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Chapter One.



	The Dream.


	She awoke, startled; she saw him falling from the heavens, his mouth open as he screamed in terror, tearing at his clothes as they smouldered, catching fire, the pieces trailing smoke before they disintegrated.


	Then he disappeared as if he had never been there.


	Was this the legend, was he the one and above all, was she the one?


	All at once, a moving picture unfolded before her eyes, an apparition wading through the shallows of the enchanted pond.


	Vinerva, Elvin princess, stepped out naked from the foliage on the highest branch of Fendrl, her home tree and her official quarters, and gazed down from her perch as she stroked the furry head of a large female tree-cat, her pet, Tandril.


	The picture enlarged and cleared in her mind, the apparition was human and male, its reproductive organs visible at the base of the body. He was built like all the other humans, but his frame was thick with muscle, not like her people who were tall and slender.  


	But, this one was not like other humans, it seemed he wasn’t from this earth, his home was somewhere beyond the stars, or was it beyond time itself? He was here not of his own free will, she could sense that much from his mind, which was open and not used to deception. She decided she would have him for her pleasure before the forest devoured him; if he was not ‘the one’ that is.


	She brought herself below the surface of the tarn and swam out to meet him. She saw him as he knelt down in the pond’s shallows, leaning forward, his body submerged, drinking deeply. 


	He rose up after seeing her in the depths, approaching, posing erotically underwater. He shook the water from his golden locks as a badger would after bathing and smoothed his hands over them.


	Vinerva surfaced slowly before him, so close to him she felt his breath on her skin, on her entire body, her intimacies on display as she left the water. She danced the enchantment dance and he rose up to her, his body fully awake to her commands.


	She took him to her. They hung there for an hour or more, for him and her that is, as it was in reality no more than the blink of an eye. And, it was glorious and mind-blinding, as their bodies moved in unison swaying back and forth above the pond till she, fully-spent, released him.


	She let him fall back into the pond with a splash.


	Her discarded prize rose to his feet, still partly under her spell, otherwise he would have drowned. He stumbled onto the bank where he collapsed and would remain until his strength slowly returned.


	Something however, was different, she sensed it, for she had had many mortal men and youths, well-developed boys even, but this one was different, he was stronger in body; and it was when something stirred deep down inside her for a split-second that she realised his body was also different, and that in six months time she would bear his child.


	Vinerva woke once more, her body filmed with perspiration. It was the same dream, the one that blessed each sleep period, but she felt different, as something really did stir inside her. The stranger from the dream was real and she remembered the prophecy; ‘He shall come as in a dream, and a union will bring forth a male child that shall possess powers immeasurable.’


	The prophecy did not however, declare who would give birth to this super being, or whether the seed bearer would be human or elf; and her mind wandered back to her dream as she felt the magical spark of life growing inside her.


	 


	 




	 



	 


	Chapter Two.


	 


	A Venture Too Far.


	It never occurred to thirty-year-old Jonathan Pope that there could be other life outside that of the planet Earth. Even when the scientist Bernard Bradbury explained his theory, that if the planet Earth contained life because it revolved around the sun, then there must be life on other planets with a sun similar to theirs; John Pope was still not convinced.


	Those weren’t Bernard’s exact words, but it was exactly what he meant, but in London, England at the close of the nineteenth century nothing was farther from people’s minds. They were more interested in the change in fashion or the stock exchange or the price of good wine or gold. 


	As far as they were concerned the sky was full of stars, and the notion that there were people like them were out there in that cold, black void living on a planet like ours, and were looking at us through their telescopes, was treated as a joke.


	John had known the Bradbury family for some time and visited them often. It was on such an occasion one sunny afternoon on June 15th 1895 that he and Rupert, Bernard’s son, were discussing H. G. Wells’ book about a time machine in his study where the two of them had made themselves comfortable after a light lunch.


	Rupert took out his pocket watch. “I have to leave you for a few minutes, old boy; I must pop up to my workshop.”


	John picked up the book. “I’ll carry on reading then until you return,” he said and opened it at the marked page.


	He heard Rupert’s footsteps on the stairs leading to his laboratory where he was working on his electric telescope. A number of seconds later the reading lamp over the desk in the corner of the room extinguished and he heard the maid call out in surprise..’


	He smiled at the thought of Rupert with a blackened face and grinned. 


	‘Oops, looks like Rupert has blown a fuse with his fanciful contraptions.’ 


	Rupert had once told him in earnest, ‘I don’t care if even the sun extinguishes, I do not want to be disturbed when I’m conducting experiments in my laboratory.’ 


	He looked at the wall clock as it chimed 8.30 am. Ten minutes passed before curiosity got the better of him and he made his way to Rupert’s place of work up a winding staircase to the attic.


	Rupert’s father was away on business and he had asked John to ‘keep an eye on things’ during his absence and added he had a surprise for him which he would present on his return.


	He knocked on the door and called out his name, but received no answer. “Rupert, what are you doing in there, have you something to hide? Shall I depart and return at some more convenient time?”


	He looked at his watch, Emma! He was late for their rendezvous. “Rupert, I must go, I have arranged to meet Emma and I am late.”


	He heard a shout, which sounded more like a warning than a cry for help. 


	“Rupert, what ails you?” He waited for a reply and after an indeterminate length of time in which his fear for Rupert’s safety mounted, ‘He could be injured, bleeding,’ and his thoughts of Emma receded. “I’m coming in,” and he turned the door knob.


	As he entered he was blinded by flashing lights from an array of dials set on the workbench before him, below which was a red button-switch that glowed brightly. Before the bench was a six-foot square platform, raised six inches off the floor and he was shocked to see Bernard Bradbury as he suddenly appeared before him standing directly on it, but it wasn’t the Bernard he knew, as he was many years younger, his grey hair was gone and his figure was one of a younger man. “Bernard, whatever has happened to you?”


	He imagined Bernard could see him, but he gave no indication and seemed to be in some sort of trance. He stepped forward his hand outstretched to touch him and announce his presence when he fell forward. 


	He was falling…falling head over heels…falling quickly, his clothing rippling and tearing to shreds leaving him naked while falling…falling…falling, his skin on fire as he fell, falling endlessly down a dark tunnel, at which end a faint light beckoned to him, growing larger until it flashed, blinding him. 


	He saw greenery below him, blurred shapes, objects.


	 Then the shapes became more defined as he dropped towards the ground at breathtaking speed, and the ground now approached at an alarming rate and he tumbled into a deep dark pit, where he floated, floated in the darkness and he heard voices, voices, tinkling together with childlike laughter…


	 


	He awoke lying on a grassy surface, the air was pleasantly warm, the sky above was blue and he heard the sound of birds twittering in the trees whose foliage encroached on his vision as it cleared. 


	With great difficulty he raised himself to a sitting position and saw his legs and arms: he was completely naked and his clothing was gone. His vision swam once more, clouds blotted out his surroundings, he was blind and his limbs were heavy and hard to move. 


	The light slowly returned and the blood pounded through his veins as they stood out on his arms and legs, his back and stomach muscles bulging painfully. His head felt like it would explode, threatening to burst. 


	He managed with great effort to climb to his feet feeling muscle-bound and ungainly. 


	‘Where the hell am I.’ 


	HeeHe saw before him a shimmering pond, and as he swallowed dryly he found his throat was parched and the urge to drink forced him to put one foot in front of the other. 


	His heart gradually ceased its hammering as he left the grass-covered bank and waded through the shallows.


	He imagined he heard the hiss as cool liquid caressed his burning thighs. He felt fine gravel beneath his feet; the water was crystal clear and a balm to his overheated flesh. His intention was to wash his face that was on fire, but mostly to quench his raging thirst. 


	He ventured toward the centre, and stopped as the water passed his groin. He sank gratefully to his knees and bathed his limbs and doused his face and head by submerging his whole body beneath the surface where he swallowed and swallowed. 


	This sudden influx of water must have given cause to hallucinations as he spied a naked female form slowly approaching out of the depths, 


	‘She’s naked ... what the hell, what’s happening now.’ 


	He was no longer kneeling but floating below the surface. 


	She stopped as she neared him, her hair writhing, fiery-red tendrils and she beckoned him, her arms outstretched and her mouth open.


	‘I am hallucinating, a naked water-nymph is about to seduce me .. I must have air…’ 


	With his lungs demanding air he was forced to the surface where he gulped air greedily. 


	As he trod water he found himself staring at a head before him, so close that the nose upon that impish, female, face almost touched his. Its two emerald eyes twinkling, accentuated by an innocent curling of the corners of a wide, full-lipped mouth, set off by long, almost pointed ears. 


	He looked up as the head rose, followed by a slender neck, broad shoulders, a flat stomach with clearly defined abdominal muscles like most women athletes, mainly swimmers, have. 


	‘What a beautiful form she possesses, if only this were no dream.’


	To his surprise she kept on rising and displayed a button navel, and a pair of slender, but muscular thighs, well-defined calves and unusually long feet, for a female that is. Her fingers were long and slender and they beckoned him in a waving rhythm to follow.


	‘She wants me, and I want her too, even if it is unreal, it’s my dream.’


	He obeyed and rose too, but failed to attain the same height as she. He knew (or thought he knew then) he was hallucinating as she stepped away from him and danced upon the water causing tiny ripples, giggling softly, her arms outstretched as she pirouetted like a ballet dancer. Then she rose higher, a good foot above the pond’s shining surface and gazed down at him her lips curled once more as her eyes sparkled. 


	‘What is your name?’ 


	Her voice echoed inside his head.


	‘She speaks in my mind as her lips do not move.’ 


	“Jonathan,” he said and reached out for her. 


	She came to him willingly and slipped into his embrace. 


	She clasped him firmly to her with her lips glued to his.


	With his eyes closed he saw a fairy-tale landscape, a long, green meadow and a sea of multi-coloured flowers and a white unicorn, its horn glistening in the sunlight as it chased tiny creatures that flew around it, alighting on its horn. 


	They appeared human-like as they neared his vision. 


	Then the heavens exploded, and his whole body tingled, and fire cursed through his whole being. A voice said, ‘Forget me now, Jonathan Pope; return to your friends and…’ And he landed with a splash back in the pond once more.


	‘Damnation, what foolery is this, have I drunk too much again.’  


	He stood up in the water, he imagined he was in Hampton Park and had had a drop too much to drink with Rupert and someone had hidden his clothes somewhere, but he didn’t care and sniggered as he waded dreamily to the opposite bank, seeking the shade of willow-like branches that grazed the water’s surface. He reached the shore and his legs gave way and he lay a second time on a grassy surface, this time face down as darkness welcomed him.


	He woke sometime later expecting to find himself asleep in the study. He was surprised to find he was lying on grass without his clothes. He heard a sighing sound, a woman’s voice, like a whisper and he sat up and peered to where he heard splashing sounds. His eyes almost popped out of his head. He saw a dozen naked women, full-breasted and from what he could see, their bodies were well-muscled.


	‘Where am I now, has Rupert finally persuaded me to take a drag of opium. This is unbelievable, I’m in a nudist colony full of beautiful women, damn you Rupert, how did you manage this, bloody opium.’


	He lay back and turned his head away and found himself gazing into a pair of deep blue eyes as they fluttered, then they gazed back wide open widening even more as they drifted down to his groin. 


	‘Oh, my goodness, she’s looking at my John-Thomas.’


	He heard a female voice and fearing for his safety he sprang to his feet and found himself high up into the air and he landed over twenty yards away. ‘Oh, no, this is turning into a nightmare.’ He turned tail and ran as the two women called out to the others.


	He ran without looking back and bounded along at a tremendous pace. He came to a barrier of boulders and scaled them with ease and gained height as he jumped from one to another.


	Then he saw her lithe form, muscles rippling under naked, lightly-oiled skin, poised ready to attack and what she held on high made him freeze on the spot.


	 




	 


	Chapter Three.


	Deadly encounter.


	Genra, hunter-warrior of the forest clans, faltered in her stride as she heard a twig snap, and froze for she knew this was not the prey she was hunting. A six-limbed forest gazelle was too light on its feet and not only that, she recognised a pungent odour. But, she feared not, as her naked, dark and light, striped-stained skin helped her merge with her shadowy surrounds, and she remained unmoving and listened as more twigs snapped, followed by several large, dark forms lumbering past her, unseeing, through the undergrowth.


	After a considerable length of time she stepped out from concealment and realised her mistake as she saw him standing some distance away, a seven foot tall mutant, drooling; his painted body glistening with sweat and she froze once more, hoping he hadn’t seen her, but she knew she was hoping in vain as she watched his ugly features break into a grin as he sighted her naked flesh. 


	‘Stupid girl, he knew you were there all the time.’


	He bared his misshapen teeth and lunged forward in a shambling gait. 


	She raised her javelin, drew back and let fly over the short distance. It struck his chest with scarcely a sound, sliding between his ribs and exiting below his hump.


	His stride altered as he neared her, and his gaze left hers as his head drooped, his mouth producing a fine blood cloud as he wheezed.


	‘Missed his heart - crud.’


	Drawing her sword, its Elvin blade sparking as it left the goat-hide scabbard attached by a leather thong round her broad hips, her only adornment, she stepped to one side. The shimmering, razor-sharp metal descended faster than the eye could follow, and sliced through muscle and vertebrae.


	Her victim stumbled onward, headless; its progress preceded by a fierce spume of blood whose fine mist floated to her on the breeze and settled on her skin.


	 She gasped and cursed as the blunt end of her javelin caught in the root of a bush snapping the wooden shaft in half, rendering it useless as a projectile weapon. The dying monster finished its blind and fruitless charge by stumbling into a silver-spiked Lemgo fruit bush, ending in a quivering, bloody mess, its body pierced through and through by jagged thorns.


	‘Humbly-bumbly monster, can’t you fall down like a dead person should, you broke my spear.’


	Sheathing her sword she clutched at the shaft protruding from the cadaver’s back, and avoiding the wicked sharp spikes, she heaved, but her hands slipped on the blood. It was then she heard them, his comrades; they were closing in, grunting and panting making their presence known in order to frighten and flush out their prey.


	The surrounding trees were too thin to climb; her only option was to outrun them, which would be possible; if they hadn’t already encircled her.


	One of them brayed, loud and she saw four of them appear, wielding their clubs, the only weapon their feeble minds could create, and she was reminded they could throw them with some accuracy as she ducked in time as one swirled past her and disappeared inside a giant sabre-thorn bush.
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