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Book Two

Part One

Prying Eyes

~Takes place 2 days after the Synod meeting~

*Nearly two days had passed since Cadence had seen T'than, though it was not as though she was alone. Naor'rin had remained with her and they had finally settled into a comfortable relationship, many times trying to talk of things other than current events.

Cadence still had thoughts of going to his room, however the staff was now aware of her tendency to go against advice, and even when Naor'rin left for short periods of time, members of the medical staff were there, either in her room trying to look busy, or nearby outside, and the door was still locked. They told her it was to keep unauthorized persons out, but she still had the distinct impression that it was to keep her in. Cadence consoled herself with this knowledge by telling herself that she could find a way to escape if she had to.

Right now though, things in Cadence's room were relatively cheerful; Naor'rin had escorted Cadence to the showers and afterwards they had shared a meal together. Now they sat on her bed, each holding several playing cards up to their faces and then Naor'rin revealed her hand and Cadence groaned and fell back, tossing her cards up and watching them flutter down around her.* That's it, you win...A-GAIN! *Naor'rin lords proudly over a large pile of brightly colored chips and smiles even bigger when Cadence hands over her last twenty.*

N: I am sorry...*gleeful smirk* Not! This game is really rather simple... *she sets the cards down between them.* but I must add, very entertaining.

C- Here you tyrant, *laugh* I'm bankrupt! I'd like to see you play against Zo'or...*smile*...I bet he could beat you...I'd wanna watch too so I could gloat.

N: *Her brow arches.* However entertaining this game may be, I can still think of much better things to do with Zo'or. I just don't know about your watching it though. *wolfish smile.*

Nes - *They are both laughing and don't hear when the door opens and Ne'shir glides in, looking at both disapprovingly. He was still miffed over the Jaridian's nearly constant presence and he had not forgotten Cadence's little stunt with the shock to his hand in T'than's room the other day. But he smiled inwardly as he thought that Naor'rin could not always be there to look after the human and eventually he would have access to her alone. There were some tests he was more than eager to perform but he needed to not be surrounded by meddling staff or others who might ask too many questions. *

N: *her eyes gleamed softly and squinted at the sight of the healer. That one always brought bad news, and he personified bad intentions. Naor'rin saw in him much of what she disliked in the Taelons. It was not a matter of difference of opinion, but simply of moral and goodness. Cadence was still laughing, now alone, her eyes semi-closed. Naor'rin touched slightly at the girl's hand to warn her silently.*

C - *Cadence stopped laughing when she noticed him and did everything in her power not to look at the Taelon healer. She perceived his coldness easily and many times he would touch or examine her without asking and then, without even speaking to her. She felt like a piece of meat and she hated it, and she hated that he frightened her. But this time he did not bring a scanner over her body or check the displays in the room for her condition. Instead he just stood there for a moment, just watching the females as they quietly cleaned up the remnants of their game, but then Naor'rin looked at him and he had a feeling that she was going to ask why he was there or what he wanted, and he was not disappointed.*

N: *She had the vague impression that one was allergic to others being happy. For a healer, he concerned himself too much about the state of one's body without being concerned about that of its mind, and surely, the individual was both. Definitely, she did not like him any better than she did Mit'gai. To clean up their mess took only moments, and still she had the feeling he was looking down upon her admonishingly. But she would not vacillate, nor be intimidated by his little looks, and it was not a challenge to look upon him back.*

Nes: *He didn't like her and her being a Jaridian was only part of it; she did not fear him and he knew how dangerous she could be. It made him nervous and he hated that an inferior being could bring out those feelings in him.* The Synod wishes to make sure that both the girl and the child receive all that is necessary to ensure their health... and their health means T'than's positive recovery. 

N: *At least he was not the bearer of bad news.* Finally, you have come to the obvious conclusion. *she murmurs, but loud enough to be heard.*

Nes: *He looks directly at Cadence* We are aware that he shared his energy with you to nourish the child.

C - You watched us in the room together? 

N: *Indeed, the little encounter had been all but private. Naor'rin feared as much, but she did not trust the healer's intentions to be the same as hers had been.*

C- But you acted so surprised to find me there, *sarcastic*...in his bed.

Nes: That is only because I had not yet reviewed the surveillance of the room at that time. *superior look*

C - *upset* You... watched us? How could you!

Nes: *Smirk* There is nothing that you do that we are not aware of, child. It is best that you accustom yourself with that knowledge so it will not be troubling for you.

C - *Under her breath* Screw you.

Nes: *Another smirk* Of course. But first you will accompany me to T'than's room; the child should be requiring sustenance soon and T'than is much improved and will be able to offer his energy to it. Now come. *He looks at Naor'rin,* You may observe, but only from this room, as I shall be observing from T'than's room itself.

N: *She did not like that, at all! Unofficially, she had became the girl's guardian, and she did not like that Ne'shir interfered with that. But it was his sickbay, and it was the Taelon's territory. But she would definitely bring the issue to Zo'or later on.*

C - *She jumps to her feet and faces him* What! I don't want you there! We want to be alone!

Nes: Irrelevant. Now come. 

N: *She touches Cadence's arm to get her attention.* Be careful of what you say in that room, you are never alone now. *she adds in a whisper* And remember there are ways to ensure privacy. *she could only hope Cadence shared with T'than the same kind of bond she herself did with Zo'or.* I will be watching things from this side. It will be ok...

Nes: *He takes Cadence by the upper arm again and leads her briskly from the room.* And another display like the other day will not be tolerated, do you understand me?

C - *His eyes are bright with his anger and Cadence realizes that he is not over the incident. His look scares her and she lets out a breath and nods silently as she is pulled into the adjoining room...*

N: *The door closes between her and Cadence. She noticed just then her fist had been closed into a ball and ready to smack the Taelon. What was happening to her? Her self-control used to be so much stronger. The barest hint of provocation was getting to her nerves; her palms were even tingling softly. That was not a good sign... not a good sign at all. A little like the tamed wild beast that after many years of abstinence had tasted blood again - the darkness in her was reawakening. She would need meditation, and perhaps a reencounter with Vedra to make things go back to normal.

She remembered how some Jaridians spoke of how they had been healed and kept captive in such circumstances and not allowed to commit suicide. That meant cryogenic suspension. And soon, she would need to contact her own species, for that is what awaited the renegades still imprisoned on the ship.

But for the moment, her focus was Cadence. She wished she could give them the privacy she so yearned for, but Naor'rin preferred to observe not she or T'than, but the healer.

She cleared the glass on her end, and it did not take long for her eyes to follow the two figures entering the room.

~*~

GT: *He was standing, just looking out the window into the room. He could not hear what was being said, but he did not like at all what he received from Cadence. She was frightened, and indeed, T'than had no need of hearing what was being said: Ne'shir's demeanour was enough to make him understand. He was taking her from the room, and for a moment he knew fear. It came in a pang, hit him like lightening, but shortly after, it was gone, for her presence was coming in his direction rather than being moved away from him. He had been told to be ready for an energy transfer soon, but he also knew the healer’s predisposition to perform unnecessary tests. He couldn't help feeling protective. *

C - *Ne'shir had not said another word to her, but his grip on her arm tightened painfully. By the time they entered T'than's room a moment later she was doing her very best not to snap out some comment to him to let her go, or even better, to send an even more powerful shock to him. She knew that the consequences to that would be bad for her, not to mention that her strength was not what she would have hoped for.*

GT: *Another glance into Cadence’s room and his eyes meet a pair of Jaridian greens looking directly into his. Angry, but not necessarily with him. That was interesting. He offered Naor'rin a smirk and turned to the door, just as it opened. The look on his face changed as quickly as lightning: first an irrevocable expression of relief and contentment, and then pure annoyance at the blue figure that dragged Cadence inside. He did not like that he touched her... and without even thinking, he walked to the healer and pulled Cadence from his grip. His eyes spoke clearly enough, and though it was unwise, there was a clear warning in them.*

C - *She felt a little bit like the wishbone at the moment with two Taelons firmly holding each of her arms. What truly disturbed her however was that Ne'shir had not let her go right away when T'than had pulled her away, and when he finally did his eyes did not show as much fear as she would have liked. They were both fighting over her; one for love, the other for avarice, and each emotion was equally powerful and driving. The moment seemed to drag on into eternity while her eyes moved from one to the other, each Taelon staring the other down. Ne'shir finally gave in and stepped aside and Cadence leaned heavily against T'than in relief.*

GT: *He wished it had been Ne'shir's neck between his fingers not long ago. The small ruse had worked on Mit'gai; even in the past he had been co-operative towards T'than's wishes, but this was one of those who had risen in position due to the deaths of far more competent healers. And now, with his position being mortgaged, he had to rely on his reputation to instil fear, since respect was out of the question. T'than had no intentions of remaining in that sickbay forever, nor would he allow it for Cadence. It was best he made Ne'shir understand she was his, and to mess with her, was to mess with him and thus, unwise.*

Nes: *He wanted to show T'than that he was not one to be intimidated, but the look in the War Minister's eyes was growing colder by the second. In the medical unit he had the power, but T'than would not always *be* in the infirmary, and that could be dangerous.* I shall remain and monitor the readings on all of you. I wish to see if the child truly does grow stronger from it as well as confirming that T'than does not grow too weak.

C - You don't need to be in here to take those readings. *she said weakly, her cheek against T'than's chest as she leaned on him. The tension in the room was palpable and the stress was wearing her down.*

GT: *An arm went about her and pulled her closer, protectively.* # Hush my precious. Talking to him is the same as doing it to a wall!# *but he does it nonetheless* My welfare is secondary. It is imperative that the child receives all the energy it needs. And I guarantee, your presence is utterly unnecessary. *the rest of the message was in his eyes, and was translated into a simple "be gone"* I can very well control the energy flow... *and it was the same with her. Both sides easily controlled their link now, though the child would eventually learn how to make them give their all, and more if that is what it took. To T'than's annoyance though, the healer merely cast them a glance and persisted in staying.*

Nes: As I said, I shall remain to monitor the readings.

C - *She exhaled softly and looked up at T'than.* I guess... the healer will stay.  

GT: Yes... *he looks down into her eyes.* I guess so. 

C - # I have missed you so much... they are keeping us apart! #

Have you been treated well?

GT: Fairly so. *he would not preoccupy her with the rumours of what the Synod had planned for him.* #They cannot keep us apart forever. We cannot be separated, not entirely. I will always be with you...# *his free hand rises so that his fingers rest against her temple.* # here...# *then they go further down to touch over her heart.* # and here, as humans say, as well as...#*finally his palm comes to rest underneath her navel and he offers her a brief smile.*# here.#

C - # T'than, I don't think that I can do this with him watching, and Naor'rin too... I feel so terribly exposed! #

I think I will sit down.

GT: *He supports her and helps her to the bed, silently. But he had to admit she was right. It as extremely hard, especially for him, to act in that manner in front of Ne'shir... and Naor'rin. He too felt terribly exposed. If once privacy had meant little or nothing to him as Taelon, now it was his most precious possession as an individual... one that he seemed to have lost.* # I know. It is no easier for me, but there is something bigger than that that demands this sacrifice, for indeed it is insignificant if the life of our child depends on it. And the realm of our minds is ours Cadence. They can watch, but only what we want them to.#  

C - # This whole thing is making me sick... I do not feel well! #

GT: # The child is growing and feeding on your energy for lack of mine; you need me to replenish it now.# *he is standing in front of her, their stares locked in each other.* # And it will be so for a long while. We will survive this all my love.#

C - *She brushes at the tears that want to come and sits down on the bed, her eyes never leaving his until he sits next to her, and then she looks to the window to her own room; Naor'rin is there and she looks so compassionate, the exact opposite of the healer, who is making her feel like she and T'than are zoo specimens.* What do we do now? *The words are whispered, spoken softly as her lips brush his cheek.*

GT: *It was pure torture not to turn and have his lips meet hers, but the weight of those two sets of eyes watching them made him too uncomfortable. It was unwise to show more than the Synod would like to see, for indeed their behaviors would be reported sooner or later.* We cooperate, until such time when I am given the chance to conquer our rightful place. We will win our lives back Cadence... *his fingers brush softly at her hand that rests on the bed* Right now our priority must be our child... *without concern he touches at her belly again. It was not uncommon for Taelons to seek to feel their children. The action bore no second intentions... apparently. Despite her condition, she still made his pathways stir. That close proximity was mind twisting!* 

C - *Placing her hand over his she smiles softly and nods* I know...and for our child I will do it...the sacrifice is not too great and I am just...trying to get used to all of this. *She feels his desire for her as well and an image comes to her thoughts of their bodies intertwined, though whether the origin had been his mind or hers she did not know.* #Yes...I want to be with you in that way as well...to feel you against me, loving me...#   

*Quietly* I...want us to be free...

GT: Then I will speak with the Synod and demand our freedom... *it was an innocent lie, but a lie nonetheless. And if once it had been natural in him, now it ached. But he wished only to protect her from the truth: that he was probably no longer a member of the Synod; that their enclosure was possibly temporary, and that his punishment had been delayed for the sake of the child, which was more a curiosity to them than one of their own.* # And finally... we will raise our child, together, and away from them all if that is your wish.#

C - *She raises her eyes as silent tears fall down her face, each one reflecting the utter helplessness which she felt, and worse, that she knew he felt as well. Without thinking, she speaks aloud, though the words are whispered and choked.* I don't care...anywhere...just as long as we are together!

GT: *He had prepared himself to live with Cadence in loneliness, for indeed being forced to live apart from her and remain with his species seemed to him like purgatory. He needed her, there was no other option but to be with her. But he had questions now that the child was a reality. Perhaps once he had dreamt, taken by the heat of the moment he had idealised a perfect world with only them in peace, together... but the child had needs, possibly special need given the difference between the progenitors. That worried him. He wouldn't want to depend on his species again, not after having broken free from their claws.* We will be. #We have earned that right and I won't let anyone come between us.#

C - *She smiles through her tears at him and takes his hands into hers for a moment and sends thoughts of comfort and love to him.* # I love you. Now, share yourself with me... our child needs you.#

GT: #It needs us both...# *carefully, he takes one of her hands and places it palm to palm with his; not long after, he does the same with the other, so that they are seated, their hands raised and touching, as if they were pushing each other apart; or pulling each other together – it was hard to tell. His eyes were looking into her, wanting to go deep into her soul, to see far and beyond the physical barriers. A sharp jolt, and his forearms glowed softly; the blush spread to his palms and the energy entered her body, a little at a time at first, trickling like water droplets, but then it became an even flow, a little like a river of energy that streamed into her. *

C - *She gasped, but with a smile as she was struck by a most pleasant wave of warmth...and closeness, but remembering the presence of the healer she composes her features into a mild expression, letting her mind feel and react to the intense thoughtwave that now surrounded her. Through their joined and mutually blushing hands she could feel his happiness over what was growing a little more each day within her. His joy was also partnered with his worry, and even sorrow, though she could tell that he tried to keep it from her. But though she could taste of his feelings, he was still quite skilled at keeping his reasons for them hidden from her, though she had an idea of what they were. She tried to break through that barrier but he was stronger than she was and so she turned away, but she allowed him to feel her frustration over it. But then he was caressing her mentally, lulling her into forgetfulness of their troubles and guiding her thoughts back to focus on the child alone.*

GT: *His eyes closed as his mind became one with hers, vision became unnecessary.* #Take all you need from me... all...#

Nes: *He watched the readings before him, though many times his gaze moved to the couple on the bed who tried to ignore him. It was so strange to see a Taelon and a human sharing through mutual desire, with no force or coercion involved. T'than maintained a neutral expression, but Cadence could not hide her emotions completely, and he could see that she was experiencing positive emotions from being there with T'than; her entire demeanor changed compared to how she was when separated from him. It was all extremely interesting. He wondered if T'than knew that he was aware of his little ruse? He had witnessed the spectacle in that room when Cadence had first gone to him. By not obeying orders the little impulsive human had caused her lover to commit a major mistake and show emotion before Ne'shir's prying eyes. It was a card he might decide to play later, when and if the time came for him to need a bargaining chip against the War Minister, should he do anything...violent or otherwise against him.*

GT: *It was pure relief. The voice of his consciousness of the outer world was diminished to a whisper, but strong enough to make him keep in mind that they were not alone. Of his own free will, the sharing would be much more: he would make sure they would commune as well, but under those circumstances, Ne'shir would be able to monitor that as well. It was not wise.  He allowed himself to demonstrate only the most basic emotions towards her, though sincere. Their silent language was the very energy he shared with her. His life force was diminishing as hers grew in strength, but the feeling was not painful; quite on the contrary. There was nearly joy in that sharing, for he knew what it stood for.*

Nes: *Looking back to his screens, he could see Cadence's body taking in the given energy and filtering it directly to her womb, as both hers and the child's readings strengthened. T'than's energy levels dropped naturally and he would be slightly weak after, but as his recovery completed, that would not be the case, until the girl's pregnancy progressed to the point where the child would require much more. But, even then, the resulting weakness and fatigue to the Taelon should only be temporary, if all went well that is.*

C - *She closed her eyes; it felt as though she was thirsty, and his energy was the only thing to sate it. She drew it slowly but steadily and soon she began to feel much better, her weakness and nausea vanishing.* Enough, *she said softly to him.*

GT: *Her voice spoke only a little after her palms became closed to him. It was more of a shock to have it end so abruptly, than to have started it or having been drained of a considerable percentage of his energy. His body was slowly readjusting, but his eyes reopened slowly, at first demoting his tiredness and even a little sadness, but then with a blink, returning to their usual ice blue coldness.* We can proceed. I have more to spare still if you need it. *he was concerned she might have felt his growing weakness during the sharing, and indeed his features were paler then before.*

C - I...we, have had enough. *The blush over their hands evaporated and she slowly pulled them away; in a way, she wished that sharing could have gone on forever, because they would be separated again now. She looked over at Ne'shir; he had waved off his monitors.*

All right, you have seen and taken your readings, meaning, that there is no longer a reason for you to be here so leave!

GT: *He said nothing, nor acted in any way that could denote his will to be alone with her. He could not afford to. He had already pushed a little of his limits before, his will to defend her had spoken louder. He could and would not withstand seeing her mistreated by anyone. But away from the healer's range of sight, he did touch softly at her hand.*

Nes: *His expression darkened when his eyes found hers. She was good at talking down to him when with T'than. But he knew that the time would come when T'than would not be there to help her, for he had been at the Synod meeting. Things were definitely looking grim for the Taelon. That in mind, he smiled at her, though there was no warmth in it, and then he silently left the room, this time, locking the door behind him.*

~*~

GT: You should not do that... *he looked behind the Taelon and then out the window. Also Naor'rin had turned away at some point.* 

C - But he's a jerk! *she said in frustration, and then, bowing her head,* He's more than that even...he needs to be put in his place.

GT: The time will come to face them, but for the moment, we are in their hands Cadence. Until I can get us out, that is. We have to be strong... this... *his eyes shone in that old thoughtful way.* humiliation will be requited. *he slides onto the floor and takes a few, unusually slow steps away from her. Both his hands are behind his back: that much of his old demeanour was back.* #I need to ask you to be strong; perhaps more than you might think yourself capable of being. But we are not alone Cadence... we are never alone.# *his eyes convey the rest of the message as he turns to her.*

C - *Her hair flies around her face as she turns to look at him, her features set with her anger.* # Don't you think I know that? Ne'shir is nothing more than a glorified spy who happens to dabble in medicine! But how much stronger am I supposed to be? We survived our ordeal on Lyra...and now I am supposed to be strong and just sit here and not FEEL anything while the Synod crucifies you? I can't T'than! I can't do that!#

GT: *His shoulders fall a little. It was hard to maintain his pride in that situation. He was nearly stripped of all power. For her he had endangered it, but he had never truly anticipated the toll it had on him. He was a pariah amongst his species now; his descent had been as abrupt as it could be; though deep inside he knew it had only been a sacrifice to reach a more elevated position. He needed only to look at her to remember that.* # There is nothing to be done for the moment Cadence. Do not fall in the mistake of believing that I cope with this any better than you do! I am Taelon, but my energy stirs at the thought of being so helpless and in their hands! # *his hands close tightly until they are but two balls.* #I would put them in their place if I could but... I cannot. You know I have fallen from their grace; as have many of my caste. Different times mean different needs, and with us Taelons, the only justification to maintain something is if we find usefulness in it.#  *he pauses for a moment and turns from her, looking beyond the window at the lab where Naor'rin was no more.* 

C - # But...that is the way of things T'than. Times change...even on Earth it is no different. Our militaries fall in and out of favor when the need for them comes and goes.# *She goes to him and a hand moves away from her side to brush his briefly. Anyone watching would have thought they were viewing a conversation in pantomime, with Cadence and T'than not saying a word, except for a sigh occasionally, but their hands and faces said it all...they were in sadness, and they were afraid.* # You have always had so much pride my love, but it is an impediment to you. # She takes him by his wrists tightly* # But I *know* you T'than! You are not the kind of individual to simply allow your history to be written for you! # *a soft touch to his cheek* # One day, you will be of high position and power again, if not War Minister, than something else...you are dynamic and you *will* adapt! I know this...I have faith in this! # *She looks down for a moment, and then back up, tilting her head slightly* # But I also believe that if your Synod disbands its military that it is very foolish. On Earth we have done this you see, and then something completely unexpected happens and the result was unfortunate. So I also choose to have faith in the fact that there are those on the Synod who are wise enough to know this already.# *Her eyes close for a moment, and then she takes one of his hands into hers* # Do not feel such shame over this...for it is misplaced. # *soft smile*

GT: # What truly shames me in all of this, if the fact that... I cannot even protect you. I failed on Lyra... and I fail yet again now.# *but sadness turns to frustration and anger. Her own emotions always did mingle with his, making it so much more difficult to remain impassive.*  

C - # Dammit T'than you can't control the world! # *but then she finds her voice, not really caring who is watching* What happened on Lyra was a shock to both of us, and completely out of our control! You... might as well blame me then too!

GT: Sha'bra! *he hits his hand against the glass, but the noise of the impact is muffled by that of many footsteps.*
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C - *She turned at the sound and at first when she saw the troop of half a dozen volunteers but she did not make the connection, but they kept coming closer, and then the door opened and Mit'gai and Ne'shir stepped inside with the captain of the guard.*

Cap: He is well enough to be moved?

Mit: Indeed, however I shall visit him regularly until his recovery is complete.

Cap: Very well. *He walks up to T'than. There is a young girl who stands with him and he notices her eyes growing larger as she steps closer to the Taelon.* General T'than, by order of the Synod you are to be taken into confinement until such a time when you will stand trial for possible crimes against the Taelon species.

GT: *It was happening as he feared; by why in front of her? He could have endured it impassively had not been for her presence. A longer intake of breath and he did his best to regain his usual composure; his chin went up almost proudly and he locked his hands tightly around his back and moved further, to stand by her side. His eyes moved from the human in front of him, to the two healers no far behind.*

C - WHAT! But he hasn't done anything!

Cap: *As though he did not even hear her* If you will come with me willingly there will be no need for restraint, otherwise....*his eyes move to the volunteer security force just outside the window.*

GT: It will not be necessary. I am well enough to walk on my own feet, and I believe, I should know the way even better than you do... *but his nervousness could not be entirely hidden, for after all, his body was open to Cadence's emotions and they were strong beyond anything he had ever felt from her. Fear, a kind of panic even as her mind struggled with the reality of what was happening. He had foreseen it all along, he had known that if he failed that would be the ultimate result. But not a million hours of meditation could have prepared him for that. But his Taelon teachings served him well, and he managed to repress the blush he felt growing, wanting to expand and show. He would not give them that satisfaction...*

C - NO! *she cries frantically and moves to stand between T'than and the man.* Take me too....

Cap: *He looks down at her, fatherly* I can't.

C - *She is shaking and tears stream down her face as she pleads with him* Please... don't take him away from me!

Cap: *Again he looks sympathetic to her obvious distress. This must be the girl who was this Taelon's mate...he had thought it only to be idle gossip to liven up a boring workshift, but apparently it was true, and if so, that meant that...she was pregnant too.* I am sorry...I truly am, but I have my orders. Now please step aside.

C - I won't!

GT: # Cadence... please. It is not the time to fight.# *but he too wanted to struggle; it was unjust to them, even if for his kind it was the exact opposite.*

Cap: *He turns away from her... she had given him no choice, and beckons for his men, who pass by the impassive healers and come toward them.*

GT: *He moved ahead, and stood between Cadence and the Captain of the guard.* You will not touch her. Violence is not necessary. Your orders are to take me, not the girl. *his eyes also gleamed in anger; that was as far as his co-operation would go.*

C - *She looked frantically into her room, but the Jaridian was not there, and then the men were entering the room and she screamed in panic* NAOR'RIN!!!

~*~

N: *She had noticed the activity outside her room. The moment Ne'shir had left Cadence and T'than alone, she had turned away as well and decided to speak with the healer about their hostile behaviour. She could not conceive that Zo'or would allow it, though she knew his voice was not the only one amongst those of the Synod.

But the moment she set foot on the main lab, she found not only Ne'shir but also Mit'gai, who was accompanied by a small troop of volunteers. She stood by the door and waited, finally hearing what she feared: the Synod had ruled to take T'than away now that Cadence's health was somewhat replenished. They had begun to march in the direction of the Taelon's room when she decided to follow. Her path was barred, so her only option was to return to Cadence's room and observe from there. She was only there for a few seconds, as the volunteer's demeanour alarmed her. How could they be submitting her to such stress?! She was with child, in such a delicate state!

But she knew Ne'shir cared little or nothing about that... his words about the autopsy came to her mind as she made her way to the room, regardless of what she had been ordered to do. She bursts in, easily evading the hands that seek to restrain her and stands before the healers, her back to T'than and Cadence.* I do not think the Synod would approve of this Mit'gai! Violence is not required... 

Mit: *He puts his hands out, nearly in a supplicating gesture, but not trying to mask the slight smirk on his lips* What makes you think that *I* had anything to do with this? These actions are taken by Synod ruling, not mine. *He looks over at Ne'shir, who stands motionless, his face lacking any kind of expression, though he too watches everything with eyes that betray avid interest.*

N: *She turns from the healers warningly and then faces up to the human Captain.* If any of you lays a hand on this woman, you will answer to me, and to Zo'or, is that understood? 

Cap: *He nods respectfully, looking a little uncomfortable in the face of this situation. He had not been informed that there could be others involved, and that there could be a scene.* Understood Ma'am, but my orders come from Zo'or and the Synod...*his voice lowers and his eyes hold nearly a pleading look* I do not wish to touch her...but if she interferes....

N: *She could feel Cadence's emotions; the girl would be unable to withstand it all impassive. She turns to her and exchanges a glance with T'than. It was always chilling between them... but Naor'rin managed to put it behind. Cadence's distress was much more important than that.*

C - Naor'rin please! *she sobs as she goes to her, her eyes speaking volumes of what her lips cannot; her voice comes in barely understandable words through her crying* Please do something! You can...you're the Jaridian Liaison! I know you can! Please don't let them take him away!

N: Cadence... *she speaks softly as her arms open to receive... or imprison the girl between them.* You must calm yourself. Remember what we spoke about... what he told you. Now is not the time. *her grip became strong.* He will be well, I assure you... 

C - *She felt the Jaridian's embrace tighten around her,* No...*she pulled against it once, but then just gave up completely and sobbed against her chest.*

GT: *He fought back his will to thank the Jaridian and walked closer to the Captain.* I believe we should proceed to our destination now... # Be calm... all will be well. I will be just a thought away from you my precious... just a thought away.# 

C - *She could hear him in her thoughts, but his poignant words only served to make her cry harder. She watched as they began to lead him away, only her large and tearful eyes visible above Naor'rin's shoulder.*

GT: *He was feeling rather weak, as fighting the emotional turmoil after such intense sharing was exhausting. But his steps were firm, and his expression stony as he made his way past the healers and between the two groups of three guards that stood by the door.* # I love you... I love you both...#

C - *If her heart had been made of glass it would have shattered in her breast, and indeed she felt that it was, the shards stabbing at her insides so painfully it actually ached. She said his name over and over through her sobs but then the lab was quiet again and he was gone.*

Nes: *He turned and watched as the War Minister was escorted from the infirmary, making sure that the smile was gone from his lips when he turned back to T'than's now empty room. Mit'gai had gone to accompany the guards to the cell to make sure it was outfitted properly for a Taelon recovering from illness. *

GT: *The door closed behind him, and he ceased to hear her whispers and sobs. But he felt them inside himself. His eyes closed for a moment, and his composure dissolved in sadness for a second or so. But it quickly returned to him, and he walked gracefully behind the human captain as they escorted him to his room.*

Nes: *He stepped near to the two women.* She needs rest now.

N: *The door was closed, T'than was gone, and so was the volunteer troop. But that didn't make her feel any safer. She did not like, at all, what she read in the healer's eyes.* I will see to it that she rests... *but his demeanour was insistent. He was clearly not going anywhere.*

C - Go to Hell! *she cried, still held by Naor'rin. *

Nes: Enough of this display...you will sleep now or I will take measures to ensure that you do!

C - *She pulled away from the other woman and glared at the healer* This is all your fault...*she said lowly. *

N: *This time, she decided not to interfere. She stood by Cadence's side though, ready to jump to her defence. A part of her knew she could not act; she was also a patient and nothing more, and she could not let her feelings get in the way of her work. If she lost credit with the Taelon species it would not be good for her own kind, and she had to be extra careful given the events on Lyra 117.*

Nes: I assure you that I had nothing to do with it. T'than chose his path, and now he must answer for it.

C - *She screamed in rage and a table containing medical supplies went crashing down, making a most satisfying noise.*

N: Stop this Cadence... *she says softly.* You are making things worse for you and your child! *but with all the noise and all the anger in the room, her words seemed to pass unnoticed.*

Nes: *He was slightly flustered - he had not expected such an outburst from her, but soon his surprise turned to anger* Stop this at once, human!

C - *She picked up a lamp attached to a length of metal tubing and wielded it as a weapon toward the Taelon* I am not human! I am leaving!

Nes: I think not. *His eyes moved to the door - some of the medical staff had gathered when they heard all the noise, and the spectacle wasn't over. The girl dropped the lamp and rushed him! Her hands were clawed and coming toward his face but he caught her by her wrists, squeezing them, his eyes squinting in anger as he held her at bay; she looked no less angry however and glared right back. He speaks, and his eyes never leave her even though he is addressing those at the door* I want a medic with sedation in this room immediately!

N: Release her this instant Ne'shir... *she was not sure of what had happened, or how it had happened, but her palm was facing the Taelon and it was glowing... warningly. He had acted in self-defence, but he had also provoked Cadence, and her duty was to Cadence, not to the... Taelon.* 

C - *It was like watching a film in slow motion; the Taelon healer was holding her wrists, giving firm orders to the staff and then Cadence turned her head and saw Naor'rin and everything seemed to slow down, the color leaching out of everything until she saw though a grayscale. She stopped fighting and no longer even felt Ne'shir's hands on her...her senses were now completely focused on Naor'rin, her expression full of restrained fury, and her palm glowing brightly.

Cadence had seen her angry before in the brief time she had known her - just recently in fact when she had sneaked from her room, but what she saw in the Jaridian's expression now she could not describe; there was a dark wildness in her eyes and she could see in the healer's face that he saw it too, for he gently released her and stepped back. Cadence herself stepped back too, in the opposite direction, her eyes wide, and her lips parted slightly...fearful.*

N: *Her lips twisted in a smirk, and she stepped slightly forward. That had felt... Good. The taste of victory, the adrenaline in her system and the tingling at her palm. She let her hand close and fall to her side, but her fingers opened and closed as it enjoying the taste of those emotions.*

Nes: Very well. But I want her in her room... and she will be sedated. There has been enough trouble in this infirmary today...I shall have no more! 

N: I am glad you agree to it. Your decision was surprisingly wise Ne'shir. *her eyes moved to Cadence, as if beckoning her to approach. But something seemed to be holding the girl in her place.*

Nes: *He goes to the door and nearly grabs a syringe from a female medic, who cringes back from his obvious displeasure.* Be gone... all of you. I will handle this.*

N: We will go now, return to your room. You need rest... *her voice grew calmer as the words left her lips, but her pupils were still dilated, like those of a cat, giving her eyes a bigger and shinier dimension. She passes by the healer and throws him a little smirk. The attitude was intoxicating. Had Vedra been right; had she truly forgotten her true nature in the past?*

Nes: Naor'rin and Cadence walk slowly from the room and Ne'shir follows behind.* This will not be forgotten so soon, Jaridian. *he says, his voice metallic and too low for Cadence to hear. *

N: Likewise, Taelon... *she hisses back, in his own mother language.*

Nes: *Back in the girl's room he closes and locks the door behind him and then looks at both of them, and then at Cadence exclusively.* You will lie down now.

C - *Still shocked from what she saw in Naor'rin she goes to the bed and sits down, her eyes moving fearfully between Naor'rin and Ne'shir.*

Nes: As for you Jaridian Liaison... you have been cleared for release. There is no further reason for you to remain here and I now consider your presence an impediment to my treatment of my patient. After the sedative takes effect and she is asleep you are hereby ordered to leave.

N: *In a blink, her eyes are on Ne'shir, but in the next, they are back on Cadence. Naor'rin felt restless, and in fact, she would welcome going back to her quarters. She wanted to crawl out of her skin; her palms were tingling softly again with the presence of the Taelon. She needed to regain her focus; a few deep breaths and a short meditation achieved just that.* It will be a pleasure Ne'shir. 

C - No!...Please? Let her stay!

Nes: She cannot stay here with you forever, *he says sternly as he walks over to where she sits. She looks so vulnerable, her large green eyes locked on the syringe he holds. It is all he can do to keep from smiling evilly down upon her, but he keeps his look neutral for the Jaridian's benefit.* Now lie back and extend your arm.

N: *Naor'rin has the look of someone who actually does not give a damn about what Ne'shir "orders" her to do or not. She just had to leave, she needed to leave before she did something crazy. The look in her eyes was slowly replaced from anger to melancholy.* It will be all right Cadence. I will monitor your progress from a distance... and I will inform Zo'or of all events here. *that was said in a different tone. It was mostly directed at the healer, not Cadence.* Now, go to rest. You both need it... *she approaches the bed and touches at the girl's face softly.* 

C - *Naor'rin's demeanor is back to it's concerned familiarity, but even as she touches her hair and face Cadence can still sense an agitation that wasn't there before. She lies back slowly and covers are drawn over her body. She does not offer her arm, but does not fight when she feels it taken into cool Taelon hands, and her eyes never leave the Jaridian.* I will miss you Naor'rin.

N: *A smile forms on her lips* I won't stay away long enough... I promise. *she tugs the covers to cover Cadence's shoulders and her fingers graze softly at her face again.* Sleep well... *the last whisper is like a lullaby, almost hypnotic in tone.*

C - *She barely flinches when she feels a slight sting, and then her eyes flutter slightly as the drug is administered. She is asleep before the healer even withdraws the needle.*

Nes: *He casts the Jaridian a very cold look from his side of the bed, and then walks to the door and enters his personal code and unlocks it, his hand motioning to the outer lab.* I believe that you have a destination...one other than here.

N: Finally, you got something right... *she says, after casting one last look at Cadence. The look on her face changes in a second, from sympathy to something dark. A true metamorphosis, for someone who had seen her a second ago would mistake her for someone entirely different.* My destination is Zo'or's chambers... *her tone implied the rest. He chose the wrong Jaridian to provoke.* And although I won't miss this place, you may be sure you have not seen the last of me. *a green sparkle shone in her eyes for a moment; and then as quickly at it came, it was gone.*

Nes: You will inform me and get my explicit permission if you wish to return here. I stated in the beginning that you were here because of Zo'or's command and your own health, which is now recovered. She will have_no_visitors. I shall tolerate no more interference.

N: And I shall not tolerate your delusions of grandeur anymore Ne'shir. Next time you decide to pester someone, make sure it is not your leader's mate... *she had never in her life made use of her position for a threat. And even if a part of her knew it was wrong... the other reveled in that power. She loved Zo'or, but another part that had been asleep all that time began to see things in a darker way; a colder way.* Do have a nice day... *she smirks at him again, walks by him and the door. Each step away from that Taelon made her feel better... or different; more at ease, calmer, more in control.*

Nes: *He watches as Naor'rin walks gracefully into the main lab area. She is stopped by a nurse who gives her medication for any pain she may still suffer, and then she rounds a corner and is gone. No sooner had she disappeared than Mit'gai re-entered the lab and came over to him.* Is the General well? *he asks coolly.*

Mit: As well as can be expected, imprisoned in one of his own cells. But I have taken all precautions to ensure his full recovery, and shall see him daily and be on call always until I am satisfied that his health is completely recovered. *He raises his chin and speaks in his usual haughty manner* All will be well. He is in my capable hands. *He doesn't wait for a response from his subordinate and simply turns and walks away.*

Nes: *He turns and walks back to the bed, looking down at his sleeping patient as he lowers the lights. Cold fingers touch at her cheek, and his voice is deceivingly soft.* And you...are in my hands...

Book Two

Part Three

A Little Bit Of Heaven

C - *It had been a week since Cadence had seen T'than...the day they had taken him away, but her body was weak as the tiny vortex of energy which would soon form into a child demanded sustenance. She found herself eagerly awaiting further stages in her pregnancy for she had been told she would need longer and more frequent infusions from T'than at that time. Of course she had hopes that T'than would be free by then, but it took time for the Synod to gather its information and prepare for the trial. In a way, they worked as slowly as the legal system on Earth.

She was going stir crazy from her boredom; Ne'shir was adamant that he did not intend to release her from the infirmary, and he would give her no release date at all, claiming that it was prudence on his part to keep her there. But it did not seem like a protective measure from Cadence's point of view, it seemed like he desired to imprison her; her door was still locked and he had completely restricted her life. She took meals when he ordered it, submitted to examinations when he demanded it, and slept when he commanded it, for if she disagreed in even the slightest way he threatened to have her force fed, restrained, or sedated if she did not cooperate. She found herself thinking that the only thing that kept her from going crazy was the fact that, not so long ago, T'than had ruled over her in the same manner. But there was one very big difference: She had loved T'than even then, and in his eyes there had always been...something...something that kept her from fleeing off the ship to disappear. In Ne'shir's eyes she perceived nothing but coldness, and that coldness filled her with fear.

However, the Taelon healer was not there all the time and so she began to get to know the human staff there. When Ne'shir was around they were hesitant to talk to her, but when he was not they were quite sociable, the doctors and nurses taking time from their shifts to come into the room and chat. Within a couple of days they were allowing her from her room to follow them about the infirmary; the young girl was very sweet and talkative; enjoyable to have around.

Cadence noticed the extra freedom, and sometimes she found herself so close to the exit she could have simply turned and walked out. It was something she was thinking about, but not today. Today they would take her to T'than.

The corridors from the infirmary to the holding area were cleared and, attired only in the short medical gown covered by a long robe, Cadence walked, flanked by two large Volunteers, Ne'shir behind them, watching everything.*

GT: *It had been so long. Only a short while for someone with a life span as great as his, but still... the wait was the worst of it all. So it seemed humans were right when they said time seemed to crawl when one wished it to run. He could sometimes contact her, just graze his mind to hers softly to know of her state. He discovered that he needed it, to hear her voice above all those of the Commonality to feel somewhat... at peace. 

It had been a day now that he had felt her need; what was taking the healers so long to act on it? The Synod's resolution had been that he should feed the child. Now that his own health was completely restored, they had no reason to postpone it. But then it happened. T'than rose from the chair where he had been meditating for the last hours now. Yes, the presence that walked to him was unmistakable. Finally...*

C - *They rounded one last corner and the narrow passage widened, leading to a holding area she was unfamiliar with, and she soon realized why: Humans were not held here. This place was for Taelons. The corridor opened into a large and dim room. Against the far wall was the cell which confined the War Minister, and it was not like any box of a human cell she had ever seen. With the exception of the wall flanking it from the back, a forcefield surrounded it in a semi-circle, giving the illusion of openness and freedom. There would be no privacy in such a cell like this, but the Taelons did not really understand that concept.*

GT: *He almost smirked to himself. For a moment his desires had joked with his mind and made him wish her to be alone. But of course she wouldn't be. Though the view of Cadence filled him with a sense of joy; that of the guards and the healer did the opposite. Not that he did not understand the procedures: overly careful, Taelon style... and Ne'shir's want to control, of course.

Though much weighed on his mind, his expression remained absolutely impassive. That was his mask, the face for everyone to see... for indeed the only one with the capacity to look beyond it was Cadence. In a twisted way, he liked fooling the onlookers; after all, he was still in control, despite their wanting to strip him off of it.*

C - *The floor was polished and bare, and the only item inside the "bubble" was a lotus chair, with an energy shower above it. T'than was standing off to one side, his hands behind his back. Cadence couldn't tell if he was happy to see her or not - his expression was blank of any emotion, and for the moment, so was his mind. She was ushered to the field's perimeter and she couldn't help but notice the irony; she now stood before him, as though she had become the captor and he, the captive. It made her feel horrible to see him like this, but she tried not to allow that feeling to leach over to him.*

GT: *That was perhaps the only thing that bit at his pride; that she would have to see him so vulnerable. It had been one thing on Lyra 117, where his own body had been weakened to an almost deadly point; but in there he was in perfect health and in the possession of his full capacities, and it was that which kept him in confinement. Few Taelons before him had had to withstand captivity. It was not the Taelon way to incarcerate their prisoners, for they did not find that it rehabilitated them. But in that specific case, they didn't mean to rehabilitate, merely to confine, control, observe. He looked up at her from the slightly elevated floor of his cell. She seemed well... but her mind was closed, perhaps a reflex to the fact that he had protected his thoughts as well when she had entered. Once opened, the torrent would be too strong to control. Even with a forcefield separating them, he could feel her aura. *  

C - *A guard manning a console in the corner waved down the barrier and she was gently pushed inside, feeling the static charge as the field came back up. Then, all the guards left the room, and even Ne'shir was not present, though she had a feeling they were being monitored.*

GT: *For a moment, his eyes turned to the hands that dared touch her... it was almost as if they polluted her, but finally he could truly feel her, and see her aura unfiltered by the energy field, and that brought him as much relief as it set his inner pathways in turmoil.*

C - # T'than....I have missed you...so much...# *she smiles at him warmly, but does not go to him, wanting to give him time to react to her presence and come to her if he desired. Just then the guard who was monitoring his cell came back to his console and made a few motions with his hands, and a large and padded cushion materialized on the floor before he turned and left again. Cadence walked over and stepped onto it and sat down, arranging the folds of her robe around herself. She looked up at him, wanting desperately to just be able to touch him, to feel him hold her. She looked down sadly and then her eyes met his, and she wished so much that he would come and sit down with her...*

GT: #You appear well...# 

C - # Yes...except that I miss you more than anything..# *whispers a soft voice into his thoughts.*

GT: *His eyes move around the room and then rest in hers.* # Have they been treating you fairly?# *his urge to know that supersedes even that to requite the gentle words, and his mental tone is almost angry. But the doors of his mind were open to her again. There was barely the need for words. *

C - *She swallows and looks down. The last thing she wanted to do was add her stress to his own. Ne'shir was anything but kind and fair, but she was not about to say that to him, and so she left that fact out.* # The human medical staff are very nice...I like them very much...# *smile*

GT: *After an awkward moment of silence, he takes a few steps to stand by her side, and then slowly sinks down to his knees.* #Forgive me. The wait has been unbearable. This is a most... unorthodox situation.#

C - # I know...but do not worry about that. We are together now. #

GT: *His eyes could perceive the little occasional flickering of the energy barrier that kept them both inside and he looked around him, finally turning his head to face her. He dared to let a smile show on his lips for a moment, just enough for her to see it.* You are here for the infusion, am I correct? 

C - *She found her voice, but it was as soft and girlish as the whisper of her thoughts.* Yes. 

GT: *With his eyes focused in her, he allowed his hand to move from his lap to her belly. Ooh, the will to just pull her to him was so strong! To hold her, to kiss her, to make her his again! That was torture! So cruel!* The healers have not informed me thoroughly of your well-being. Perhaps... # Stop me Cadence... Before I make a mistake...# 

C - I...am fine, *she says with forced casualness.* Do not worry for me...all is well. *She wanted to say more, to comfort him more, but her throat locked up, as if not wanting to release the lies she would speak.*

GT: *Out of context he blushes and rises, as if his by a shock and stands by the virtual glass wall, trying to regain his composure as he looked directly at it, away from prying eyes. He wanted no one, not even her, to see the torment in his features, the anger, the revolt!*

C - *He was trying to hide his thoughts from her, and indeed they were not clear to her perception, but that is only because his emotions were so much stronger than any words he could possibly speak. She cried inside for his torment; he was angry, confused, prideful, and yes, still even powerful, despite his captivity. She could not go to him and so she eased his soul in a way that no watcher would be able to perceive. She looked down and closed her eyes. She had felt his desire for her, and hers was no less for him.*

GT: *He found one of his hands closed into a ball. How did that happen? How had he lost control so easily... But even a few paces away, his skin still felt electrical as his energy was lured to hers and vice versa. In that moment, to maintain the theatre seemed like a highly  unsuccessful task.* # Forgive me Cadence. The urge is just... unbearable sometimes.# *he had to face it, his self-control was not what it used to be. Maybe because indeed a part of her had become him now.*

C - *In her mind she created an image of the two of them, wrapped in an embrace, their lips joined. She could feel the sensation of the kiss even, and she sent this to him.* # I love you... I think about you all the time...# 

GT: *He was looking slightly downwards, but as he raised his eyes it seemed like the darkness of the wall became a screen for the images her mind was offering to him. His fingers relaxed and his hand opened; soon they were wavering softly as if touching something delicate; maybe the sensation of her lips against the tips as the kiss still burned at his own lips.* # Cadence...# *that was not wise, but the torrent of emotions was too powerful to stop; and he was as needing of it as the child was of his energy. So his mind reacted back; unaware of what imagination was like, T'than resorted to memories; real memories, real emotions and sensations.*

C - *The image evolved to his hands over her breasts, and she could feel his mouth there, causing her nipples to stiffen under her gown* # I want to be with you...to feel you....# 

GT: *His chest was heaving slightly and his eyes were closed but he would not move. They both resembled statues, as if time had made a pause and left them both stranded.* # As do I... yet...# *doubt persisted only a moment; for in a flash, her projections crushed away all resistance.*

C - *She envisioned their bodies joined, her kisses moving down his body to that point where his main pathway began, kissing and sinking into him.* # I want you to make love to me...# 

~*~

GT: *It is as if they have moved on elsewhere. Their bodies are still as rocks, but their minds break free to share and love. He lets go of himself and allows his mind to fully penetrate her body. There are kisses being given, urgent, suffocated.* # I need you...# *the words come between kisses and caresses. In reality, the only movement in the room is that of his fingers which waver nervously, as if somehow his body felt the need to express a little of what was going on inside their minds. It was powerful, even if still virtual...* # I need you to touch, to hold, to feel... to take.#

C - *His fingers are inside of her, stroking over her sex and her head falls back and she moans.* # And we will! We will be together like this again...we will have our child and I will be naked in your bed every night! Our passion will never end...and I will let you take me...and I will take you...either under the stars on this ship, or under the sun of another world. Our love is ours...NO one can revoke it from us! #

GT: *But the pull of the commonality was stronger again. He could not break those bonds and he knew if they went a little further that something might slip - that he would lose all his control to that virtual lovemaking. But it was later as she had promised... or never. At the moment, the two concepts sounded the same. But he let go nonetheless... with a longer, but calmer kiss, he finally let go. And as he did, his eyes regained their expression, and in the cell, he turned on his heels to look back at her.*

C - *In reality there had been no noise, no motion...only silence from both, but the projected dream she had created was powerful, and hidden behind her hanging curls, she smiled before composing her expression and looking back up...at him.*

GT: *His eyes were shinier than usual, speaking of the joy he could not let his lips or facial expression show. Placidly, he made his way closer to her.* We should see to the child. It is why you were brought here. I see no reason to delay it... *in truth, he saw all the reasons in the world. All he needed do was open his eyes and look at her.*

C - No...*she whispered sadly* I suppose not. *But then she looked to him and let an impish smile turn up the corners of her lips. She wanted to feel him again, and no one looking would know of their minds' abilities to project and feel passion!*

GT: *Her life seemed unscathed from all they had been through. Her innocence was stil preserved, her joy... if something bothered her or had changed her, she did not mention it much. But he did wonder if on any of those times he had slept, allowing for his mind to recall recent and tormenting events, she had felt any of his distress. His most precious thing was not even his to take care of anymore... it now almost seemed as if... she took care of him. It made him feel frail, even if she was the one who still looked no more than a human girl. He nods at her and adds.* We may begin...

C - *She raises her hands to him and waits for him to press his palms against hers. When he does it is bliss! Just the touch of his hands was enough to make her heartbeat quicken as a rush of desire went through her to touch every nerve-ending of her body, every cell, and projected it outward back at him, through him!*

GT: *He stood looking down at her, and then extended his arms to hers, his palms exposed until they landed softly on hers. The contact sent a shiver down his spine that nearly shook the foundations of his body and had him slowly sink to the floor. But he remained resilient and magnificently still, allowing his eyes the job of conveying all the emotions to her... and to his energy... the job to soothe, caress, and kiss every ounce, every cell of her perfection. Carefully... all too carefully he prodded, knocked at the doors of her being and entered, allowing energy and essence to flow into her. And then there was something returning to him... a current of feelings, emotions, desire that accumulated with his own to make the weight on his self-control almost more than he could bear.* # The others...# *he whispered faintly into her mind as he was too enraptured in those sensations.*

C - # They can't see this... they can't stop us!# *His energy was like a cool and tender touch which became hot was it flowed into her, sating her slowly, and the child, but she was barely aware of that. Her mind had completely opened to him and they communed.* # I feel your sorrow...your pain is mine....# 

GT: # No... you mustn't... the child...# *he wanted all pain to himself. Cadence shouldn't have to carry his burden, his weakness.*

C - *She closes her eyes, still seeing him quite clearly as she mentally embraces him, nearly crooning to him with words of comfort.* # It is all right...relax...feel my love...feel it as it surrounds you # *In her mind's eye she saw herself cradling his face against her naked breasts as she kissed over his head softly as she rocked him.*

GT: *He was too used to being alone in pain, as any Taelon. To admit to it was weakness. They shouldn't feel, they shouldn't care for physical damage; they should be spiritually perfect and disregard all emotional hurt. But there was such weight at his chest, almost as if it choked him. Part of him wanted to pull back, but her warmth was strong and it held him close to her. In that dream, he could smell, feel, kiss her... and he did, almost shyly, kissed at her chest where his lips could reach.*

C - # Do not feel ashamed...no one can see us now...no one will know that you are in my arms...taking comfort...taking love....# 

GT: *But he could still hear the murmurs and whispers of the other voices.* # I am never alone in my mind... and I don't want them to hear you...# *more kisses* #... you are mine...#

C - *She deliberately closed the conduit of her palms somewhat so his energy would flow more slowly, making their sharing last as long as possible. And still her thoughts sang steadily into his mind in an unending melody that was in such contrast to their still bodies facing each other in the cell* # Let me color your sadness with my happiness... feel OUR child! # *The tiny sun of brilliance burned brightly in the center of her being and she took his hand and they reached out together.* # Feel what you created, in love and goodness...a little bit of Heaven...#  

GT: *He moaned; he could hear himself and was unsure if it had happened for others to see as well. Despite being open, his eyes saw only her aura, and in the very center of it, something more... another presence, stronger now... alive! It was a new life! Now he knew it, he could almost touch it with his fingertips. The emotion was too great... pure joy, nearly painful for its intensity. He was aware of the blush, he didn't stop it, didn't care about it. Everything seemed small and insignificant in the face of that miracle. He blinked; he was slightly aware of his consciousness. Reality... at some point he had moved and was now sitting on his heels before her... then an vortex, a calling, more images.*

C - *She pulled him up from her chest and though they still remained seated without, she could actually feel as she feel backward, pulling him on top of her.* # You still have much energy to give to me...we have time...take me T'than...take me now...#

GT: #This is unwise.# *he said, but his actions proved that desire was stronger and he projected himself kissing over her naked body... thighs, belly, breasts... then her throat as a hand took hold of a breast and played with it.. hungrily, almost roughly. He needed her so badly.* #What have you done to me?# *he says between kisses, as his lips reach her face and kiss it all over, ending up glued to her own lips.* 

C - *Her eyes are closed and she shakes her head almost offhandedly, and her words are gasped from the feel of him so demandingly over her.* # I...don't know...#

GT: # What spell... have you cast? # *he is lying between her legs, looking down at her, his hand suddenly stopped on her breast.* 

C - # N...no spell....just love...#

GT: # Love... it's you.# *he leans down again, inviting her lips for a kiss. His hands become more daring again, the fingertips dancing restlessly over every curve of her body. He was feeling feverish, all the emotions, all the want and desire he had repressed was taking over him...* # Take me back... Cadence...# *he reached for a thigh and under her knee to pull it upwards and apart; the same hand then snuggled between their two bodies to feel her down there... at her heat... in her moist sex.* #Need you...# *words came at the same time as kisses; both were urgent and famished.*

C - *Her heart raced, her energy rushed through her, carried on the swift currents of her blood, but even through the gauzy vision of her desire for him, she sneaked a peek up into reality for a second - all was well, their hands were joined and the child was still taking of the reduced flow. Then, she listened through his perception at the voices of the Commonality...they were soft, like water lapping softly at the shore. Apparently what they were doing had not filtered through to them...nothing was amiss and so she dived back into the sultry depths of their virtual union, aware again of his fingers over her clit and moving into her and she arched her back in response.* # I will take you back! I will give you so much pleasure...I want to!#

GT: # I know you want to...# *he speaks back, rather mischievously, as he steals a moan from her lips by working his fingers over her and sliding them inside her. *

C - *Rolling him over onto his back she straddles him, the energy from that main pathway between his legs blooming outward to electrify her sex and she practically screamed as she rode him slowly, her nails moving up and down over his chest. Keeping up the motion she leans down and kisses him hotly, with urgency, her hands playing with his ears and stroking the sensitive pathway behind his neck and she can feel him blush slightly, looking like glass, his true beauty making her love him all the more for what he really was:

Taelon...fragile...special...and hers.*

GT: *It was like being transported to Heaven, for he was no longer aware of his body, of the outer world, or the energy that flowed into her body and of the child that kept asking for more; he left all that to his subconscious to do, for the mother of his child was demanding his full attention now. His focus was on his projection of his being into her mind, and it was reacting to hers as his real body would, though... there were really no boundaries in that realm; no prying eyes, no nothing... just them. They could keep them apart and lock them up, away from each other for an eternity. He knew he could survive it all for she was indeed just a thought away... as was their love, and the capacity to sate it.

Her wet warmth was grinding against his pathway, her caresses driving him insane. If he had not let go so entirely of his body, someone might see... a little flinch here, a sigh there, trembling fingers or eyelids; or simply empty eyes, eyes that looked beyond what they stared at; eyes that focused on what hid beyond the greenness of her irises, and into her mind. And in there he felt the flame of passion again, igniting, setting his whole body on fire! He almost succumbed to the will to laugh; laugh out of spite for what the Synod was trying to do, to keep the apart -- oh they of little minds!*

C - # I need you too... so much! All that I have dreamed of these past days is making love with you! *She sucks on his lower lip and even bites it softly before rising and placing both of his hands on her breasts and pressing them to herself as hard as she can, her head falling back in response.*

GT: # I know... you forget you are never alone...# *he grips harder at her breasts, imprisoning the nipples between his fingers and squeezing them periodically as his hands move in circles. He follows her so that his torso is in an erect position, and soon his tongue is licking at the hard nipples that sprout from her lovely breasts* # As delicious as I remember...#

C - *Soon one hand is held to her mouth and she moves her wet tongue in a slow dance over and around each finger and in between them before finally sucking on each one, from fingertip to base. Then, he flexes his hand and it blushes and she brings the crystalline palm to her mouth, moving over it quickly, as if her tongue were a butterfly.*

GT: *Her tongue... or a dagger... he would have felt them with equal intensity on his palm. Slowly, he sank back to the floor, lying down, his arm limp and a slave to her ministrations. But there was only pleasure to be derived from those caresses. He knew how fragile he became in her hands when she began those caresses. They went deep into his being, into his psyche, it burnt at his body, at his mind... and down below...*

C- *He bucked beneath her and she laughed and fell atop him again as they rolled back over and she spread her legs widely to accept him and gasped when she felt something prod her there. She looked down, only to look away quickly with a very pink blush, aware that he was smirking down at her mischievously...*

~*~

GT: #What is the point of living a fantasy, if you cannot carry it to the extreme?# *Indeed, he had never acted as male for her... not with her consent. In reality, it was an impossibility... but not there, not in their world. Everything was possible there... she should have known... but he loved that she had not anticipated him. And most of all... he loved the almost bashful reaction she had when she had taken a glimpse of him. It was something new to them. A little imagination, hers; and the knowledge of Gabriel's anatomy; and a thought. It actually did not take much.

C - # Yes...f...fantasy...# *She realized she was stuttering even in her thoughts and she swallowed, her eyes glued to his, yet wanting to look down again to catch another glimpse of...the physical representation of his need for her, and hers for him. Cadence knew without a doubt that T'than was male; even without possessing gender she had no doubt, for he made it clear in his every action to her, and always had. But now, in this nether-realm, he *was* male in the human sense. Thoughts of Gabriel flickered through her mind, the feel of him inside of her, which changed to T'than himself inside of her as she remembered a dream from long ago. She knew now that it was so much more than a dream - that he had come into her mind to take her, and she had both fought and desired him at the same time...but not now...now she desired him...desired him more than she had desired anyone, and he was going to take her.*

GT: *He kissed her. Pure and simple, for a long time, teasing her with his fingers and with something more now.* # Do not be so surprised... This is our world... and I want to take you... all of you... # *even in reality, his fingers entwined with hers. T'than sought her lips with his, grazing his tongue to the moist surface of her upper lip, then the lower one, then the little cleavage between them, seeking entrance. Her tongue flicked out and they touched; as did the maleness down below against her sex. He wanted in... he wanted in in every way possible.*

C - # Yes! Please...I want to feel you so close! # *She relaxes and pulls him down close so she can kiss him again, stroking his face with her fingers and smiling softly, the smile turning into a look of ecstasy when he thrust in, followed by his body pressing into hers, pressing her down into the soft surface below.*

GT: *His eyes close and he moans softly into her mouth. It was bliss! To feel her ecstasy as the walls of their sexes grazed against each other and as he went deep into her core and it made him shiver! It was as if their minds became one as the projections in his mind, like if that neurological pleasure had become entirely physical as well. At first he did not want to leave... he felt empowered and protected at the same time, but them something pulled him back and he let go of her recesses, causing that bliss-inducing friction again. And so the dance began, with his soft thrusting into her and his short but loving kisses over her face and her lips.*

C - *Her lips were parted slightly and she breathed in panting breaths through her mouth while her body was rocked, his crashing into hers time after time, making her moan and call his name each time because every time he touched her it was as if two live wires had met, sending glowing sparks of energy to dance on the surface of their auras and fly away into dark oblivion.*

GT: *He had never experienced her like that... such a shame. Her constant calling of him cast him under a sort of spell; like an ancient witchcraft ritual when all that is desired is repeated and the binding was fed and called upon that way, becoming stronger and stronger as it was evoked. Each of her breaths and moans sent him into deeper frenzy, and his body began to respond faster, seeking to fulfill her desires...* 

C - *Her arms were around him tightly and soon, so were her legs, locking him deeply inside of her. He had definitely used memories of Gabriel to create his anatomy, and Cadence had the feeling he had added more for good measure, for he was so big it nearly hurt!* # More...don't stop...don't...#

GT: # There are no limits...# *he whispers in between hoarse breathing. And she didn't have to beg... he wouldn't stop until they were both utterly satisfied.* 

C - *She rolled him over and now straddling him, she gently ran a finger down over his forehead, to his cheek, over his sculpted jawline, and back to his lips, watching him through the dreamy mists of their own private eternity.* # Tell me what you want...let me pleasure you...# 

GT: # Guess... # *he smirks up at her.*

C - *She kissed over his chest* # Your body is beautiful...so perfect...so arousing... # *kisses against his neck and shoulders* # I want you...I want to please you...*into his ear*...tell me how...how you want me to take you...#

GT: #Reveal your fantasy Cadence... discover mine as I did yours...# *he wasn't going to make it any easier for her. His hands were over her body, at first over her breasts, kneading them softly despite the increasing ecstasy, and then coming down to grab at her buttocks and pull her closer to him, faster, harder. His body buckled underneath her...* # My power is yours to use as well...#

C - *Her eyes nearly drill into him as he makes her ride him, and she does on her own power, rocking her hips, and she was amazed that it was only energy that she moved against for at the moment he was so thick and hard she felt as though she had been impaled on a steel girder!* # You are...so hard! # *she cried into his mind and she moved faster on him, her nails digging into his shoulders while she leaned over and bit him softly in her passions...*

GT: # Yesss...# *his voice comes in a hiss. He was lost in that pleasure, in the feeling of her warmth and tightness around him. Perhaps he had grown to feel her more keenly... perhaps she had shrunk to feel him. There was no telling. But as a result, every cell of her passage was caressed by the surface of his hardness, and the stimulation was incredible, so much better than when... than that other time, because now, he was as she wanted him to be.* # as hard... and thick... as your need demands...# *he closed his eyes and his back arched when her nails drove into his shoulders, almost paralysing his arms from the accuracy of her touch.*

C - *Little firm bites on his chin, his cheeks, his lips, and his hands were roughly moving over her too.* # I will eat you alive if that is your fantasy! #

GT: # Feed on me Cadence...# *he whispers seductively into her mind as he moves his hands to caress over her head to pull her closer. He was hers... he wanted to know how what it would be like if she had taken him back with all the power he knew she had.*

C - *A smile, and then her eyes met his and she delved into his mind, such as he had done so many times to her before she even knew that he could. He wanted her to take him, take him hard, though she knew that already for it was no different from what she herself wanted. She began to rise on her knees, lifting herself with her thigh muscles, revealing his thick shaft nearly all the way before she allowed her body to impale itself again.*

GT: *A cry, then silence; his eyes had watched her with fascination as she rose, but when their bodies crashed together again a torrent of pleasure went through him so strongly that it made him shudder.*

C - *She rose again, higher, just to the lip of the head, and once again crashed down. She held his face firmly and ran her tongue over his lips and rose again, this time releasing him from her, but barely did he have time to feel the chill of air on himself before she engulfed him again.*

GT: *A slight blush tainted his features in blue for a moment, and his eyes reopened to smile up at her. Mischeivously? Lovingly? Perhaps a powerful mix of both.* # Yess... # *he let out when her body crashed on his again.* #... do not stop...# *his body tensed and he bucked underneath her.* #... do not stop!#

C - *She continued rising up and down on him, faster and faster until he blushed and groaned under her. Her hair hung around her face and the gentle curls shuddered and bounced every time she came back down, as did her breasts, which she took into her hands, until her hands were replaced by his.* # You like this, # *she said, her words shuddering with the rest of her* 

GT: *He grimaced softly with the effort to speak. It was that intense... almost as if that surrogate gender was indeed an extension of his main pathway, and she was taking all of him; the maleness was just the beginning of what she took from him. Every caress reverberated through his entire being, drowning him in blushing pleasures.* # Yes... feels... so... good!#

C - # You are a slave to this...my slave! # *She kisses him roughly, her tongue all over his mouth, her words mumbled into him. *

GT: *His eyes shot open, inches from hers; he breathed in her own air, becoming further intoxicated by her.* # Slave?! # *but was he truly amazed?*

C - # I know what you want...I have seen it...# *She had, and she was shocked at how easy it had been to read him. He was thinking of the very dream she had thought of moments ago, sitting on a living throne chair, and she reflected it back to him.* # You asked me to kiss you...# *she had ceased her thrusting on him and now rode him in slow and fluid strokes, reveling in his moans of delight. * 

GT: *The dream... a memory inside a whorl made of thought and pure energy. But yes... kiss him... her lips; silken, full, pouting at him and just begging, begging to worship him...*

C - # You asked, but I misunderstood, like this...# *She kisses him deeply. * 

GT: #That was... *moan* a nice mistake...# *he manages to smile up at her, but it turns into a soft grimace as he moans again from her rocking.*

C - # But you had wanted something else...# *She let him slip free of her depths and began to descend down his smooth and hairless body.* # Now... I am your slave again T'than....# 

GT: # Cadence... # *there was emptiness and a famine... so deep, so great, it seemed to eat at him from within.*

C - *His manhood was enflamed against her stomach,* # But...a slave who wants to please....# *His gender throbbed between her breasts, and then she was there, her breath on him* #...because this slave adores her master completely...# 

GT: *It was like living it all over again... the world around them even seemed to change. There were other presences now, over in shadow, sometimes peeking in and then dissolving in darkness again. And there she was too... every shining star... light and life at his service... his hands on her face... the feel of warm lips around him and then...*

C - *A flash, from him, of her biting him...pain...* # No pain T'than....# *Her tongue moves over his tip and a delicate hand grips him at his base and squeezes, sliding up and down from the slickness she had left behind.* #...only pleasure...the pleasure of my mouth on you...# 

GT: *His body shivered when her lips came to rest on the tip... the organ blushed in return when she grabbed it and squeezed delightfully. The moan is instant and it seems his body goes stiff with a mix of pleasure and urge.*

C - *She takes the head into her lips and slides down, feeling him thrust up, and when she pulls back,* # the pleasure of thrusting yourself in deeply...as you wanted then...and when you come, and you will like never before...# *she says, parroting his own words from back then,* #...you will feel the bliss of your seed bursting forth into me, as I swallow every....last...drop....# *Her eyes meet his and her glistening lips smile wickedly before she moves down on him, taking him in all the way...*

GT: *There is only room for a small chuckle, but it's buried underneath the sound of his groans before long. Games... she was pleasing him, but he was her toy for the moment.*

C - # Yes...you are my toy...perhaps I was incorrect as to who is a slave to *whom.* # *naughty look*

GT: *His hand went for her head and guided her up and down over him for a moment. He thrust into her mouth languidly at first, carefully... but then his urge demanded for more and he speeded up.*

C - *She groaned with something that might have been a 'yes' as his movements become harder, more urgent, and she let him thrust all the way back, opening her throat to him, biting his length gently and teasingly with her teeth, only to make amends by circling over him with her dancing tongue.*

GT: *He could feel the head of his organ pass by the tight passage of her throat; it sometimes contracted around him, stealing a groan from the depths of his throat and occasionally a blush. Then suddenly he stopped bucking, though he could still see her head moving up and down on him.* # Stop...# *he says faintly and begins to rise so that he is seated.* 

C - *She looks up at him, now lying in his lap.* #...Why? #

GT: # I promised I would make you come that time...# *he pulls her head from him, gently, and brings her head closer to him for a kiss.* # It is time to fulfil it...# *he smirks at her and kisses her again; his hand still brings her closer for that kiss but the other moves down her chest and between her legs, to caress her womanhood. He then pushes slightly at her thigh, wanting her to open it, but only to give him room... give him room to make her turn so that as she pleases him... he can do the same for her.*

C -  *He stretches out again, half on his side, half on his back, lifting her only slightly so she is balanced on him, her chest against his stomach, but her hip still lying on the soft surface of mist and clouds below. His hands were insistent at her thighs and she groaned and nuzzled his hip bone lightly when suddenly his warm lips pressed against her sex, licking and kissing her lower lips hungrily.*

GT: *He started out slowly, as if he wanted no more than tease her... or maybe worship her body. He smiled at her reaction, and probed deeper, moving his tongue around her clit, and downwards, to part her labia and reach for her entrance. She tasted every inch as delicious as when he had tasted her in the human's body. Her sex was ripe and a little swollen from the intercourse before, and all her building desire as well. But after a while he just closed his eyes, and left for his touch and his tongue to do all the exploration that could be done.*

C - *Her vision blurred from his oral loving but she could still see those dark shapes in the distance, those asexual beings that he had created in her nightmare. Their memories of it were making it materialize, but this was not a nightmare! This was a most heavenly dream, and with a thought, she caused them to implode, becoming colorful starbursts in all colors to swirl around them both in pinpricks of warm and dazzling light! 

She was still grasping his endowment and she stroked it, caressing it worshipfully. He had created himself beautifully, the staff of his manhood long and thick, crowned with its wide and round head that she began kissing while she stroked, her hand moving faster and faster over him.*

GT: *He found himself tensing all over except for his tongue, that still licked feverishly over the hardening little bead over her labia... and the fingers that would probe at her insides, moving in a out languidly until she began to want to close her legs around him. He held them apart, licking from her clit down to her core again, and letting it bury into her as far as it would go. She contracted delightfully around him, and her body was responding already, dancing softly against him.*

C - *His fingers were between her legs, spreading her open to receive his devouring tongue, and she responded with quick, flicking motions to his tip before devouring him herself, creating suction as she took him all the way to his base. Her fingers worked below that, petting and stroking at his main pathway, which throbbed as it rushed with his energy.*

GT: *He groaned against her flesh; there was such indescribable pleasure in what she was doing! His body responded, thrusting fast into her. He heard her moan, and he did as well from the bliss of being so deeply received, but he did not stop his motions, burying his face deeper in her, as if he wanted it to sink into her flesh.*

C - *She was riding his face and he was thrusting up hard into her throat, and their misty realm echoed with their voices as they delighted in the giving and receiving of pleasure. Suns appeared above them only to explode and rain their fire down over them, adding to their heat.

Cadence pressed against T'than's legs, forcing them apart so she could kiss him below his gender, licking and biting before moving slowly up his length, feeling the surface of the organ come alive under her lips; his energy was converging there as she took him deeply again, enjoying the electric sensation as some leaked from his tip to dazzle her tongue.*

GT: *He pulled back for a moment, having gone tense and arching his back almost painfully. Not long after, his mouth was back to its adoration of her sex. His teeth were nibbling softly at her flesh, he would take her labia between his lips and suck it softly, moving upwards to do the same with her clit, that he bit at it gently, capturing it so that his tongue could move over it and sometimes press it down as he released her. While with one hand he kept her legs wide for him, the other was busy, for her sex was quivering and hungry, so he brought her satisfaction with his cold, very electrical fingers.*

C - *His fingers were in her, so was his tongue and when he took her clit in his teeth she knew she was close to climax, as was he. His energy was escaping in steady drops into her mouth now and she intensified her worship of him by sucking harder, faster, and deeper.* # Come T'than! Let go...into me!#

GT: *He knew he was thrusting harder; her saliva made his skin feel fresh around the base and underneath his gender. But she was growing hotter... and so flushed. Her juices had began flowing out, and he drank of her nectar. It was so intoxicating; he had forgotten there were two bodies for they were linked... one... his pleasure... her pleasure... the same... and so overwhealming...

He was vainly aware of going mad, of blushing strongly... of screaming in her mind, and into her. He felt ready to explode, as though his being could not fit into that shell anymore, even if it was just fiction...* # Cadence!!!!!#

C - *She shuddered with a start from the sound of his voice filling her mind with its passionate call, as his maleness filled her mouth, seeming to thicken and begin to throb as his climax began. Her arms wrapped around his hips, shoving him into her as deeply and as tightly as she could, her fingers massaging his buttocks as she did so. They were one and she could feel his ecstasy as he exploded forcefully, filling her mouth with his electric essence.*

GT: *He felt his pathways ignite; his whole body was living white fire as it gleamed in a persisting blush. He wanted to scream into her, but sound seemed too hollow to describe the strength of that sensation. It was release, and he felt as his energy burst through and into her, deeply, to slide in and go as deep into her as it could. His body was squirming in her; his sex throbbed on its own, and in response to the vibration of her throat.*

C - *Her throat moved in little contractions as she swallowed, her mouth never leaving his loins.* #Yes! Let it go! Give it all to me! # *She felt vibrations against her flesh below because he was moaning into her and suddenly she gripped his face with her thighs, her own cries of desire against his flesh as she transcended into ecstasy that stabbed her with a crystal edge leaving no part of her unscathed from the bliss. Her body tensed like a live wire and she could feel herself raining liquid love over his face like a warm summer storm.*

GT: *His own orgasm was barely subsiding when he felt her tighten her legs around him. Knowing the signs, he increased his zeal and moved his fingers frenetically inside her, and captured her clit in his teeth, sucking at it, as if he wanted to siphon her essence out of her. She squirmed and tensed and he held her close to him, until her essence finally flowed into his mouth and the last spasms passed and she relaxed. He lets go, pulling slightly back to catch some air and removing himself from the depths of her throat as well. There was a moment of complete stillness, almost of peace, but finally he moved and pulled her to him.* 

C - *Eventually they were spent and he pulled her up and she embraced him, tasting herself on his lips as she kissed him.*

GT: *Rarely in his life had he felt so light. He had even forgotten about minding the Commonality, but it seems the Synod's decision had helped him on that. Considering him potentially dangerous had caused most of the brethren to seek distance from him. And T'than knew how to make adversities into advantages.*

C - *The voices of the common will still hummed in the background, but they had fooled them, and all was calm, but she had now taken as much energy as she could from him; the child...their child, was sated. They caressed and stroked each other for a sweet and final moment, lips joining in tender farewell, and she spoke into his soul.* # I love you...the words are so plain T'than but I know no others. You complete me...you nourish my soul...#

GT: # Nothing you can say can even match this feeling... words are indeed shallow compared to what I am receiving from you.# *tired and almost trembling fingers were running up and down her face and caressing her lips. He then gripped her chin and brought her closer for another kiss. # But... I too feel the need to say... you are everything to me Cadence. You... and our child... *he rested his hand on her belly and slowly began to move away from her.*

C - *She smiled and there was a last kiss, before the environment melted away and her eyes opened into reality.* 

GT: *Their hands were no longer together. For the last moments, they had not even touched; but his right hand was resting over her stomach. In a blink, life was back into his blue eyes, and he was seeing her in the flesh, surrounded with her crown of golden hair that fell to frame her face between the most perfect curls. She looked childish to him, everything he was not, and he felt again the pang of sorrow for not being there with her, and having to hide his feelings for her when all he wanted to do was shout them for everyone to hear. She deserved that.* Thank you. *he says, simply.* Are you feeling well? 

C - *She nearly laughed out loud at the question. She had just experienced some of the most amazing sex ever...in their minds, and no one had seen...no one knew...no one could stop them! She felt wonderful! The only thing that could have made it better had been if it were real and they were alone together. In reality she smiled softly, calmly, to match him.* Yes. I feel quite well...now. *Her sparkling eyes and her expression convey more than the bland words do...so much more.* 

GT: *Now... yes, but the moment was fleeting... like that ephemeral moment of pleasure. It did not last as long as he wished it would, and somehow in a strange way, he felt unsated, for even at that moment he craved for her kiss... for her touch... and strangely enough for a Taelon, he wished it on the physical level. But he knew the joy she spoke of... and he too took pleasure in the irony that the Taelons were trying to keep them apart, but little did they knew their endeavor was unsuccessful.* I am relieved to know so. It should mean the discomfort caused by the need of the child... *he leans closer to her and plants his palm to her belly.* is now gone for it is sated.

C - *There is noise behind her and she turns to see the two volunteers, and Ne'shir just behind them, waiting for her. She rises slowly, reluctantly.* 

GT: *Interruptions... how he hated them, if only because they reminded him that control was not his entirely anymore. He withdrew his hand and rose with her, gracefully.* 

C - Good-bye, *she whispers with her lips, and she turns and walks over the threshold to the cell as the field is lowered for her.* 

GT: #Sinaui Euhura Cadence.# *his hands return to their usual place behind his back, and with a blink of his eyes, in a flash, his coolness is completely back to him. However much he disliked the way they were treating her, the sacrifice was rather small when he took the broader picture into consideration. He needed that control... that illusion, to keep some of his power, and regain much of what he had lost.* 

C - *The two men step on either side of her and they begin to walk slowly away, but she turns and looks over her shoulder at him, not saying anything, nor thinking anything, only her expression to say how much she loves him, and how much she is going to miss him. A hand clamps around her arm and she is pulled forward, just behind the healer, but their progress out of the room is stopped by a tall and slim figure just rounding the corner to enter...*

Book Two

Part Four

A Conversation With L’syr

*L'syr entered the confinement area with his usual confident stride, his expression as immutable as concrete. He was two inches taller than T'than, his uniform a deeper pink, bordering on violet, speaking of another rank in the military caste. He wore no sash, even though he was now Acting War Minister in lieu of T'than's release and return. He had already taken leave from the base where he had been stationed and had moved into T'than's offices until his own could be prepared.

There was a depth to L'syr's icy blue stare and one faced with it would have the crawling feeling that they were under intense scrutiny, even if the conversation were casual, though they rarely were with the Minister of Defense. It was that scrutinizing stare which caught the four figures on their way out - a Taelon - Science caste - Healer - Ne'shir. His mind made a quick mental note of this. Two humans - guards - inconsequential. Then they found Cadence. Human - female - Inconsequen...wait...*

GT: *She was leaving again; something in her walking away from his cell made him fear her walking away from his life. Powerful little metaphor. It was the one thing about those feelings they shared that he would have easily foregone. It took away his ability to be indifferent about the now, and about the later. Lethargy was not an option, nor was indifference. His hands are already locked behind his back, his eyes not blinking for she was about to disappear, but instead, the picture froze and another image was added to it. It didn't take T'than much to recognise the newcomer... and to curse that brief encounter. To his misfortune, L'syr noticed Cadence though he shouldn't, and he nearly didn't, as he had been trained that way. But T'than himself had noticed her for some reason: fate, destiny, coincidence, he 

still could not tell. Inside his cell, the General waited and observed.*

L: Halt! *he barked at the guards and they stopped instantly, as did the healer, who turned to eye him warily. * 

Nes: *Irritated* What is it L'syr? My duties await me in the medical unit.

L: *He walks up to the girl, who looks up at him, as do the guards, but unlike them there is no fear in her stare, just curiosity.* I requested no conversation with you, healer,* he said, circling the girl and never even looking Ne'shir's way.*

Nes: Very well, however you interfere with my necessary duties, and my patient requires rest...IN the medical bay. 

GT: *Did she realise that at the moment she was no more than a rag doll being coveted by those two? T'than could not help being alarmed at the way L'syr inspected Cadence. There was scrutiny in his stare, and the fact that he had noticed her in the first place was reason for concern. Despite all this, T'than kept his perfect composure, wanting to pretend amusement at the scene in case a pair of blue eyes befell him.*

L: *He does not respond, and he slowly circles the girl again; she is small, even by human standards, frail, a child... inconsequential.*

C - *The Taelon was beginning to make her uneasy; she felt like a bug in a specimen jar.* Take a picture, it would last longer. *she said under her breath*

GT: *Inwardly, he smirked... there was amusement, and concern. If that was her general attitude before most Taelons, it could get her into trouble. He was about to warn her of the danger when it presented itself to her...*

L: Yes, *he said, not disguising a rather evil smirk* perhaps it would last longer than you shall. *Finally, a hint of fear in those rebellious eyes* Very well healer, you may go.*With a wave of his hand he dismisses them and turns and steps up to the field that is the only thing separating he from T'than. He looks back to the guard manning the console.* Out. *The human leaves with haste and L'syr turns back.*

GT: *He remains absolutely impassive; but he had a feeling there was a hint of anger tainting his crystal blue eyes. Yet, in so many ways, he saw himself in that figure that now stood before him. Perhaps T'than had taught him too well.*

L: The Ka'atha'am must have indeed caused a flaw in your reasoning for you to take up with a human. *The word leaves his lips like an expletive.* She is obviously frail and weak, nothing that one of our caste would find "alluring.'

GT: Yes, I must agree that it brought upon many changes... *he pauses, adding something more to make his speech duplicitous* temporarily. Ka'tha'am is indeed a tethering net... you may struggle valiantly, but it will only serve the purpose of restricting you further. *he had to keep the broader picture in mind once more, and speak in a language that L'syr would understand. Something in the younger Taelon's eyes did not please him in the least.* But the girl has served her purpose.

L: Do not worry T'than, the Synod knows what can occur with the drives of the Ka'atha'am. I will see to it that they release you, for you cannot be held entirely responsible for your actions during this time...*smirk*...distasteful as they may be.

GT: *He turns and walks to the chair, taking the short time that he was facing the wall to let part of his feeling show. But as soon as he sitting on it as a king would on his throne, his expression is once more the mirror of L'syr's.* Your loyalty is to be commended L'syr. However, I have not much faith in the Synod's resolution. As you know, they are... displeased with our caste. I see their decision as more of a political move than anything else... for indeed, it is preposterous to believe one of us would willingly mate with a human. 

L: *He nods, not allowing the relief he was feeling to show - there had been a moment of doubt that the War Minister could have been in full possession of his faculties and consensual with the situation, but he could see that T'than found the idea as appalling as he did.* Forgive my momentary error in judgment Sir. Of course it was only the chaos of the Ka'atha'am that affected you... the Synod shall be made to understand this.

GT: *He pauses, and it takes him a moment longer than he wished to smirk at the other Taelon.* I must confess I am curious as to how you plan to achieve my release.

L: *He smirked; this was the War Minister he had come to know and respect, but then the smirk vanishes and he becomes serious.* Despite my distance from this ship and the majority of my kind, I am up to date on current affairs. *He turns, his hands behind his back, and then looks over his shoulder at his superior.* I *am* a member of the Synod after all, and, despite the disfavor of our caste in the face of their newfound morality, I have been in attendance at every convening. 

GT: It is somewhat reassuring to know our caste is still represented amongst those of the Synod. *his fingers tip tap on the armrest* Needless to say, I am not at all pleased with how matters have progressed.

L: *He turns back fully, his stance military perfect.* Normally, in the time before our supposed new, *smirk*...enlightening, the situation would have been dealt with simply and swiftly; the human would merely have been removed from this ship, quietly of course, and terminated, along with the hybrid. *A hand flutters thoughtfully near his face.* However, Zo'or and most of the Synod would never assent openly to such action now, and even those on the Synod who still remain true to our ways may remain silent if they believe it to be in their own best interests. 

GT: Yes, that is so. The Commonality stands at a disagreement in this issue, but Zo’or seems to have been conquering some ground as time progresses. It is no wonder he removed me from his path, and my state was a most convenient means to do so... *he adds, his eyes gleaming with true anger.* temporarily.

L: *He steps closer to the barrier, his icy blue gaze traversing the distance between he and T'than like a laser.* But that does not mean that *we* cannot act. You are trapped here for now, but I can... and will, act in your stead, War Minister.

GT: *He smirks; L’syr was conveniently blind to his changes. His admiration was something T’than could explore, though he also knew his pupil would most likely discover the truth. T’than had to make sure however, that such would happen as late as possible.* It is not necessary. *he answers placidly*  We would only give the others an excuse to grant you the same... courtesy... they did me. *he reclines heavily on the chair and his smirk comes back to his lips at full force.* No L’syr, let them protect human and hybrid. There will be a time when I will no longer be confined, and you may rest assured that I will take these matters in my hands, and deal with them as they should be dealt. 

L: I believe that time is of the essence, T'than. The longer the girl is here, the more notable she will become. Word is already beginning to leak to other areas of the ship, and her condition engenders sympathy. I believe it would be wise to dispatch her post haste...with a very, legitimate reason for her death of course.

GT: *His expression darkens.* There is a right time for everything, and we need to have patience for the moment. *his smirk broadens on his lips and remains even as he speaks, almost amusedly* So, we shall allow them... and Zo’or, this moment of false compassion. I am certain they are all very curious about this hybrid. I am also quite sure it will not survive. None of the others did... mother or child. *he pauses* So you see, we have nothing to worry about...

L: *He smirks* There is never a time when there is nothing to worry about...you yourself taught me this. One can never be too careful, especially in a potentially threatening situation such as this...*his eyes lose focus for a moment*...there are always variables. 

GT: *So, the pupil had indeed learned his lesson too well. The respect he had for T'than also led him to act with a compulsion to impress his tutor. That might not be so good...* And I have taught you well L'syr. You are correct, however, there are moments when haste gives us no profit. This situation will resolve itself without the need the jeopardise our caste, or our positions.

L: *He comes back to himself and looks back into the cell* Very well, I shall err on the side of your wisdom and stay my hand. # for now # However, if I believe that the situation is getting out of hand, and you are still a prisoner here, I will act. We must protect your best interests, and above all, the best interests of our caste in this dubious time.

GT: I would expect no less from you; but also, despite the force field that seperates us, this situation is still mine to handle. When you do make your move... I want to know, and I want to approve of it. You are young L'syr, and as you said, there are variables, and some that you might not be considering. *his tone is calm, his words picked one by one.*

L: You are my superior, T'than. To not apprise you of my actions in this matter would be nothing short of insubordination, not to mention, an act that would demonstrate sheer lack of wisdom on my part, as well as, logic. *His eyes seemed to squint to blue slits as he studied the other Taelon; for T'than to even bring up protocol was virtually unheard of in Taelon chain of command ethics. L'syr knew his place...why was the War Minister reiterating it?  What could be so important as to cause a flaw in his judgment, making him feel the need to 'remind' L'syr of a protocol he was adequately familiar with?*

GT: You are correct of course. But in this instance, it's imperative that no mistakes be committed... *he added, as coolly as he could.* I have plans of my own L'syr... You will know of them when the time comes.

L: *His naturally suspicious nature kicked in, shining the bright spotlight of his curiosity on the older Taelon. Was he hiding something after all?* As far as variables go, *he says, his eyes moving about the room now* ...the goal is to anticipate each one. A good strategy will assure our victory in this situation. 

GT: Agreed. What is your suggestion. *his head tilts. It was getting progressively difficult to hide his concern. L'syr's zeal had always been extreme.*

L: *He turns his back and takes a few paces away from the cell, still looking around casually at the holding area, his hands still moving gracefully*...Perhaps, we can even *create* certain variables to make sure things move in our favor. 

GT: *His fingers flex and move on the armrests.* Do elaborate. *he whispers, fighting to keep the smirk on his lips. He needed to know of L'syr's intentions. It was vital if he was meant to stop him. T'than trusted no one... especially, when so alike himself.*

L: *He pauses, letting his superior wonder at his words, before casting an evilly sly look over his shoulder* I believe I will soon make a visit to our esteemed healer...just so he can *assure* me that...*a hand rises to his face and pauses in mid-flight*...mother and child will...indeed, not survive. *His eyes sparkle even in the dimness with the threat. Though L'syr believed that he was merely suggesting the necessary course of action, there was a part of him that was testing T'than, wanting to see if the military leader gave him any kind of reaction that could be considered out of the ordinary.*

GT: *His expression darkens despite his wishes.* Beware of Ne'shir... That one is not to be trusted. He may betray your request to Zo'or. That is also a variable you must consider... though... I admit, it is a possible course of action. *his head tilts again.* for later.

L: *He turns back sharply then and stands at attention.*  I shall go now. *he nods curtly* Unless there is anything else, my duties await my attention.

GT: You may go L'syr. *he nods and rises gracefully.* I will call for you if I find myself in need of your services. Though... *grimace* they try to keep visits to the minimum. Ironically, I very much appreciate this isolation. It makes me somewhat of a martyr... and in time, I will take profit in that. *smirk*

L:  *He smirks back in a nearly identical manner.* A wise move...it may very well benefit us. *pause* And you are correct, I had not considered a betrayal by the healer....though...if he committed such an error I would make sure that he did not have much time to nurture a regret. But for now I shall do as you ask and merely...observe, the events. *He nods* You may call me at any time T'than; I shall give your hails top priority. *Another cursory nod, and then the Taelon turns and walks from the room, his mind boiling with his many thoughts.*

To Be Continued…
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