Introduction

By Cadence Blue

Who would have ever guessed that the little piece of E:FC smut we began writing just for fun would have evolved into fourteen books with a small but loyal following of readers?

Not me!

As I look back over the very first books I recall just trying to fill them with enough sex scenes because we were involved on a role playing list that was based on those types of adult themes. But if you have read since the beginning, you will see that, as the writers we are, we just could not help developing a real story, which developed right away, but after about the third book we noticed that the plot truly bloomed with complexity and we found ourselves reminding each other ‘not to forget to add some sex!’ But the story evolved to such a point that it no longer needed sex to drive the reader to have interest in it.

However, we realize that this vivid tale is richly flavored by the spice of desire, the tang of lust, oh hell let’s face it – our characters like to fuck! And so, you will continue to see a substantial amount of sex woven through these continuing novels.

We decided to change the title though because the other role play threads that were going on simultaneously to ours began to touch on our story more and more, until they simply became an integral part of the play.

The story will still have much to do with T’than and Cadence and their ordeals, but you will also get to know other characters who only appeared briefly before. We hope that you enjoy the added variety and will continue to read along with us. We are the actors in this virtual E:FC drama, but without you, the audience, our performances would be played out to a rather empty, and lonely, place.

~CB~
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Author’s Note:

I just wanted to add a little background regarding those other stories that were happening at the same time as ours but were not included in the previous books:

Zo’or was allowed to take a Jaridian as a mate due to his sterility, and gender. He had fallen in love with Naor’rin, the liaison assgned to diplomatic relations with the Taelons. Despite Zo’or’s feelings toward the Jaridian race, he seperates Naor’rin, telling himself that she is “different” from all others of her kind. Up until now their relationship has been a smooth one, but the recent events on Lyra 117 during the rescue of T’than and Cadence have caused Naor’rin to have doubts as to whether she made the right choice to leave her kind and take a Taelon as a mate. There are rough times ahead for them.

Chandra Sheridan will discover that first love eventually ends as the relationship she had with Zo’or’s Veluran protector, Zekhoor, also experiences change. 

And it is not only that relationship that will become uncertain. She and Cadence are growing up and in the previous books you saw the different paths they each embarked upon.

Will their relationship endure what is to come?

The gentle and eloquent Sc’orr will again know tragedy in love, but a new relationship awaits in a place that he never expected.

Book One

Part One

After the Rescue

 *Sc'orr opened his eyes when he felt the subtle vibration of the sleek warship as it touched down in the docking bay of the Taelon Mothership. Home at last, and everyone was safe and had survived - at least, he hoped they would all survive...There were still two who were extremely ill and he hoped that the healers and physicians in the medical bay would be able to work their magic and bring them back to full health again.

He looked over at T'than, still unconscious beneath the energy shower; his facade moved between translucence and solidity in shuddering waves. Across the way, Cadence was also still unaware of anything, and dreadfully pale. 

Chandra had covered her with a blanket and was looking down at her in between casting little looks toward the Veluran.

Z: *On the journey back his thoughts kept drifting back to the young Jaridian woman he had killed. He looks over at Naor'rin knowing at one time she had hated his kind probably as much as did R'dara. He had come so close to meeting his doom because he had allowed himself  to be overtaken by pity at the young warrior's plea that she did not wish to die alone.  All he had been able to think of as he looked at her outstretched arm was Naor'rin. Sometimes he wondered if his love for the Jaridian had not made him weak, but he quelled the thoughts quickly and looked over at her, watching her emerge from her brief rest. *

N: *Her eyes had been closed for the majority of the trip. She had been trying to organise her thoughts again, put everything in the right perspective, make it easy to accept. The excitement derived from the fight with Vedra was still pounding at her chest, making her blood flow quicker. Her palms still itched, but she was glad she had not resorted to the shaquarava to obtain victory. Zo'or, by her side, was not helping her relax either. There was something bothering him, and his own anxiety was adding to her own. They would need some time alone after the protocols has been obeyed...

But now, they were finally home... home... when her eyes reopened to see the Mothership, she discovered how at ease it made her feel. However strange that might have sounded, that place had become her home, for it was where her friends and family were.*

Z: *His hand wanders over his exocovering scorched by her shaquarava as she tried to take him with her as she met death...Then he slips back into reality as the great Warship comes to rest in the Mothership's docking bay, they were home. *

Sc: *He cast a glance out of a small virtual window; the docking bay was alive with activity - volunteers busily at their duties as well as other ship's staff and technicians. Several human med techs in long, white jackets over their medical uniforms stood at attention with anti-grav stretchers. Sc'orr rose and went over to Zo'or and Naor'rin, who looked relieved to be home as well.* Zo'or, *he said quietly* May I suggest clearing the docking bay as well as all corridors leading from it to the medical center of all personnel? There is too much commotion out there which would not be good for the seriously injured among us and... you, as leader, should not be seen in anything but a strong and healthy demeanor. 

N: *She turns her chair somewhat and offers a small smile to Sc'orr as he approaches. He was correct in much of what he had said. Naor'rin looks Zo'or's way and grabs the hand he had been holding against his chest.* Yes, it is important we keep the illusion that the leader is akin to immortal, for stability sake.

Sc: *His eyes linger on the burned areas of Zo'or's jumpsuit and then to his face. The Taelon looks a little gray himself and visibly weak.* I also suggest an ID portal that will lead our Jaridian prisoners as well as a contingent of security guards directly to the holding area. *He knew he did not need to speak of the risk if their two captives were to escape on the ship. *

Z: *His eyes now pale from lack of energy meet Sc'orr's*...Yes you are right Sc'orr, I will have Zekhoor see to having the areas in question cleared immediately of all but essential personnel and the medical teams...I also want only Veluran guards on hand to oversee our prisoners...

N: *Naor'rin would have liked to see the prisoners to their cell, given that they were her responsibility, but she knew she was too weak to perform her duties at that moment, and her greatest concern was also to see that Zo'or was properly taken care of. He did not seem well, and he was her tranquility; without it, she knew she would be lost and bound to commit mistakes she could not afford.*

Z: *He looks over at T'than and Cadence then summons Zekhoor*...Zekhoor, please attend to having the docking bay area and all corridors leading to the medical bay cleared immediately, and summon the medical team onboard to see to T'than and Cadence.*

Zek: *He proceeds to attend to his duties and soon all but needed personnel leave the area...a group of Veluran guards board the ship and wait for their orders by the holding cells. One of the guards walks over to Zekhoor and advises him that all corridors leading to the medical bay have been cleared.

Sc: *Soon the medical staff was stepping onboard and seeing to T'than and Cadence and Sc'orr again went to Zo'or and his mate.* I will be happy to offer assistance to either of you if you need help on the short journey to the medical bay. *He smiles softly and extends his hand...*

Z: Thank you Sc'orr, please see to Naor'rin and get her to the medical bay as soon as possible...I feel strong enough to make my way there on my own, and as you pointed out, I as leader should not be seen in a state of weakness...

Sc: *He nods, smiling slightly at Naor'rin, but still casting a concerned look toward the other Taelon.* As you wish.

N: *For a moment, his words had deceived her into thinking he had intentions of carrying on his duties as leader before taking care of his injuries. But she waited until he was finished, and finally rose after he did..*

Z: *He slowly rises and helps Naor'rin to her feet*....Sc'orr, after we leave the medical bay we must apprize the Synod of the events during our mission. I will leave Zekhoor with the others... also the Jaridians may need medical attention and he can designate a team to attend to them in their respective cells...

Sc: Of course I shall accompany you to give our report *after* your injury is attended to, *his eyes move to the scorch marks on Zo'or, and then to his own clothes,*...and mine as well. *Then he looks at Naor'rin and extends an arm* Allow me to help you...

N: *She smiles and Zo'or, then looks over at Sc'orr.* I believe I can walk on my own, just not as quickly as I normally do. *she smiles, almost sadly.* but a few good hours of rest will restore my strength. I have seen worse times... *she turns, her eyes meeting the figure of T'than.*

Sc: *His eyes follow hers to the War Minister, but in an attempt to divert the subject he again looks at her and smiles softly.* Of course Naor'rin...I did not feel that you would appreciate me carrying you through the hallways.

~*~

D: *He arrived in the landing bay to meet them and seeks out his child. His sees him and realizes he is looking drawn and tired. He goes up to him and also greets the other members.* Zo’or, welcome back. May I accompany you to the Infirmary, or do you wish to see me later on the Bridge ? It is good to see you are all back again and alive. *He looks up into Zo’or’s eyes and sees fatigue and strain in them.* You need some time to rest and be looked over. The Infirmary is ready to receive you all.

Z: *It is indeed good to be home again, and with everyone alive. There were many instances when I feared we might not come back as a whole.  

N: *She is coming down the landing pad alongside Sc'orr when she spots Da'an down below. She nods to the older Taelon, and then follows them into the infirmary.*

D: *He nods back at Naor'rin as she comes down the ramp. She too looks tired and her wound must be weakening her as well.*  I have been so worried for you and your group.  It seems that this mission has taken its toll on the lot of you. Were many Jaridians killed? How did Miss Sheridan do? It must have been quite a learning experience for her to go through on her first mission.

Z: I am gratified to tell you that Miss Sheridan performed most admirably and proved her worthiness as a protector. I will not hide the fact from you that I feel drained and I welcome the aid of the healers. As for the Jaridians who caused our injuries, those renegades harbor a much deeper hatred of our kind and also for those of their own kind they call traitors...When Sc'orr and I address the Synod and relate what they were capable of doing to T'than and Cadence Blue, you will understand just how deplorable they are... 

D: *He sighs and lightly blushes. * In the future, you should consider all Jaridian enemies as killers. They have no pity and nor should you, Naor'rin or no Naor'rin. *He softens his tone, again noticing the other’s deeply etched fatigue. *  

Z: I know it could have been a very costly mistake, and one I assure you I will not make again.

D: Tell me, how did your relationship with Sc'orr go during this mission?

Z: We did not get around to discussing the reasons for his secrecy. I found many qualities in him that brings me to the realization that my trust in him was not misplaced, and my decision to request his appointment was justified, however I still intend to speak to him concerning that matter.

D: Maybe what I told you about my feelings of him will be confirmed and that he will be an asset to the Synod. But only time will tell about him. I do hope that you will be able to get his complete cooperation concerning what he knows about T'than.

Z:  *Despite his outward grayness, his blue eyes bore brightly into Da’an’s. * Hope has little to do with it Da’an. He will cooperate. With the situation as dire as it is, he must.

D:  * He nods but says nothing more as they continue towards the infirmary, stepping off to the side as the healers take his child into their care.* 

Sc: *Da'an and Zo'or walk just ahead. Sc'orr can hear their voices as they talk to each other...not the words, just the tone, which changes slightly as they speak, probably of relief that the mission was a success with no losses to their side. He looks down at Naor'rin, her arm looped loosely through his own. Her expression is pensive* You are troubled... 

N: *She looks downwards, pensive. She had to admit, he read her quite well, or maybe she had just become too transparent due to her stress.* Somewhat, yes... *she replies in a whisper.*

Sc: *He looks back at the medics who guide the two floating gurneys behind them*...for them? 

N: For those for which I was responsible Sc'orr. I should have been able to protect them.

Sc: Do you grieve for the loss of those Jaridians today?

N: Naturally so. *she glances sideways, then again ahead, catching only whispers from what Zo'or and Da'an converse.* They are my kind Sc'orr... however misguided. And every life is precious to me; we grow fewer by the day. 

Sc: Naor'rin, I regret greatly that our actions resulted in the deaths of those you call your brothers and sisters, however, certainly you, as a warrior yourself, knew that they were doomed from the very moment they began their quest of hatred. It had long moved beyond *if* they would die and was merely reduced to *when.*

N: Is it not so for all of us? *she stops for a moment, and looks him in the eyes.* Perhaps not for all. Not many are blessed with such a long existence as you Sc'orr, and not many are given the chance to see the light and choose a different path... *she looks ahead and begins to walk slowly again.* I was not so different from them in my youth. *Her chin goes up, almost proudly.* Besides, I need to believe that any of them could have changed, or else, my efforts here are fruitless.

Sc: *They approach an archway and the doors open, revealing the large medical bay and Sc'orr grips her arm to stop her from stepping inside after the two Taelons so he can look into her eyes for a second.* Please believe me when I tell you... that I am sorry... *His eyes turn to several Taelon healers that are coming their way, as well as a number of human physicians and techs.*

N: I know Sc'orr... but the doubt will always remain. Your words bring me comfort, but understand, I need to believe things could have been different, and that they still can. *she hastens her pace to follow Zo'or into the infirmary.*

Z: *He turns as he hears Naor'rin and Sc'orr speaking as they walk behind them. He guides her off alone for a moment, and then he speaks. * Naor'rin, as soon as you are finished here I want you to go to our quarters and rest there until I have finished my conference with the Synod. There are things we must talk about...things that are troubling us both...

N: *She nods at him.* The first to be free from duty, will head to our quarters.

Z: Afterward if you wish, I will escort you to the high security sector if you wish to speak with our two prisoners...*He leans over and kisses her cheek then extends his hand for them to proceed. *

N: *Her lips form the word thank you as she looks his way lovingly. She was indeed glad they were home and with little injuries to account for. Then she turns away and walks back to the waiting medics.*

Sc: *Sc'orr nods to Mit'gai trying to stifle a smile; he had heard a few stories about the uptight Legoye. He also recognized a healer he knew to be Ne'shir as well as two others he was unfamiliar with. T'than was quickly taken to another room, followed by a healer and Cadence was taken in the opposite direction, already being looked over by a physician. He was not surprised when a few moments later, the young doctor came out of Cadence's room again and motioned for a healer to follow her. The Taelon looked a bit perplexed and even a little put out, but soon they both disappeared back inside the room...*

N: Much will be uncovered here today... *she whispers to herself.*  

Z: *He raises his hand as Mit'gai comes over to him*...Mit'gai as the head of the infirmary I prefer that you are the one to oversee T'than's care. You may send Sa'ez over to me and see that Naor'rin and Sc'orr are attended to at once, their injuries seem more severe than mine... *He looks over at Naor'rin; he could sense her concern for him, but he is just as concerned for her. He notices Ma'lin attending to Zekhoor and that his protector was getting ready to step down from the table*...  

~*~

Ch: *She was the first released from care for she had no injuries, though she again had to relate an attempted rape against herself, but not from a volunteer, but from a Jaridian, whom she had killed. A resigned sigh left her as she sat in the small lounge area and reclined against the well cushioned back of a long sofa. 

Her eyes scanned the room just behind the virtual glass as she watched medics fluttering around the others and waited for the OK to come back in...*

Zek: *After he is released by Ma'lin he walks over to the small lounge area where Chandra is sitting. * Well, it would seem both of us have been given a clean bill of health.

Ch: *She smiles warmly when Zekhoor enters the lounge and sits down next to her.* Yes, it would appear so...*Her eyes move to his neck - the bruises and abrasions are beginning to lighten already from whatever treatment he received.*

Zek: *He notices she seems a bit uneasy. * Is something troubling you Chani, you seem to be so deep in thought, I could not help but sense a slight distress in you...*He cups her chin in his hand and looks into her eyes questioning her somber mood. *

Ch: *She pulls free of his grasp and looks away.* It's nothing...it's everything...I don't know....*she looks back at him* I always knew that when I became a companion protector that I might have to kill someone, but the possibility cannot compare with actually doing it. *she shakes her head softly* I killed two beings today...two people that had lives. I guess it is just that the reality of that is finally sinking in now that I have time to think about it. 

Zek: *He takes hold of her shoulders looking deeply into her eyes; he understands only too well the trauma one may feel the first time they have taken a life. * Chani, I know that no training can prepare a person for what you faced on this mission. To kill even when it is necessary to protect yourself, or the life of another innocent person is very difficult. You may only look at it as something that could not be avoided, for had you not killed those who attacked you or the others in your group, you and possibly all of them may not be here now. You did what you had to do and as hard as it is to accept, you must look at it that way.   

Ch: *She leans forward and wraps her arms around him, her ear resting against his chest so she can hear the steady rhythm of his heart beating.* Zekhoor, one of them...the Jaridians, was going to rape me.

Zek: *His arms tighten around her and he takes a deep breath*...My poor darling, that must have been when I had felt a sense of fear emanating from you in my thoughts, but soon it passed and I knew you were alright. Tell me, had you tried to open you mind to me, to reach out to me?

Ch: *She pulls back though still remaining in his arms.* Yes...Naor'rin told me...to call you in my thoughts. You felt it after all....how is that possible?

Zek: Now that we have become close we are linked in a very special way, and it is possible for both of us to perceive each other. *he hugs her closer and strokes her hair trying to comfort her as best he can* He did not succeed and that you are alright is what matters. Chani, I worried so much for you, I did not like being away from you on that planet, especially once I knew how treacherous those renegades were, and they were even worse than I had thought. But it is all over now and you are safe here in my arms, and I am very proud of you... 

Ch: *She blushes and cuddles against him.* Thank you...I wanted so much to make you proud of me...to succeed in the profession I have chosen, and you were not the only one who worried, *she looks into his eyes* I felt the same for you...so worried for you, but now we are safe...*she kisses him softly, her fingers caressing his face as she smiles and relaxes in his arms again.*

Zek: I have heard nothing but glowing remarks as to your performance, and I will be proud as I relate to Da'an that you had excelled in all aspects of your duties. We have come through this, and now we can be assured that we will come through anything that may come our way...*he takes her hands in his and gazes lovingly into her eyes. * As soon as I am able, I am going to take you to Velura and show you what is to be our world as well as Earth...My darling Chani, I love you more than anything one could imagine...

~*~

Sc: *Back in the main medical area, Sc'orr nods and thanks Ma'lin as he looks down at his exocovering, now completely repaired. The pain in his shoulder was nearly gone as well for the healer had injected pure, healing energy into him. Within a day, it would be as though the injury had never happened, though he knew his mind would not be so easily healed of the experience on Lyra 117. His face was still drawn and paler than normal and the healer had instructed him to spend some time under his energy shower, which he promised to do...after his duties were fulfilled.    

Zo'or was receiving some final repairs to his exocovering as Sc'orr approached him. Naor'rin was nowhere in sight - probably taken to a private room as her injuries were more severe. He nods to Sa'ez and then to Zo'or.* Despite being healed you look as though you too need several hours beneath an energy shower. *tired smile* I am ready to leave for the bridge when you are; the sooner those duties are completed, the sooner we can both rest, and tend to the ones we care for...and they to us.  

Z: * He closes his eyes as Sa'ez works over him, the healing energy coursing through his pathways revitalizing him and he can feel some of his strength beginning to return. *  I am feeling some of my strength returning now, however I agree, I will welcome time to rest as I know you will also. Have you seen Naor'rin? Is she still undergoing treatment? If so I wish to check on her before we leave for the Bridge. I shall be ready to go as soon as Sa'ez is finished repairing my exocovering.

D:  *Walking over to Zo’or and Sc’orr, he nods. * Since it seems that you will both be ready to leave soon, I shall summon the other members of the Synod to gather on the bridge. *

~*~

 N: *A healer had summoned her to a separate room adjacent to the one Cadence had been taken to. Naor'rin could watch from the window as the human doctor went about the readings completely at a loss. Ne'shir was seeing to her and prepared to jump into the next room with Cadence at any given moment. 

Naor'rin had not been too fond of taking the upper part of her jumpsuit off, but she granted he was a healer and there was no time for bashfulness. Once the cuts at her shoulder were seen to, she leaned down so the healer could take care of the bruise at her waist. There was no pain anymore, but the scar would remain there to make her remember of that day.

There were also two broken ribs that needed to be put back into place; the pain was not so difficult to withstand and the process of healing was fast, as soldering bone to bone revealed quite easy for the Taelons. She was as good as new, and up with instructions to rest and not push herself for a week or so. Placing a small vial with energy on her hand, she was told she could go on her way and was given further instructions to return in three days to check on any progress. Naor'rin sat on the gurney as she was handed a medical gown to put on. She did it on her own despite the offer of assistance, and was soon on her feet, looking through the window to the small room to which the Taelon was heading now. Cadence was still so pale.* Will she make it? *she asks, making the Taelon stop on his tracks.*

Nes: We are doing our best so that she does. But our findings thus far have been... bewildering.  We are quite uncertain as to how to operate. She does not seem to react to the treatment so far.

N: For Cadence to recover, you will need to heal the Taelon as well... *she turns from the window to the healer.* T'than. *there was a question on the healer's lips, but Naor'rin gave no time for it to be posed and exited the small room.

Outside, in the infirmary, Sc'orr and Zo'or were already up and talking.* Hmm... I see you are both fully reconstituted again. # though you look a bit tired. # 

*Then she changes tone, to something almost jovial.* I hope you do not mind the change of garments... hardly the best sight in the world, but better that... *she adds to Zo'or's ear* than naked... 

Z: *He eyes her curiously concerned that she is on her feet and walking around so soon* # my love should you be walking around yet? did Ne'shir give you permission to do so? # *then a mischievous grin breaks over his lips at her playful remark*...# do not put such a tantalizing vision into my mind, I am not at full strength yet, and when I do see you naked I will do something about it #...*his eyes flashed with the passion and fire in them that had long been missing. *

N: *She winks at him, but her temporary amusement dissolves to let out her true state of mind. She was not unaware of the worry in their expressions.* Cadence is not responding to treatment. I think you need to have the healers focus on T'than, Zo'or... It is just a hunch. *she looks at Sc'orr then back at her Taelon.* I know you requested that I return to our quarters to rest, but I do not think my mind will leave me at ease until I know Cadence is well. I would prefer to remain in the infirmary Zo'or. Perhaps rest somewhat in one of the rooms, but I need to stay. 

Z: *He contemplates her words with a look of cognizance* Very well. I will inform Mit'gai. I will feel more at ease knowing there is someone here to look after you as well. As soon as I have finished with my duties I will return here and we may then leave for our quarters together.

Book One

Part Two

Revalation

Ne’shir: *The healer had completed several preliminary tests and, leaving Cadence in the care of the physician, steps from her room over to the group who all are speaking to one another quietly. He waits for an opening in the conversation and steps over to them.* Zo'or, *nods* I realize the Synod awaits you, however, I am ready to deliver my preliminary report in regard to Cadence Blue. You may wish to take the findings and add them to your report to the Synod, for I believe that you will find it...interesting, to say the least.

Z:  *He merely smirks and raises an eyeridge. *  

Nes: *He looks to Naor'rin and Sc'orr, who stand on one side of the Synod leader and Da'an on the other, their faces registering curiosity.* I am assuming that since you have not asked these individuals to leave that it shall not be a problem if they remain to hear the information?

N: *She exchanges a small look with Sc'orr and then looks back at the healer. Why wasn't she liking the secrecy that involved this news?*

Z: You are correct in your assumption. Please do continue Ne'shir, do not hold us in suspense any longer. 

Nes: *He nods, though does not speak immediately - it was not often that he had the Synod leader's full and undivided attention, as well as the attentions of these other important individuals and he was rather enjoying it, but finally he can delay it no more and proceeds.*

There are two parts to my report, the first being that Miss Blue's body is going through some unusual and rather incredible physiological changes, meaning that she is not entirely human any longer. Had I not seen her original medical file I would have believed her to have always been a hybrid; she has a Taelon energy signature. Right now, that energy resonates on the same frequency as General T'than's, *he pauses for emphasis, his eyes flicking in the direction of T'than's private room and then back,* however it registers minor changes. Within the span of several months at most it will have adapted and it will be her energy signature, as unique and individual as yours, or mine, or any other Taelon here.

N: *Her mind replayed his words. It was obvious they had bonded to some point, but what Ne'shir was suggesting meant a transformation of one being into another, not so radical in appearance, but as deep as that of a chrysalis becoming a butterfly. Would T'than's arrogance make him go that far? The tension in the room was growing, but she tried to keep hers under control.*

Nes: The reason for this occurring leads to the second half of my report. This hybridization that has taken place, I believe that it was done for a purpose - so she would conceive, which she has. *He stops and looks Zo'or directly in the eyes* Cadence Blue is now carrying T'than's child.

N: *It looks to her like the healer's lips are moving in slow motion... she leans closer to Zo'or, almost dizzy at the news, certainly outraged -- maybe seeking protection from old fears. It awakens too old a pain... a time when she herself had once been tortured by T’than, and a forced sharing which had led to her own conception of a child…a child which had not survived. 

These thoughts taunted her like grinning ghosts, reminding her of something else: a promise…a broken promise. She had failed Cadence... in her selfishness she had failed her, and the consequences, had been the worst possible.

With great effort, Naor'rin maintained her posture, though her emotions were too strong to keep them away from her expressive eyes.*

Z: *A look of contempt flares in his eyes as he feels Naor'rin move closer to him, her emotions are running wild, a mixture of anger and hurt, the hurt was for her dead daughter that was conceived through T'than's treachery.  His arm reaches around Naor'rin's waist in an effort to silently support and comfort her, he knows exactly what is going through her mind. But even so, another part of his mind is roiling with thought; he now knew the purpose of T’than stealing away with the human, and it was more than he could have hoped for…so much more… *

Nes: *He pauses - they all look shocked, which he had expected - indeed he had anticipated it, however the Jaridian has moved slightly closer to Zo'or, and there is something in her look, or more appropriately, in her eyes...something that seems angry, and yet haunted as well. It is a look that is now making him uncomfortable, and he thinks that it might be a good idea to return to his duties.* I feel that it is important to add, that this energy in her system was not given overnight - such a thing would have killed her. It is my belief that it has been delivered slowly over time, anywhere from a few weeks... to a few months, and either by force or by choice, the culmination being their complete joining, leading to the conception.

N: *She looks down... by force... her eyes widen in shock at the possibility... It certainly wasn't past T'than. Could it be, that one time... Cadence had never been too clear about who was hurting her, who had raped her... it made sense if she was afraid to talk. Naor'rin shivered at the thought... several weeks... maybe months... how could they have been so blind?*

Z:  I see, *he states succinctly, yet firmly, using the strength in his own voice to support him like an invisible cane, making him appear completely unaffected by the news. But in truth there was anger, and envy. Fate had cast him a bitter pill to swallow, that T’than, his bitter enemy, could conceive yet again, while he himself was sterile, even with the Jaridian .* But it is not surprising, *he says blithely, * The only reason T'than would have joined with anyone, Taelon, Human or whatever other species, would be for the conception of a child...

N: You are wrong Zo'or... it is not the only reason... *she breaks away from his embrace, suddenly not wanting to be touched* Not at all... and you know him poorly if you believe so. *her voice is somewhat shaky, so she takes a deep breath before adding.* I just hope this time it was consentual, for Cadence's sake...

Z: *He is irate as he glares over at the room where the War Minister was being attended to, and wonders if this girl had been forced or had willingly chosen to join with him. His eyes focus on Da'an's and then they move to Sc'orr's...# Was this what you were hiding from me Sc'orr? #  

Sc: *He could feel Zo'or's gaze on him - it had weight and substance in its intensity, but his eyes remain on Ne'shir; the infirmary was no place for a scene and he knew he and Zo'or would have time to speak soon enough. For now, he was digesting the news, news that had confirmed his suspicions, and so it is easy to maintain a neutral expression.*

D: *His eyes go wide as he listens to Ne'shir and a shiver takes hold of him as he tries not to show what his thoughts are just then. He feels Zo'or's eyes on him and looks back up into his child's eyes and can read his thoughts. He is not at all pleased. He looks to Naor'rin and notices that she is not pleased either.  # What future will this bring? #, he wonders. He slowly closes his eyes and tightens them when they are closed, trying to control his inner turmoil at this news.*    

Nes: I still await Mit'gai's final report on T'than for as I said, she is not responding to any treatment thus far. Their joining has bonded them, and I can tell you with certainty that if T'than does not survive... neither will she.

Z: *He nods to the healer, seemingly steadfast and unruffled by the revelation they have just received* Very well proceed, and I am to be kept apprized of their condition. I fully expect that with all the technology we have, the treatment administered by Mit'gai and his staff will be sufficient in saving them both. I want a full report directed to my personal datastream on the Bridge as soon as Mit'gai has compiled all the data pertaining to T'than's condition, along with his prognosis.

N: I wish to remain Zo'or... now more than ever. *she steps forward a little* I would like to be the one to speak to the girl upon her awakening. *she looks to Ne'shir* and I wish to follow her progress. I will be out of your way healer, but I wish to observe. It is... important.

*She turns Zo’or’s way, but her lips do not move. Only her serious look, and a mild focus could give away their secret communication.* #I am sorry... it has nothing to do with you. I was afraid that if I did not step away, that I would take more than I should from you in front of them. *there is a pause* I need to be by myself... I am somewhat lost and... the path is mine to discover again. Leave me be Zo'or. I will be all right, just, not right now. We will speak later, when I am ready.# 

Z: #You must control your emotions, the others are not aware of what T'than had done to you. What he did to you is the reason I can never forgive him, I could perhaps even forgive all that he had done to me, but never what he had done to you. Remember that my love, and I will always stand by you. #

N: #I never forget Zo'or; for better or worse, I never forget. The last day's commotion has troubled me, and I need to remain here to end this puzzle in my mind. It is the only way I will rest... perhaps... finally put the past behind me and truly forget... *she notices the others are casting them strange looks, for they had been silent for a little too long. She lowers her eyes and once she feels prepared again, raises them to face the others. Yet, her mind still whispers some final words.* # I love you... nothing will ever change that.#

Z: *In his thoughts he brushes his lips over hers...he realizes the meaning of her request to remain and inwardly agrees with her reasons and he nods his affirmation* Naor'rin, I agree, it is advisable that you remain here, and Ne'shir you are to permit Naor'rin to observe and keep her abreast of all developments in regard to General T'than and Cadence Blue. You may relay my orders to Mit'gai as well... I am certain he will want an explanation...

N: I hope you do not find my presence an intrusion... *she nods at Ne'shir. She reckoned it would be odd to have a Jaridian constantly following the progresses of their patients; and Zo'or was right, Mit'gai would strongly oppose her presence. They never had been too fond of each other, from the beginning* Shall you be leaving now? #I would like you to rest if possible. I will as well, for according to the healers, we have some time before Cadence or T'than show any signs of being conscious again.#

Z: *Though he secretly worries about her state of mind he hides it from her. He wonders if she regrets in some ways that she chose to be with him instead of remaining with those of her kind...so much had happened as of late and he finds himself wondering if their relationship will begin to deteriorate. This may be the final blow for her. There had been that terrible argument followed by her amnesia, then her having to take a stand against those of her own kind, and now it seems all of this about T'than and Cadence Blue had really unnerved her...*

Yes, there is nothing more for us to do here until we have been informed of the seriousness of their condition. I will see you later in our quarters then, when you are finished here...

N: I hope it does not take long... we will indeed need to speak of all that transpired today... *she notices the healer's curious and at the same time, impatient stare* and we need to discuss the prisoners as well. In time, they will also need healing... *she turns again to Ne'shir as if waiting for his opinion on all that had been requested of him. Surely the Taelon looked somewhat anxious to say something; it was in the flickering of the shine in his eyes.*

Nes: *His arrogant expression turns to one of irritation but he nods curtly.* Very well. *One moment they had all been hanging on his every word and now he was being made to allow the Jaridian to remain, as if to monitor him, like he did not know how to treat the girl and deliver the news of her condition in an appropriate manner! However, he was still the healer in charge of Cadence Blue, whose case would be a noteworthy one, and so his cool expression returned.* If you will excuse me Zo'or, I shall go and speak with Mit'gai so you may receive the report on T'than's prognosis.

Z: *He cannot help but smirk at the healers obvious annoyance as he thinks * # so much like Mit'gai this one is #...*then he nods with his own arrogance strongly expressed in his final words* Yes Ne'shir, do see to that immediately and....you are excused...

Nes:  *He turns on his heel to head over to T'than's room but then stops, looking back over his shoulder slightly* Oh, Naor'rin, you are free to go into Cadence Blue's room whenever you wish, however, understand that I shall not authorize any other visitors at this time. *That said, he strides off and enters T'than's room to speak with Mit'gai.*

N: *All that said, Naor'rin turned to Sc'orr and Da'an and nodded.* I should be gone now. I am sure you will have much to discuss about the later developments. *the Jaridian then turns to leave; her eyes linger on Zo'or's a little longer and her fingers graze his before she makes her way down the infirmary and into the room adjacent to Cadence's.*

Z:  Da’an, I think now is the perfect time for me to confront Sc'orr, I sense very strongly that he has known all along what T'than's plans were in regard to Cadence Blue...he did not seem at all surprised at Ne'shir's revelation of her condition. If that is so, then had he come forward as he should have, a rescue mission would not have been needed. Please return to the bridge and Sc'orr and I will meet with you momentarily and we may address the Synod apprizing them of these developments 

D: Why do you think a mission could have been averted? By having known of T'than's bonding with Miss Blue, that T'than would not have left the Mothership? I feel that T'than may have gone anyway, as he may have thought that we would not have accepted their future bonding, and also that T'than was the cause of Sc'orr's exile because of a similar situation. Maybe he felt that he could not remain under any circumstances.   

Z: That T'than may have thought he had no other choice may very well be true...but had we been apprized of the situation beforehand, his defection may have been averted, then he would have been confronted with a choice, to either abide by the Synod's decision regarding their joining or choose to accept his own exile. If the joining was denied and he chose exile, I doubt that the Synod would have approved risking other's lives to rescue them since it would have been his decision. We were indeed most fortunate that none of us were killed on that mission.

D: *He turns and looks over his shoulder. * You may be right Zo’or, but have you ever seen T'than tell the Synod about anything concerning his plans?  You are correct in that if he had told us and decided on exile, had the Synod refused, he would have been alone with his destiny. Maybe this time he has learnt his lesson and will be more cooperative with us in the future. *He looks like he does not believe his own words as he nods and leaves the infirmary on his way to the Bridge .*  

Sc: *He stood off to one side and watched as Naor'rin was led back into the room near Cadence's, perhaps to rest or receive final treatment for her injuries. His eyes then move to the room where Cadence is and then over to T'than's room. He had thought of asking to remain, to be there when T'than awakened, just as Naor'rin would be there when Cadence awoke. # IF they wake up...#

He knew however that his duty lay elsewhere, in this case, with Zo'or, who wished to converse with him. After Da'an left they waited a few moments in silence, and then Zo'or headed out the door, his eyes beckoning Sc'orr to follow.*

Book One

Part Three

Zo’or’s Confrontation With Sc’orr

Z : *He watches as his parent exits the infirmary heading for the Bridge. Much of what he had said as to T'than's disregard of Synod protocol in matters concerning his plans was true. However that did not seem to matter in light of all that had happened, and though his personal feelings for T'than remained much the same, he did feel for the young Volunteer. Whether she went with him of her own free will or was coerced by him made little or no difference, for she was not really bound by Taelon law as was T'than. Though she could at times unnerve him with her childish antics, he found her very apt in all her duties while she was assigned to the Bridge personnel staff. Perhaps she would not fall with T’than when the time came for him to take down the War Minister. But if she chose to follow him into Hell than he could not be held responsible, could he?

With these thoughts running through his mind he looks up and sees Sc'orr standing in front of him and he nods. *

Sc: Zo'or, *he says calmly as he gracefully comes up to him.* You and I have been waiting for a good time for our conversation. I am glad it is now. The cycle is now complete and I have fulfilled my promise. I will speak to you of 'anything' that you wish. *He knows that Zo'or will understand the meaning of his words.*

Z: Sc'orr...*his eyes are set sternly as they meet those of the elder Taelon* Tell me, were you aware of the situation that was occurring between T'than and Cadence Blue? Was that why you were so secretive about when they visited your office? It would seem that you were privy to the information that was just revealed to us by Ne'shir. If that is true, you had no valid reason for concealing such vital information from us.

Sc: I had my suspicions about them, which Ne'shir merely confirmed, as well as a mystery, which he has now solved. My suspicion was that T'than had taken her as a mate, but whether by force or by choice I still do not know. The mystery was...that when Cadence came to see me with Miss Sheridan, I discovered, quite by accident, that she was suffering the symptoms of Ka'atha'am. I was at a complete loss as to how that could be, for she is...was...human. But now I understand - T'than had been infusing her with his own energy, which was tainted by the Ka'atha'am.


Z: Had you come forth when I asked you, perhaps T'than and Cadence Blue would not have had the opportunity to leave, and the rescue mission that cost the lives of those Jaridians, and I may add as well as putting our rescue party in danger would not have been necessary.

Sc: I do not deny your claims Zo'or. Life and fate are impossible to predict - there are so many variables to consider, and...apparently I did not consider them all. But, I felt that I had a duty to them.

Z: Your duty was first of all your leader and your fellow members and not solely to T'than or Cadence Blue. It was only because of good fortune that all of us came back alive. *he tilts his head as his hands move gracefully through the surrounding air as he awaits Sc'orr's reply. *

Sc: *He stops his gentle stride, motioning for him to halt as well. They now stand in the empty corridor as Sc'orr continues.* I have already said that I do not deny what you have said - it is a valid argument. However, I wanted to give T'than the benefit of the doubt. He has lived in darkness for so long...our entire race has! I know what it is like to live in anger and hatred as he has, for my mate was murdered in a most heinous and cowardly way...*he pauses, his eyes filling with the distant memory before he looks down.* It took a very long time for me to overcome all of those negative feelings, and though I know it will sound quaint, love saved me and brought me back from that darkness.

Z: Yes, you overcame a great deal, however you were not like T'than in any way. T'than lived in darkness by his own choice and because he preferred it Sc'orr, not because he was wronged as you were. He reveled in making those around him suffer. *he lowers his eyes as the elder Taelon continues. *

Sc: When I found out about T'than's relationship with Cadence, he was fearful that I would reveal it, and though he did not say so in so many words, I knew, and so I made the promise that I would remain silent. Despite what you say, *his hands
move slowly, thoughtfully* it was my hope that love would save him, and yes, perhaps even change him. 

Z: *He steels himself as he listens to Sc’orr’s reasons; the old Taelon seems to have a never-ending supply of compassion, but he cannot erase from his mind what T'than had done to Naor'rin, and now what they have learned he did to Zara and perhaps Cadence Blue as well. He silently wonders how one as wise as Sc'orr could be swayed so easily to promise silence knowing well of T'than's past. It was his duty to expose a situation as grave as this to the Synod immediately!

Sc: Zo'or, you and I both know T'than well enough to know that, had I spoken, and if the Synod had denied him permission to pursue this relationship, that he would have done so anyway - he would have still taken her from this ship...and he would have still called for help. *He looks into the young Taelon's blue eyes, his own heavy with regret* Zo'or, even if not sanctioned, could you have denied his plea for aid, if not for him, for her? The way that I see it, this rescue mission was inevitable.

Z: *He shakes his head sadly* Sc'orr, as leader it would seem inconceivable that I would sanction a rescue mission...the argument within the Synod would have been that had we known and confronted him the circumstances would have been different. If the Synod had denied his union with this girl, he would have made his choice and in doing so invited his own exile, for he willingly would turned his back on his kind, openly defying the decision of the Synod of which he is a part. Pity for the girl yes, but would they consider that enough to risk the lives of all those who were in our rescue party?

Sc: I do not know what they would say, *he says, both hands coming up in a resigned gesture. He sounds tired, and that feeling is stamped upon his features as well.* But what do *you* think? I realize that we must consider the whole when we act, however, you were chosen as leader not only because you know when to act with the majority, but also because you possess the wisdom to act against the common will when necessary.  


Z: I also have the wisdom NOT to act upon foolish notions of love, especially where they concern a Taelon and *especially * when they concern a Taelon such as T’than. But, it is done. The rescue was committed, but you may find Sc’orr that T’than may have preferred to face whatever fate awaited him on Lyra, than what may await him from his peers within the Synod.

Sc:  *He looks down solemnly, his straight posture wilting somewhat. * In that Zo’or, we agree, unfortunately. *He watches as Zo’or raises his chin as though he might offer some cutting response, but then his harsh look evaporates and he only nods as the two Taelons continue their journey to the bridge. *

Book One

Part Four

The Infirmary

*Ne'shir had led the Jaridian into the same room where he had examined her and given her treatment. He had left for a time to let her rest and go into the adjacent room to check on Cadence's readings. He watched impassively as the human physician inserted an IV into the girl's arm, only to look down at her sadly before quietly exiting the room. Then he had gone to the room where the General lay, watching as Mit'gai worked over him, changing the settings and frequency of the energy shower that rained down on the Taelon so strongly that it was almost white and hiding the form beneath it in particles of electric snow. However Mit'gai waved him out tersely saying that he had still not completed his diagnosis and to come back in a few minutes.*

 

N: *She had tried to rest, but looking beyond the window where she stood to the pale girl lying on the stretcher was a little too much. She couldn't simply stand by and wait...

She didn't have to exchange words with any of the present healers to know the situation was not at all the ideal. They all looked downhearted; at least where the human doctor was concerned. She had not liked Ne'shir very much; he had more the spirit of a scientist than that of a healer, but his demeanour didn't surprise her, after all, not all Taelons were like Zo'or or Sc'orr; many still clung on to the old ways, and those said the life of an individual was unimportant. But it was not so with her kind. They cared -- the thought of Vedra killing a defenceless companion shook her a little…

Unable to remain still much longer, she ventured to enter Cadence's room.*

Nes: *Intent on making a nuisance of himself, he went back to where Naor'rin was, and caught her just as she was about to enter Cadence's room. He had nothing better to do at the moment and so he decided to follow her inside. The room was lit, though dimly. Cadence lay beneath a blanket, her body since cleaned of the layer of Jaridian ashes that had dusted her skin. She was dressed in a gown identical to that of Naor'rin's - plain, white and sleeveless, a tiny Companion logo on the left side of it. The human's readings were near critical, with all body functions at their lowest levels. Her core temperature was also quite low, and even the blanket was not helping that, nor was the warmth in the room. The IV dripped nutrients into her but it did not seem to matter. She was dying, slowly drifting away. The child within her was but a small gathering of energy particles, but readings indicated that even its life force was fading.*

 

N: *She stood by, letting the healer pass by her. She had promised not to stand in the way. But the wait was killing her; to stand by and do nothing was hardly something she withstood at ease. Ne'shir seemed to go about the readings, but it was clear the girl was not well. Naor'rin had met Cadence, and even though she had been pale and scared back then, what she saw now lying in the stretcher was nearly a ghost of that passionate girl.* The treatment continues to fail, does it not? *she comments, looking toward the girl* I do not sense much improvement. *and if Cadence were to die, so too would the baby inside her, that despite the possibility of having been conceived under sad circumstances, was still an innocent.*

Nes: It is truly unfortunate, *Ne'shir said softly as he walked to the head of the bed and looked down at his patient.* I have never seen a hybridisation of such magnitude before, as well as such a unique pregnancy... she would have made an exquisite specimen for study...

 

N: *She heard it all, frozen in place by the magnitude of the coldness is those words. Indeed, some Taelons remained heartless; how not to understand, at least partially, what Vedra and the others felt. Had Naor'rin placed too much hope in that species?*

 

Nes: *He sounded nearly wistful* ...but now it appears that neither she nor the child will survive. Perhaps I shall be given permission for an autopsy...*Suddenly he looked up for there was a shadow that appeared to fly across the room, and soon he was looking into a pair of green Jaridian eyes...*

 

N: What kind of a healer are you? You seem more interested in dissecting her than saving her life! *her eyes gleamed dangerously; she had still not crossed the barrier to her peaceful self, and at the moment, she was feeling capable of doing something crazy.* 

Nes: *His eyes grew wide and fearful with the Jaridian's vicious demeanour. Her tone was murderous, and he found himself backing up slightly until he could go no further in the tiny room and so his back remained straight against the wall, and still she encroached.*

N: The "subject" lying there is carrying one of your own species inside... *she walks a little closer; perhaps too close.* She is more alike one of you than she is human anymore. And it was a Taelon that did that to her, and by all accounts... you as a Taelon yourself will make up for it! *she was raging, barely measuring her words* If I find that you have not done all in your power to save her... you may trust that the only autopsy performed today will be yours! 

Nes: *He could feel her breath on his face she was so close. Her entire body was stiff with her rage and he did not miss her hands clenching and unclenching at her sides. He swallowed nervously before he spoke, irritated with the slight tremor in his voice.* Yes...I am doing everything in my power to see that she will make a full recovery, but the fact still remains that she is not responding to any of the treatment given her thus far. *A bit of his haughtiness returns when he sees uncertainty flicker across her face.* Since you seem to feel that you possess more knowledge than I regarding this situation, what would you suggest?

N: *She calms down and steps away, turning to the patient.* Treat her as you would one of you... *an idea flashes in her mind right then.* Literally! *she turns to the healer.* She needs energy; Taelon energy, and quickly! *If that pregnancy were similar to her own, than indeed the child and Cadence would need to be fed; thus far, they had been going about the girl as if she were human, but that was not the case anymore...*

Nes: *He waved his hand in a dismissive manner.* Very well...it is not at all difficult to accomplish.* Walking over to the console he waved his hand over it and turned as the ceiling in the room rippled, dispatching a panel containing nodes from which the raining energy would flow. Another wave of his hand and the room was lit by a soft, blue glow from all the tiny particles that floated down over Cadence. He then looked up at Naor'rin smugly.* As you can see by her readings, there is no change.  

N: *She did look at the panel and the Taelon was right. There was little change, but the energy shower had just been engaged and Cadence was visibly too weak.* Give her time. The human body doesn’t know how to heal itself as fast as mine or yours, Ne’shir. She may have much of your kind in her, but the body is still, for the most part, flesh and bone.

Nes: *He wanted to say that it was all pointless as the girl was too far gone anyway, but the Jaridian still looked wild so he refrained. He still saw the girl as a medical anomaly worthy of study; he was a scientist after all, but he had no intention of saying that unless he and Naor'rin were a good distance apart, and he had access to a room with a forcefield. He wanted Cadence to live – he wanted to study her, and he had no intention of allowing Naor'rin to intervene on his grand plans. But, if the girl did not survive the point would be moot anyway.*

N: *Still no apparent change. Cadence’s body was still limp on the table and as pale as when she had arrived. The grey tone of her skin gave her the appearance of a marble statue more than a living being. Naor’rin held on to her hope, as she now held on to Cadence’s hand; she would occasionally touch at the girl’s forehead as if looking for fever, instead of simply looking at the console’s screen. No changes, though there was a soft tingling right underneath her skin, no doubt from the energy. The body was absorbing it, there was no doubt about it, and that in itself was a good sign. She was distracted enough to ignore the Taelon’s presence.*

Nes: *A quarter of an hour passed, Naor'rin now sitting next to the bed, her concerned eyes never leaving Cadence. Ne'shir walked around, checking her readings, pretending to be busy. He did not need to be there at the moment but he hovered about anyway. It was his little way of enacting revenge on Naor'rin for he knew his presence annoyed her, but he was angry about her earlier behaviour. Jaridian Liaison or not she had no right to talk down to him! But soon he was gazing at the readout panels with genuine reason; Cadence was improving, right before their eyes. It was not major, but enough to inspire hope.* It appears that your suggestion was a valid one Naor'rin. *His tone is not congratulatory, but crisp, denoting his displeasure with her presence there.*

N: I had no doubt it would be... *she looks at him sideways, her voice brisk. But it had been a lie: she had doubted; but her hope had been great.* Strange the idea had not come from the healer’s mind before mine... *her tone is annoyed, but she turns her attention back to the girl*

Nes: You may continue to stay with her. I must consult Mit'gai and report his conclusions regarding General T'than to the Synod. 

N: You are abandoning her again? *she speaks, not bothering to look to the Taelon.*

Nes: *He turns but before he steps completely out of the room he looks back at her.* You need not worry – should there be a change or decline in her readings the room will automatically summon me back – you will not need to do anything. *He raises his chin and then casts her a rather condescending look before he walks out.*

N: If that means I will have to trust your capabilities... forgive my scepticism, but I will be more than pleased to intervene. *she finally looks his way, her eyes threatening and angrily dismissive at the same time; there was something else pulling her attention: soft motion from the fingers in her hand.*

C - *Cadence felt as though she was swimming upwards through deep and murky water, but the surface always seemed to be just beyond the grasp of her outstretched arm. Her chest felt heavy and it was so hard to breathe! And, there were the visions...all around her, projected on the dark and rippling water in every direction that she looked. She did not want to look, for if she did she became a part of the vision, reliving it in horrid clarity. There were Jaridian hands on her, squeezing, caressing, hurting her!* No! 

N: *A word; the girl was still deep into that sleep, and it appeared it was not dreamless anymore. Naor’rin caressed Cadence’s forehead and whispered soothingly.* Hush, it is all right. *she crooned; but the distress still transpired from Cadence’s restlessness and her facial expressions.*

C - *Her words came up into the real world, escaping the dream realm unlike Cadence herself. Vedra was hurting T'than, Cadence's mind replaying over and over her claws ripping into his palms.* T'than! *She did not know that her words alone, without the events to go with them, could be misunderstood by one who quietly watched and listened. Cadence looked away from what Vedra was doing, only to see Borath, and she screamed against his violating touch.* Stop! Don't touch me!

N: *She nearly squeezed Cadence’s fingers a little too tightly. The girl was dreaming, probably of what had happened times and times again. Her terror was clear; Naor’rin could smell the scent of her fear in the air. The readings had also shot up - the heartbeat was accelerated, her breathing the same... that was energy consuming and thus, dangerous. But at least it meant Cadence was closer to consciousness than before; her mind was operating.* Calm down Cadence... *she speaks, unsure of whether the girl can hear her or not, but she tries to convey all possible positive energy both through her touch and her voice.* 

~*~

In T'than's room Mit'gai looked up with a start; the War Minister was moaning and thrashing on the table and the healer watched the readings with a rather victorious smirk on his lips -- the administration of the super-dense energy was working, and T'than's readings were beginning to improve. A rush of air behind him made him turn -- Ne'shir was waiting and so he ushered him in to offer a preliminary diagnosis, which the other healer could report to the Synod when they convened momentarily.*

 

GT: *There were voices... angry voices in his head; he could hear them sing in chorus, but they felt out of tune, as if the one vital element was missing. He could not hear her... he could not sense her. At first there was pain, so strong, and dreamy memories of voices again, and then silence and just the echo of the chorus again. His mind kept playing the events backwards, until the final image in his mind stirred him awake. His eyes opened almost too quickly; the light invaded them, blinding him to his surroundings. He could not feel her yet... that made his energy run wildly and his eyes turned in his orbits, looking, looking desperately. Recognition came as he calmed down somewhat: he could feel her again, but still frightened, like if they had jumped into an ID vortex that had taken them from the cave to where he stood now: in the infirmary.

 

There were familiar voices to his right. T'than looked that way; two Taelons... Mit'gai... Ne'shir... that could be a good sign, if she were there with him; if he were sure they had been welcomed. His mind called out to her, restlessly. He needed to know if she was well... he did not trust his species to protect her; in fact, he feared them perhaps more than he feared the Jaridians.* #Cadence... Cadence...#

~*~

 

N: *Two green eyes opened lazily and stared up at her...* Yes, that is it... welcome back... *but then they widened against despite unfocused, mirroring much fear. Cadence had not yet awoken from her nightmare.*

C - Get away! *Cadence cried frantically as she fought the hands that held her body* Just get away from me! *Her left arm swung out to hit at the Jaridian, though to her it was not the slender form of Naor'rin that she saw, but rather the hulking brute called Borath who lived in the netherworld where she was still trapped. There was a warm splash of salty fluid as the IV was ripped from her arm and lightly splashed over both she and Naor'rin and then there was only the sound of dripping liquid as the bag ran out in a stream to the floor.* I won't let you hurt me... not again!

 

N: *Naor'rin swiftly evaded the blows and tried to force Cadence down the mattress again.* Cadence, listen to me, it's all over... No one will hurt you again... *Naor'rin discovered she too was shivering somewhat; what had happened back in that planet to have affected Cadence's psyche so badly?*

C - *He was shaking her by her shoulders and she screamed and struggled as much as her weak body would allow, and then something happened -- the Jaridian began to shimmer and it was if he were made of glass, his image shattering and fragmenting into a million glittering shards to be replaced by yet another Jaridian...a woman...* Vedra...*The word was uttered as a shaking whisper as she looked into Naor'rin's green eyes, still disoriented before she looked down in resignation.* Please...please no more... 

 

N: *The eyes had not blinked and remained the mirror of terror.* Look at me... focus on my voice... it is I, Naor'rin... you are home Cadence... home...

 

C - *Her lower lip trembled as she looked back up, the memory of those compassionate green eyes such a contrast to what she remembered of T'than's cruel torturer.*.....Naor'rin? 

 

N: *She nods and sighs, caressing at the girl’s cheek* Yes... you are safe now... *her arms went about Cadence's neck and she helped her rise, and then enveloping her in a warm embrace.* it's ok now... you're home.

 

C - *She was taken into an embrace, her tearful eyes wide and looking about the room - she was home...thankfully home on the Mothership! Her arms finally went up around Naor'rin as she cried with relief; they were back at last! Help had come after all... But then she pulled away and looked around...had they left T'than behind? He wasn't there!*

 

N: *She could feel soft sobbing from Cadence, but then suddenly, her body had tensed and she pulled back as if hit by a shock.* What is it? *she asked, taking hold of a rebellious lock of hair and putting it behind Cadence's ear.*

C - T'than... *she said as she looked to the left and then to the right, her hair swinging around her face.* T'than! *She looked back at the Jaridian, her hands gripping at her shoulders and her voice filled with urgency* Where is he? Where is T'than!

 

N: *Her features changed from relieved happiness to contained anger. Naor'rin reached for Cadence's hands at her shoulders and held them in her hands.* You need not worry. He can do you no more harm where he is now... *she ventures a smile.* You are under protection now...

C - *Her eyes widened as she tried to digest what sounded like horrible news...# where he is now...#  T'than was dead! She tried to reach out with her mind, but she was so upset and unfocused that she could not access their link. But to Cadence, he was simply not there anymore.* NO! *she screamed, her hands coming to cover her mouth as she shook her head back and forth, now mute, but her eyes were wide with encroaching hysteria. She had seen how close to death he was...and he had succumbed...*
 
N: All is well now, don't worry... *she reached for Cadence's head and caressed her softly as one would a child.* he will never hurt you ever again.

C - *She pulled away from Naor'rin and leapt from the bed, her knees buckling at first, but she was up in a flash and she ran to the door. It would not open for her and she pounded on the soundproof glass with her fists, terrified shrieks coming from her, though had anyone seen her from outside, she would have looked as though she was locked in a silent scream.*
 
N: Cadence... *she had been caught completely by surprise. The girl was in complete hysteria for some reason foreign to Naor'rin's understanding. Could it be that Cadence's mind was still trapped in the past? No, she had seemed lucid enough when she had finally recognised her.* Please, be calm... *she rises, and making no sudden moves, tries to approach her.*

C - *She turned as Naor'rin came her way, putting her hands out in front of her.* STAY AWAY! How could you let me live? I don't want to live! *Her life, indeed her entire world was collapsing around her, the fragile bubble that was her emotions bursting, shining filaments soaring in all directions before they disappeared into nothingness. Even in her fading vision she could see the beautiful face of Naor'rin - the woman was perplexed, her large eyes frozen in haunted question and yet there was still so much love and compassion in her as she carefully stepped closer.*
 
N: Don't say that! You just pulled through so valiantly! *she stays away, knowing the human was perhaps not ready to be touched again. It could have been a mistake to have become so physical so soon.* You want to live Cadence, you have to! *she held back her words before it was too late; in the heat of the moment she could have let out too precious of information. Cadence might go into shock, for it was indeed bombastic news.* So please... *she adds soothingly.* calm yourself, lie back again. You are in no condition to push yourself to extremes...

C - *Cadence was finding it hard to see, to think, even to breathe, and soon her legs went out from under her, but she still managed to crawl over to a dim corner, her cheeks red and her hand at her chest, clawing for air. Somewhere, far away, there was a loud beeping noise and soon the door opened and she saw legs and feet, coming... for her, and she screamed again. *
 
N: *The volunteers had been fast and not thirty seconds after the alarm went off, they were in the room, ready to take care of the situation.* Please, be gentle with her, her condition is delicate... *the volunteers don't take long to seize her and a light anaesthetic was applied to let her relax... Naor'rin walked by their side as they took the girl back to the gurney. And where was Ne'shir when needed?*
 
C - *Soon she was floating up and landing softly on the bed.* Please...*she whimpered*...let me die...just let me die...
 
N: Shush now... you don't mean that... *the Jaridian forced a smile, but it was naturally tender.* You have so many reasons to live... so many reasons Cadence... *finally the healer came through the door. Naor'rin cast him an annoyed glance but refrained from making any comments.* You cannot give up your life because of the likes of him... if you do, than he has won. *she held her hand and caressed her cheek again, disregarding the funny looks being thrown her way by Ne'shir* he will be punished for the harm he brought upon you. I swear it...

C - *She felt suddenly calm, though tears still dribbled from her eyes. Naor'rin was still there, amongst the other faces, and she was holding her hand, again telling her things about T'than she was not able to face, along with utter nonsense about him doing her harm.* Harm? *she says, frowning slightly.* He doesn't hurt me. 
 
N: *Her brow arches. Certainly, the sedative must be mixing her thoughts.*
 
C - *Her words are slurred from the sedative and she looks over and up into the face of a blond woman in a white jacket who smiles down at her while re-covering her with the blanket. Behind her is a Taelon, his blue eyes cold,*...not like T'than's eyes at all...*her soft words floated up into the now peaceful room, though Cadence had believed she had merely thought them. Then she looks back at Naor'rin* T'than doesn't hurt me... he loves me...and I love him...
 
N: *She feels her strength evading her for that moment, as if all the fatigue of the past few days had kicked in at that precise moment. Had she heard right? The girl admitted to love T'than... and that he... he loved her back? That didn't make any sense! She looked at Ne'shir who now stood by her side, and then down at Cadence. Now that the girl was calmer it was easier to perceive. Those words had perhaps opened a door to the truth; perhaps Naor'rin had been reading Cadence's messages all wrong; but it still didn't make sense. T'than and love, in the same sentence? She turns to the healer, her frustration and confusion rising to taint her eyes with annoyance.* What took you so long? No doubt you had still not given up on the hope of that autopsy...
 
Nes: That was hardly the case... *he speaks, not lifting his eyes from the patient in the stretcher.* T'than has awakened. I did not come as fast as was requested because it appears it happened at the same time as the human's return to consciousness. A rather interesting coincidence... *he checks on the readings* Hmm... her improvement is nearly miraculous, but another strike like this and her body will not take it... *He eyes the human assistants and they exit the room.*

N: Perhaps it is not so much a coincidence... *she is looking down at Cadence; the girl was half way into sleep, but her lips kept mumbling a single word: T'than's name.* What is his state?

Nes: He will not die... *he answers quite matter-of-factly as he goes on about the console.*

N: Would you mind elaborating a little more on that? *she turns back, her voice angry. The answer was hurried this time.*

Nes: He still requires rest, much as she does... *his eyes fall on the human for a moment, and then rise, curiously not looking straight into the Jaridian's* but he will recover with a few days of mild care...

N: Then he can walk? Or at least, be transported? 

Nes: *he nods* yes, but I don't see why...

N: Yes, I didn't expect you to... *she comments almost to herself, but loud enough to be heard.* I was thinking it would be more practical to move him to the nearby room. Cadence has been... asking for him. Perhaps if his presence is not far... *she meets a pair of rather sceptical eyes looking back at her. Fine, if that argument would not do, then perhaps something more simple might do the trick.* Very well, it took you too long to walk from T'than's chamber to this one; if both patients are close, it would facilitate your work, I reckon... *there is sarcasm in her tone, but the argument seems to find acceptance with the Taelon.*

Nes: Yes, I see no fault with that argument. And perhaps the.. proximity of T'than to the sub... *a flash in the pair of eyes looking his way and he quickly corrects himself.* to Cadence, might prove to be interesting... *with that, he makes his way out of the room, to convey the suggestion to Mit'gai and see to the transfer.*

N: *She slowly turns her focus back to the girl, still reclined and half awake.* I would give everything to know your mind right now Cadence... I do so hope what you've said is true... *she looks at the screen the energy readings showing the two types of energy in the girl's body: Cadence's, and what was beginning to form inside her* But I don't envy you. There is a rough road ahead of you...

~*~

*Ne'shir had gone back to T'than's room; the General was still lying beneath the energy shower, though the intensity had been reduced and the Taelon was clearly awake, though the healer could see that he was still weak.* I am having you moved to another room T'than, *he said coolly as he waves off the shower and gazes down at the War Minister.*

GT: *Though his eyes were open, his mind was elsewhere, probing, searching, seeking the reason for that uneasiness. Being amongst his kind again was both relieving and stressing. His future was uncertain, for clearly they had ascertained the reason for his escape with Cadence. But it was truly she that gave him reason for concern. Somehow, she was blocking him. There was a great wall between them, higher than T'than's strength allowed for him to climb over or run through in order to reach her. 


He was vainly aware of another presence in the room; that absentness of thought and consciousness was something new to a Taelon. In truth, he felt truly different, and only in the quietude of a silent room had he come to realise it. But the silence did not last long. With a blink, his eyes regained focus and he turns in the direction of the voice.*

Mit'gai: *What is the purpose of moving the patient...*my* patient? *Mit'gai said, just coming back into the room.*

GT: *Another presence, which had always been there. Familiar, of course...very much so. The situation was humiliating. He did not like for others to witness his weakness. But they were speaking of moving him. Moving him where? Any farther from Cadence and he would cease to feel her; and she, on the other hand, would not be able to sense him either.*

Nes: Naor'rin felt that a closer proximity to Miss Blue could be... beneficial... to the recovery of both.

Mit: *Clearly irritated* And since when does a Jaridian speak for a Taelon's health, not to mention, for me? If you recall...*I* am the senior medic in charge. *He eyes Ne'shir coldly, raising his chin. The other healer, though quite capable in his duties, sometimes forgot his place, and Mit'gai sometimes had the itching feeling that the other Taelon was after his position.* *I* am the healer in charge of General T'than's health, *not* she.

GT: *A part of his mind kept his restless calling; way back in the recesses of his soul there was a little piece of him crying to feel her, to touch her, even if only mind to mind. Naor'rin... that name was instantly familiar, and unwelcome. She would mean trouble for him and Cadence for sure... understandably so he reckoned, not that it was any of her business. She seemed to have been correct in her assumption though, and ironically enough, T'than actually welcomed her interference.*

Nes: And, as you recall, *I* have been placed in charge in the care of Miss Blue, the hybrid, as well as the child within her. 

GT: *His thoughts were disrupted; his whole body froze, his mind as well. With child? Cadence... with child... his child...*

Nes: *He smirks smugly* Clearly, Zo'or must have had much faith in me to take on such an...unusual and...noteworthy case. Actually, I am rather surprised that it was not *you* given such an assignment. *His eyes flick to T'than - the General looks...shocked...* Did you not tell him of the girl's condition? *he asks, surprised.*

Mit: *His eyes also move briefly to T'than and he cringes inwardly, for he can see that the powerful Taelon is now very irritated, probably with him, and, maybe even angry...* I...was waiting for an opportune moment Ne'shir, *he says, looking down his nose at the other* and_ thank_ you for deciding which moment it would be. 

GT: *He had remained quiet for the moment, but the full blush that had gone through him spoke all to clearly of his state of mind. How dare they keep secret? He needed to go to her, now! She was debilitated, probably frightened. Had they chosen to keep the child secret, maybe deceive him into thinking it never existed?  Yes, they would be capable of stealing the child to study it: Ne'shir's tone had been clear. Now he knew why he was not so fond of the science caste, though he had to admit, they had been useful in the past.*

Mit: *He waves Ne'shir off with a fluttering hand and a look of disdain.* You are excused. I thank you for bringing me the, *smirk*...Jaridian's diagnosis, however, though you might require her assistance in *your* decisions, I do not require it in mine. *he pauses* It is indeed a mystery why Zo'or would put you in charge of her, since you seem to have forgotten how to act on your own without the obtuse words of an alien to assist you. *his eyelids half-close as he speaks again, clearly enjoying his power.*  At any rate, my patient is here, and this is where he shall remain. *He turns his back, inwardly rejoicing at Ne'shir's cowed look before he left the room, but his gloating expression is wiped from his face with one look in T'than's direction...*

GT: *It was in that precise moment that a hand rose from the stretcher to grab at a fragile neck, five long fingers gripping tightly as he used it for support as he rose on the stretcher.* 

Mit: *His eyes widen with fear as his airway was closed by the strong hand gripping his neck. His mouth opened but nothing came out; the War Minister's strength was incredible...and unexpected, given his drained appearance.*

GT: I am not going to be a little pawn for your games of power Mit'gai... *he was actually not sure if the Synod had spoken and demoted him; he would not lose to take a chance.* but I do not mind playing my own. As a Synod Member, and thus, your superior, I _demand_ to be moved... 

Mit: T'than! *he gasps, his own hands coming to pry at the ones around his neck.* Do not be fooled by the words of an ignorant Jaridian who knows nothing of our species...*gasp*...You would be much better served by remaining here until you are stronger....

GT: *He slackens his grip and lets go altogether.* I never thought I would say this, but the Jaridian is correct. *he slides slowly onto the floor, having to hold on to the stretcher's edge not to sink to his knees. He had to admit he was still weak, but it was actually the lack of her presence in his mind that leeched away his forces. As soon as he was close to her, all that would change.* Take me to the room Ne'shir was speaking about, *he says, still looking slightly down, until he blinks and eyes the legoye with an outstanding intensity for someone in his state.* and I will not bother to ask why you kept my child's existence away from me for so long. Because... *he straightens up* if anything happens to it, I will hold you accountable... *his voice had been but a hiss as it trailed off.*

Mit: *He swallows hard as he gropes his neck, looking for possible damage to himself, but finding none he steps back from his patient, his hands moving in agitation, fear imprinted upon his normally self-important expression.* The child... yes... well, we were not even sure if it would survive at first for she was critical...as_ were_ you, *he says pointedly, trying to reassert his previous position. This was the infirmary, not the Synod circle, and he was in charge, whether T'than liked it or not, however he proceeded with caution anyway.*
 
GT: *He follows each of the legoye's movements and even smirks when he touches his own neck. But he was far from being amused; that much was printed in his narrowing eyes.* I was critical…*was * being in the past tense. I have awakened for quite some time now, and if my child was in danger, it was merely because of your incompetence! *he knew that was probably not so; Cadence had been weak, so weak. A blink brought back the memory of her body snuggled to his as they closed their eyes thinking perhaps they would not open again. But he was nervous and clearly anxious. He needed to get out of that forsaken room! He needed to go to her and to... the thought itself seems strange, almost miraculous, a dream maybe but yes, to their child as well.*

Mit: You were not conscious and thus I was unable to inform you. I was preparing to tell you when I returned, but as you heard, Ne'shir spoke out of turn. *He secretly congratulated himself on his excuses - they were entirely logical and covered well his actual reasons for silence in the matter; like Ne'shir, he wanted to study the changes occurring in the human, and he especially wanted to study the child. T'than was still glaring at him, and so he offered up one final reason that he truly felt would gain him favour with the War Minister.* I was also waiting for a time when I could inform you... discreetly. I did not believe that you would want your... indiscretion... with that human to become public knowledge. 
 
GT: *His features remained ice cold, he controlled his anger the best he could, but still, his head tilts at Mit'gai's assumptions. He remains perfectly still, allowing for a smirk to form again. Yes, he would hear all the healer had to say, for he would know the truth then. Patience... just a little patience... his hand was balled into fist as he listened.* Of course... *he adds, quite matter-of-factly.*
 
Mit: Do not worry T'than, I am sure that you will be excused for the, *twist of his lips*...incident; Ka'atha'am is a time of great turmoil for us, and I believe that the Synod will rule it merely as an act of desperation. 
 
GT: Yes... I have no doubt they will... *he adds, the words almost too well spoken, slowly and in controlled anger.*
 
Mit: *His speech was inspiring his own confidence, dangerously so.* I am sure that, once the child is born, we can see to it that the girl troubles you no more.
 
GT: Indeed... *he had to hold back his will to blush in fury. Indeed, Mit'gai would think like that. A subject, an experiment, a chance in a lifetime to study such an interesting phenomenon. Indeed, T'than reckoned that he himself would have thought no differently a few months ago, but much had changed. It was no patient they spoke about, it was Cadence's life, and no subject at all, but his own child.* 

I am sure that once the child is born... *his fingers flicker over the cold surface of the stretcher and he looks their way almost distractedly* and you have outlived your usefulness... *the blue irises turn Mit'gai's way, gleaming with fury.* I can also see to it that you annoy me no more. *he turns to face the other Taelon, chin up in arrogance and a threat.* The girl is to be treated with the utmost respect Mit'gai. Neither she nor my child are mere lab rats for you to play with. If I come to know they have perished before your wasting every sparkle of your energy into healing them... *he shows the healer five clawing fingers in quite a suggestive gesture.* I can guarantee that the next time we meet I will not feel so inclined to stop... *he lowers his tone and finishes.* The girl's name is Cadence Blue. She is my mate and will be treated as such. *his head tilts as he reads the obvious question in Mit'gai's features.* 

Mit: Your...mate? *He looks as though he has tasted something unpleasant, and his face wrinkles slightly in disdain.* The Synod will not look upon this favourably given that your actions were by choice, rather than those driven *only* by the Ka'atha'am.

GT: I could not care less about the Synod's opinion on it. It was decided by a greater force than theirs... now... *he looks around, searching for the door. He knew where to head though.* shall we go? *he adds in mock politeness.* 

Mit: *He purses his lips, but then finally lifts his chin and turns brusquely toward the door.* Very well. Follow me.

~*~

*Back in Cadence's room, Cadence was curled on her side, whimpering softly, the sedative keeping her mostly calm. But she was still inconsolable, her face buried in the crook of her arm, uncaring of Naor'rin's soft words or caressing fingers. Her turmoil, along with the sedative, was still blinding her to T'than's presence, even though he was coming closer, step by hesitant step...

Ne'shir had been watching Naor'rin endlessly comforting that useless and weak creature and he could not help but cast them both a rather contemptuous look before turning away to see Mit'gai walking closely with T'than. He tilted his head in question for a moment; the healer looked as shaky and pale as T'than! He wondered what had happened, but given the looks on both their faces he thought it better not to ask.*
 
N: *There was no change in Cadence. Her eyes remained empty, though tearful and shining under the dim light. There was a watery path flowing down her cheeks, and even though Naor'rin tried to convey every ounce of her positive energy, the human would not react. Ne'shir had returned without T'than. She was about to ask why her recommendations had been ignored when the noise of soft footsteps caught her attention despite the girl's soft whimpering. She raised her eyes and followed Ne'shir's figure from the room; there were two others outside. Mit'gai... and T'than, standing against all odds. She could not repress the look of hatred in her eyes. How dare he involve Cadence in his dark schemes? How dare he make someone innocent pain so much again? It was all he knew how to do: destroy and hurt. Even though... there was a child growing inside Cadence now... and according to the girl, conceived in love.* Shhhh now, I will be right back... *slowly, she rises and makes her way after Ne'shir.*

Nes: *He scurried into the adjacent room and prepared the bed. Obviously T'than had not wished himself to be seen being carried through the main part of the infirmary and had insisted on walking - a rather unwise choice, but he could understand the General's reasoning. He saw Naor'rin come to the door to watch and then go back into Cadence's room and over to a panel near the large window that separated the rooms. He knew she had darkened the glass on her side, though he still had a perfect view as she went and sat back down by the crying girl, though he could not hear her words through the soundproofing. Eavesdropping would have been an easy matter had he wanted to though, with the mere touch of a button to activate the com.

It was fortunate that Mit'gai had been walking so closely with T'than, for the moment they were inside the room with the door closed, the General nearly collapsed. Ne'shir came forward and they both guided him to the bed. The head of the bed was raised slightly so he could gently recline, and soon sparkling blue energy was flowing down over him, offering more strength. Mit'gai busied himself making adjustments to equipment and Ne'shir quickly moved out of the way of the window so T'than could get a clear view into the other room...*

GT: *Cadence's grief was so clear now, so vivid, almost palpable. It shook his strength to the point that he nearly fell and it was with great effort that he held his foot. His arch-enemy was just standing there, her green eyes seeing through the looking glass, accusing him of a million things yet at the same time, there was sadness there. Amazing how he could now understand emotions when not so long ago, he abhorred them.* I want to go into the room... *he needn’t look beyond Naor'rin to see Cadence; her aura shone, even if dangerously weak. But he hungered to touch her so deeply it ached!*

N: *T'than was there; she could feel the same chilling sensation walking up and down her spine she always felt when around him. She could simply walk into his room and demand explanations for Cadence's condition, but that was a confrontation that would need to be carried out later. T’than was visibly very weak, and his health meant Cadence's. Naor'rin tried to keep that in mind each second she thought about him being so close by.* Hush now... and calm yourself... *she whispered softly as she sat close to Cadence again and touched the girl's face.* If you close your eyes and focus, you will see all is well Cadence...

C - *She shook her head* It will never be well...*she said through her tears. She was locked in misery and her heart was breaking. How could she go on alone?* I just want to die....

GT: *No sound, nothing but the soft murmur of her inner voice. He could hear her now, but her voice was so muffled. He reclined on the bed, his eyes glued to her figure but empty at the same time, for his mind was distant, trying to pass through the walls that kept them apart, trying to reach her, touch her, embrace her... embrace them.* #Cadence...#

C - *She sat bolt upright, her wide eyes searching the room, her hand coming up to her chest.* T'than...*she whispered.* T'than... is that you... really you? 
 
GT: # It is I, my precious.# *life returned to his eyes as he now used his vision to see her; so beautiful, her aura was a white flame that seemed to burn over her skin without consuming her.* 
 
C - *Her hand came to swipe at her wet cheeks and she kept looking around. She tried to get out of bed but Naor'rin would not allow it.* No! He is here! 
 
N: Cadence, calm yourself, or I shall be forced to believe that it was a mistake to bring him closer to you. *her tone was almost severe.* Lie back, you are in no condition to push yourself like this!
 
C - *Hands are on her shoulders and she is made to lie back, and she is just too weak to resist. She closes her eyes for a moment, just to feel him and it is bliss; he is back, once more occupying a place in her mind and she accesses the link instantly.* # T'than... I thought you were dead! I could not feel you! Where are you? I want to see you! #
 
GT: # I am not far, and I can see you. We will be together soon enough. Now please, do as the Jaridian asks and rest.# *his feelings were a mix of bliss and concern.*

C- *She looks over at Naor'rin finally* Why didn't you tell me that he was alive? *she asks, and there is resentment in her features as well as her voice.* 
 
N: I thought... *she lowers her eyes. She had assumed the worst; perhaps that had been a mistake, but she had to believe they were acting in Cadence's best interest. Even though she had not missed the General's look when his sight landed on Cadence's figure.* I did not believe you would want to see him again. But I made amends for that... 
 
C- I want to see him... I want out of this place! *The small monitor that chimes with every beat of her heart takes up a faster rhythm with her increasing anxiety* You can't make me stay here! I want out! I want to see T'than and I want to see him now!
 
N: Cadence, he is not far now, but it is best for you if your reencounter is set for later. I had him brought closer so you could feel him... and you have. Be contented with that for the moment, and please rest! *she cast one quick glance at the monitors. Her energy levels were being quickly assaulted by her anxiousness.* ... or else, I shall be inclined to believe it was a mistake to move him.

C- *Her anger breaks into helpless sobs again when it is clear that she will not get her way for the moment. She knew she could find T'than if she only had the strength to leave, but she did not. For now, she would have no choice but to agree to whatever those in charge of her care commanded. Her tearful gaze found the Jaridian's and she looked at her pleadingly* Please Naor'rin... please let me see him... why won't you let me see him?
 
N: *She caressed the girl's forehead.* Cadence, take my word for it, he is being well taken care of. As soon as you are recuperated, you will have access to him, but not before... and first and foremost, we will need to ascertain exactly what happened. I do not want to expose you to unnecessary danger... either of you. *Cadence would probably understand Naor'rin to be speaking of herself and T'than, but that was hardly the case.* 

C - *She frowned slightly in confusion* Danger...what danger? *she asked, irritated. All she wanted was to see T'than and Naor'rin would not let her and in fact it seemed to Cadence that everything was being done to keep she and the Taelon apart!* There IS NO danger Naor'rin! *She folds her arms over her chest and lifts herself so she can fall back hard against the pillows to show her frustration at this situation, but then she calmed again and her eyes were sparkling still when she looked back up at the woman.* T'than and I...we left the ship to be alone. *her voice was so quiet, but her sadness was clearly audible.* We needed to be alone so we could...join. *She looks away and then back and when she spoke again, her words were passionate and full of high emotion.* He just wanted to take me somewhere beautiful, that's all! Don't try to read evil intent into the situation Naor'rin for there is none! I told you...he loves me and I love him and I don't understand why you are keeping us apart!

N: Close your eyes now... *she spoke softly.* and you will feel and understand the why for all my reservations... *she reached for the girl's hand and placed it over her belly.* Your joining with T'than was not inconsequential... *she offers in a soothing tone of voice.* You have to worry for the health of two now. You are with child Cadence. With T'than's child.

C - *Her lips parted in astonishment as she looked upon her hand as it lay over the sheet just below her navel. Naor'rin's hand lay over hers and Cadence found her eyes locked on the two, focusing on the contrast between her pale skin and the shining darkness of the Jaridian's.* A child? *pause* T'than's...child? 

N: *She nods softly.* Yes. The changes he caused in you allowed for its conception. 

C- *Somehow, she had expected to feel different if she were pregnant, but she felt nothing - no change, the same. Still focused on the two hands on her she began to concentrate and look inward, just as T'than had taught her to do during meditation and suddenly, the two hands blurred, dark and light skin melting together until that blurred canvas cleared and she saw only the light and energy of her inner self. She felt sadness as she looked at the white sun that was her energy essence - it was so weak from what had happened! But then her eyes moved to the centre of the glowing sphere and relief washed over her; the centre was brighter, nearly blinding. And then it hit Cadence - the truth: That blinding light was not the centre of her own being, but a separate entity unto itself - a tiny flaring sun floating in front of the bigger one...a new being, a new life!*

GT: *She had closed the link and focused on herself. T’than could sense her probing for herself and another presence that had grown inside her. He had known her thoughts and her disbelief at her state. He could have given her the news himself, but he wanted to have faced her, been with her, held her for that revelation. That meddling Jaridian... he had to curse her interference as much as bless it for at least she seemed more sensitive to their situation then the healers. How odd, he thought, for the hatred between them was so deep. Still, those thoughts lasted only a fraction of second, for he wanted to be there, hidden behind Cadence’s life energy, wanting to witness that precious moment.*

C - *Then she reached out with her mind, delicate gossamer fingertips stroking the little essence gently and, for a moment, Cadence felt it - a presence, which was gone before she had a chance to truly feel it, like an errant cool breeze on a summer day.*

N: *There were little changes in the sensation of Cadence’s skin underneath her palm; energy that flickered softly, causing a certain prickling over her palm.* Cadence... *she calls softly after a moment of silence, when the girl’s eyes slowly returned to focus.*

C- I feel it...*she whispered as her eyes refocused on Naor'rin.* It's barely there but I feel it! *A smile breaks over her face* It's amazing... and it is what we wanted. Now I think that I understand you... you did not mean T'than and I when you spoke of "either" of us being in danger, you meant the child and I, in danger from T'than, didn't you?

N: You need quietness now Cadence. I think you know your health is still very fragile, and I cannot let you compromise the child. I wish I had held back from telling this to you under these conditions, but I felt it was the only way to convince you to keep calm. You have the best reason in the world to want to live, with or without T’than.

C- *She sits up on the bed, her face still lowered, watching her hand caress over herself, but then she looks up and smiles, a smile that is soft and honest and completely without fear, and she touches Naor'rin's face softly with her fingers.* I assure you, I am in no danger from him. Please believe me...

N: *She looks at the glass window. Her eyes can see slightly beyond it to distinguish shadows moving in the adjacent room.* I do believe you Cadence. *she offers kindly, looking at the girl again.* But even T’than is very weak now. You both need rest until such time when you can see each other again, but worry not, if it will ease your mind, I will provide for it that he visits with you later. But for now, please... humour me and rest. I think you know you have yet much to face.

C - *Her sweet smile evaporated and was replaced by a look of sadness. Yes, T'than had told her much about what they could expect from his people...but, weren't they her people now too? Would they really ostracize them? But perhaps becoming outcasts sent into exile was the least that she had to fear; she could feel the coldness from the healers. Was she in danger? Was the child? Would they try to take it from them? 

More and more questions began to lay themselves at her feet, and the pile was growing taller until it blocked out the light with their dark intent and she shivered, pulling the sheet up to her neck as she lay back down.* I think I will follow your advice now Naor'rin...I just want to sleep, just for a little while...*The Jaridian was bearing too many gifts of reality that Cadence did not yet wish to receive, and so she closed her eyes, pretending to rest.*

N: Yes... *she murmurs.* I will leave you to it then. If you need anything, just call. I am here for that... *slowly, she rose, painfully aware that her condition was not the best either. She craved for rest herself, and it seems the anxiousness had burned a little more of her energy than she should have allowed. A break would be beneficial to her too.*

C - *Naor'rin went over to a plush chair which had been brought in for her and sat down, herself closing her eyes, either in rest or thought. Cadence peeked through her lashes and watched her; she had hoped Naor'rin would leave so she could sneak away and look for T'than, even if she had to hold on to the walls to do so. She truly liked that Jaridian, and felt very safe in her presence but, at moments like this it was damned inconvenient!*
 
N: *Her thoughts were chaotic, and as she closed her eyes wanting to doze, they reached an unusual clarity and volume in her mind. She could rest her body, but her mind was chaos. That situation messed with much in her; personal things, old and she had believed, long ago buried. But T’than seemed to have a way to reopen old wounds. The girl’s feelings for him were true. Naor’rin had felt them clearly. But T’than was hardly an open book, and if faced, he would likely use subterfuges to evade all the issues and especially, the truth. That is what Naor’rin needed to see, but her perception saw the General through a mist of prejudice. She knew she needed to attain freedom from it to have a clear judgement, but her instincts were deceiving in that matter.*

C - *T'than's presence was with her most strongly now and she smiled.* # T'than... do you know? Did they tell you about...the baby?#
 
GT: *His ears were closed to the noise of his surroundings; her voice was to him the most crystalline of sounds; and the most beautiful of melodies. He had not hoped to hear her again. They had been so close to losing it all... they still were.* #Yes...# *he whispers in her mind.*
 
C- #You are happy, aren't you?# 
 
GT: #I am...# *he adds rather briefly. How to hide his concern for what they would have to face still. There was no word from the Synod yet, but he was sure they would not condone his actions. T’than had committed a terrible fault: he had been inconsistent.* #We were successful my love... it is as the humans say, a miracle.#
 
C - *She was uncertain, still unsettled by Naor'rin's words, or rather, her unspoken ones and she sought comfort from the Taelon.* #I want to touch you, to hold you... to show you what I see inside... it is so beautiful! # *Without her awareness, her eyes really did close and sleep finally came for her, though her lips still bore a contented smile.*
 
GT: *He felt a wave of her emotions reach him and flood his being. He blushed softly; fortunately none of the healers appeared to notice it. They would probably chastise him for using his strength to communicate with her.* #We must be patient. You have a watchdog, it seems...# *he adds with a bit of irony.* #And I want all the time in the world to cherish you... the both of you...# *he senses her easiness coming by; her mind drifting off. He stands aside, allowing for her to slip into a light sleep, but letting his energy sing in a wordless tune in her mind. Then he too followed her to the land of dreams and took his chance to meditate a little bit.*

Book One

Part Five

Sneaking Out

A couple of hours had passed and the part of the medical unit where T'than and Cadence were receiving care had quieted considerably. Cadence had drifted off to sleep and so had Naor'rin, her own fatigue and recovery finally demanding her rest, and she reclined comfortably in the large and cushioned chair across from the sleeping human.
 
In T'than's room it was much the same; the healers had left to discuss the situation and prepare their reports for the Synod, which was in session at the moment. The Taelon had followed his mate into rest under a light energy shower. 
 
The human medics were off doing other things, just trying to keep things as peaceful as possible while their patients rested, and though it was a forbidden topic, word was beginning to spread amongst the small onboard medical community about the Taelon who had taken a human as his mate, and the result. One astute medical nurse predicted that despite the gag order on the subject, that it would soon be news around the ship, at least for the higher-ranking officers. 
 
Everyone was so involved in their duties and urgently whispered gossip that no one noticed that their human patient had awakened and had no intention of following orders. *
 
C - *She sat up in bed quietly and looked over at Naor'rin, waving her hand once in the Jaridian's direction. There was no response and she smiled and gently got out of the bed, gasping slightly when her bare feet came into contact with the cold floor. She padded over to the door, looking over her shoulder several times, but Naor'rin was still asleep. As before, the door would not open for her and she found this a little unsettling. She placed her hand against the small interface but still nothing happened and she frowned in her frustration.*
 
N: *She had been sleeping lightly for quite some time. Her mind was mostly alert to any movement or sign of the console; it was akin to sleeping with her eyes open. There was always a sense in her that would not rest. Of course she heard noise, but her eyes remained closed. Cadence had risen; no signal from the consoles, but the girl was definitely moving. Stubborn. Naor’rin’s first instinct told her to rise and stop Cadence; but another voice spoke louder and held her. The door was locked, but not for long it seemed.*
 
C - *She was still for a moment, wondering what to do until she decided to send a tiny discharge of energy into the panel. The door opened immediately and she stepped out and waited for it to shut again.*
 
N: *It came the moment when the door opened. The noise was unmistakable. But still Naor’rin did not move. That could prove to be a chance to witness T’than’s behaviour around Cadence. He would act naturally if he knew he was not being watched. It was perhaps her only chance at it, so she allowed Cadence to leave. She looked beyond the window: T’than was still sleeping. His eyes were closed. Her little escaping protégé would still take a few seconds to figure out her way to the Taelon. That gave her enough time to set her trap: to move her fingers over the console by her side and activate the com system.*
 
C - *She was now in the main area and she pulled back into a shadowy alcove when a nurse walked by. She felt like a child, sneaking out of bed after bedtime but she had no choice. Everyone kept telling her to 'be patient' and she just couldn't be! It was simply not in her nature. She opened her mind to him; he seemed to be in rest, his voice quiet, his presence only a soft fluttering in her mind, but it was still enough to guide her and she turned and was immediately faced with the door opposite to hers.* # Was he this close all along? # *She went to step inside but was taken by a wave of disorientation, and she nearly fell, and for a moment she did not even realize where she was! It passed within a few seconds and she took a few deep breaths to recover herself. She walked up and peeked through the glass into the room; he was there, resting under a shower. *
 
N: *Not long after, there were footsteps in the room, unsure and soft. Cadence had entered. Naor’rin did not need to turn to know what was happening and it was imperative that she remained still. A little like a predator, alert to the prey’s movement. Only that she had no intention of striking, just observing.*
 
C - *His door was not locked and opened for her, a gentle guardian ushering her inside and she went to where he lay, his eyes closed. Holding on to the bed for support she gazed down upon his beautiful face - a face that was still so pale, even for a Taelon, but a beautiful face nonetheless. A tear ran down her face; they had survived and their ordeal was over and... they had created a child...* I love you...*she whispered, before bending down on shaking legs to kiss him softly on his slightly parted lips.*
 
GT: *For a moment, he was deceived into thinking it was a dream; that the perception of that touch was his own mind playing tricks on him, using his desires to tease him mercilessly. His eyelashes trembled and a pair of bluer than blue eyes opened softly, immediately turning in the direction of the hovering face. His lips twisted in a smile even before his eyes focused. He could feel her; it was not a dream, though it was just as unexpected.* Hmm... where have I seen this scene before. *he says softly, knowing from her disposition that they were alone, but not actually, officially meant to be.* Ooh yes... a long time ago, sleeping beauty... 

C - *She smiled tentatively and touched his cheek lightly with a fingertip.* I remember, but now...you are the sleeping beauty.

GT: *He rises and sits on his bed, turning to let his legs dangle from the edge. He takes a brief moment to look beyond the glass. Naor'rin was still, possibly asleep herself. That was good. Finally he allowed himself to focus on Cadence, and it was not long before his arms went around her and pulled her closer, parting his legs to give her room to stand between them.* 

C - *Her arms were locked around him and she sighed as he pulled her close. There was a tightness to the embrace but she did not fight it, in fact, she pressed herself right up against him. Her eyes were closed and she was kissing his cheeks, his ears and his neck, but soon she lay her head on his shoulder, happiness exploding within her just to be there in his arms.*

GT: *T'than inhaled deeply, as if wanting to feel her scent though, that was one of the senses Taelons had lost. He leaves his feelings to be conveyed through his actions, and after a little while, he finally whispers into her ear.* You have sneaked your way here, have you not? *he pulls her softly away from him, kissing her briefly before allowing her to answer.*

C - *He holds her in front of him by the shoulders and she tilts her head, smiling impishly at him* Of course. They keep telling me to wait, but I couldn't, so, when Naor'rin finally fell asleep I went against orders and came looking for you.

GT: *Of course. He had known it from her smile alone.* Yes, I figured as much. It was reckless... but welcomed. *a hand goes to her cheek to caress it softly.* I missed you. To think that I might have lost... *he doesn't finish it, merely pulls her to him again. *

C - Don't! *she whispers and puts a finger to his lips.* Don't talk about it anymore! *She closes her eyes and brings her lips to his for a long kiss* We are home now, and I just want to forget about it and move on...*Their lips meet again, her tongue gently probing inside of his mouth, slowly moving over his, searching every corner, reacquainting itself with all it had forgotten, the same as her hands, which moved over him almost urgently, trying to take in his every contour as if to burn them into memory.

His arms go around her waist and he lies back, lifting her from the floor until she is on top of him for a moment, but then he turns on his side so they face one another.*

GT: *Soon, they are both lying on the bed, snuggled to each other not from the narrowness of the mattress but yet because their bodies demanded so.*

C - *His arms were tightly around her and her face was pressed against his chest, her elbows bent so her hands lay flat against him too in her favorite way to sleep with him. She was quiet and content to be cuddled by him, smiling when he sent a loving thought to her occasionally.*

GT: *There were a few moments of silence when T'than's hand reached down to touch her underneath her navel. He closed his eyes, focusing only in her energy. His sight became her aura and pathways of energy that coursed in the room and inside her very body. *

C - *His mind was fully with hers now and she led him to the place, the place where her life essence both ended and began in that glowing white sun, whose dimness of the moment allowed him to see the tiny and yet brilliantly glowing pinprick of light at her center.* # Look T'than look! See with your mind's eye the beauty that I see...another life! #

GT: *His eyes seemed to change, but with a blink, the illusion was gone, and he merely looked into her face, his features set in incredible peace.* Thank you Cadence... *he whispers finally.* Nothing I may ever do in my life can repay this blessing you bestow upon me...

C - *She said nothing...she couldn't, only able to look up at him in awe over his words, carried on a voice that now rang not with anger, but with so much love it took her breath away.*
 
N: *Her eyes opened and she looked ahead, though not exactly at what stood before her. Her look was of pure astonishment. She knew T’than to be a good actor, but that good? The intercom was not enough to distort his voice to the point it would deceive her perception. By some strange reason, he was being truthful. He was in Ka’atha’am, but that was mostly something that was of the biological forum more than it was of the emotional. Sure, he would be unstable during that time, but that meant simply that his self-control would be less... not that he would show feelings, especially one so strong as... love. There was pure silence for that while it seemed also Cadence had been robbed of words to reply. 
Curiosity was stronger, and Naor’rin activated a small screen before her. What she witnessed was contradictory from what she knew from T’than and yet, it was true...*
 
C- *Her arm snaked up around his neck and pulled his face to hers and she kissed him, conveying in that action every emotion she was feeling but unable to express with words; sadness, for all the terrible times they had been through, and not just on Lyra, amazement in herself at how he had changed her, frustration as she had tried to teach him about love, joy, that he had finally understood, and last, the ultimate giving of oneself to the other in love and respect.* 
 
GT: *Her thoughts on them were still running in his mind. Pathways ignited softly and gleamed underneath the dark jumpsuit he wore like shooting stars over the dark veil of the night sky. He was in awe, speechless, feeling so tiny, so insignificant and yet so blessed. Their story was indeed a roller coaster, and the ride was not close to ending so soon. He wanted to protect her so badly; it was almost a desperate urge, and now that he had known what loss could taste like, he knew he would not risk their safety ever again for any reason. He owed her that; he had failed once, he wouldn’t ever again. There was a child now, growing just underneath his fingertips, forming, sparkle after sparkle inside that place of her body he had worshiped not long ago. He never knew love could feel like that; so liberating, yet so tethering, but merely because he wished it was so.
These and many other thoughts crossed his mind and he lost track of time for a little while. It was her cadenced voice that made him pay attention to her physical form again.*

C - *They continued to lie there, his hand never leaving her midsection, as though he hoped to feel something there, but at the moment there was nothing, just her flat stomach.* You can't wait, can you? *She asked with a giggle*
 
GT: *He smiles with his eyes at her. A rare gesture, for very few times he allowed anyone to see past the windows of his soul.* I have earned for such moment for a long time. *his eyes drop to his hand, still pressed to her.* I will have to wait, but all this overwhelms me. 
 
C- I swear it is as though you expect to feel it kick already. Come on, *smile* I want to enjoy my flat stomach while I have it so don't rush me ok? *laugh*
 
GT: *He looks up at her again.* Are you not eager to see our child as well; to hold it in your arms and feel its life at your very fingertips? *His look saddens. That was still unsure. It was a possible future. They were now in the Taelon’s hands, and if Mit’gai’s attitude was a reflection of the others’ then they were in danger and the dream might yet become a nightmare.* The sensation is without equal...

C - *She misread his slightly sad look as related to her playful words and she leaned over and kissed him.* Shhh, I was only playing. I am as anxious as you are to see it, so much so that if I allow myself to dwell on it, I fear I might simply freeze in anticipation for the next few months while I wait. *pause* The truth is, I can't wait to hold it between us, to be together, just us. *her expression softens and she smiles sadly and places her own hand against his middle.* T'than... your children before, did you carry them inside or... was it your mate?
 
GT: *There is apprehension in his expression. She had read his mind it seemed; of course, he would not hide anything from her, but that was indeed a subject that pained him much to discuss, especially, because he might yet know separation again. He might live through it, at least physically, but the shock would be too great for her. All he had tried to accomplish by escaping his kind had failed. A life in exile, with his family would be far better than one of captivity without Cadence, without the celebration of their joining.*
 
C- I know I should know all this but, you passed so much knowledge to me and I fear it will be awhile before I sort it all out.
 
GT: No, it is all right. *he offers gently.* I take no offence in your question. *he tries a smile, but it’s barely more than a twist of his lips.* With Taelons, it is possible to be the carrier the same as it is to offer the seed. Most of us know the completion of bearing a child *pause.* but I did not. To some of us it becomes a risk. I was fertile, but given my duty to my species – my position as War Minister – I could best serve my kind in giving the necessary factor so that another could carry the child. My own safety was constantly at peril, so it would be a menace to the safety of the embryo. With so few children being conceived, it was not a risk we could take... *his words had nearly trailed of, becoming little more than a whisper.* It was a choice made long ago... 

C - *Her hand slides up his body and strokes his chest before moving on to his face, touching him softly.* I did see... the place....where they are, the dark place with all the little glowing pods. It is on this ship, isn't it? 
 
GT: *Why was he surprised that she knew if he had shown everything to her?* It is called the womb. This very ship was created to see to it that the children had a future. The pods allow for them to be kept in stasis, until such time when we can revive him... until such time when we find a new home.
 
C - *She kisses him once* Promise me that when all of this is over and we are well that you will take me there? I want... to see your other children.
 
GT: The place is sacrosanct. Not all of us are allowed there but... I will attempt to be granted permission to take you there... *and he begged that if there was any greater force in the universe, that the visit would not be to leave their child there as well.*
 
N: *It was all too unbelievable. If she had not witnessed it all, she would not have believed it. How strange and bewildering it was to see her worst enemy, the one being she was capable of hating so much that it sometimes consumed her, open his soul. All of a sudden he didn’t seem any different than any other Taelon: the same fears, the same expectations, the same frailty. She knew his other side, but knew nothing of the one she was watching now. Had it existed before; or had he changed as much as he had changed Cadence?


Her wonderings were cut by a flashing light in the console by her side. Cadence’s vitals were changing... dramatically! She turned in the chair, not caring if they had seen her or not. She needed to act... or did she?*

C - *Suddenly she fell back to the pillows, and for a moment all the colors in the room seemed to run together and that same odd feeling of disorientation came over her, but this time it did not dissipate as quickly as before and she was left to lie there, swallowing and wiping at the thin sheen of sweat that made her face sparkle a little.* I feel like I am running a race; my heart is racing and yet I am not moving, and still I am expending energy. *frustrated* What is wrong with me?
 
GT: Calm yourself... *it seemed hypocritical to be telling her that, for he himself felt anxious to the point where a little blush was unstoppable.* You are weak and... so is the child. It needs nourishment. *without a second thought he reached for her hands.* Nourishment I can provide. 

C - *She was dumbstruck – it was all so much information, and revelations, coming at once.* W...what?

GT: *He kisses at her forehead then pulls her to lie on top of him.* Open yourself to me Cadence... *he whispers softly. The energy was still raining over them both making her hair shine in hues of green from the blueness of the sparkles falling on her golden strands.* Do not human babies ask for food as well? *a kiss at the top of her head. *

C - Yes but... it is... different. *Her head is resting in the crook of his shoulder and her breathing comes deep and easily just from feeling the entire length of his body pressed to hers. It was like being in Ka'atha'am again, only the building pressure and lustful need had been replaced by a terrifying weakness and vertigo that made her feel as though she was falling from a high precipice.*

GT: *Despite the danger he felt her in, this was a moment he would cherish forever, a moment many times denied to his other children in the name of a greater cause.* Share with me Cadence...

C - *She felt small and gentle kisses on the top of her head as she brought her hand to his and he began to blush lightly and she sighed; it felt like he was the warm, wet sand on the beach, but his blushing made her feel as though cool blue waves rushed under and around her body, and these blue waves of energy rushed through her, soothing her, and her body, needing what he gave to sate the needs of what was forming responded in kind, opening to him and for the very first time, Cadence saw herself blush!*

GT: *Slowly, he opened the door to his energy reservoir. She had been there before, only he had forced it onto her, wanting to take rather than give what he had of the best. The energy flow was not painful or stressing anymore. His body recognised her as an extension of itself, so despite both being so weak, it went about very naturally. Little by little, energy streamed into her body, seeking to nourish and heal more than just physical injuries. There was such peace and contentment is being that close...*

C - *Her skin flickered in delicate hues of blue and white as she watched her hand against his, and the colors flowed up her arm and out of her amazed sight, but she could feel a tingling all over, and then, it was gone, leaving her to feel light and euphoric.*

GT: *He offered much more than he dared to even ask for. But he was aware of her energy rising, and her emotions were transparent to him. Had he not known her power, he would have mistaken her for a fragile angel, glowing as if made of light lying in his arms. The child needed no more; it asked for no more and frankly, T’than had little left to give, though deep inside, he knew he would have allowed it to continue even if his entire life-force was leeched. 

The solemn moment was over, and peace gave room to a kind of hunger he needed to appease at least to some extent. The child was sated; the parents needed the same on other levels. Unable to resist any longer, he moved them, needing to feel her lips on his.*

C - *He rolled over so she now looked up at him, his body upon her and they kissed.* What other miracles shall I be witness to because of you T'than?

GT: I fear I have little more to offer. You have already conquered more than I believed to have. *he kisses her again, ignorant to the pair of eyes that no longer watched the screen, but yet straight at them from across the window.* 

N: *It was just unbelievable. The hair in the back of her neck was standing on end. There were too many revelations and in a sense, it made her feel guilty for listening to such a private conversation. Though in the long run, it would help. Naor’rin acknowledged that if after hearing all that and knowing it was true, that it was still hard to believe T’than’s intentions, than if she had not listened, she might have been one of the big barriers in their path. The feeling was true, and it almost seemed to her that the Taelon lying there so intimately with Cadence was not T’than at all.

This had definitely been the most revealing day of her life. But as she reclined back in the chair, closing the comlink and the little screen to grant them privacy, her memories pulled back images of long ago, of a Taelon so ruthless who had changed so much in her life... *


C - *Side by side, she is once more held in his arms, feeling just fine again, happy and relaxed.*

GT: *The energy shower over them still rained and his fatigue was great. But his eyes would not close, not wanting to miss one single moment of being there with her. It was precious... rare... and too short, for not long after he was alerted by footsteps that came too fast for T’than to act and avoid exposure. In a quick reflex, his eyes closed and he waited.*

C - *Someone shaking her shoulder roughly made her moan and open her eyes; it was that healer, Ne'shir she thought his name was. Her spell of moments ago had triggered alarms, though her readings were fine now. The healer was unimpressed that she had left, possibly risking hers or the child's life, and thereby ruining an exquisite chance for study. *

Nes: Did that meddling Jaridian unlock the door and release you? *He asked in a harsh whisper. T'than was facing away from him and Ne'shir assumed the Taelon was resting.*

C - No, *she said quietly* I let myself out. *She hated him, but only because he frightened her and she pulled slightly closer to T'than, her eyes large.*

Nes: Impossible. The door was locked. You are to be resting in your own room and *not* disturbing the peace of other Taelons, and especially not by sharing their beds. *He looked down at her, condescendingly.*

C - Yes, well I know I got pregnant by staying out of their beds as well.*she snaps back. *

GT: *His ears were sharp. He was divided between the will to put Ne’shir in his place or to listen to Hurricane Cadence strike with no less might than when her health was at its zenith.*

Nes: How you came to be in your...condition, remains to be ascertained, and we will...make no mistake Miss Blue. Now leave and return to your room at once! *she was frightened and he was rather enjoying her fear. When she was on her feet and turning to go, a vice-like hand went around her upper arm and she gasped from his grip.* Do not disobey me again, human.

GT: *Away from the healer’s sight, T’than’s hand balled into a fist. He could not stand to see her disrespected like that, or to do nothing, but before he knew of the Synod’s intentions, he had to play carefully. He had already crossed the line with Mit’gai...*

C - *Her head barely turns as she looks behind her shoulder.* I am no more human than you are, Taelon. *A quick and angry focused thought and there is a sound, like a static discharge as Ne'shir's hand opens involuntarily from the shock she had sent to him before she turns and walks out, her chin held high.*

GT: *Why he thought she had needed protection from the healer was beyond him. He smirks to himself and allows his mind to drift off as her footsteps reach him as no more than the remnants of an echo.*

C - *Once at her door, she opens it – apparently it was only locked from the inside. Darkness surrounds her and she leans against the wall. She knew by how she felt that she could not afford to expend even a fraction of her energy as she had just now, for she felt very tired again. Her fatigue was forgotten however when she turned around and saw the glittering green eyes of the Jaridian as she watched her from her chair.*

Naor'rin...

N: *She had turned the chair to face the door. She had missed the tumult in the other room, but not the door opening or the girl’s soft scent.* Yes, last I recall, that was my name. *she spat, sternly.* May I ask why you left the room? *her head tilted. Cadence had the look of a teenager caught after a forbidden escapade.* 

C - I... wanted to see T'than and I got tired of waiting and so...I left to go look for him. *Guilt was written all over her face that she had been caught, and her eyes were wide and frightened when she heard Naor'rin's tone. At that moment, the Jaridian scared her more than the creepy healer did, but that was because she respected Naor'rin... she actually cared what the woman thought.*

N: I thought we had reached an understanding. I trusted you to remain here, to rest, for you, for the child! *her eyes gleamed for a moment.* If something had happened to you, all our efforts to bring you and T’than back from Lyra 117 would have been wasted! All those lives lost would be in vain Cadence; lives of my kin! 

C - *She stood, frozen in place, her lips pouting and trembling, an echo to the shivering of her body. Cadence had not yet been informed of the details of what had happened on Lyra 117, but Naor'rin's angry sadness gave her some idea.* I'm sorry, *she said with a sniffle as her head dropped and her shoulders shook with trembling sobs*  I...I'm sorry....*her hands came to her face as she cried. She just didn't know what else to say.*

N: *How could she not be angry at Cadence’s irresponsibility?  Her actions had been selfish, though, Naor’rin knew well the impulse of wanting to be with a mate. Her voice quieted and she rose, walking over to the girl and helping her back to the bed* Hasn’t T’than taught you anything about his kind? How carefully you have to tread in such a delicate situation? *they reached the bed, and Naor’rin allowed for Cadence to lean on it and sit.* You need to think more of yourself Cadence, and the child. This little escapade could have cost more than you can afford to lose. 

C - I WAS thinking of the child! *she cried, her hands still over her face as she sat on the bed* T'than helped me! He gave us energy from himself!

N: *She goes calmer. That much the ex-human said was half-truth.* Understand this please, you cannot have things your way anymore... I do not think you wish to jeopardise T’than in any way, but you might do just that if you keep responding to your impulses despite orders to the contrary. I want to help you Cadence, but you tie my hands if you keep acting like this and giving them reasons to treat you as no less than an inferior being! 

C - *Her hands fell away from her face and she glared at Naor'rin with angry green eyes* DON'T you say that! I am not jeopardizing him so don't you say that! *her words were shouted and bounced off the walls back at her sharply.* As for those healers...well...they can take a long walk off a short pier for all I care! 
 
N: *Her brow shoots up.* Yes, that is precisely the attitude one in your position should assume. *a little pause and a clear change of tone, from sarcastic to worried.* Have my words fallen on deaf ears Cadence?
 
C - * Though her voice was quiet, it was guarded and her look was one of angry petulance* No, I heard you but…we are recovering… and when we are well we are leaving here and going back to our lives... *something in the Jaridian's expression was making a cold shiver move down her spine*...aren't we?
 
N: *Her shoulders went slightly down as she sighed.* I do not know Cadence. *she shakes her head.* The Synod is deciding your fate as we speak. I do not want to scare you, but both yours and T’than’s position are very delicate. He broke many rules to pursue this joining with you... the first one being the intent of joining itself. Some may understand why he did it… #even I# *she thought to herself despite everything.* but not all will. And we both know his reputation will not help the credibility of the feelings he claims to have for you. *She sits back in the chair, as if her legs did not want to support her weight anymore.* T’than is facing punishment *she raises her eyes to Cadence.* But it is with you and this child that I am concerned. You see, I too had a child that... *she stops herself, noticing the look on Cadence’s face. No, to terrify the girl was not the right option. Perhaps later she could tell her, but not now. A slight change of subject would be wise.* You said T’than gave you energy... *she sits up straight.* Could you elaborate on that. *for indeed, it could make the difference between T’than’s life or death, and the child’s as well.*
 

C - *She had listened quietly through Naor'rin's speech, first in surprise, then in anger, and finally in fear. She had listened to everything that T'than had said or alluded to but somehow it didn't have the same impact as it did coming from someone outside of the relationship. Cadence had often found T'than overly serious, seeing the worst in a situation when she only saw the best. But Naor'rin would have no reason to want to frighten her, though her heart had nearly stopped beating when the Jaridian made mention of a child and then stopped. Out of politeness... and fear... she elected not to ask, and her mind was on other issues anyway...

It appeared that the crisis was not over; had they been brought back only to be condemned? Thoughts of escape flashed in her mind – of begging Naor'rin to get them to a shuttle so they could flee...
Her shoulders dropped and she let the idea go...the dove of their salvation flying upward and away; they were both far too weak to attempt such a thing, and to live forever as fugitives with a child was unthinkable to her.

She exhaled and bit her lip and looked off somewhere else as she spoke.* Energy... his energy, T'than's... I need it, for me, but especially for the child. 

N: *Yes, she had witnessed that. The flashing console with the warning, and then the small sharing between the two. For a Taelon to give away his own energy required very special circumstances. It was a selfless act, the kind she never thought to associate with the General.* I know you require each others’ proximity, but your need for his energy is odd... *she had not needed it when she had conceived; only after its birth. Indeed, her own child had needed the kind of nourishment she had never received. But it would be different with Cadence. It had to be...*

C - I am changing, and because the change is not complete, I do not have the necessary elements in my own energy to nourish the child, and it appears that energy showers, though sustaining for me, do not sate it, and when it needs sustenance, I become weak and... ill. *She remembered her disorientation of earlier... unlike the Ka'atha'am, but just as severe.*

N: I see... you are physically attached to T’than as well. It is not a simple joining. *she looks down at her hands and at the fingers that play restlessly with each other.* This could work to your advantage. If the Synod is made to understand the importance of keeping you together, they will not separate you. Not if it is in their best interest...

C - *She looks back finally, her mouth set in a hard line of anger* So the Synod is talking about us now? Who the hell are THEY to dictate to us what is right and what is wrong! We have done NOTHING to warrant punishment! 

N: Yes, in my eyes or yours, that is quite so. But you must think for a Taelon what stands before all else is the Commonality and their kind. T’than acted out of an individual impulse. They find that... dangerous to their harmony. *she looks at Cadence.* But there are precedents in such behaviour. Sc’orr and Zo’or, for instance. But I would not count the others to be so supportive...

C- *She grits her teeth* I'll show them... I'll TELL them! I need clothes! *she looks down at the little white gown when Naor'rin doesn't move and tries to wave on a jumpsuit, but only succeeds in making herself dizzy from the effort.*

I will go in this then if I have to! *She rushes up to the door and as usual it does not open.* And WHO is locking me in? *she turns to the glass* I am not a prisoner! *beats it with a fist and then lays her hand on the interface but even with a little energy, nothing happens* Did you do this? *she rages at the Jaridian* or did that healer!

N: *Cadence had to let it out. Naor’rin understood her effusive nature; very childish, but if kept inside, it would eventually be cause for greater distress.* You are not free to move around anymore. I am sorry.  

C - LET ME OUT! *There is a pitcher of water and cups and she takes one and throws it at the door, but it is not glass and only bounces off across the room.* DAMMIT! *She is so furious that she is shaking as she goes back to the door and looks out.* Someone is gonna come and open that door eventually, and when they do I am getting out of here!

N: *The readings were somewhat erratic again* Cadence stop! You cannot draw any more attention onto yourself! *she whispered, but it seems the call fell on deaf ears. She rises finally, aware that her body was requiring nourishment and that her pace was not as steady as it normally was. She is close to the girl now.* Be seated, now, or by all the gods, I will restrain you myself if need be! 

C  - Don't you dare! Just get AWAY!

N: Please, do not make me use force to have you cooperate.

C - *Grabbing a small scanner, she hurls it Naor'rin's way* I won't just sit here and be quiet while our fate is decided by those unfeeling monsters!

N: *An object flies off in her direction and she takes a step backwards, evading it just in time. That did it! In an impulse, Naor'rin moved quickly ahead to grab at Cadence. In a miscalculation, an elbow moved through her defences and hit at her waist; just where it should not. The Jaridian gasped and moved again, holding at her wound and visibly shaken.* Ah yes... it appears you wish to live this pregnancy at half capacity, sedated or in inside a tank. Because that will be your fate Cadence unless you do something about it! 

C - What do you think I am trying to do! *Naor'rin had tried to stop her but Cadence had struggled away, but she froze when she noticed that the woman was hurt.*

N: *She leaned against the stretcher, removing her hand and looking at her fingers. There was a stain at her suit - blood that had escaped her lesion.* And most importantly, *she looks at her with half closed eyes.* you must know your friends, and keep them at all costs... for they are very few. *slowly, she makes her way to her chair.* and growing fewer by the minute... 

C - *Her eyes are locked on Naor'rin's bleeding wound and suddenly her rage flows out of her in one exhaled breath.* Friends...I have almost forgotten what those are... it has been so long...

N: You have given up much then to pursue the joining... *she offers in a sour tone.* Or you think you have. Do not forget where you came from Cadence. One's origins are paramount to one's identity. You are getting lost...

C - *She comes back fully to herself and goes to the Jaridian, beckoning for her to lay down on the bed. Once she lies prone, Cadence walks over to a small shelf and takes down a small jar of a foggy looking liquid as well as a regenerator. She sees Naor'rin looking at her quizzically and a crooked smile tilts her lips.*

It has been so long since I reported for duty that I think most people have forgotten that I am... was... a volunteer, and that includes field medical training. 

N: *She takes a few deep breaths, relieved to be allowing her body some rest.* Yes... *she remembered how Chandra had acted, taking care of Cadence and even T'than.* as I have recently come to know.

C - *She lifts the short gown; Naor'rin is nude beneath but Cadence keeps her eyes on the gash at her waist as she applies the regenerative salve before running the healing scanner over it slowly.* Heck, I've almost forgotten myself...the protocols of duty, working on the bridge...*she shakes her head*...it all seems like another lifetime, and in a way, I suppose it was. *She reaches for an adhesive bandage and after she notices that the wound has closed again, she gently presses it to Naor'rin's skin, still talking, her eyes on what she is doing*

N: I know how that feels, being the only Jaridian to have left the homeworld to come live with the Taelons. A radical change tends to leave us adrift sometimes... you are still the volunteer; at least part of you is... *she was feeling better already and the ache at her waist was slowly dissipating.*

C - I sometimes wonder if I will miss my humanity you know? I mean, I wonder what kind of price I will pay on this new path on which I have embarked. But then I think that perhaps there is nothing to miss, because I am so much more now. *She finally looks back up at her as she pulls the gown back down*  That is why I fight, because I have more to lose than I ever did before - I won't just stand by and let it be snatched out from under me...from us!

N: *She smiles.* Your story reminds me much of my own. I posed all those questions to myself as well when I chose to remain with Zo'or. We broke just about every protocol there was to break; but eventually we found a way. *she reaches for Cadence's hand.* I hope you find yours too. T'than and I are not exactly best friends, but I wish you the best Cadence. And maybe... *she looks away from the girl and lets go.* maybe he has indeed changed as you did... *her eyes felt heavy and her own voice was faltering a little. *

C – Yes…I know that he has…*Her expression softens* Your wound is fixed now, and I am sorry that I hurt you. 

N: This was an injury sustained for a good cause... *she whispers with her eyes closed.*

C - *She walks over and sits down on the chair* You should rest for a few hours now...I don't have to be a medic to see that you are exhausted. I will sit here - I can't sleep anymore tonight. 

N: *Those words reached her as if being spoken from a very far away place; she wanted to ask Cadence to remain still, as the fear remained that she would do something crazy, as was her nature. But the girl was right, she was exhausted, and tiredness finally got the best of her, stealing all her senses into a welcoming dormancy, and so Naor'rin slept.*

C - *She lies back, her eyes on the ceiling, and Cadence wondered how long it would be until the day when she would sleep soundly, and if that sleep would ever happen wrapped in T'than's arms... ever again.*

Book One

Part Six

Report To the Synod

Z: *As they approach the entrance to the Bridge, he steels himself; he is well aware the news of Cadence Blue's condition will not only raise many an eyeridge but he fears also a deep sense of abomination. He faces Sc'orr and taking a deep breath asks*... Are you ready to enter what Humanity may refer to as the Lion's den?...

Sc: *He smiles* No, but I suppose that we have no choice in the matter...*His smile vanishes and his face takes on a completely serious and all-business appearance as they move forward.*

Z: *Stepping onto the Bridge he sees all the members are assembled, and then walks to his chair to sit down summoning Sc'orr to take a stand beside him. *

Fellow Members of the Synod, please forgive us for the delay but as you are aware by now there was an immediate need for medical attention for all in our rescue party. Let me say first of all I feel most fortunate that all returned safely. The Jaridian renegades we encountered still held a deep and unrelenting hatred of our kind. To them it was their duty to kill every Taelon they encountered. 

However what they did to General T'than and the young Volunteer was not only despicably appalling but also cowardly - they made sport of them mainly for their own amusement. T'than and Cadence Blue were helpless and posed no threat to them whatsoever...but I think you will understand the treachery of their actions better from the healer's reports as to what occurred than you may derive from my words. We brought back two of the renegades and they are now being attended to in the high security area of the Mothership. In our effort to rescue our people we were forced to kill those who engaged us in battle. Sc'orr tried to reason with one of them and it almost cost him his own life... 

As we departed, the Volunteers from the Kiron ships were scouring the areas for others who may have been in hiding, and they shall tow General T'than's Warship back to Kiron. 

I may also add that our newest Companion protector, Chandra Sheridan's performance in carrying out her duties under such adverse conditions proved to be exemplary...Also I must commend Sc'orr for putting the safety of others above that of his own. In a few moments we will be receiving reports from Mit'gai and Ne'shir, who are overseeing the care of General T'than and Cadence Blue. *He pauses briefly to allow the others to digest all that he has related so far, and after a moment, extends his hand to Sc'orr*....Is there anything you would like to add about the mission Sc'orr? 

Sc: *He nods slightly and takes a small step forward and scans the room looking upon all of the other members and casting a little nod Ti'el's way.* Fellow members, I concur and can verify everything that Zo'or has said thus far. However I was not the only one to put others' lives before mine; each of us on the landing party did this. We did our very best not to take lives, hence the two Jaridian's who we now hold in custody, however, I fear that, given freedom, they would behave as their compatriots, with hate, and they would delight in the taking of as many lives on this ship as they were able before we would be forced to kill them as well.

*He bows his head* As for those we went to rescue, they were unarmed and yet, they were treated with unimaginable cruelty if their conditions when we found them are any indication. But as Zo'or has stated, we will need the final reports from the healers to confirm the details, as well as the points of interest of this case. *He nods and waits for Zo'or to speak or any questions, while they all await the call from the medical bay anxiously.*

Z: *He nods to Sc'orr then rises*...There are extenuating circumstances surrounding the mystery of why T'than had chosen to divert...*he raises his hand, curling and rubbing his fingers together as he continues*...from what we had thought to be his destination to Kiron...and as to why Volunteer Cadence Blue accompanied him, which I do not wish to elaborate upon until we have received a conclusive report from Mit'gai. Then and only then will everything become clearer...*His eyes meet those of each member as they greet his with a look of anxiety. *

 ~*~

*Mit'gai had left T'than to rest so he could prepare his report to the Synod and Ne'shir was off doing the same and said he would join him shortly. Ne'shir had been the first to deliver the cursory report to Zo'or, before the Synod leader had exited the infirmary, but now Mit'gai himself would have the glory of not just addressing three Synod members, but the entire Synod, and he would do so before Ne'shir had the chance.

He smiled to himself with the thought as he engaged a datastream and in a moment, Zo'or's face appeared.*

Greetings Zo'or. I am now ready to deliver my report regarding General T'than's condition to the Synod...at your convenience of course.

*He waits while Zo'or alerts the other members that the medical reports are about to be presented, and then he begins to speak.*

Greetings, Synod members. 

I have completed my examinations of General T'than and can now offer an up-to-date diagnosis of his condition. *pause, chin lift* When he was brought to me upon the return from Lyra 117 his energy had reached a near sub-atomic state, however thanks to infusions of super-dense, concentrated energy, as well as time beneath a concentrated energy shower, his condition did improve,  but not as much as I had expected. I will return to this subject in a moment, but now I wish to deviate and explain why T'than was so critical when he arrived.

He suffered extreme duress that could even be considered torture at the hands of the Jaridian renegades. He was denied energy of course, but that was the least of the heinous acts committed against him. *he purses his lips in disdain and lifts his hands briefly, palms out.*

His hands were...assaulted. T'than has conveyed to me the details, and they are that a Jaridian female by the name of Vedra abused his hands with her claws. There is...additional, information. This female also assaulted him at the very base of his main pathway. As all of you know, attacks on these most delicate and sensitive areas of a Taelon's body could be considered rape. I have treated the physical injuries and they are primarily healed. As for any mental damage that may have occurred as a result of the assault, I have no information at this time.

*Murmuring can be heard from the Synod, as well as a murmuring wave of outraged thought which travels throughout the common web of what was done to one of their kind. Respected or not, T’than was still a Taelon.

Mit: Returning to my pervious statements, as I said, he did not improve as I expected with energy therapy, however, when moved into a room in close proximity to Cadence Blue, his condition began to immediately improve, as did hers. *he makes a face* This is due to the fact that T'than took this human as his mate. *He watches all the faces in his datastream. If they had not all been listening to him, now, each set of blue eyes was riveted on him and he smiled a little, smug smile that he had everyone's rapt attention and continued, trying to add a little drama to things.*

Z: *His eyes narrow at seeing the smug smirk on Mit'gai's lips. The healer truly annoyed him but then he relaxed, for he also found his little attempts to draw attention to himself amusing. *  

Mit: I had hoped not to have to speak of this, *he said gravely* but T'than has given me no choice. As was made aware to all of us recently, T'than was suffering with the Ka'atha'am. I had believed that his lack of a partner in this most difficult time had driven him to these most distasteful actions, however, he has claimed to the contrary. *pause* He took her as his mate willingly and... prepare yourselves, for you may find this rather repugnant....he has conceived a child with her. 

*His eyes flick to the side; Ne'shir was there, waiting for his turn to speak with the other half of the report.* Unless anyone has any questions regarding the War Minister, I shall turn the forum over to my subordinate, Ne'shir, who will deliver the specifics on Miss Blue.

Z: Thank you for your informative report, Mit'gai....*he looks around at the other members, and in their eyes is a look of disbelief. Seeing no one venturing to speak he nods to Ne'shir*... Ne'shir, you may now inform us as to Cadence Blue's condition...

L'syr: Not yet. *rings out a strong voice from near the back of the group. The tall Taelon is in shadow as he slowly emerges from the rest. Finally he stands in the light; Minister of Defense L'syr was a Taelon of intense demeanor. He nearly looked angry and many times was, and he was highly protective of his race and its ideals - indeed, that is why T'than had chosen him to be next in line for the rank of War Minister, were anything to have happened to T'than himself. They had known each other for a very long time and worked together on campaigns the entire time.* I have a question for you, healer.

Z: *He is not in the least surprised by L'syr stepping forward, he is after all perhaps T'than's closest and most trusted ally. *

Mit: *He blinks, a little nervous. He did not enjoy dealing with T'than or any of those in the military caste.* What is your query?

Ls: I find it difficult, if not impossible, to believe that General T'than would openly admit to such an attack against himself. He would bear it alone, and be stronger for it.

Mit: *His eyes fluttered for a moment, unable to meet the Taelon's gaze* When I said that he conveyed to me details of the assault I...may have slightly exaggerated. I did discover the injuries on his body, however T'than was less than forthcoming when I pursued the questions of what exactly transpired on Lyra 117. He would only utter one word...Vedra....and I simply...made an educated guess as to the events that followed.

Ls: I see. I just wanted us to be clear, *he said, addressing the others*...that despite his serious condition, General T'than never showed weakness, unlike what this healer would like us to believe. *He nods curtly and steps back a bit. He wanted to speak on the other issue at hand but chose to remain silent, for now, but it was important to him that T'than never be seen as anything but a strong Taelon.* I have no further questions at this time.

Z: *He casts L’syr a rather condescending look as his eyes turn his way*...Thank you for your elucidation concerning T'than's strength in the face of adversity. We are all aware of that...*With a slight tilt of his head he then looks to see if any others wish to come forward. *   

Q'tan: *The Inter Species Liaison squints his eyes as he steps forward. Though his appearance denotes a more calm demeanor because of his dealings with many different species, he is one who is able to convey the more complex characteristics within him when needed to confront any given circumstance his position demands.* Yes Zo'or, you are correct, and I venture to say I doubt this meeting has been called to determine T'than's strength or weakness during this unfortunate ordeal. I assume we were called to assess the more pertinent matters concerning, their present condition, his decision to desert his kind, his choice to take a human as his mate, and it would seem as of now the conception of his child...*he steps back and his eyes move from Zo'or to Ne'shir*... 

Ls: *He casts a rather sour look in Q'tan's direction.* I am aware as to the purpose of this meeting, and as for your statements that T'than turned his back upon our race....*that* remains to be proven.

Z: * His fingers touch at his chin as he studies the others standing in assembly, his impatience of having to wait to hear Ne’shir’s report beginning to show. Unaware he begins tapping his fingers in agitation against the arms of his chair. *

Do'Quar: *A rather delicate but tall figure raises his hand as his fingers flutter softly.* As the Minister of Science, I will hold my intervention for later. To better understand this most awkward situation, we will require the reports on both Taelon and human. If they have indeed joined, I am afraid we cannot treat them as separate entities anymore. So it is wise to hear what Ne'shir has to say before we build any further judgements.

Mit: *He waits quietly for a moment and then nods.* As there seem to be no further questions for me at this time I shall turn the datastream over to Ne'shir, however, I shall remain present to answer any future queries that may arise for me.

Do: *He nods briefly to his fellow caste member and steps back into the quietude of his place in the circle.*

Nes: *Ne'shir nods to Mit'gai as he steps aside and wastes no time in stepping before the datastream, his eyes quickly scanning over the Synod assembly, and then he speaks.* Greetings, honorable members. I have completed my final report of the human assigned to my care, Cadence Blue, and shall now convey my findings.

As Mit'gai has already informed you, she is now carrying a child conceived in a union with War Minister T'than....

UNC - Forgive the interruption, healer Ne'shir, but I do not understand how this conception could be possible... *Despite the softness of his voice and respectful tone, Ti'el has the look of one with many questions he cannot wait to have answered.* We have tried the coupling of our DNA with that of the humans' and the results were less than satisfactory, and those experiments were done within the confines of a laboratory. How could they have conceived by mere joining with no outside intervention?

Nes: I am getting to that, *he says rather benevolently. Ti'el was giving him the precise reactions he had hoped for - shock and disbelief, so he felt that he could afford to be gracious.* I shall explain it all to you. You are correct in that no conception would take place were she a normal human, but she is not and in fact I only use the term loosely for Cadence Blue has been irrevocably altered. Though her outward appearance is that of the species she formerly belonged to, she has been hybridized and our scanners, despite reading certain discrepancies... read her as Taelon.

Do: *That was most fascinating news, but still could not explain everything. He had remembered well all they had done to their human subjects when the time had come to try a merge between the species. Most humans tolerated certain amounts of Taelon core energy, but at a certain point, it would become lethal to them. What Ne'shir suggested implied levels of core energy far greater than any artificial infusion they had done in the past, however progressive. He was about to speak again to present that same issue, when another voice spoke before his.*

Ja'lan: *He steps forward with a rather confused look on his face.* I would like to know how a Human could become a Taelon and how this was done, and also how this person could be impregnated by one of our kind. The child will of course be a hybrid child, even though you say she is now Taelon. Since our experiments have failed in this, will this child survive?  

Nes: *He nods at Ja'lan.* Patience, please. I have anticipated your questions and am prepared to answer.

Z: *Rising from his chair he walks toward the circle* Yes Ja'lan, how a Human could become Taelon is what we all wish to know...*His hands flow gracefully in the air as he continues* However it would seem that our War Minister had been preparing his choice of a mate for quite some time - this change in her could not have taken place as humans say, overnight...*standing directly in front of Ne'shir he raises his head, his demeanor is now more solemn* Is that not so Ne'shir? 

Nes: *He casts a look in Zo'or's direction and brings up both of his hands and then lets them float downwards* In a moment Zo'or. I shall answer all questions...in order. *He looks back to Ja'lan* Your query is quite relevant, and indeed the answers to yours and Zo'or's questions are the basis which made the theory of Taelon/Human joining a reality. Her physiology was changed by substantial amounts of Taelon core energy channeled into her body. Eventually her internal systems would come to rely on this energy to function properly and I dare say that if she were denied time beneath an energy shower she would perish within days. Now, the amount of core energy within her has caused such great changes to her body that it feeds her systems more than her blood does, and indeed her blood now carries it just as it would oxygen to nourish all vital systems...and she is still in flux, meaning that I expect further changes to occur before mutation is complete. This is how it was possible for a Taelon to conceive with her, for his body reacted to hers as though it was mating with another of our kind. In many respects, that is accurate.

Do: *It was all quite astonishing! It seemed T’than had accomplished without help what they had endeavored to do in controlled situations, in a laboratory. Ne’shir’s report was accurate and enlightening, but it all seemed quite impossible yet. The answer was either in the former volunteer or in T’than. In either case, they would need to monitor them both very closely.*

Nes: *His eyes shift to look at Zo'or. He pauses for a moment for the leader had asked a most profound question, and the answer to it would likely result in the Synod taking possibly drastic action against the War Minister. His words would either verify or negate Mit'gai's statements that the mating had been done out of choice rather than desperation. In the past he would have stood with T'than - the Taelon had always upheld the great vision for their species, but not any longer it seemed. He decided to simply speak the truth, and if the truth meant getting the War Minister out of the way so he could have complete access to Cadence and the child...all the better.*

Zo'or, your postulation is correct - T'than has definitely been infusing her for weeks at the very minimum. It is my belief that his decision to...mate...with Cadence Blue was entirely premeditated.

Z: *He had watched curiously as the healer seemed to ponder over his reply, as if weighing each and every word he would speak* Yes, it would seem that was the case.

Do: If that is so, *he speaks again, looking directly at Ne’shir, *then we can expect changes in T’than as well. If he has brought upon an evolution in this girl, and managed to evolve it for several million years – for indeed such is what it would take humanity to reach our level – we can expect it to have gone both ways. But I fear that in T’than’s case, the word would be regression, for indeed they would have to become very alike. The War Minister has become detached from us as of late; his demeanour was distant even during our last meeting. Many questions arise. Is he still one of us? Or is he as Human as the girl is Taelon? *he turns to Zo’or* In such case, we will need to protect the brethren from a possible harmful influence. 

Z: *Though inwardly he sees no threat to their kind, he is keenly aware that this situation could be advantageous. He had known how the others would react from the moment he himself had heard the news of the conception from the healer. Though there was a part of him that felt guilty, he quashed it quickly. Yes, he had taken a Jaridian as a mate, but Naor’rin was no ordinary Jaridian…she was different, or so he told himself so he could do what he was doing now with a clear conscience. *

True, T'than has been detached as of late...You are a scientist Do'Quar and so I ask you to please elaborate further on how you feel he may be a possible harmful influence to our kind. *His tone was completely neutral - he would not take a direct stand either way in the matter, but he could maneuver others to do so. * I may add only that had it not occurred to us that because of our close ties with Humanity that such a union may indeed one day occur?...I am in accordance that this thought of T'than's regression must be carefully considered, however we must not be too quick to condemn him...

Do: Surely Zo'or, our closeness to the humans was the reason why we came here. But you as our leader were quite adept of insuring the purity of our gene pool not so long ago. Even today, it remains paramount. *his head tilts softly as he looks from Zo'or to the others.* I find it is not the union itself that represents a danger; but the reasons that led T'than to omit his choice from us. *he pauses.* You are no doubt aware of Ro'ha's fate? He was one of our very first attempts to become more alike humanity, to use their skills in our war against the Jaridians. Regretfully, the change we induced in his physiology brought upon a parallel one in his behaviour. In the end, all we managed to achieve was his degeneration into something closer to our atavistic ancestors; something that escaped our control. *he looks down pensively, and almost sadly. Ro'ha had been a partner in work for a long time, but most importantly, that was an episode that stained his caste.* We had to purge ourselves, defend the Commonality of that evil. My concern now is whether T'than represents a similar threat. We must ascertain if he has indeed been polluted to such point where his Taelon nature is no longer in control. *his eyes then turn to Ne'shir* Have you found any indications as to changes in the War Minister's physiognomy?

Da’an: *He raises his hand for attention and looks over to Ne'shir to wait.* Do'Quar, you are right in your assumption and worry about the contamination of our kind, but for the moment nothing has been proven. In Ro'ha's case, which I was against as you will recall, he was injected with only the aggressive part of the human emotions. I believe that if he had received a more stabilizing aspect of that emotion as well, to make it possible for him to counter or control this aggression, there may not have been that drastic result that we witnessed in Ro'ha. This aggression was too much for Ro'ha to handle. I myself have personally experienced some human emotions which I had difficulty controlling, but since Ro'ha was so adamant in going through with the experiment, I had no choice, and the Synod approved of it.

Do’quar: I am well aware of all that Da’an. We once again committed the mistake of believing the answer was in their emotions. But the experiment was a failure. Your psyche was unbalanced. It was a moment of great distress for you. And so I came to the conclusion that the importation of any human quality was not the answer for our dilemma as we had originally believed. So indeed my concerns about General T’than are justified... 

D: Yes, Do'quar, my psyche was unbalanced, but then again, I lacked the counterbalancing emotion to control it...  I believe that had I received a more balancing emotion, things may have been different. We must try and tap our subconscious memories for these emotions which we once had and try and channel them to our future needs if this should be necessary. These may help us with the Human emotions we may be faced with.

As you so rightly say, we did come here for help, but since we have been here for so many years, I do believe it is rather inevitable that more emotional ties can come about and we have the proof of that now. We have admitted, after seeing certain aspects of what Humanity is, that we have lost some important aspects of what we were, in our quest for purity which nearly killed our species. As I have stated before, we may need to take two steps backward to be able to take one step forward again to improve ourselves. So joining with other species may be the answer to our plight. We may regress a bit but in the end, we may gain in strength and regain some of the aspects that we have lost and need again. I am sure that many of you may not agree with this, but it seems that the process has begun. Now only time will tell if this is beneficial to our kind or not. We cannot condemn before we know all of the facts.

Do: But what will happen if not anarchy if we all begin to take mates in accordance to our personal desires, and despite what the Synod or the Commonality dictate? *there was motion in the stream, so Do’quar turned to it* What have you to say of this Mit'gai?

Mit: As T'than is my patient, I shall address this, *the senior healer says as he steps back into view on the stream* You are correct Da'an, in that many do not hold with such a philosophy. The Human nature is simply too chaotic and whether imprinting their emotions onto ourselves would truly be beneficial to us is a point which is open to much debate. As for General T'than, there is no change to his physiology whatsoever. I can assure you that he is untainted by her humanity.

UNC - But your tests are only taking into account physical and...visible, aspects. The main issue here and the one that is most disturbing is what we cannot see, as Do'Quar has already stated; that which lies beneath. If T'than has received an emotional template from her then could there be a risk to his mental health? I do understand that if this were the case, he received more than merely emotions of aggression, and perhaps Da'an is right, and the positive emotions would counter the negative, but what if we are incorrect? *He turns to face Mit'gai* He could become dangerous to one of us, himself, or even the girl and the child.

Mit: General T'than is disciplined to a fault. I believe that, even if he received some sort of emotional contamination from her that he would not allow himself to be influenced by it.

UNC - Is that a medical belief, or a personal one? *He sees L'syr eyeing him darkly and his hands move in a gesture for him to be calm* I mean no disrespect. T'than is a respected member of this body. I merely wish to ascertain *if* there could be some sort of negative response from his intimate exposure to her, and so I ask you again Mit'gai, is it possible?

Mit: *He thought back to when T'than had awakened in the infirmary and how he had reacted to his analytical way of speaking of the girl; yes, the General had been extremely aggressive in regard to her, but Mit'gai had dismissed it. T'than had always been more aggressive than the others - many in the warrior caste had the tendency...but a seed of doubt had now been planted, and he wondered.* Yes...anything is possible. *The sound of murmuring voices is heard after his statement, but then Da'an intercedes and all becomes quiet again.*

D: One more thing I would like to bring again to your attention, is what Ja'lan asked about the hybrid child that Miss Blue and T'than are expecting. Will it survive, and also how close to being a Taelon is it ? If this hybrid can survive in normal conditions and lead a normal life without being affected by this hybridization, there may be possibilities that we must look into for our future. Does anyone have any comments before Ne'shir continues? 

Nes: *The two healers now stand together as questions are coming for both.* Cadence Blue is within sixty percent of what we would consider to be a Taelon. By the time all of these changes within her cease, I believe the number will be closer to seventy or seventy-five. The child will make an even further leap, along the lines of approximately eighty- percent probable match to us, possibly more. It may look as one of us, and possibly not possess gender. At the moment it is too early to make an accurate analysis. It is a hybrid of course, but I can tell you that at this moment, it has begun as we do - a gathering of energy particles whose signature is a blend of both parents, striving to become unique. Whether or not it will survive...remains to be seen.

Do’quar: I believe the first weeks will be of the essence to determine that. All our other hybrids began to show signs of degradation after a while, even those we managed to see delivered. If our intervention remains unnecessary until a given point, it may be possible for it to survive. But however exciting this may be... hybridization is no longer necessary, as our Veluran allies have helped fill in the gaps in our physiognomy. Thought we have not yet found the means to procreate, the core energy crisis is solved, and to waste our procreative energy on a hybrid may be considered a crime. Time is no longer of the essence.

T’than knew this, and yet he disrespected our will. We have yet to decide his punishment, for indeed he acted against his species and that alone may mean he has already detached himself from us. And if he has indeed become hazardous to what we seek to protect, the penalty for this, not long ago would be death... or exile. *he looks over at L’syr and then Zo’or, then finally back to the healers.* But it seems there are…special, circumstances...

Z: You have all voiced your opinions well and indeed they are valid...I think the main concern in regard to T'than as of now is whether he is capable of hostility toward any of our kind since his joining with a Human...Humanity though having certain… fine qualities, also has many undesirable traits as well, and we are all aware of what they are. From the time Ma'el set foot upon this planet we have seen what their dark side is capable of... their atrocities toward one another and even upon their innocent young. Because of this they have in many ways exemplified the reasons we came to strive for spiritual perfection...to evolve past our savage Atavistic roots... 

But I must concur with Do'Quar in that it we are now aware that for some time T'than knew exactly what he was doing, for he carefully and secretly carried through his plan to desert his kind. My fellow members, this is a new and difficult situation we are faced with... Tell me do any of you condemn me your leader because I chose Naor'rin a Jaridian as my mate? 

L'syr: *That* situation has entirely no bearing in relation to the one we discuss. It is not relevant!

Z: It is true my situation was different in that I could not mate with a Taelon because of my physical difference, but is what T'than did so different?...

L'syr: Yes! *he hisses,* *If* it is discovered that he committed this act on his own volition, it will mean that he deliberately went against his duty to mate with one of his own. You had no choice given your...circumstances. General T'than on the other hand was honor bound to follow the tenets of the beliefs *he* himself has stood for, for many years.

Z: We must also remember that because we were unaware of his actions we had not the opportunity to render a decision on whether or not to allow such a union...

L'syr: Such a thing would never be allowed! And I for one still cannot believe that he did this as the healers claim of his own free will. Perhaps this human had some other affect on him that we are as yet unaware of. *to himself, more than to the others* There *must* be another reason...

Q'tan: L'syr, Do not be too eager to place blame upon the Human in your effort to exonerate T'than in the apparent dishonor of his duty to his kind by taking her as his mate. Have we not been informed that his secret liaisons with Cadence Blue have been going on for quite some time? *eyes narrow as he smirks* I doubt she had the ability to cast a spell or had power over him.   

Sc: *He allows a smirk to brighten his serious look and his eyes sparkle as he looks between L'syr and Q'tan.* A spell....an interesting evaluation Q'tan...I realize it is nothing but quaint superstition, but many have claimed that the emotion of love can be equated to a magic spell.

L'syr: Please spare us your notions of romanticism. They have no place in this body, and what you are suggesting pertaining to General T'than is utterly ridiculous!

Do'Quar: *A softer voice spoke from the other end of the circle.* But unfortunately, and if I understand Sc'orr's metaphor correctly, it is not impossible, though the chance is a million in one. The testimony of the healers should better enlighten us. *he looks from the three Taelons at Zo'or.*

Z: *He glances toward Mit'gai and then continues*...We will not know how adversely T'than's Human mate may have affected his thinking until we have questioned him. I may only ask Mit'gai once again if he had seen any hostility in T'than whatsoever since he had awakened...I do not see his reply to Ti'el of... Yes, anything is possible...as satisfactory, and I wish to know all he witnessed in T'than's overall behavior...However if no one else wishes to speak we may hear Ne'shir's continuance first...

Mit: Ne'shir may offer his closing diagnosis on mother and child when I myself have addressed your questions Zo'or, *he says haughtily, enjoying the look of annoyance on his colleague's face.* I was witness to some aggression of the part of T'than upon his awakening. *He did not mention that the aggression was the War Minister's hand around his throat* However, whether or not his behavior is a result of exposure to Miss Blue, or a remnant of his fight or flight instincts after his trauma on Lyra is not certain. 

Do: Sadly, the situation he was placed in was a rather difficult one. Not many Taelons have had to cope with it, and most preferred the void to the torment of their constantly polluted mind and thoughts. T'than has not expressed the will to die; quite on the contrary. And he has been a strong enough individual to keep his emotions control. As a member of the warrior caste, it has to be one of his main attributes. His violence is channeled towards our enemies, and must not be turned towards his own species!

Mit: Indeed, T'than has always been more in touch with his aggressive emotions due to his caste affiliation, and his behavior may have merely been that. There is no way to know, unless of course you choose to place him under observance for a time. Even then, there is no guarantee of results to answer your query.

Z: Thank you Mit'gai, the Synod will decide if such precautions are necessary...*he extends his hand toward Ne'shir and nods. *

Nes: *He nods slightly* At the current time, both Miss Blue and the child are stable, and as long as she, *smirks*...remains calm, all should continue to be well. The child uses resources quickly; that combined with the internal changes she is still encountering makes both parent and child rather fragile. I had at first made the assumption that energy showers alone would be enough to replenish her, but my recent surveillance of she and T'than together reveals that she and the child thrive on his energy first and foremost. As long as they receive regular infusions I anticipate no further problems, however I shall report to the Synod any new findings that should come to light. *Though he had ended his report he remains with Mit'gai to listen or for further questions.*

Z: Thank you Ne'shir, I have ascertained from this that it would be in the best interest of both Miss Blue and the child if they were kept in close proximity to T'than at all times, and then... so be it... and now if there are no further questions to present to Mit'gai or Ne'shir I will excuse them so they may attend to their patients...

Do: *He had his reservations about mother and child. If they were really so fragile, and T'than had become aggressive, then the three of them would be in peril. They could lose it all, and despite the possible danger, the hybrids and T'than could be good subjects. *

Nes: *He froze. This was not what he wanted to hear at all! He needed Cadence Blue alone without interference from the War Minister or the meddling Jaridian!* Allow me to amend my thoughts Zo'or, *he says calmly* I wish to elaborate and be clear with all of you. Your concerns about T'than are valid, in my opinion. If Mit'gai has said that he has shown aggressiveness, then that gives me cause for concern for my patients. If there is even a chance that he could suddenly become violent in their presence, Miss Blue would not survive it. She is quite fragile. I would be far more at ease, knowing that T'than was contained, where he can do no harm to Cadence Blue and her child, *or* to himself. 

Do: *He ventures a small interruption. Ne'shir's point was quite valid.* I agree. Much has to be determined still Zo'or. We need to observe, and no chances can be taken. We can keep them seperate, and if proximity is indeed favorable, we can grant it to satisfy their most basic needs. But that is as much as I myself would advise. However, this poses a question…*he looks back at the stream* I believe you said mother and child were very fragile. Do you see no danger in moving them?

Nes: Miss Blue is well enough that she could be escorted to him when the child's needs require it. I am sure that this containment would only be temporary, but until we know for certain....*He lets his words fall off, and it had the desired effect; some of the members looked unsure, even a little afraid. He had planted the seeds of doubt....no one wanted to have to face a Taelon gone insane by human emotions...*

Do: We will know for certain, and your aid will be considered paramount Ne'shir. The best course of action is to observe, I believe, and for the safety of mother and child, whenever these..."sharings" occur, someone must be there to monitor the proceedings...

Z: *His eyes wander through the circle, determining if this is the opinion of all. * Very well, I can see that in the best interest of all concerned that I must hand down the order for T'than's confinement, and that he be held until such time that he is deemed ready to stand trial. *...*He summons the Captain of the Guard and as he appears before him he hands down the order*... Captain, by order of the Synod, you are hereby authorized to arrest and confine War Minister T'than for crimes against the Taelon species... 

To Be Continued…
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