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Book Four

Part One

An Audience With Zo’or




Sc: *After he had left the infirmary, Sc'orr had gone straight to his office and put in a hail to Zo'or, the Synod leader grudgingly assenting to an audience. Sc'orr knew that Ne'shir had likely contacted him already, stating that he had misread the readings on her energy shower and committed a crass emotional display in his attempted "rescue" of Cadence Blue.

But the elder Taelon knew that his feelings on the matter were correct. At first he had also felt as Zo'or did, hesitant to believe T'than that someone...a Taelon no less, was actively seeking for the girl's death. But he knew better now.

But now the issue became making the Synod leader believe it too.

Entering the bridge he nodded and saluted.* Euhura Zo'or. Thank you for taking the time to grant me an audience and I will not waste it. 

Z : *He'd been signing duty rosters when Sc'orr had interrupted him. The chore was mediocre, and barely important, but he wore a facade of annoyance, first as the elder Taelon had hailed him, and then later when he'd appeared on the bridge.*

Of course. *He said, stiffly returning the salute.* I am sure you have a perfectly good reason for calling such an ill timed impromptu meeting.

Sc: *He steps forward until he stands in the range of the young Taelon's seat of power.* Let me get right to the point: I believe that the healer in charge of Cadence Blue and her child is, for reasons foreign to my comprehension, attempting to terminate her life, as well as that of the hybrid child. 

Z : *He suppressed something that in a human circle would be considered a hysterical laugh: something that translated into an arrogant smile and a raised brow on his Taelon face.* Really Sc'orr. Maybe the physicians were premature in releasing *you* from the medical bay. *He scoffed.* Are you sure you are feeling quite well?

Sc: *He was a little surprised at Zo'or's manner; the young leader was obviously feeling in an arrogant mood today - more so than usual, but he remained undaunted.* I assure you that I am quite recovered Zo'or. *brow arch* Perhaps *you might want to consider a visit to the healer to have your eyes examined, for surely the report of my fitness has crossed your stream.

Z: *He turned in his chair, dropping the data pad he was working with onto the arm of the chair.* You must know that Ne'shir has already contacted me, and informed me of your behavior earlier in the medical bay. I cannot conceive that you would bring this issue to me, with mere evidence of this treason being your own faulty observations of medical equipment you are hardly qualified to interpret. 

Sc: I did not misread the equipment Zo'or, *he said firmly, hands behind his back as he moved his weight to one foot and then the other before pacing once in front of the chair.* I apologize Zo'or. I was under the impression that when there is an issue in question and all other avenues have been explored that we are to come to the leader and broach it with him...but perhaps in *that* regard my information is indeed, faulty.

Z: Really Sc'orr. *His smirk twisted* As the human's would say, I think you're losing your touch. If you have it out for Ne'shir I suggest you try a different approach. *He turned his chair so his back was facing Sc'orr, his demeanor dismissing him prematurely.* 

Sc: *Pursing his lips he walks to the window, looks out and then turns abruptly, now facing Zo'or again.* I will not even validate that comment with a response Zo'or, but perhaps you should examine your own logic. T'than's trial is at hand and he stands on the brink of exile or the void. 

Z: A choice that is hardly mine alone. *He interjected*

Sc: The girl thus is alone, with no advocate to see to her welfare. You and I both know that there are those among us who do not view this conception favorably...*he looks at Zo'or pointedly* That in mind we are faced with the *logical* possibility that someone, either within, or outside of our species, could engineer a plot to see to it that neither she or the infant survives. 

Z: *voice cold* Possible. Though unlikely. *He face went stiff, the surging of new unnatural energy floating through his being like venom. It was familiar to him: anger. To most Taelons it would be like fire, something so intense it might even consume them. To him it was the breath of his motivation. His dire purgatory.* I resent the implication that a Taelon would stoop to such gross levels of negligence... or worse... attempted murder or harm to one of our... *he leaned back* ... wards. 

Sc: *He steps closer and meets Zo'or's icy gaze with one of his own.* Do you deny that what I say is possible?

Z: *He gripped the arm control panels as he forced the moment of anger from his eyes, replacing it with smug slits, his pupils dilating with the effort.* I deny nothing. *He said quietly*

Sc: So you prefer to do nothing - to allow Ne'shir to continue in his capacity with her as the prime physician to her case, even if that decision could be a detriment to her. *It was not a question, and his words were delivered flatly, sans the melodious tones of his voice.*

Z: *He began to move the chair as if he was about to turn away again, and then stopped fully facing Sc'orr.* Do not think that I've missed the true nature of your accusations Sc'orr. I bear no ill will toward this human. She is... *he pauses* …a curiosity. Scientific... certainly. But also to me. I will enjoy finding what it is that has enthralled our esteemed War Minister so very much. *he smiled* Or should I say, the *former* War Minister.

Sc: *Sc'orr frowned. He did not like Zo'or's implications at all.* I am sure that what "enthralls" him would not enthrall you. I did not ask that you investigate her, if you recall, *eyeridge lift*...but rather the healer. *He was teetering on the edge of insubordination; he knew it, but he continued onward anyway. He was a Synod member now and like it or not, Zo'or would not be able to silence him any longer with a simple wave of his hand.* And though I know that you would relish T'than's demotion, as you so plainly stated before, the choice is *not* yours alone. *He smirked in a manner similar to the leader and then turned, hands behind his back.* As for Miss Blue, *he turns back, again stepping closer to the chair,* you must act in her defense - a leader could do no less...

Z: I hardly would act out, or condone her premature death. But I *will not* take action without tangible evidence. A true leader could not, and would not do so.

Sc: *He looked down, his expression somber. The discussion was at a dead end and could go no further.* Very well. I see that I cannot sway you and so I shall return to my duties. *He turns and takes a few steps toward the door, not waiting for dismissal but before he waves it open he turns and looks back.* Being a leader is more than just about ability Zo'or. It also is about responsibility, for all decisions, good and bad. I just hope that Cadence Blue does not suffer a terrible consequence while you figure this out. Be assured that I will bring you your evidence...and let us hope that it is not her dead body. *He waves open the door and steps through.* 

Z: *He stared into the space that Sc'orr had recently occupied, wondering how much of what he had told Sc'orr was a lie, and how much truth. He couldn't say.

He turned back to his work for a moment, and then dropped the data pad on the floor, gesturing for one of the nearby volunteers to pick it up and finish the work he'd started. It was a job for a subordinate; not a leader.

It was demeaning he was sure. Cruel. But the humans seemed to be the only ones he had complete influence over these days. Even Sc'orr had dared to challenge him; something that wouldn't have happened a year ago. 

Something had to change.

Bored, he stepped down from his chair, and headed down the corridor towards his chambers. His mind wandered into other issues. 

Where was Naor'rin when he needed her?

Book Four

Part Two

A Dangerous Mind




Ne'shir strolled through the infirmary, looking almost casual. That was so unlike him - he knew from the stares he was receiving from the medical staff who thought they were being so furtive with their glances in his direction, trying to act so involved in whatever menial chores they were doing when they caught his icy blue eyes on them.

Obtuse, the lot of them.

But he actually smiled at a few of them, not because he wanted to ease them, but because he knew they could not see the great plan he was devising even now in his mind. And he was smiling because things were going so well.

Zo'or had indeed rebuffed Sc'orr, and now he was sure that whatever the ambassador spouted from his lips regarding his conduct with the subject, Cadence Blue, would be looked upon with doubt...if it was looked upon at all.

He entered the hallway at the back of the infirmary and walked all the way to the end of it and into the small laboratory there. Everything was prepared and it was almost time. The specialized equipment he would need to gain a sample of Cadence's child's energy was calibrated and ready; the device above the table looking like nothing more than an energy shower, though this one only had one node, and from that node would spring not energy, but a long and exceedingly sharp energy syringe, its needle no thicker than a human hair.

However, not positioned correctly over the subject's womb, it could do extreme damage, to both she and the infant. He fingered the restrains on the padded gurney almost lovingly; she would be well bound. He would not tolerate failure!

The being she carried would be the shining jewel on his crown of scientific achievement! Its energy would be the key to possibly revitalizing his race, not to mention, creating viable hybrids that could be used in any way the Taelons saw fit.

He had also begun to consider the outside possibility that Cadence might live through the birth, and he had a contingency plan for such an outcome. It was simple really...

If she could breed once with a Taelon, she could do it again...and again, each new partner broadening the genetic base, expanding the possibility of study. Perhaps they could match what T'than had done and alter more humans into a hybridized state as Cadence had been. T'than had proven that the hybrid program *could* work, and if Ne'shir succeeded in his plans he would be hailed as the benefactor of his species!

Perhaps he would allow her to live after all...a test subject for the rest of her life, or as long as she was useful.

A tiny chime from the global he was carrying made him look down; it was time for Cadence to receive energy from T'than, and, she was so weak now that the War Minister would have to be brought to her, and Sc'orr would be bringing him. He sighed, the sound like a hiss - he really would prefer to make himself unavailable while they were there but, that would appear too suspicious, and so he would have to remain and deal with them and whatever prattle they directed his way.

Casting the lab one last glance he dimmed the lights and exited. After Cadence received the required nourishment as well as an energy shower of an adequate concentration she would be ready to undergo the procedure.

Resuming his imposing demeanor he re-entered the infirmary and waited for Sc'orr and the prisoner to arrive. 

Book Four

Part Three

Tense and Tender Moments


 

GT: *Things had gone from bad to worse. It had been long... too long since he had been with her presence. And it was not so much her physical presence, but her voice in his mind; the small string to which he held on to maintain his integrity.
All that was precarious now. And so ironically, his own kind was close enough to driving him insane. He had already beaten all records of duration of captivity. And so his love for Cadence had become his prison, for it was for her and her alone that he endured all of it.

But even her presence now had begun to fade, and the emptiness left only angst and a sheer ache that consumed him little by little. The Commonality, once his place of retirement, was now seen as a sort of curse; taunting voices that could soothe him no more.

Sc'orr had been there for quite some time now, and anxiousness, T'than gathered, was perhaps the worst of the human feelings when combined with the fear of losing what he most cherished.

How far he had come. How far he had fallen and yet... they were the ones to the pitied...

His mind wandered once more, set on finding her like a drug addict would search for his drug. A little peace... and little satisfaction. No longer that aching hunger in his soul, demeaning and wrenching... *

Sc: *Sc'orr entered the dim confines of the holding area where T'than was imprisoned. Again he frowned thinking how ridiculous this all was. Could Zo'or not see that the War Minister's confinement had little to do with the
possibility of the Taelon going mad from contamination by human emotions? It had been over two months, and the reasons were entirely political now - some Synod members glad for any reason to have him out of the way, spurred
by a healer who was plagued by vicious avarice.

The membership would argue that it was due to his conduct with the mysterious and beautiful volunteer named Zara, but Zara's case was truly just a convenient happenstance in a much broader circle of half-truths and deceit.

T'than was standing, waiting, and he had his back turned, not aware of Sc'orr's quiet entrance. The elder Taelon deduced that T'than's mind was probably focused on Cadence, waiting to feel her presence as she came near for their visit. But she was not there, and Sc'orr had arrived alone.*

T'than, *he said softly. The other turned, and he could see his eyes move over the room, looking for her.*

GT: *A voice..., a presence... a whisper. For a moment, there was hope, but as he turned... no, that was not the one he had wanted to find there. For a moment his mind had played a cruel trick on him, making him believe she would be there.* Sc'orr... *he muttered in a tone quite unusual as he repressed a sigh. But there was a question in it as well.*

Sc: Greetings War Minister, *Sc'orr said, aware that his normally jubilant tone was muted, as though he were speaking at some hallowed occasion...or perhaps a wake.*

She...Cadence is...unable to make the journey from the infirmary and so I shall escort you to her. Normally this would be a blatant infraction against protocol, however, as I have been recently appointed your advocate for the duration of your trial, it is permitted.

GT: *His hands nearly fell behind his back; his arms nearly gave in and fell by the sides of his body. A gesture.. such a simple gesture that so well would represent the distress and loss of hope he felt. The will to give up and just accept that perhaps... No! That wouldn't happen!!! * 

I see... *he looks sideways and downwards. That was good news.. but not the good news he had expected to hear, and he knew just how well his people could act in a trial; such a ruse it could be.* I am ready then. Let us waste no more time. *he got near the energy barrier, his hands held tightly behind his back* Her presence is fainter by the day. Every moment is precious... 

*not so much to save her, but to be with her...*

Sc: *He nodded and motioned for the volunteer manning the console to drop the forcefield and he waited for T'than to step out and they began to walk, the two volunteers who had come to flank them noticed, but not acknowledged.* I share your concern, *he said softly as they walked, * I believe you, and I did go to Zo'or with what I discovered.

GT: *He walks by the other Taelon, his eyes ahead as if wanting to see through the walls to where she was. Her presence was becoming discernible now that the distance between them shortened with each step they took* That guesses nothing good. Was I correct in my assumptions... Is anyone trying to cause her harm? *his hand reached for Sc'orr’s forearm, forcing him to stop despite his own compulsion to quicken the pace.*

Sc: *He stopped in his tracks and motioned for the guards to maintain a discreet distance while the two Taelons spoke. He had to question the wisdom in telling T'than of what he knew, but, the War Minister had asked him to investigate - he could not say nothing.* You must remain calm with what I am going to tell you - an outburst of any kind would not bode well for you at the moment, which I am sure you know.

GT: *He nods curtly, a gesture much more his own, as is the blue fire making his eyes gleam.* You may rest assured Sc'orr, I know exactly how to channel my anger... and just when to use it. Tell me. *for that moment, the old War Minister was back - ever calculating and cold, ever dangerous. *

Sc: I believe that Ne'shir is attempting to...harm her by setting her energy shower concentration to such low levels to cause deprivation. Ne'shir claims that I merely misread the shower's log but I believe he reset it surreptitiously. * His jaw tightened at the remembrance of the incident - Ne'shir's callousness, the ignorance of the volunteers, and the look on her face when he allowed them to take her back, despite his assurances to her that he would protect her.* I attempted to take her into my custody but was threatened with arrest myself, and that would have done good for no one.

GT: *Perhaps for the first time in his life, he wished he had been wrong. He hid his shock well, but it was there, imprinted on his features for anyone who knew him well enough to see. He takes a few steps forward, both his hands again behind his back.* These actions of his; have you found no proof as to an ally of any sort? It is very risky what he attempted. *he
throws a glance behind his shoulder* And Zo'or?

Sc: Zo'or believes that I overreacted and Ne'shir has threatened to bar me from the infirmary if I interfere again. *He felt rather inadequate at the moment, and he realized that throughout his monologue that he had not looked T'than in the eyes, rather keeping his gaze straight ahead. Even when he had been cast out for his physical difference and abhorred by many of his kind he had never felt such shame as he did at this moment. Placing his hands behind his back he began to walk again thinking about the Taelons and their quest for perfection. Despite what many believed...they still had a long way to go.*

GT: Sha'bra! I had a feeling I would not have an ally in Zo'or despite...his recent interest in emotions. Anyone willing to see properly would not need a second glance at Cadence to know your suspicion is correct. 

Sc: Zo'or does not believe that one of our kind would commit such a heinous act. *He continues the sentence, but practically under his breath.* Or perhaps he does not believe one would do it without notifying him first.

GT: *He turns to looks at Sc'orr, and then follows by his side as the older Taelon begins to walk.* Strangely, there is a human saying that well applies to this. There are none so blind as those who refuse to see. *There was a moment of silence, disturbed only by their soft footsteps as well as those of the volunteers who walked several feet behind them; T'than's
attention was slowly diverted to Cadence' s presence, now a small call for help. Those renegade Jaridians had been far more merciful towards them...*

~*~

*The staff had not been cleared from the infirmary and it seemed quite crowded there, but maybe the sense of extra humanity was not from the doctors, nurses and others who efficiently performed their tasks but rather by the troop of eight volunteer officers who stood in groups of two conspicuously around the room at each entrance and corridor as well as in
front of Cadence's doorway.

Ne'shir stood in the archway of his office, his blue eyes dismissing Sc'orr brusquely before boldly locking onto the blue orbs of the General as Sc'orr led him to her room. He looked almost challenging, as if daring T'than to make some kind of move in the presence of so many as well as the many surveillance devices that peeked into the goings on on the ship like dark creatures with beady eyes and long noses which quivered as they sought the scent of deceit. *

GT: *He entered the infirmary, his newest enemy's territory with the same smugness as he used to wear long ago. It was a mask that was more difficult to wear now than ever especially because it was based on shaky foundations without his power to support it. But still, he showed no signs of weakness,
though his body and soul were drained of their usual force. Sc'orr, by his side, reacted to something, and T'than followed the other Taelon's eyes towards... Ne'shir. Something lit up in his soul, a nearly primitive anger, the same that had allowed him to fight back the Jaridians.

A soldier was well capable of seeing beyond race; an enemy was an enemy, whatever the aspect he had. And Ne'shir... he was more than that to T'than now. His nostrils flared somewhat, but he held back any comments. There was the temptation though, to surprise one of the volunteers by swiftly taking
his weapon and be done with the healer...*

Sc: *Sc'orr was completely aware of the environment around him, his senses on almost painful alert, and he did not miss the look in T'than's eyes and he took him by the upper arm as if to lead him in the right direction but in truth he felt like he was pulling the other Taelon along. * Not now General, *he whispered.* The time for...confrontations...will come, however
right now your obligations lie elsewhere.

GT: I know of this. *he nearly hisses, as though his tone was set for a conversation not with Sc'orr, but with whom he glared at.* But you cannot stop my mind from entertaining the thought of ending this now... *his lips drew a smirk, a very natural and fitting gesture, given the thoughts crossing his mind.* But you are correct. He is a waste of my energy... There is someone who requires it with greater need. *he then turns towards
her; knowing, instinctively, how many feet separated them. * 

C: *The door to Cadence's room was open and the sound of soft and feminine voices floated out like wispy clouds across the summer sky. Technician Jenny Madden had propped pillows behind Cadence's back and was now brushing
her hair, speaking in soft tones eliciting a nod or small laugh from Cadence but not much more. *

GT: *It was music, the kind he had not heard for a long time. He was almost tempted to just stay by the door and enjoy her moment of happiness, but the melody was already being sung into his mind. It took the front seat in his thoughts, quickly casting out all darkness and negativity that had filled him upon entering the infirmary.*

C - *Cadence had felt T'than approach and when he entered her room relief and happiness washed over her like a chilling rain to awaken her senses. Her cheeks flushed and she looked like she might cry, but then she saw Sc'orr. *

Sc: *He saw her as well, and despite offering her a comforting smile she glared at him, and then looked away, her chest rising and falling with her remembrance of his betrayal.* I...shall wait outside, *he said as he offered a slight bow.* Take your time. I will handle our esteemed healer.

GT: *However charmed by her presence, he did not miss her change of expression, nor the slight tremble in Sc'orr's tone.*

C - Like you handled him before? *she said, her voice tearing at the edges with a sob, her face hidden by her hair. Jenny gave her a reassuring smile patted her hand and stepped from the room.*

Sc: *He looked down. In a way he had hoped that her weakness would have spared her the memory of that day but she remembered, and he had no intention of making excuses to her. Instead he turned and left the room, closing the door behind him. *

GT: *There were a million questions in his mind, but they vanished the moment he heard the door close. Of course that gesture did not grant them any privacy but... they were physically alone in the room. No other energy to disrupt the signal of her presence; to stain the beauty of her aura with
polluted energy. It was weak, so very weak, and very different as well, and concentrated on her abdomen. The child grew strong... the mother, increasingly weak. 

He took a few tentative steps, allowing his lips to utter a simple* Hello... *something quite human to say, but he could not find anything better than that.* # I have missed you terribly...#

C - *She wiped her eyes with her hands and gazed at him, his image resplendent in her mind. She wanted to hurl herself into his arms but she was too weak to do anything except look at him beseechingly, pleading with her eyes for him to come close to her...to touch her...to hold her.*

GT: *Gently, he extended his hands to her, pulling her up to a sitting position. He wanted to look into her eyes, into her soul; he wanted to know...* How are you faring? # Sc'orr told me everything... I already knew but...# his eyes cold, hiding away the emotions that assaulted him. *

C - He said he would take me from this place and take me to you! *she said heatedly, fresh tears flowing as she remembered what she could from that day. Cadence was unaware of Sc'orr's accusations against the healer; she
had drifted off in his arms at that time. She only remembered the relief she had felt when he said he was taking her away.* He promised! He promised me! *Her words dissolved into small cries and she looked down. Her sadness was so great, and though the specifics were unclear, she knew Ne'shir was
deliberately hurting her as well as an innocent child.*

GT: # I am sorry... so deeply sorry.# *And that was not an easy thing to be said; especially when accompanied by a torrent of feeling that despite his will to dam it, passed to her through his touch.

But what was he doing? He needed to be strong for them both! He could not let them win; not like that! It was a death of a thousand cuts, but he would not give them the satisfaction of winning.* Cadence... I need you to take all the energy you can from me. *he holds her hands tightly, fighting back the will to just hold her close to him and forget that they were being
watched and judged. His blue on blue eyes focus deeply into her green ones. *


C - *Her tears sparkled in a myriad of colors on her cheeks in the dim room as they refracted the light from the several interfaces around them.* What...do you mean, 'take all I can'?


GT: # I mean all that you can manage. I want you to open the doors to your being and let it flow into you. It matters not if I pain or fade; my energy will be replenished soon.#  *Still holding one hand, he places her other one against his chest….. * # They will not win. We will not permit them...#

C - *Her lips parted to speak but no words came out. Instead her eyes locked on her hand that he held against his chest. Funneling energy from his palms was one thing, but to take it directly from his main pathway could be very dangerous...for him!* No! It could kill you! *she tried to pull it away but he held it there and her eyes dropped to her lap for a moment and then rose to meet his again.* 

GT: *His eyes nearly smile at her, wearing all his hope in their incredible shine.* Worry not. I would not give them the satisfaction. *he takes the hand he holds to his lips, planting small kiss on its back* Trust me Cadence. It is the only way... *his fingers then intertwine with her own, palm pressing against palm, the tingling of energy already warning them of their bodies needs. *

C - All right...I will try but...T'than, I am so weak even the act of
drawing from you is almost too much!

GT: You will feel better after this.  # And I will be at ease knowing you are better.# *he nods at her, pressing her palm further to his chest. He would give to her in the beginning, but there would be a time when he needed to part from her, to leave her alone to sate her hunger, for his pain would be too great for her and the child to endure. Through their linked palms, he slowly instructed her body to open and her mind to give in to his whispering...* # Let it flow... all of it... as fast as you can #  *for indeed... once Ne’shir saw what was truly happening behind that door, he would probably want to stop it, for it would surely ruin his plans of killing her.*

C - *She inhaled and closed her eyes, her hand blushing softly as she imagined dipping it into the bright and flowing river of his essence. It was warm and full of life, yet refreshing and cool as it began to flow into her, up her glowing arm and into her. *

GT: *His eyes closed, seeing only her and her essence. It was a realm of pure sensation, pure energy. He saw only her bright aura, and the channel between them towards which he directed much of his energy. It was slow at first, to allow her body to adjust. One who is famished cannot be fed too fast; it would do more harm than good. But once he found her strong enough,
his energy already mingled with hers replenished much of the strength she had lost, he opened the dam.. letting it flow, with near violence, into her. The pain was nearly unbearable! It shook the foundations of his very being that feared its own destruction, but T'than knew well his limits, and he would bend them this time... he had to!*

C - *Soon it was rushing over her body in a glittering torrent as T'than himself ushered as much as possible forward, literally pushing it into her. The room brightened into day from the power of it, and both of them became as bright as the very sun!*

GT: *He moaned, but the sound was lost to both of them. The contact of their palms was broken with great effort, but the pain was becoming too great to shield from her; and his growing weakness was stealing his self-control as it was. Everything was happening as he knew it would... down to the last detail. 

Her aura grew to a flame before his mind; bright, pure, dazzling and nearly blinding, while his withered... A little more... just a little more...*

Sc: *Sc'orr had remained calmly outside of the closed doors when the bright flare of light shot out through the window of the door. Ne'shir strode forward, his expression one of shocked outrage when Sc'orr grabbed his arm in a vice-like grip.* You will not enter...not until the energy transfer is complete. *His tone was ominous, matching the look on his handsome face.*

Nes: How dare you! *he hissed* This is my domain Sc'orr, and I warned you what would happen if you violated my directives again.

Sc: I am not. This is a Synod sanctioned procedure, and if you interfere you will be in direct violation of *their* directives.

Nes: *Sc'orr was right, but what was going on in Cadence's room was risking his progress with his experiment! His shoulders rose and fell with his impotent rage against the other Taelon but suddenly he calmed visibly. Her taking extra energy might actually be beneficial to allow her enough strength to endure the procedure yet to come - he had planned to feed her with a proper energy shower anyway.* Very well Sc'orr, but the moment that energy transfer is complete you will remove the War Minister from my sight!

Sc: *He nods, keeping a neutral expression as to not acknowledge Ne'shir's outburst.* Very well, however, I am not in need of an entire troop of volunteers to assist me in the matter. *He gestures around the infirmary at the tense officers who stand, exolinks at the ready.*

Nes: This is standard procedure where a possibly dangerous prisoner is involved.

Sc: *He rolled his eyes* T'than is merely here to offer his mate and child nourishment, something *you* have neglected to do.

Nes: I shall not rehash that argument again Sc'orr. As for the guards, they will remain. Even a seemingly docile beast may attempt to kill his oppressors and escape if it sees the opportunity.

*Both Taelons look up sharply, their argument forgotten when they hear Cadence's shrill scream.*

C - Help! Oh help me! *The door opens and both Taelons halt in their tracks, stunned, as they see the unconscious form of the War Minister blushing weakly, held in the arms of a hysterical Cadence.* HE'S DEAD! I think...I think I killed him!

GT: *Holding on to the gurney had only served to sustain him for a few moments. His legs had begun to tremble underneath him, losing density, losing cohesion. Still he pressed further... until a last particle stole the last of his strength... he had not been the one to end it. Perhaps by instinct, Cadence had stopped it, and so his body had shut to the loss of more energy...

A last thought wandered in his mind before everything turned to darkness; the image of her full glory, the beauty of her aura... and of her soul. That battle, they had won...*

Mit’gai: *He had received an urgent summons from Ne'shir and the Taelon virtually ran from his own office to Cadence's room. Calling two technicians with a hover-gurney, they lifted T'than and gently lay him on it. Mit'gai wasted no time in running a scanner over the unconscious being, his frigid gaze then fixing on Cadence, whose arms were crossed over her chest as she watched T'than anxiously.* You ignorant...human! *he hissed,
making her entire body tense visibly* Do you mean to kill him? Does your own survival mean that much?

C - No! *she cried, her tears dripping from her jaw onto her white gown, leaving many little wet stains.* I would never...

Mit: But you have. Know this Miss Blue, that if he perishes it will not be due to a lack of my skills, it will be because you did not exercise proper control. His death will be on your conscience, not mine. 

C - *She paled, left utterly speechless from his heartless remarks. She watched as T'than was taken out, Mit'gai gesturing softly to the techs as he led them to another room. Once they were gone her face crumpled into an expression of heartache, and her shoulders shook as she wept silently. She
looked up suddenly, catching Ne'shir's cruel smirk.* You enjoy this! You encourage our torment!

Nes: Nonsense. I am merely a witness to it.

Sc: Enough Ne'shir! *he said firmly* She needs rest, not further turmoil.

Nes: Yes, however when I gave this advice it did not stop you from interfering.

C - STOP IT! *she screamed, leaping from the bed, one hand over her rounded belly. For the first time in ages she actually felt normal, like her old self. She was flushed with color, and with the exception of needing to gain back the weight she had lost, she looked wonderful.* All of you Taelons...you don't care about us! *She cast a flaming look at Ne'shir* And YOU! You want to kill me! You want to kill my baby...well I have news for
you...I WON'T LET YOU! I WON'T ALLOW YOU TO HURT MY CHILD...I'LL KILL YOU FIRST!

*All of her stress and anger, building up for so long and now finally felt, burst forth from her and even the arrogant healer stepped back when he saw her skin blush brightly bluish, and then he ducked as she began hurling equipment from a counter in his direction. *

Nes: Stop this! *he commanded* I will not tolerate this outburst in my infirmary! *His hand came up just in time to deflect a medical scanner and he seethed that his patient, once so controlled, was now back to her original and chaotic demeanor. What the War Minister saw in her was beyond his understanding. She was nothing but a whirlwind of uncontrolled emotions!*

Sc: Cadence, *he said, a hand up in a halting gesture,* this is doing you no good...please lie down and everything...*His words were stopped by a large tray which held varied instruments flying at his face.*

C - SHUT UP SC'ORR! I don't give a damn what you have to say! I HATE YOU! I hate you ALL! You lie as much as the others and I will NEVER trust you again! Stay away from me! Stay away FROM US!

Sc: *He looked at her, but with no surprise. She was cycled up, and indeed she had much to be angry for, but yet he felt great remorse; Cadence had never truly trusted him and he had tried to mend that rift, but now he was not so sure if the gap between them could ever be bridged. He backed out of
the room, ducking as he was pelted with numerous objects. *

Nes: *He watched for a moment longer as anything not bolted down in the room went flying, his expression having since moved back into calm...deadly calm.* I am going to sedate her. *He said flatly, making Sc'orr look over at him with something close to amusement at his lax tone. *

Sc: In this case, Ne'shir, we are in agreement. *He knew she would hate him further as he walked back in and grabbed her by the shoulders, followed by the healer and his ever-present syringe.* I am sorry Cadence. Though this outburst might feel good now, it is in truth doing you no good. *She tried
to pull away, but he was much too big and strong for her. She flinched slightly from the metallic pinch of the needle, but no sooner did she feel the sting than her knees buckled beneath her, Sc'orr expertly lifting her body and placing her back in her bed. 

Ne'shir did not thank him for his assistance and Sc'orr had not expected him to; their minor agreement now over the healer turned from him dismissively, irritably ordering some of the staff to go in and order the room.

Sc'orr left and walked down a short corridor to T'than's room. The General was lying prone under an energy shower, Mit'gai tending him and watching his readings on a datastream.*

GT: *His unconsciousness had been brief; the energy drained from his body had been in a slightly bigger amount than he had anticipated, and it had been a while since he had felt so weak, but her emotions rekindled him somehow, brought him back from his sheer need to feel them. The energy felt cold and soothing as it fell over his pale shell, and he was well aware of
his surroundings, though his eyes had not opened. He wanted to focus on her, and despite the worry of what her outburst might be causing her, there was also contentment to feel her so strong and vibrant once again. He had missed her tremendously; no doubt he had bordered insanity for some moments now that the Commonality was sometimes no more than whispers.*

Mit: Explain the commotion. *he said, not acknowledging Sc'orr nor looking at him.*

Sc: I need not explain and surely you understand, since your words were the main cause of it. *His tone hardens, making Mit'gai look at him archly.* Your accusations were uncalled for and completely unnecessary.

Mit: Just like your presence here...

Sc: I shall remain and speak with T'than...alone. I am his advocate until his trial is concluded and according to our laws I may remain.

GT: *Even Sc'orr had noticed his awareness. A pity... much could be learned from pretending unconsciousness. His light blue eyes finally reopened, not turning to meet either of the two Taelons in the room. *

Mit: *He glances at T'than* Do you feel adequate enough to speak with him?

GT: *He simply looks as the healer, the demanding answer quite apparent in his eyes.*

Mit: *With a curt nod he makes a last adjustment on the raining shower and leaves.*

Sc: *He walks up to the bed, placing his hands on the edge of it.* T'than....I do not claim to understand what happened here today, so please tell me. What purpose could allowing her to drain you to such a serious extent serve but to end your existence and leave her alone? Is that your wish? Do you choose to give up before your trial even begins?

GT: You know me very poorly if you think me capable of giving up. Victory is the only admissible end Sc'orr. *his eyes focus on the older Taelon, with a strength not matching his physical condition, but with a blink, his head lolls and he is facing the ceiling.* I have not yet won. *there is a moment of silence, during which he closes his eyes, making it appear as though
talking had exhausted his strength, but the small smile creeping on his lips quickly cast that doubt away* I merely saw to it that Ne'shir's efforts were ruined, both of draining her to death... and keeping us parted. *and it had been so comforting to feel her so strongly again. Maybe it had been selfish of him to scare her like that, but it had been necessary, and despite the pain still flogging his body, he would do it again if necessary.* 

Sc: *His full lips parted in genuine shock; he knew the War Minister to be devious and scheming...but to stake his very life on a plot like this, knowing that such a subterfuge might fail and possibly backfire... He realized at that moment that, no matter how much he felt that he had become familiar with T'than, that he truly was not, and that he had barely scratched the surface of the many dark layers which made up his being.*

GT: Cadence is herself again, but one thing troubles me... *his eyes reopen, without facing Sc'orr until the question was totally posed* She does not trust you. Why?

Sc: *His normally intense gaze faltered against T'than's, and his eyes flicked, almost nervously, to another part of the room - a gesture alien to his normally confident demeanour.* She is one individual that I have never been able to touch; she has never fully trusted me, and I do not know why. *He looked very uncomfortable as he turned back through the pages of his
memories to the first time he had met her, months ago. He turned slightly away from the General - not as a dismissal, just so he could talk and not be tethered by the other's stern gaze.*

GT: *He had actually forgotten what it was like to feel the power of making another utterly uncomfortable. Sc'orr was struggling for words, walking on eggshells. Of course, now he was a sort of ally and T'than knew better than to provoke, but this little taste of control cured a lot more in him than the energy raining upon his body.  He did not utter a single word, instead leaving Sc'orr to wonder where to start instead of guiding him.*

Sc: I thought perhaps that...my advances...had frightened her...that day that you sent her to me, but she was uncertain even before my failed seduction. 

GT: *Of course she had been uncertain. T'than had seen to that... Back then, their relationship had had little to do with romance. A shaky start... but the right one, the only one. But if Sc'orr failed to see just why she did not trust him, or any other Taelon... so much the better. It would not fall well if it was heard how T'than himself had averted Cadence to the dangers of his own species. One would easily believe he was not so loyal to his kind...*

Sc: *Sc'orr had changed so much since his arrival, and it was embarrassing to him to have to discuss a time when his morality had not been up to his own self-imposed standards now.* I was...not entirely truthful when I contacted you thereafter to say that she had given in to my charms, and
though it was petty I believed that if I could bring upon your jealousy, that you would admit your...feelings, for her. 

GT: I see... You should not have bothered Sc'orr... *he speaks, his voice a monotone, his eyes once more focused on the ceiling.*

Sc: *He looked back down at him finally, the other Taelon's face glowing under the living energy that bathed him in its strength.* I can see now that my attempt was unnecessary *Though he had had good intentions after she had gone, it had still been difficult to admit to his behavior when she had first arrived. How to tell her mate that, in the beginning, he had wanted her?*

GT: Utterly so. *he offers, his blue eyes turning Sc'orr's way.* Cadence knew her place, even then. Though basically she has good instincts, her spirit always compelled her to do the foolish thing, but if she could not learn for herself, I doubt even I could change her. *hence his sending her to Sc'orr; it was better to have her realize her connection to T'than and how much he truly owned her, than to have to admit his own feelings... He knew it now if not back then. But knowing wasn't the same as admitting.*

Sc: At any rate, *he continued* she fears me and...I fear that the small trust that I had finally managed to build with her is now shattered. When I spoke earlier of taking her into my custody, what I did not mention was that, she had awakened in my arms and pleaded with me to take her to you. I promised that I would do just that...and when I myself was threatened with arrest and the volunteers came to take her from me I...let her go. I could
not allow her health to be endangered further, however she felt extremely betrayed. She is still most upset with me.

GT: *His eyes narrowed. A good gesture, but a foolish promise.* You should have known your species better than that Sc'orr. To make promises you cannot keep is rather foolish for someone your own age. Ne'shir would not have allowed that, especially if L'syr is behind his actions. He too is a member of the Synod. You share equal power, but in this issue, I fear the
Commonality is with them. *he closes his eyes, falling into a contemplative silence for a few seconds.* Cadence has a natural mistrust towards Taelons. As I said... she has good instincts. Perhaps she felt more to you than you admit...

Sc: *He walked to look out the small window in the door.* I no longer have romantic intentions toward her, but I would be lying if I said that I did not care for her. You could liken it to parental concern, for she is so very young to have to deal with these unfortunate events. *He looked back at T'than, his eyes conveying his emotions.* You both are.

GT: Your concern for us is moving... but I fear sentimentality will not help in the near future Sc'orr. They are not ready to understand - perhaps they never will be. *bluer than blue eyes focus on the older Taelon* We have to resign to this, and win by playing their own game. The Synod enjoys appearances more so than integrity. I remember well my struggles to remove Zo'or from the leader's seat. Despite the accusation of murder pending over his head... they did not care to change. No wonder we are a dying race... 

Sc: *His expression saddened; he wanted to deny those words but could not. Even in his own case, regardless of his achievements and generosity to his race, regardless of his honesty and integrity, he had been exiled, T'than leading the way in the campaign to cast him into the void. Though the elders amongst the membership had decided on a less severe course of action, in the end he had been shunned...to keep up appearances.

The War Minister had closed his eyes, effectively dismissing him. Sc'orr smirked as he watched him rest; even trying as he was to help T'than and Cadence, the warlord would not allow a shred of any emotions which Sc'orr was certain he was feeling, transpire to the surface. Taelon to the end. Sc'orr hoped the end would not be soon. Dimming the lights he quietly stepped out of the room, leaving T'than in the company of his own thoughts.

 

 
Book Four

Part Four

Uncertain Reunion




*Chandra Sheridan strode into the infirmary, intent on seeing Cadence no matter what that Taelon healer said! However, unlike the other two times she had attempted to visit her friend, there were no drone volunteers around, and, even more surprising, the staff smiled comfortably at her, not under the probing eyes of Ne'shir.

No one stopped her when she approached Cadence's room; the door was open and soft light was visible within. The blonde girl stepped over the threshold, aware of how warm it was now inside - the heat reminding her of many summer days spent by their swimming pools as she and Cadence talked on for hours about things that only would have seemed important in childhood.

Cadence was awake and engrossed in a book from the ship's library that she viewed via datastream. The covers were pulled up to her chest and she could see a bit of the medical gown the other girl wore. Chandra noticed that her arms were slimmer but other than that, Cadence looked quite well. Her cheeks and lips were rosy, her eyes bright and alert as she read and then, with a flutter of her lashes, she saw her.*

C - Chandra! *she said excitedly. Her friend was dressed casually in a black, long-sleeved shirt that hugged her curves almost affectionately. Her shapely legs were visible from a beige miniskirt, and when she walked, her black knee-high boots made small tapping sounds on the floor. Her hair was held away from her face by a slim headband made of some material that had a faint sheen to it, leaving her long platinum tresses to flow loosely down to her rounded backside.* You look...beautiful! *It was more than Chandra's sharp fashion sense - Cadence was simply lost in the splendor of seeing someone different after so long. But her expression saddened slightly when she thought of their last meeting nearly three months ago: she had made a choice and pushed Chandra from her room, the door closing on the younger girl's devastated expression.* I didn't...think that I would ever see you again...after how we parted before...

Ch: *She looked away, remaining in the doorway.* I almost didn't come back, *she said softly, her large blue eyes almost furtively finding their way back to Cadence* I can't begin to describe to you what I went through after that Cadence - the pain and tears...the search for you only to discover you had left the ship...but when I saw you on Lyra...so close to death I...I knew then I couldn't say good-bye. *She took several tiny steps toward the bed. She had hoped their reunion would have begun on a lighter note, but she had so much she needed to resolve with Cadence - so many questions she wanted answered.* I've tried to see you for over two months now...

C - I know....but that's over now. I was sick - they didn't allow me to see anyone.

Ch: Except T'than I bet. *She bit her lip; she promised herself that she would remain calm this time.*

C - Yes...I had to see him.

Ch: Why? *she asked sharply, noting Cadence's slight frown at the question.* What? Why that look?

C - *She looked away and swallowed what felt like a large rock in her throat and then looked back.* Chandra...don't you know? Didn't Zekhoor tell you?

Ch: *Impatient* Tell me what? He didn't have a chance to tell me anything. *She looks down at a booted foot and taps the floor absently, her voice suddenly sad* He was reassigned back to Velura...a wonderful promotion into the hierarchy of his government. He wanted me to go with him but...my career is here. It was hard on both of us...we've promised to stay in touch but...who knows...

C - I see. I'm sorry...I know you two had planned on a future together.

Ch: It's not completely out of the question, but, with the distance between us...I just don't know. *She shrugged her shoulders and paced the small room before turning back to her friend and coming to stand by the side of her bed.* But I'm not here to talk about me. *What* did you think that Zekhoor told me?

C - *Her eyes locked on Chandra gravely. A pregnancy should be considered wonderful news, but she had a feeling Chandra would not take it that way, and as she slowly peeled away the blanket, revealing the roundness of her abdomen she knew her suspicions had been correct, for Chandra at once stepped back, a hand over her mouth.*

Ch: I don't...I don't believe it....*swallow*...Cadence....please tell me that, *gestures to her stomach*...this...is the result of some fling with a volunteer! That you forgot to take your contraception!

C - *She looks at Chandra matter-of-factly, arching an eyebrow.* Guess again.

Ch: No! Oh Cadence no! *She fell into a nearby chair, shaking her head back and forth.* You let him...you let him...make you pregnant?

C - It's why we went to Lyra, so we could be alone.

Ch: You *wanted* this? Oh Cadence...he has really worked a number on you...more than I believed!

C - Stop saying that! Can't you grow up for a minute and accept that I love him? That I wanted this?

Ch: No I can't! It's not natural Cadence!

C - How can you work on this ship with an attitude like that?

Ch: What attitude? Taelons are Taelons, Jaridians are Jaridians...and HUMANS are humans! I accept this! But what you both have done is...is wrong!

C - It's not and you stop saying that! This baby will be perfect...and special!

Ch: *Her eyes are inexorably drawn back to the roundness of Cadence's stomach, knowing that within lies a being created by not only her friend but by the War Minister. Try as she would, she just could not imagine him in a loving, parental way. Every time she thought of him, memories of him caressing her prone and naked body flooded her mind...memories of the lust lighting his blue eyes making her shudder.*

I always wondered what drew him to you and now I think I know. He used you Cadence! He wanted to make a breeder out of you from the beginning and that is exactly what he has done! # and had things gone a bit differently...it might have been me...# *she shuddered*

C - THAT'S NOT TRUE!

*A nurse peeks into the room, a frown of concern and curiosity on her face.* Is everything okay in here?

C - Yes it's fine! *Cadence replied shortly, looking away.*

Nurse: *Looking at Chandra* She has to remain calm...she has been ill. *The young protector nods but Cadence cuts in.*

C - I *said* that everything is fine! We just need some privacy.

Nurse: *She casts a quick glance at the monitors, noting readings for both mother and child. They were elevated, but not dangerously so...not yet.* Ten more minutes, Protector Sheridan. Then she needs to rest. *A curt nod and she exits, not allowing Cadence time to contest.*

C - Chandra...I am trying to stay calm...but you have *no* right to say such a horrible thing to me!

Ch: *She bows her head and after a moment of silence she walks over and sits on the side of the bed.* I make no apologies...I am sorry Cadence. *exasperated* You both don't even know what a pregnancy like this could *do* to you! Look how ill it has made you!

C - *She wanted to tell Chandra that it was Ne'shir who had caused her such trauma but she didn't dare.* You saw our condition on Lyra 117 - it made carrying the child more difficult than it would have been under normal circumstances...and Chandra...just for curiosity's sake....do your words on Taelons and Jaridians...also apply to Velurans?

Ch: What's that supposed to mean?

C - You know exactly what it means. Are you telling me that you wouldn't risk any possible outcome to have a child with Zekhoor?

Ch: That's different! 

C - How so?

Ch: Because we love each other Cadence. He loves me and I love him!

C - T'than loves me as well...and *I* love him!

Ch: He FORCED you to love him!

C - You don't know anything. *She looks away, sulking.*

Ch: I know this...I know that your parents have reason to be concerned for you. You just aren't acting normal...not at all like the Cadence I used to know!

C - *Her head whips around and her look goes wary* What about my parents?

Ch: They called me - they said you called them for two minutes before going off on some 'secret mission.' Your mother says you were lying to her. I know that that is when you must have gone to Lyra... They are waiting for me to call them back and tell them where you are...and how you are.

C - Oh please Chandra...please don't tell them that I am pregnant! *She holds Chandra's hand in her own, her eyes beseeching.*

Ch: Why not? If you *love* that Taelon, why shouldn't they know?

C - They wouldn't understand...especially my mother...

Ch: Can you blame her? She will feel exactly as I do! That Taelon brainwashed you so he could make you pregnant!

C - That's not true it's not! *Her voice was choked, her head shaking back and forth before she covered her face with her hands* We love each other! *She looks back at the other girl.* Please Chandra please! Things have been so hard lately...I am asking you as your best friend...if that still means anything to you...please don't tell my parents! I will tell them I swear but...not yet....

Ch: *She wanted to deny her; she wanted to run from the room and call Logan and Hayley Blue and tell them to come and save their daughter from the insidious grip of a Taelon she herself had feared and hated from the moment he had abused her in his office! But...when she looked back at Cadence's almost babyish and tearstained face she knew she couldn't do that.* All right...*she sighed heavily* Calm down Cadence...I promise that won't tell them you're pregnant...

C - *She cried with relief and wrapped her arms around Chandra's neck, her cheek against her shoulder.* Thank you...thank you! I know you don't understand but you will see...When you see the baby you will know how right it was for us to conceive! *a pause as she sniffles* You won't have to worry about me anymore.

Ch: *She returned the embrace, thinking that there would never be a day that she would not worry about Cadence and her willful ways. And she also knew that, though she would keep her promise and not tell Cadence's family about Cadence's impending arrival...that didn't mean that she couldn't drop a few hints to make her parents concerned enough that they would investigate and find out for themselves...*

Book Four

Part Five

Distance

Naor’rin: *One would think time could erase all wounds...

Well, they were wrong, not all. And time was something a Jaridian didn't have to spare. The last few weeks had been hell for Naor'rin. Recent news spoke of how things back on the homeworld were changing. Taelons might wish to believe
it had been a simple problem, but it made her job a whole of a lot more difficult. And she had to keep it secret.. High Command directives...

A few weeks, that was all it had taken to ruin her work with the Taelons for the last years. Devoting one's life to a cause could lead both to grace as well as damnation. She was doing the right thing, peace was the answer but... it was true what rumors had said: because of Taelons, Jaridians were now fighting each other. It was blasphemy, and a saddening reality...

How curious, the short distance between being respected... and outcast. Still, she tried to hold on to hope. Frail yes, but she could not let the others know. The latest call from Jaridia had been quite unsettling. The Anti-Taelon Movement was growing again, gaining more followers by the moment, even amongst the high Command. And... she had contributed to it. It was her name down in the dirt when they had mentioned how she had betrayed her kind... for a Taelon... General T'than of them all...

Vedra and Dra'val were still on the Mothership, despite the requests from the Jaridian Government that they be sent back to their homeworld to be tried in accordance to their crimes. Naor'rin had checked on them periodically, but there were never many changes to cryogenic patients.

Punch after punch as she swirled on the fighting mattress crashed against the images of her concerns that her mind projected. They were plenty, and her workout had lasted for a at least an hour then. A few kicks to break the stress, sometimes a backwards flip to dodge an imaginary enemy.


Herself...

That other side always peeking, always asking questions that she thought she had found the answer to a long time ago... Everything was hanging in the balance for her again: no security in living with the Taelons, some shaken for what had happened with the Jaridians; no safety back home either... home. Interesting concept. A month ago, she had admitted the Mothership to be her home.

But she had learned too much after that... and she had known the hard way how her presence on that ship was not so strong as she had believed it to be. Her power came from Zo'or... from her connection to him. Not from the respect she should have been able to earn... *

Argh, shi'pra! *She stopped for a moment, panting; the long black strands falling from her ponytail glued to her shoulders and her arms, a few wisps drawing dark lines across her features. *  I'm tired... tired of all this.  


Focus Naor'rin... focus... *She took a deep breath, a drop of cold sweat dripped down her cleavage as her eyes closed. * Focus...  *Another deep breath, and her arms moved in an ancient dance; a beat of a heart, and she floated around the mattress again, her body moving as though performing
a complicated, but yet graceful... and deadly dance... *

~*~

Zo’or: *He'd been wandering the Mothership for hours. Dodging volunteers, avoiding hails.

A few months ago, he would have known where Naor'rin was without question. Without even thinking.

Today he didn't have a clue. Her room was empty. No one had seen her.

The workout room was the last place he looked, and he almost drew back in shock when he found her there, pounding on some kind of exercise equipment in the one of the aft private rooms.

He slipped through the doorway, first not trying to hide his coming in, and then stepping back, when he realized that she had not sensed his presence either. Watching... spying... whatever it was it wasn't admirable. But she had a habit of mesmerizing him wherever she went. Even today, as her
body burned and glowed with tremendous energy. Angry energy?

Her skin had gone slick with perspiration.... her slender body turning and twisting with her punches.... her eyes.... elsewhere.

She had a straightforward way of approaching the negativity in life. Taelons, they weren't very good at that.

And HE wasn't very good at dealing with anything without her.

Sometimes he could almost accept their love as the curse he thought it might be.

She dropped her right shoulder again, a fist dragging across the opposing material like a knife through hot butter.

He was about to call her name when he realized she was spinning again. One more step and he'd be exactly ahead in her line of sight. *

~*~

N: *Still trapped in her fight against all those ghosts, she didn't feel her mind drift to a far more primitive kind of anger. It was instinctual, even if many did not believe it to be so. But after all, that war had lasted millions of years. Who was to know the designs of evolution? Such as a panther knows to fear man, so had Jaridians been born despising the Taelons...

Before she even realized it, it was her real flesh and bone enemies that she saw taking shape in the punching bags. Her eyes burned with that savage fury, a part of herself she would not let out that often; Naor'rin had learned to control it, to subdue it's voice, make it nothing but a whisper. But it was there, no denying it, and this time, screaming in her mind,
reminding her of that fever, of that sensation of being so truly alive, it nearly ached.*

Z: *She was far away, and he didn't know for the reasons he should have known. He saw it instead, cold and cruelly etched on her face. Filling with determination, and something primal.*

N: *Blinded to the real world and her true environment, she proceeded, her mind placing her many years ago, upon that asteroid when she had first made true contact with the Taelons. Cursed day... blessed as well, for it had allowed for so much more but... her mind didn't see that far. It didn't want to.

Z: *....he felt it to. Almost... at the edge of his mind... at the edge of his control....*

N: *She wanted rest from her dilemmas... and that meant going back in time to when her head was formatted into thinking, acting, feeling like a warrior and nothing else.

She almost didn't deter herself when she caught the image of a Taelon in her field of sight. Just another Taelon... in the fraction of a second, she didn't realize it wasn't just another ghost, and the impulse of her body would be something difficult to stop in time before... *

Z: *Her fist was flying in the air before he could say anything to stop her. As a Jaridian, even a female one, she almost matched his strength; but with the added impetus of her most primitive energies, he wasn't even sure if he could stop her, when his hand lifted into the air, his palm extended to capture the force of the blow.

She hit, and his hand staggered a mere centimeter, before it stopped her, her knuckles caught by his fingers, her eyes caught by his.... only in the beginning dawn of realizing who he was... *

N: *There was the brief pain of the impact, something a warrior used to alert his senses; her green-blue eyes were empty, cat-like irises reduced to a small black dot in the centre of her eyes. They nearly gleamed with fury as her mind repeated the word murderer, compelling her to act on her failed blow. There was pressure at her heart and it failed to beat once, only too late to stop her body from moving again... *

Z: *Her second fist zipped toward him, and he caught her with his remaining hand.... until her hands were still. And he wondered - for that brief moment - if she had realized who he was before, or after her second punch... *

N: *She stood there, panting, both her hands on his... slowly, her eyes regained their usual expression, leaving behind the wildness and fury of before.* Zo'or... *she whispered softly, the sound coming out nearly as a question, as if her mind was not yet sure if he was just an apparition... if she was Naor'rin the Liaison again, and not the warrior. *

Z: *His name floated from her lips, as she began to pull away. In mind before body, but away all the same.. *

N: *She let her arms relax, and pulled her hands from his.* I did not see you coming. *Her lips attempted a smile, but it was not a genuine, but rather a nervous smile.* You should not sneak on me like that. # I could have hurt you...# * she turned, realizing she could not make herself face him right then. It was not the fact that he had watched her train that bothered
her - that had happened many times - but the feeling that she had struck at him, first not knowing who he was and then... knowing exactly who he was, but seeing him only as the enemy; the murderer of her parents. *

Z: *She turned away. Something was working in her mind, something that he couldn't see or feel. He hadn't felt so alone in a long time. A very long time.*

I was hardly sneaking. *He said*

N: *She wiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand; but in truth, her mind felt heavy, as did her heart. What was happening with her, that his presence could unsettle her so and... that she had not felt him coming. She should have, immediately...

She reached for a towel and cleaned her face, glancing briefly behind her shoulder at him.* You have good reflexes... *for indeed, if it had been another, he would not have been able to stop her. But another wouldn't risk approaching a Jaridian in a trance...*

Z: Haven't I always? *He said, almost laughing at his own quip.* It is you who has been out of sorts. Not to mention out of reach. I've been calling for hours.

*He watched her ritual with intensity: the towel drifting down her arms to capture the moisture... across her neck... but she wasn't turning. Why wasn't she answering?*

N: *His words drove deep into her soul, more so than he had meant them to. Finally, after a while, she responded.* I was not in my quarters. And you know I always drift during meditation. *Yes, that had to be it, right? She had willingly closed their link*

Z: Yes. But usually you come back.

N: It's the only way I can truly focus. *and plus, she needed time to herself, to express her individuality, to be alone. Taelons didn't feel like that though, and she thought it best not to stress that difference at that very moment, mostly because, she was so much more aware of it now, and it was frightening. Her mind was set on seeing the differences, not what
they had in common...

With her mind trapped in its thinking pattern, her hands moved the towel over her body in an automatic way*

Z: *He walked up from behind her, hooking her elbow with his thumb, looking down at her over her shoulder. She froze, her muscles tensing beneath his grasp.*

Where have you been?

N: Here... *she whispered on a clearly tight throat* I guess I must not have noticed how time flew. I needed the workout... *with her other hand, she rubs the towel against her chest and throws it on a nearby bench, ignoring the few hitting bags that had not survived her exercise.* I think I need a bath now... *that said, she took a step forward, wanting, needing the distance. What if he saw through her, and into her soul, into her doubts.
That closeness... disturbed her, in many ways. It filled her with desire... and dread as well, a feeling she had not experienced around him for a long time. *

Z: *He beat the chill creeping up his chest away, all too aware of the dismissiveness of what she was saying. A very small voice in his mind told him that it wasn't that, she was just tired... but another part - the one full of stark suspicions, was fighting to come up with malevolent reasons for her behavior. If it wasn't him, what was it?

Another longing was rising... a need to prove that his thoughts were wrong, that she was still his, and only his. He just could not settle the darkness that was rising, the anger and passion rolling around where the emptiness had once threatened to consume him. He'd filled the void with her, and without her, he was only emptiness. And the coldness of that condition was one that he wasn't willing to bear.*

N: *Her heart was beating wildly in her chest that heaved with her fast breathing. A deep breath, silent and effective, and she finally turned to face him.* Would you mind waiting here for a moment? I will not take much time to shower... *she reached behind her head to remove the band that held her hair in a tight ponytail, letting the many crow black waves cascade, free, down her back.*

Z: *He stared at her as her hair tumbled down, light wet wisps framing her face with black rain. She still wasn't looking him in the eyes.* I don't want to wait. *he said, his voice raw* And our discussion is hardly over.

N: *Something in his tone, allied not with a link, but with her profound knowledge of him, spoke of his urgency. He had indeed captured something in her; but after all, wasn't she wearing it like a theater mask? She saw through him perhaps...
But there was little time for more thought. Naor'rin merely stood, unmoving, as if her exercise had exhausted all of her strength to move...*

Z: *He strode across the distance that separated them, reaching forward as he went, so by the time he had bridged the space between them, his fingers had already made it to the back of her head, where he had tangled them in thick mass of her hair... pulled back.... so her chin was forced upwards,
her eyes full of things he wanted to understand, but knew he couldn't...

Pushing at the nape of her neck, her entire body was thrown into his the momentum ending in his kiss... his tongue slipping through her lips, the force of it consuming her gasp. *

N: *Her mind swirled, her head was made light from the intensity of that kiss, demanding in many ways... imposing of his strength, of his domination. Her body was taken with shivers, half pleasure half pain, that consumed her in that everlasting internal fire. It burned some of the doubt in her mind, but rekindled much of it in her eyes. She loved him...
but he was a Taelon.. though his actions often deceived her into thinking of him in those terms. Black and white... she had seldom dared to look at things in his perspective.*

Z: *In a moment he had ended it and pulled away... still her face mere inches from his... her body still shaking... from exercise... him... he wasn't sure....*

N: *Her lips remained parted, still searching for air, her green eyes captured by his. She realized then she had not requited the kiss, that her hands had remained still. A kiss... it was all it took for him to know something was wrong.*

Z: So. *he whispered* When are you going to tell me what's really going on?

N: Zo'or... *her eyes lowered for a moment as his grip in the back of her neck became a simple touch.* I just needed time for myself... time away from everything, from the recent events. To meditate, to think... or not to think. *her chin rises again, as her eyes face his once more with their gleaming strength* To be frank, sometimes I get so enthralled in problems, I get detached from who I truly am. That is all I came here to do. I
discovered things I wanted to... and some others that I would rather have ignored, but that I cannot. *her voice softens then.* It is all I may tell you, for the rest remains a dilemma, even to me. *her eyes fall again as her hand rises to touch at his arm and watch her fingers move over his jumpsuit* I was not running from you...

*Half true, half lie. Those were indeed the hardest to see through.*

Z: *He eyes her, the scrutiny in his mind tracing his face in doubt.*

N: I am simply concerned, aloof I grant. It has been a while since I checked on the Jaridian prisoners, as well as Cadence... *but it had been a while as well since she had allowed herself a simple moment with him. Why then did her words failed to speak so, if all she had sought in that
exercise was to avoid the very issues pertaining her work?* Now, I really should take that bath... *she said, with a little smile curving her full lips*

Z: *He tried to smile, and return the teasing nature in her eyes.
Something told him it wasn't working very well. It was true. She hadn't spent any time with Cadence or the captive Jaridians. Of course, why she would want to do such a thing was beyond him
regardless. But... she hadn't spent any time with him either.*

Too much time alone cannot be beneficial I am sure *he said absently caressing her chin. Within a moment he was pulling away, as if he was burned, or suddenly realizing something - neither being the case at all.*

N: I reckon as much. *She remembered well what he was like when they had first met. Surrounded by power and subjects, but utterly alone. The smile dissolved on her lips and she tried to fight back the shadow that menaced to cover her features.* Now it is my time to ask, what is bothering you? *his flavor was still in her mouth, and more and more that kiss tasted like
a test more than a hungering caress. If he wanted to be with her... why deny her "invitation". Had he sensed the doubt in her?*

Z: I would join you, but other matters are pressing. Now that I know where you are, I must turn to them. *He said smoothly, hoping that it was a lie that she would believe, as he pressed a dismissive kiss to her cheek.*

N: I see... *her eyes drop for a moment. Such tension...*

Z: In two hours I will be free to pursue more... pleasurable pursuits. Will you meet me then?

N: Yes. *she said without a moment of hesitation. Her eyes rose again to meet his, this time bearing all the tenderness she could muster despite her second nature.* It should only take me a few minutes to shower and dress. Where would you like to meet? *Such formality... she was unaccustomed to asking those questions. Normally... they just knew. It used to be that easy...that special. The thought seemed to drive a knife into her very chest, making it ache just to breathe - or maybe it was just because she had stopped her exercise too abruptly. That was never good... her temperature was stubborn to return to normalcy. To shake away the thoughts and wear just the love in her eyes was hard to do... much harder than it should have been.* The garden, maybe...

Z: *He stared at her for a moment.* The garden then. *Beautiful.... but lost to his sudden lack of certainty. A condition that very rarely maligned him. But then again... she was his true north. And without her direction – his compass - he was lost.
Until then... *he whispered, at first leaning forward to kiss her again, and then thinking better of it. He pressed a single finger to her lips.* I will be waiting.

N: *Her hands were shaky, not knowing where to go to, how
to move even. Should she hug him, kiss him? Would she be welcomed at that? There was doubt in them both, perhaps per her fault... Thinking too much made the moment flee, and next thing she knew, he was already walking away from her.

It ached at her heart to see him go, as if somehow that vision had a deeper meaning imbued to it.* Nonsense... *Naor'rin watched him leave, telling herself times and times again that all was well. Not that ignoring a problem ever made it go away; it just gave one some peace. False... but comforting even if treacherous.

Finally, she herself turned, and headed to the small cabin not far from the room. A shower would do her well - it would help her relax and perhaps clear her mind. She should be looking forward to that meeting, not nervous as if she were going to meet an alien. Or perhaps... she was the alien now...

Twenty minutes later found her combing her hair and heading for her quarters dressed in a simple jumpsuit. Once in her room, she hurried to take it off and simply slip onto one of her long sleeved gowns, very ceremonial if not for the deep cleavage and for the way the bottom of it would open to reveal her legs when she walked. She wore her hair in a long
braid, adorned with a simple silver hook. Not too festive, not too casual...

Just then, her communication's console buzzed. The caller was encrypted. She knew well what this meant. Engaging a small dampening field of Jaridian doing around her, she answered the call. The first image was bad news unto itself, as the expression on the Commander's face was one that guessed problems. Serious problems* I have warned you not to call me in my quarters. I am visited often.

"Yes, so I've heard say Naor'rin. This matter however, is of great urgency. Tau Ceti is chaotic. I fear we are close to reaching civil war. The Anti-Taelon faction is growing by the day, especially since the Taelons refused to deliver the two prisoners."

*Naor'rin felt as if her blood froze in her veins.* It is bad news. But I can assure you that both Vedra and Dra’val have sustained no injuries. They are in stasis as we speak, and I have regularly checked on them.

Commander No’ram: Still... what you set out to do is taking too long. The High Command is questioning the wisdom of allowing you to remain.

N: I am needed here! I cannot simply give up of all I have achieved so far! *her hands were closed, her knuckled turning white from the pressure of it.*

Nor: Are you referring to your duties as Liaison... or to your misspent relationship with Zo'or?

N: Her eyes gleamed with fury and frustration.* I do not get you No'ram! First you endorse it, now that is no longer of use to you, you want me to give up on him? I am not your toy, or the High Command's. You may be my older brother, but you are not my owner!

Nor: Naor'rin... don't turn your back on your people. You are needed here. I am calling to order you back to Jaridia.

N: *She could barely believe what she was hearing.* What? You cannot be serious!

Nor: Effective immediately. Gather only what you need and return to Tau Ceti. I am sending you the coordinates for the portal. You will be briefed on the reason for this decision once you get here. Communications are never safe...

N: But... *she was about to say something, but the screen went black and then faded altogether.* Damn you! *her eyes turned to the clock... she still had one hour... maybe... maybe she could sneak out and come back before that... maybe...

With that hope in mind, she headed for the nearest portal, and using the same bug she always did, she portalled herself away from the Mothership...*

Book Four

Part Six

Thorns

Zo’or: *One word - the garden. One simple word, and the closeness Naor'rin and he had once shared was there again. The rareness of that gift had almost become translucent - invisible in the everyday workings of politics, lost in a world of a million words.

Beyond that, lie the bond he thought nothing could break. Not time, not distance.

But now, distance was all there was.

A word. That's all it had taken to give him an inkling of hope. 

His foot stepped into a light patch of grass, and the garden trees around him began to swirl, like a paint-laden brush dipped into a waterstream. Everything was lighter, more animated, full of promise. Full of hope.

That there was still a maybe... still a chance. 

A breeze drifted through, and over him, as it lightly bent the slim branches of a nearby bush - its lavender blooms catching, and dancing all the way to the ground. She was somewhere he was sure. Hiding in the underbrush - using the warriors skills she was so proud of to allude him. He had come late - almost on purpose - to make sure that she would be the first to arrive. He wanted her to wait for him.

A shallow splash resonated from a small stream behind him, and he turned, a mischievous smile half formed in his eyes.

But nothing.

He stooped to the ground, and sat, letting the coolness of the air remind him why he had come. 

Naor'rin had taught him to appreciate something other than cold, solemn duty. That there was life beyond career, and position. There was love.*

Naor'rin? *He called into the growing darkness. Was it getting darker, or was it just his imagination?

He got up, temporarily resuming his hunt, checking behind a few trees, his mind wandering as he played her game, his mind wandering...

Where was she?

Naor'rin. *he said a little louder, observing the sudden chill. And it was quieter it seemed... the wind had died.

The life had died. 

He stepped forward again catching his shoe on a vine clinging to the ground. Beautiful yellow flowers were cascading from its green husk, their majestic sturdiness reminding him of something... someone else. He picked up the vine... and threw it to the ground almost instantaneously...

It hadn't really harmed him. But it was covered with tiny thorns... not visible to the naked eye, but upon closer observation, there all the same. 

Underneath the beauty... the admirable strength... the thorns were hiding...*


~*~

*Back in his quarters, after he realized that Naor'rin wasn't coming... and after he became too embarrassed to search for her any longer....

Did he not have anything better to do after all?

Events were evolving, changing. 

She had taught him love. But maybe the lesson was as errant as the teacher.

There were other more reliable things he could turn to for comfort. 

He activated his personal communication channel with a long sweep of his hand, a slim Taelon face gleaming on the other side.* You received my communiqué? *He smiled as the other responded affirmatively.*

Very well then. I will meet with you after you have come aboard. Be cautious that our communications are not observed by any, and all will go as we have planned. 

*Another arch of his wrist and the Taelon face was gone. He had much to do before he arrived.

He stepped through the door, pausing for a moment by the table beside it. He dropped Cadence Blue's personnel records there... he had read enough to feel adequately prepared.... and watched as the slim pad crushed the yellow vine he had brought from the garden...

Despite the cruelty of what he was going to do.... what he had already done, he couldn't avoid the feeling that something inside him was shattering with every step that he took from that room... and every breath in which he existed alone.*

Book Four

Part Seven

A Greater Distance

Naor’rin: *The voyages by portal always extenuated her. Naor'rin felt like she had been set on fire the moment she stepped out of the portal. There were only two guards to greet her, to whom she nodded, choosing to disregard the looks they gave her. 

She was not a common sight; her eyes were unnaturally bluish, a trait most Jaridians were used to associating with the Taelons, and her posture was lofty, her movements fluid, her footsteps silent. Like a breeze. And her gown did nothing to hide her form, lithe and delicate but at the same time imposing. Naor'rin did not miss the change in the look of one of the guards as it moved from reprisal to a sort of dazzled admiration. 

She stood silent and placid as much as she could, until one of the guards finally broke the silence. * Commander No'ram has asked me to escort you to the reunion room. 

Naor'rin's brow immediately rose.* He did not deem it worthy to greet me himself?

Guard: *The guard seemed to munch on her words for a while. It was his companion who added, * The council is ready to begin. They are awaiting you.

"

N: I see, * she offered in her modulated voice. * Lead the way then. They must not be left waiting.  *Of course she did that out of courtesy. She knew well the way... 

A few corridors and intersections afterwards, she was facing a great door, carved in black metal with the several symbols of her kind's greatest story. Um'rathu'ma and Sha'quaravah... long gone were the days when those symbols represented their conflict, and now once again, they seemed to want to impose their supremacy again. 

Her delicate fingers traced over the lines of a drawing; the hope of a joining, maybe. The story was in itself a cycle of gathering and separation, the beginning leading to the end in a vicious sequence of events. Always leading to the same point... always leading to War. 

She pressed the doors open, making the hinges shriek. That was enough to announce her presence to those already gathered. There were a few exclamations, and then a profound silence seemed to swallow the room. Only her footsteps echoed in the rocky floor and she stepped forward; and they were only heard because the silence was so great that any noise would echo in the large chamber. 

Finally she reached her seat, not knowing whether to feel tiny as a mosquito, or proud to have been welcomed in such a manner. The worst about silence, one could seldom tell what it meant exactly. 

Her seat was set right to her brother's, who nodded cordially at her. She requited the gesture, then greeting everyone in the room with a simple look of recognition. She knew most of them, but there were new faces in the crowd, and most of them, looked her way with hostile eyes. They hid it well, but she had also been taught well to read emotions. 

At last their leader rose and started the meeting. * The matter that brings all of us here today is one that I, in my long life, had not expected to face. We are on the brink of civil war, as our several castes begin to question our truce with the Taelons.

*Truce, Naor'rin repeated the word in her mind. Not alliance.. truce. Things had changed. 

Leader: Some may believe that what triggered these events was the episode on Lyra 117 several solar periods away but... the matter is, ours are still dying. No solution has been offered for the crisis that afflicts us. Our scientists are still working on a solution, but thus far nothing has worked. Even the most daring of plans, to create a hybrid child with the humans, failed.  *He pauses for a moment, and Naor'rin notices as his eyes fall on her, and consequently, those of the entire crowd. * We have even tried to have one of our own conceive with a Taelon, but not even those of the old lineage are compatible enough. There are those who question the wisdom of this alliance  *his tone changed for that one word* and if whether we are waiting for our end... and the Taelons as well. 

*A great commotion was heard in the room until the leader raised his arms and called for silence.* What say you Naor'rin? 

*Now it was clear to her why they had waited for her to arrive. She rose from her seat, moving her head so that her long braid fell over her chest and hid her cleavage somewhat.* I have thus far proceeded as commanded.

Ha’thor: Even when you almost killed our own to defend outworlders?  *said a voice from the crowd. *

N: *But Naor'rin's eyes didn't even blink as they were still locked on the supreme commander's. She continued with her words.* It is true, my efforts have been useless as far as conceiving a child goes but, I believe I have built something more on that ship. I have provided the bridge between our peoples. We have achieved a greater understanding of each other, so much so, we managed to create this time of peace, unknown to both our kinds in eight million years. 

Ha’thor: This peace is precarious. It will last until the moment of our deaths... we are awaiting our demise, a death without honor! 

N: *This time, she does turn to the voice. *  War only begets more death. It would only bring a premature ending for our species, and a place in history as tyrants and monsters! And while there is life, there is hope. Each of us struggles in our own way, but we must stay together, no matter the caste we belong to.  *She looks at the leader again. * "This divisiveness is what is killing us. Not the Taelons!

Ha’thor: Beautiful words. Have the Taelons taught them to you?  *the Jaridian male that had been speaking against her from the first moment had finally risen from his seat, anger clearly in his eyes. *

N: No. I have learned this from my mentor, though even he seems to have forgotten them. *she casts a quick fortuitous glance at her brother and then simply disregards the male that had spoken to her and looks at the very end of the room, to the main chair.* What led me to raise a hand against my kin was no other than my will to protect them, from themselves. *her green eyes, powerful and glittering, focus upon her opponent again* 

Some are misled, and that often leads them to their own demise. Had it not been for me, they would not have survived. 

Ha’thor: Survived for what? A life in stasis?

N: *Biting back her nervousness, she lifted her chin haughtily.* They will be returned. But if you want your miraculous cure for the malady that is leading to our damnation, someone has to be studied. 

Ha’thor: We want nothing from the Taelons!  *The room went hectic again, with many voices rising as well as Jaridians from their seats. The temperature in the room raised at once several degrees, until finally a shout from the Supreme Commander set silence once again. * 

Commander: There is truth in your words Naor'rin... but great naiveté as well.  *She was about to add something, but the old Jaridian raised his hand and she fell silent. * Maybe you are driven by hope, but many of us believe it is time to stop believing in what may be one day, and work for the now. We are running out of time.

N: *Seeing her chance, she spoke again. *  So you plan on ending it in war? 

Commander: I would rather see us die fighting the Taelons than amongst ourselves... *There was a great sadness in that voice, that set her quiet. At the Jaridian's command she sat back down, her hands in her lap, held tightly together. 

The reunion proceeded with the usual issues. Naor'rin didn't even see time fly, and for a moment she even forgot she had a meeting set with Zo'or in the garden. It was only when she weighed all that had been said in that reunion and that she could be close to losing him that she realized it.

At last there was silence, and her brother escorted her from the room, entwining his elbow with hers. * 

No’ram:  It is good to see you again Naor'rin...

N: *She looked around herself. It was impossible to miss the many glaring eyes that looked at her as she exited the room. * Not many share your sentiments. They think me a traitor.

The great doors closed behind them and some in the High council came to greet her, a few with as much admiration as the others scorned her. At long last, after many words exchanged, it was just she and her brother. * No'ram, I should return. I am expected on the Mothership.

Nor: *He did not answer, instead leading her straight to his quarters. Only after closing the door and serving her a little of the Jaridian equivalent to a human wine did he speak again. * I do not think they will allow you to return so soon, at least, not until they have deliberated on whether we go to war or not.

*She sat, and looked at the glass she held in her lap.* War... that's... ludicrous!  *After a sigh, she added. * We would never win No'ram.

Nor: You have little faith in our people.

N: *She shakes her head and looks up at him.* No, I have plenty of faith in them, otherwise, I would not try so hard as I do. 

Nor: *No'ram set his glass on a nearby table and turned back to her again.* I am sorry that you have to sacrifice so much… *

N: *Almost angry, taking his words the wrong way, she rises, spilling the wine on the floor. * My being with Zo'or is not a sacrifice, it never has been. You were the ones who demanded that I get pregnant. It was never my intention... at least not to sate your wishes! 

Nor: Calm yourself Naor'rin! Being so nervous will not help anything.  *He paused, and saw the dread in her eyes when she noticed the soft quiver in his voice. He was hiding something. *

N: What is it? *she asked. He turned around and offered her only silence, taking the time to sip a little more on his drink.* No'ram, tell me. *she was about to take a step forward, but her boot touched the glass and she was distracted for that moment with the crimson stain on the floor.* 

Nor: They want you to have a child.  *He said at last, his voice ominous. *

N: *Naor'rin picked up the glass.* What is new about that? 

Nor: With one of our own…

N: *This time, the glass fell from enough height to shatter in a hundred pieces. Her body was frozen and then all of a sudden shaken by a dreadful tremor.* What?  *she asked with a choked voice.* What are you talking about? 

Nor: *No'ram's head was low when he uttered the next words. * You are still fertile. We need someone to guarantee the perpetuation of the old lineage.  *He turned to her, not as her brother but as her commander. * A child, that is all we ask.

N: *She looks incredulously at him* That's all? *she repeats sardonically. But there was still something missing.* What else have you been instructed to tell me?

Nor: They have already found a match for you. The possibility that you can breed a healthy child is at least eighty percent. 

N: Who? *she asks, suddenly feeling cold.* Who is it? 

Nor: Ha'thor.  *He adds in a whisper. *

N: *The very same Jaridian who had acted so aggressively toward her in the very room of the council.* This has to be a joke... and one done in very bad taste at that... *but her chuckle was humorless, and full of nervousness. A heavy silence fell over the room. *

Nor: You are wasting your life trying to immortalize our lineage with Zo'or. Please, sister, do not make such a great sacrifice. It is your people that ask this of you.  *He says, as he takes both her hands in his. But Naor'rin pulls them away sharply. *

N: My people? And what have they done for me No'ram? Hmm? What have they offered me but hardship and torment?

Nor: Do not forget who you are Naor'rin, of the Dagda. Do not forget the very foundations of your teachings!

N: *Blue-green eyes focus deeply on green, almost yellow ones.* I have grown No'ram, learned to interpret those teachings in my own way. They give me strength, and I help my people the way I believe is right... But, you cannot ask this of me. You cannot reduce me to some kind of breeding mare... *She turns away, cheeks flushed in a shade or purple.* I want to go home. *she looks behind her shoulder* I want to go back to the Mothership.... 

Book Four

Part Eight

Integrity vs Duty


 
*Naor'rin's conversation with her brother had ended abruptly. He had been a poor choice for making her accept the plans that the High Command had for her. She had been obedient thus far, but Naor'rin did set her limits when it came to compromising her integrity.

She could think of nothing worse than to bond with one she considered an adversary, not so much for who he was, but from what would be of the child afterwards. If a child were to be conceived, it couldn't be between two parents completely opposite in their views.

As she lay in her bed in her temporary quarters, she thought of whether Ha'thor had known when he had spoken against her in the meeting. He had not won entirely back then, but it gave her food for thought if he wouldn't win in the end.

She rolled over, holding the pillow against her body as she curled into fetal position. Despite all the turmoil in her mind, she couldn't help thinking of Zo'or. Of how he would react to her missing their encounter that day in the garden. Even if she returned, Naor'rin would not explain exactly what had been the cause for her stranding him. He would be hurt... and very resentful. He had reasons to be no less in any case...

Her bed felt cold. For the first time in many weeks, she felt alone, truly alone.

Eventually, after several hours, her thoughts led her to a light sleep. It was not until the next day that she woke up with a soft knock at her door.

Naor'rin's blue-green eyes opened to the new day's light, reddish as it was in the last hours of the morning. She rose from her bed, and quickly arranged her dress upon hearing a second knock. The surprise was great, and this time welcomed. Her brother's mate.*  Zhes'tra...

Naor'rin's first reaction was a big smile and to invite the other woman in. Once inside, they left formal greetings for another time and simply hugged for a moment. * It has been so long. No'ram did not tell me you were here.  *Naor'rin took a step backwards to look well at her friend of many years. She had changed... she looked more worn, more tired. Older. A Jaridian of about thirteen years old. *  How are you doing?

Zhes’tra: Fairly well.  *She paused. * I heard about the Council. No'ram told me they had called for you this time.

N: Ooh... *she lowered her eyes and walked to the mirror, unbraiding her hair as she did so. * What else did he tell you about the Council?  Has he sent you to do what he couldn't? *With her hair now cascading freely down her back, she looked back at the other woman. * To convince me to act as a
breeder for them?  *There was no missing Naor'rin's resentment in her tone, least of all, for one as Zhes'tra, trained in the art of reading emotions. Naor'rin's own teacher... *

Zh: No. I oppose what they are trying to do. Though I am able to understand their reasons. Of all the Jaridians, those of the old lineage are the ones blessed with a greater life span. And from what the scientists have understood from your tests... you are healthier than most of your kin. A miracle, some say...

N: Miracle? Doubtful.

Zh: Some wonder if it is not your connection to Zo'or.

N: You mean to say my relationship with him. *She nearly cuts Zhes'tra's speech in the hurry to correct it. * Because that is what it is. I love him. I know many can't accept this, but it is true. So tell me, if you loved another, would you be able to do what they ask of me? To conceive with another, knowing it would terminate something you hold above your own life? Because I do wonder Zhes'tra... if they want their child, or if they mean
to use it as the way to part me from Zo'or. I know they are afraid that I might betray my own species.

Zh: *Zhes'tra sighed. * Naor'rin, you have to admit my friend, your words just now prove that you could do anything for him.

N: *In her turn, Naor'rin lowers her head, letting a great cascade of black hair hide her features as she looks out the window. * Not everything. I should have met with him yesterday, but I was called here. I know my duty Zhes'tra, I do not run from my responsibilities, even for him. But, conciliating both is becoming a greater burden than I can carry. The High Command knows this, and they are using it against me.  *Her hand rises to her chest as a sudden pang of fear makes her heart skip a beat. * We are going to war, aren't we? Yet again?

Zh: No'ram won't discuss it with me, but he has been unusually tense. I know my mate well. Something is up; something derived from the civil war. It would be a shameful way for our species to perish...

N: I know. Sometimes I wish I had known a different world, that I was not here now.

Zh: Many have, over time, especially those who have lived to know such difficult times. But you should not waste your energy with those thoughts."

N: I'm tired.  *Naor'rin said in a whisper. *

Zh: We all are my friend, we all are.

*After that, Zhes'tra waited for Naor'rin to dress in something that would better pass unnoticed. She also braided her hair in an old fashioned Jaridian style. After the little transformation, the younger Jaridian could pass as just another in that great complex.

They went for a walk, basically forgetting about the worrisome issues and moving over to their own lives, and what had happened during their time of separation. Zhes'tra's main news was about the conception and birth of her son, who was absent for the moment. She sounded extremely happy about the
whole experience of being a mother. It made Naor'rin somewhat jealous that her friend and mentor had known such completion. In a way, the younger Jaridian knew that was not to be her destiny.

The day ran smoothly. A meal, some visits to old friends. All in all, it had been pleasant, but it would have been more, if Naor'rin had been able to erase the thought of Zo'or from her mind. It seemed distance was what it had taken to make her realize how much she missed and needed him.

She left Zhes'tra close to the woman's home. Fortunately, No'ram was not around. The day would be ruined if she faced him and they argued again.

After a light meal, she was ready to return to her quarters. She needed to try to contact Zo'or, to at least tell him she was all right. What if he had searched for her in her room? Or worse: what if he hadn't?

Several corridors later, and she was at the door to her room. It opened with a simple wave of her hand. The light that came in from outside was not enough to illuminate it entirely, so after closing the door, she called for the lights.

She wished she hadn't. She had a visitor.

The fire in her eyes made them glitter, emerald green orbs against her ebony skin. * Why have you trespassed into my quarters? I do not remember inviting you here.

Ha’thor: *The Jaridian had been seated on the bed, his expression unnervingly haughty. * Relax Naor'rin. I thought we should get to know each other, since we will have to _really_ get... acquainted.  *The smirk on his lips was one that could freeze a person to the bone. Ha'thor rose and walked towards a small table that now had some beverages on it. He served two glasses and handed one to Naor'rin. * Maybe this could help make you more friendly.


*Naor'rin couldn't believe this was happening, and that he had had the nerve to invade her space like that. She looked straight at him, then her eyes descended for a moment towards the glass, which she despised. He simply chuckled and retracted his hand. *  As you wish. Though I have to say, you look even more beautiful when you are angry.  *He turns his back on her to set the glass back on the table. *

N: *Unwise move, but she was not one to strike in those conditions. * Get out.  *She said simply. *

H: *Hmm... I think not.  *He turned again, his features still baring an expression of pure delight. * We have orders to obey. And I think you will find these much more pleasurable than those that dictated you had to mate with a Taelon.  *He takes a sip from his glass, choosing to ignore the look on her face, slowly evolving to a murderous disposition. * I cannot find anything more repulsive to do. I do not know how you have managed... being so passionate... *he raises a hand, taking it to her face. Naor'rin doesn't even flinch. * To be contented with that, and without ever having known what it's like to be with a Jaridian, a real male.

N: *That was quite enough. She turns her face, moving it away from his touch, which for her was indeed repulsive. * If I wanted a real male, I would not choose you, Ha'thor.  *Her voice was no more than a hiss, dangerous and full or warning. * You will leave my quarters this instant, or I will call security.  *Not that she feared facing him in combat to defend herself... *

H: And tell them what?  *He said, his tone changed to one of cruelty, as had the look in his eyes. * That you are refusing to obey a direct command coming from the High Council? Who do you think they would help; you?

N: *He had a point, and she knew it. But that couldn't happen. * They said I had to breed with you; not mate, Ha'thor. It didn't say anything about the traditional way, and chances are, in the lab, the odds of conceiving will be much higher.

H: So, you refuse one of your own?  *his voice turns into a hiss. * It is true what they say, that you prefer the Taelon. *The glass shatters in his hand from being held too hard and purple liquid flows down his hand and onto the floor. * You are a disgrace to your people Naor'rin!

N: Get out Ha'thor!  *Her hands were balled into fists, her muscles burned wanting to move, wanting to strike. And in a moment of distraction, that she used to control herself, he moved forward and grabbed her. * I will not be denied. especially not by a little harlot such as yourself.  *That said, he pressed his lips against her and his tongue tried to penetrate her mouth. *

N: *Her teeth did part, and Ha'thor smiled with the prospects of conquest... but he was wrong. And a sharp pain at his lower lip told him just that.

She bit at him, hard. The taste of blood was in her mouth and she pulled away and spit on the floor, at his feet. A hand came flying to slap her across the face, adding the taste of her own blood to that metallic flavor in her mouth. The blow was hard in its wildness, and it did cause her to lose her balance for a moment. *

H: You... dare...!  *he was livid. *

N: *Naor'rin rolled over to get more distance and looked up at him. The fury in his eyes guessed nothing good. What she read from him was enough to terrify anyone. He lunged himself forward, landing on top of her only to receive the sting of her five claws at his cheek. * Off of me! *she growled. * You cannot!

H: *But he cut her words and ignored the pain. * Do you think they care how this is done Naor'rin?  *He was an animal, no more than that... and he acted as no less as he tried in vain to make her keep still. 

The warmth and smell of his breath was so close to her face as he growled several variations of the insults he had used so far. Naor'rin's body instinctively recognized the warmth his body exonerated. It was rage and lust combined. *

I have been waiting for this moment for so long... *He hissed, his lips glued to her face as his hands gripped her wrists tightly above her head. He was strong, so very strong... and Naor'rin discovered that despite the workouts, she was no longer the warrior she used to be. Her evolution had come to a stand-still, while others had perfected the art of combat and murder...  * I have watched you for a long time... such a waste, I told
myself...  *While one hand held down her two slim wrists, the other was already busy touching her body. * You are too fine for the likes of that Taelon...

*He laughed, despite her struggle, and when finally her shaqaravah began to gleam, ready to kill, he reacted immediately and punched her hard on the stomach. * Don't make me ruin your pretty face. You won't need your beauty
to give me a child!

N: *She tried to clear her mind, despite the pain at her ribs. It was hard to breathe, so hard. She felt hands at her body, and a sudden coolness coming from a soft breeze against her skin.

She was close to drifting away when suddenly it all stopped. The door had opened, and something or someone pulled her aggressor off of her. Naor'rin immediately rolled over, and making an effort to regain her full senses, she grabbed her jumpsuit together again at her throat, and crawled to sit against the wall and focus...

Two figures struggled. There were growls and things crashing. At last someone was pushed out of the room, and the thump of a body falling was heard outside. After that, only a groan and uncertain footsteps disappearing into the hall.

Her eyes were regaining their focus, but they saw only a dark shadow walking in her direction. Her body tensed again, ready to defend itself, until, the figure kneeled by her and she finally recognized who it was. There was no word said. But her eyes, resentful and full of tears said it all. *

No’ram: Are you all right? *he paused when he read what her expression told him. *  Zhes'tra told me you two had talked. I wanted to set things right Naor'rin... You are my sister, and I forgot that for a moment.  *He was visibly embarrassed, and for once in many years, Naor'rin had the sight of the younger Commander, still innocent in a way, still humane; still her brother.

Gently, he helped her up. It was still hard to breathe, painful even. No'ram helped her to sit on the bed. * I will have to call security.

N: It will do no good. I was the one disobeying, wasn't I? *She looks up at him, her arms tightly held around her. *

Nor: *He was silent for a moment, and lowered his eyes. * He will still have to answer for using violence against you. That is not permitted.

N: If the High Council is willing to make us act as no more than animals, than I say violence is just another facet of what they mean us to become.

Nor: *No'ram just stood there looking down at his younger sister, golden and blue stares meshing, contrasting. Yet, there was understanding there. After a moment, he broke the eye contact as he focused on his belt. He handed her something. * This will allow you to use a portal. Goodbye, little sister. *He said nothing else, simply turned on his heels and exited the room. *

N: *Naor'rin was left staring, quite in disbelief, at the little device she held in her hand. He would call security. They would be quite distracted for a while. It was her time. Ignoring the pain, she rose, zipped her jumpsuit again and quickly ran out the door.

A portal was not too far off. She still crossed paths with a few Jaridians, but dressed as she was, she passed quite unnoticed. The portal was just ahead, and she hurried to dial the coordinates. It seemed to be locked, but the device her bother had given her not only allowed her access, it also
scrambled the coordinates so no one would know where she had gone. Not that it wasn't predictable...

Her surroundings dissolved in a bright vortex, dark becoming light, colors meshing and following each other as in a rainbow. When the flash was gone, she found herself on the Mothership. Wasting no time, she headed to her
quarters, locking the door closely behind her as she finally entered. Home, she was home. Her heart was heavy and her soul hurt tremendously but it was not until she crashed on the bed that she allowed herself to cry. *

…more on Naor’rin and the Jaridian story to come, as well as T’than and Cadence!

…To Be Continued…
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