat from between her firm 34C breasts. She trailed her tongue up the hollow of Tarifa’s throat, stretching her naked body out atop her lover, making sure that their pussies came to rest against one another. She lifted her head and looked into the wide sapphire eyes of her lover and smiled contently.


Tarifa dreamily pulled Dysea’s lips to hers once more and they shared a deep kiss filled with nothing but love and desire. When they parted Tarifa had tears in her eyes. Dysea reached up and gently wiped the tears away.


“What is it Tarifa?” She asked. “Tell me.”


“I’m… I’m just very happy right now.” Tarifa sobbed out the words.


Dysea smiled and nuzzled Tarifa’s throat. “Things will begin to get better Tarifa. You must have faith my dear friend. You must have faith.”


“I’m… I’m so tired Dysea.” Tarifa spoke happily.


Dysea laid her head on Tarifa’s breasts and felt her arms encircle her. “We still have two days together Tarifa.” She said. “We can sleep and then pick up where we have left off. I still have another surprise for you.”


Dysea pulled the younger woman’s body tighter as she felt Tarifa’s arms tighten around her. Tarifa was still recovering from the drugs in her system and she fell quickly asleep, her head against Dysea’s breasts. It took another long moment for Dysea, and when she fell asleep, the image that flashed across her mind was that of Anja and Martin and her locked in a similar embrace. And then Dysea allowed sleep to take her into its peaceful state.
