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Book Five

Part One

An Important Visitor

After Zo'or was stood up in the garden waiting for Naor'rin [in the previous book], he decides to visit Cadence in the infirmary.



C: *Cadence lay in her dimmed room quietly. They had told her to sleep, but she had slept so much in the last weeks it just seemed like a waste, even though her body told her differently, the growing child taxing much of her strength.

Still, how could she sleep when T'than was so close? They were finally together, in the same place if not in the same room. Not that she hadn't requested that...over and over...until Ne'shir had come and told her in no uncertain terms that her wishes would not be honored, and that if she wanted T'than to remain in the infirmary she would "cease her useless prattling," as he had put it. She had glared at his smirking face before he had turned and left the room. That was several days ago and she had had to content herself with seeing him only for energy transfers, which was every other day now. *

Z: *It was icy in the corridor... sterile in temperature and in atmosphere. Getting inside to see her was easy. Every door on the Mothership was an open door... every door...*

C: *She sighed, a soft smile coming to her lips as he reached out to her. In mind, no one could separate them. He too was recovering from his massive loss of energy and though she wanted him well, she knew on that day they would take him away again, and so in secret she hoped his recovery would be slow.

She held her stuffed cat, petting it idly but her thoughts were elsewhere as they walked together in another realm, sometimes going to look at the child...their child. She still glowed like a bright little sun but now she had form and they could admire her every feature with typical, parental pride.

She closed her eyes and drifted off on the melody of his thoughts, aware of the faraway sound of her door being waved open. She did not stir; people came and went often in her room to look at the readings from all the interfaces around her. *

Z: *He pushed the boundaries of the door away. It was like air dissipating, but a moment before its strength had sealed her away from the outside world. It was another miracle of Taelon development... and it was his... *

C: *She became aware that it was a Taelon in the room - she found that she could sense them now, though the difference between all others and T'than was as stark as black and white photos surrounding a single one of vivid color.

She was sure it was just Ne'shir and he was the last Taelon she wanted to see. In her half-sleep she rolled onto her side away from him, taking the cat with her. *

Z: *She turned away, an absurd plush object curled in her slender arms. It was one thing that T'than might chose to bed a human... conceivable reasons.... but the idea of him mating with THIS human was mystifying. She was loud, obnoxious (at least as he had observed), and worse... she slept with a stuffed toy. 

He had to refrain from laughing at that one.

It must have been some allure... some dark seductive power that she held. True, desire could be ravenous and utterly ridiculous in its choices. Recent happenings with Naor'rin were teaching him this to his displeasure. But there had to be something....

Something he could use to take T'than apart. To explain him, and then to destroy him. Now, with T'than's trial approaching on the horizon, and his current disfavor with the Synod, victory seemed assured. To disgrace him was simply an issue of finding the weakness that T'than had fallen victim to... the one which had been triggered by the girl. 

She had to be the key. Cruelty coursed through his veins like icewater, ready, lurking right behind the kindness that was just as much of a facade as his physical form.*

I can come back later. *He said softly* But I think that you are already awake.

C - *Her eyes opened and her body stiffened. Though the voice had been quiet, the differentness of it startled her and it was as though he had shouted in the stillness. She recognized that voice - it was one that made her conditioned responses want to make her rise and stand at attention, awaiting him to offer her a command.

But she was not a volunteer anymore...and T'than had taught her to be untrusting of all other Taelons, and so she sat up slowly and turned around.* Lights up fifty-percent, *she said softly, and suddenly the tall silhouette gained color and substance. His blue jumpsuit glittered and her eyes slowly climbed to the face which matched the voice in its attractiveness.*

Zo'or...greetings, *she said politely and nodded, hoping her utter perplexity did not show. Why would the Synod leader come to see her? It concerned her; he was T'than's enemy and thus, her enemy as well, but it was very hard to think of him that way as she looked up into his pleasant expression. Memories of working on the bridge seeped into her mind, and how she had sometimes deliberately tried to annoy him for no other reason except to get the attention of the handsome Taelon. *

Z: *He returned her welcome with the Taelon salute, his expression barely wavering as he observed the confusion she seemed to be experiencing.

He had tried to 'put himself in her shoes' as the humans might say, but he'd found that quite impossible. Despite the medical findings to prove that she was nearly Taelon, he had trouble thinking of her as such. Even though, he might have accepted the idea of making hybrids to extend the lifetime of his species at one time, they had found a solution that negated that necessity.

Not that he had not hoped that Naor'rin...

No. He didn't understand her at all.* Thank you, Miss Blue.

C : *But he was also the one who was directly responsible for keeping she and T'than apart! Very soon he would have to stand before Zo'or and the rest of the Synod and be judged by his race for something that, to her, was completely ridiculous. His very survival would depend on the opinion of Taelons like the one who stood watching her now.

She decided to give him the benefit of the doubt anyway, for old times' sake.*

Zo'or, it is not that I mind your...visit, however, I must confess that the reasons for it perplex me. *Her eyes are full of questions and she absently pets over the slight roundness of her stomach, trying to allay the feelings of tenseness he had planted in her like poisoned seeds.*

Z: I have read many reports of your well being, and of your predicament. However, my schedule has not allowed me to make a personal visit until now. 

C - *Her look of confusion only deepened at his words; a visit from him had not been expected, nor was it required. She began to wonder if the reason for his visit went beyond mere cordiality.*

Z: You have been given a gift, but that has been at great cost to both you and your... T'than. 

And speaking of T'than... there are some... somewhat delicate issues that I must broach with you. Questions, that others must have asked, but I feel personally obligated to clarify for myself. Do you have the strength to grant me an audience?

C - *A smile broke out over her lips, lighting her face as the sun lights the sky.* "Grant me an audience?" *she asked and then giggled. She was completely disregarding protocol with him, but she had never had much use for protocols.* Well, let me see...my calendar appears to be quite full, but I think I can fit you in today. *She looked at him playfully. It was a serious matter though - he wanted information...about T'than! She composed herself and folded her hands in her lap, much as she would have when she was little, keeping up her teasing smile despite her growing concern.* Delicate...matters?

Z: *He smiled without his eyes, outwardly attempting to make the gesture appear good natured.* I am satisfied that you feel well enough to see humor in things, being as they are.

C - *Her eyes went downcast; yes, circumstances were rather unfortunate at the moment. She and T'than were parted, and the healer meant her harm she was sure...but she soon discovered that the Synod leader's words had a very different meaning.*

Z: *He paused, wishing he could capture the same jovial nature that she so freely reveled in.* I hope you will be... as open with me, in your answers to my next questions, as the fate of you and your baby are held in your hands. 

C - *Her smile vanished and a tiny frown creased her smooth forehead and looked at him intently. This seemed more an interrogation than a friendly visit.*

Z: The reports of T'than's behavior have not eluded my attention. The danger that he has submitted you to has been abominable. I understand, that now, you require his energy to nourish your child. But in the future, I am assured you will not.

C - *She nodded,* Yes, that is true but...I don't understand. What danger? *She swallowed over the dry lump in her throat and began to pick nervously at the bedcovers.* Zo'or....what are you trying to say? Why are you really here?

Z: *He sat in the chair by the bed.* I have the power, and the influence to protect you and your child Cadence. Even from T'than if that is what you wish.

C - *She squinted at him, a tiny flame of hostility lighting her eyes but she quelled it quickly. She wished that T'than was there with her - he would know how to handle Zo'or. She did not. But she did not want an outburst of temper to ruin the possibility of hearing more of what he had to say and getting information and so she spoke, keeping her tone conversational.* Yes, I know that you are powerful - this ship and everything on it is proof of that. *she smiles fleetingly and then continues,* Protect the baby and me? How would you do that? Do you believe us to be in danger?

Z: *He leaned back, trying to measure if she suspected that his visit was the charade that it actually was. He just could not be sure how intelligent she was... or how intelligent T'than had MADE her be...*

I cannot presume to make that decision for you. But in a case such as this; T'than being a Taelon, and you a... once a human... I have a duty to guard you from his machinations. 

C - *Her green eyes never left him as he sat in the chair, and then as he rose and moved, trying to see the depth of the honesty in his words, or if it was just a ruse...and if it was a ruse, what plans he had for her and the child.*

Z: *He stood, and began slowly walking the short length of the room.* Of course, I cannot protect you from ills I have not been informed of. If T'than has forced this joining... tried to make it appear to be consensual, when really it is a ruse to serve his own agendas... I cannot stand idly by while you, and your innocent offspring are wronged.

C - *Her jaw dropped; the sheer presumption of him!* Forced it? How can you say that? He would never do that because he lo...! *She looked away, cutting off words that could condemn T'than, since he said that love was some kind of crime in the eyes of the majority of his race. She folded her arms over her chest, her head still down but her eyes moving to meet his.* I assure you that he did not force me to do anything. He had no 'agenda.'

Z: He is a Taelon of many agendas I assure you. I have known him long, and know him well. He has a way of twisting the truth, and molding the minds of those he views to be his inferiors. 

I have seen him make pawns of many, and I would not like to see you make a similar mistake. 

C - *Her fist came down and slammed into the blanket around her.* I_am_SO_sick of people thinking that he has warped and brainwashed me! Believe it or not Zo'or I DO have my own mind about things, and I will tell you the same thing that I told Chandra Sheridan and that is that he did NOT brainwash me and I resent your implication that I am his pawn! 

Z: *An eyebrow rose as her temper flared, his cool exterior becoming even calmer with her outburst. # Chandra Sheridan....#

C: *She glared at him, her eyes becoming slits, the green gleaming for just a second as her skin flickered with a light blush. T'than would have reprimanded her certainly for such an undisciplined display, but he wasn't there, and at the moment she didn't give a damn what Zo'or saw! It wasn't as though he didn't know she'd changed, and so they remained in the little stand-off as she waited for him to reply.* 

Z: *He sat back down.* I do not underestimate you, or your abilities. But, I must ask you to step outside of the situation for a moment, and view this affair with the clarity of an impartial observer. 

*He leaned back, almost smiling at his own ridiculous speech... there was hardly anything 'impartial' about his visit....*

Love can cloud the mind, and obscure even the most obvious of truths. If it were only you at stake I could permit this, but your child is a member of my race, and I cannot see it harmed. 

C - 'If it were only me?' *she repeated, her eyes blinking rapidly as she digested the real meaning and coldness of his words.* You are as bad as the others! You pretend to care but you don't - you see me only as a vessel for a hybrid...and that hybrid as something to be studied and observed! *Her hand wraps around an empty glass by her bed and she brings it up to hurl it in his direction, blushing again, but stops when he continues, obviously unthreatened by her at all.* You cold son-of-a...

Z: I can see in your display of temper how much you have yet to learn of your Taelon nature. Things are changing. Things in you, that you cannot deny. 

I've come with a message of benevolence... to support you if need be. If not, I will spend my energies elsewhere. But I can promise you that I am not the first to question T'than's intentions, and I will not be the last.

C - *The empty glass falls from her hand with a soft *plop* onto the bedcovers and she looks away, shaken. So many had come into her life - an endless parade of beings seeking to tell her that T'than had made her love him, that he had tricked her into conceiving. Then there were the others who wanted to study both she and the child, and Zo'or promised there would be more! Was there not one caring soul on the entire ship who could see that their feelings for each other were real? Would no one believe her? Would she and the child forever be in jeopardy?*

Z: *His attention stayed directed at her, although there was more interest lurking in him than there was when he had walked into the room. Despite her obviously childish behavior, there was fire there, close to the surface, and blazing with audible fury. And she had seen through his ruse with almost disturbing clarity.... He had no doubt that her love for T'than was genuine. His intent was to shake her, and perhaps plant a seed of doubt...*

C - *She continues to look to the side, her young face shadowed by both anger and sorrow, her voice catching sometimes as she speaks.* You have delivered your, 'message of benevolence,' Zo'or, and you can go with a clear conscience, if that is possible for you. *She looks his way again, her face flushed pink with her anger though her voice remains low.* You may expend your energies wherever you please...but do *not* direct them toward my child do you hear? You know *nothing* of what you speak of and I want you to leave_me_alone! *She points a finger at the door* OUT! And if you really want to *support* me then post a damn guard outside and tell him not to allow any... *she fixes her eyes on him*...Taelon strays, into my room!

Z: *He slowly stood from his chair, his movement toward her giving no indication that he planned on leaving.* In the future, *he said clearly* You will recall this meeting, and perhaps, *he tilted his head* that it was I with whom you were speaking... because obviously, you have forgotten who it is you are dealing with.

C - I know who you are *she hissed* and I couldn't care less!

Z: *He brought his hand forward and grabbed her by the chin... and then let go just as quickly.* If there are any strays in this room my dear, *he said looking her in the eye* it is you. 

C - *She didn't have time to pull back from him for he had already released her. She was frightened, but held her ground, though her stunned expression was easily discernible. Yes, she knew who he was as well as the threat that he represented to T'than, but where T'than was bound by years of military disciplines, she was not. She simply could not remain placid and stoic against his words. She would say what T'than would not...what he could not.* Go to Hell...

Z: *He regards her shocked face with pleasure.* Do you honestly think, that because you have found a Taelon desperate enough to screw you, and actually delude himself enough to believe that he actually LOVES you, that you are anything more than a scrawny pebble in my shoe? 

C - You won't win! T'than will prevail...like he has his entire life! You will see!

Z: Taking T'than down is a challenge. I have been trying for a while - I'm sure you know as much. But you... you are not so difficult.

C - *She sat on top of the bedcovers on her knees - tense - ready to run if he came toward her again...or ready to lunge. At the moment she thought it might give her extreme pleasure to claw his eyes out.* He won't let you touch me!

Z: *He walked away, turning to face her again once he'd gotten behind the chair he'd been sitting on.* T'than cannot protect you forever.... 

*He turned and headed for the door, his hand hovering over the panel to open it.* And if this discussion has left any confusion in that head of yours, *he said without turning.* Let me simplify it for you. 

It is T'than - or you and your child. If T'than falls, he will take you with him. I'll make sure of that.

C - *One moment the glass had been lying amidst the sheets and the next it had shattered loudly against the wall near where he stood. The noise made her jump; had she thrown it? 

Her entire body felt like a taut string, vibrating with fury as he took joy in plucking it with his horrendous words.* Then I will make sure to save a place for you Zo'or in whatever hell we go to. All tyrants inevitably fall and I assure you that we can wait until the day when you finally fuck with the wrong person and take a step too far and someone finally does your despicable race a favor and takes you down...or takes you out!

Z: *He smiled, masking his surprise at her courage to even come up with a comeback. Many Taelons five and six times HIS age had not had the 'guts' to do likewise in the past. She had not provided what he hoped... but it had been enough ... * Not an original threat. But you are young. *the door closed behind him*

C - *Once he was gone and Cadence was alone events began to replay in her mind, her fear and stress finally washing over her, her face crumpling into tears as her chest heaved with her sobs. But at least HE had not seen her cry!

A nurse came to check what was going on but Cadence only covered her face, telling her that she just wanted to be by herself. The woman nodded silently and left. Tentacles of curiosity reached out to touch her mind - T'than feeling her distress but she even put him off, closing their link and curling up on the bed to cry. But she would not be able to hide what had happened from him for long. The War Minister could be relentless when he wanted to know something, and she would eventually tell him...because he would never accept a lie from her...*

Book Five

Part Two

The Procedure

*According to the Humans' time system, it was the middle of the night aboard the ship - the staff of volunteers reduced to the minimum, performing only the most necessary of tasks until the main morning staff came on for the day.

But Taelons made no such distinctions and as far as Ne'shir was concerned it was the best time to work; the infirmary was practically deserted, and he had sent his two drones to retrieve Cadence from her room and bring her to the small lab at the end of the corridor.

The child had reached an appropriate stage of development, and the mother was now strong enough thanks to T'than's transfer of his energy to her.

Everything had fallen into place perfectly and it was time to begin.

He smiled faintly as his hands floated over the controls of the energy withdrawal device; he had designed it for this very occasion and now he would be able to discover how T'than had been able to do naturally, what all attempts in the laboratory had failed to do: create a viable hybrid. The secrets of the child's hybridized energy would open the door to new and stunning possibilities...and he would lead the way to each and every one...the child as his guide, and prime specimen.

He looked up when the door whooshed open and his drones entered, flanking a sleepy Cadence, who was looking around as she wiped the sleep from her eyes.*

Nes: Good Morning, Miss Blue. Please disrobe and lie on the table. *He rather enjoyed the look of fear that came to haunt her expression.  Was it the mocking cordiality in his voice that caused it, or perhaps the restraints laid so openly on the bed?*

C - *Her hand instinctively gripped her robe closed at her throat. She had been shaken awake from a deep sleep by Ne'shir's zombies and that was alarming enough in itself, but when they led her to the small room that looked to be built for medical torture she felt a sense of panic begin to well inside of her. Her thoughts at once reached out for T'than and his soothing presence. She was able to touch on him but, as usual, when she was distressed she could not focus as well as she wanted to. But he was there, in his room where he had remained to recover his strength after their recent encounter. *

 

GT: *The night was, for the most part, his favorite time of the day. The commotion always seemed to settle down, and at last there were no auras standing between his and Cadence's. Her presence became clearer in his mind, unpolluted by bystanders and the silence was absolute, leaving him to cherish the simple hums of the Mothership’s energy flowing through the walls, and the song of Cadence's dreams in his mind. It was nearly magical, a word that had no meaning for the average Taelon, but that had become sacred to him.

 

So, this was a time for rest, for contemplation and meditation, but it was also when he was most alert. He didn't want to miss a second of her soothing thoughts, which grazed his mind like a gentle lullaby. Her energy called to him as a lightbulb does to a moth. But just as he could feel and enjoy her comforting presence while seated underneath the energy shower, so could he feel her distress.  A pang of fear, a sudden shift in her aura's dimension and frequency that made his own pathways stir. His eyes opened, wide and alert, quickly focusing on his surroundings.

 

Sometimes things like that would happen when he was in trance and picked up on her disturbing dreams, but this had been much more. It was instinctive, and it gripped at his throat like the choking hand of a Jaridian.* 

C - *Her large eyes moved from the healer's face as he scrutinized her as one would an insect under glass, to the bio bed in the center of the room. It was lit as if under a spotlight, though there was no visible light source that she could see. It made the table look more menacing than it was however, for the rest of the room was rather dim, making it a terrifying centerpiece complete with restraints that looked almost eager to clutch her body in their paralyzing embrace.*

Nes: *He steps out fully from behind the control interface and moves closer to her.* Perhaps sleep still dulls your mind. I shall tell you again, and only once more: Take off all of your garments and lie down on the table.

C - *Her eyes flicked back to him.* All right...but I want T'than to be here with me for whatever you are going to do.

 

GT: *A call... he could hear it, even if suddenly her voice in his mind had become muffled. She was focused, somewhere else... Urgently, he rose, quickly walking over to the door. A wave of his hands proved to him that it was locked. Even in the infirmary he remained a prisoner. But there had to be a way to open it...*

Nes: You are not in the position to be making the demands here, Miss Blue. *I* am. Either you will obey them of your own volition or...*his eyes move to the two men standing behind her,*...they will see to it that you do. *He smiled with what Cadence considered an almost lascivious grin.  A nod of his head and both men stepped forward simultaneously but the girl jumped back, a warding hand in front of her.*

C - NO! *she turned back to Ne'shir* Please! I'll do it but...please don't let them touch me!

Nes: *He halted them and they stepped back in unison to their original positions by the door. How he loved snuffing out her fire and confidence! Her fear and despair caused a feeling inside of him that not even a dose of Kryss could equal.* Very well. As you can see, I am not an unreasonable being. If their presence here causes you that much discomfort, I shall order them out. *He did so and then waved the door closed.* Now, we are alone. Undress. *He knew ordering the men away would shake her further; she had not realized until it was too late that even the most dismal of situations can be made worse.

Normally a healer would leave the room while a patient undressed and draped themselves to protect their feeling of modesty as much as possible, even though the Taelons themselves did not understand it. But Ne'shir had no intentions of putting her at ease. He stood on the other side of the bed, watching her as she untied the robe and set it on a chair. When she looked back at him, now wearing only a short gown, he smirked and put his hands behind his back, making her cringe. He could tell that she wanted to cry but was holding it back, probably not wanting to give him the satisfaction of her tears, not realizing that her thin veil of bravery was even more enticing than an honest display of tears would ever be.*

C - *She turned away from him as she slipped the white gown down over her shoulders, but it did no good; she could still feel his eyes on her and she closed her eyes as it slipped away completely and she was left nude.

Keeping her back turned she sat on the bed and lay back and was quickly rewarded by the healer placing a thick drape of light blue over her legs and abdomen, and another over her chest, leaving only her head and feet visible.*

Nes: Now that was not so bad, was it? *he asked, a too-big and false smile on his lips that only served to terrify her further.*

C - Please, *she asked looking up at him,*...can't you call T'than now? I did as you requested and surely it couldn't hurt anything if he was here. *She squinted in the brightness that came from nowhere and waited for his response.*

Nes: It would be most illogical to disturb his rest just so he can stand here for a procedure that will be short in duration. *He reached beneath the drape and, with a practiced hand, secured a restraint over her wrist. She tensed as he moved around to do the same to her other arm, and then both ankles.* Do not be alarmed - the restraints will keep you from moving during the procedure. Siphoning energy from a fetus requires exact positioning of the device above you...

C - Siphoning energy! *she cried,* You can't do that! It might harm the child!

Nes: *Coldly* Only if you do not follow my commands to the letter Miss Blue.

C - I won't allow this! T'than won't! *She struggled against the restraints; they only bound her wrists and ankles and she was able to move quite well. But Ne'shir went back behind his console and entered a command and suddenly, Cadence felt as though heavy sandbags had been laid over her body - she couldn't move! Her chest felt heavy and she found that even breathing came with some effort.* What...what is this!

Nes: You do not think me such a fool that I would restrain you so lightly - I know you Miss Blue. Placed at these four points of your body, the paralysis field is a most efficient way to restrain uncooperative patients, such as yourself. *He smiles smugly* It is most confining, is it not?

C - You bastard! Release me NOW! I refuse this procedure on the grounds that it may endanger my child! Do you hear me? I REFUSE!

 

GT: *An idea had surged in his mind. Though his door was secured and there was nothing available to him that could be used as a weapon, the consoles and interfaces around him that monitored his medical condition were open and vulnerable. A simple discharge from his fingers into the main interface, and suddenly it appeared as though his condition had become wildly unstable.

Lying back on the bed he did not have to wait long for the door to be waved open, a young medic running in to check on him. Seeing the apparently unconscious Taelon the man turned and went for help, his absence...and the open door, offering T'than the perfect opportunity to escape...and the Taelon did not let it pass.

His breath was heaving and his energy flowed erratically on his pathways. He was channeling her distress more and more...*

Nes: Your refusal is noted, *he replied blithely, not even looking up from his panel as he scanned her womb and made mathematical calculations to pinpoint the exact positioning of the child. He would need to penetrate her womb and the pathway that collected Cadence's energy that she received from T'than and filtered it to the child, where it was then somehow changed and took on an entirely different energy signature, becoming the child's exclusively. But if he were off on his calculations even minutely, the needle would pierce the child itself, damaging it, or killing it. In such a scenario he had postulated that the trauma would be severe enough to kill Cadence as well, however he had recording devices of different types ready in preparation for such an event which would be useful for study afterward. 

Every recording device except surveillance, that is. He had disabled all forms of monitoring for the lab during this event. Just in case something went wrong no one would be able to accuse him of anything. He would make sure their deaths would have a very plausible explanation.*

C - *Panic had since overtaken her and she shook her head back and forth - it was the only part of her body that didn't feel like it was encased in cement.* #T'than!# *she cried out in her mind* #Help us! We are in danger!# 

 

GT: *Too strong, it nearly shattered all other trains of thought, even the simplest kind that regulated his balance. T'than had to hold on to a nearby table to sustain himself. He did not have the strength to answer back, only to regain his footing and look around him. He needed a weapon... Sc'orr's words about the right time to act surged in his mind, but appearances would do him no good if Cadence and his child perished. And there, placed openly on the very table he held on to, he saw the means by which he could save them: An energy scalpel... and sedatives... it would be best if he left no mark of his interference if possible.*


C - *The spherical device above her began to drop from the ceiling silently, making her think of the great ball dropping in Times Square on New Year's Eve. She even heard the cheers of the thousands of onlookers but realized with a shock that it was the sound of her energy rushing with her blood through her veins.* Stop this! Oh please stop this! *The machine stopped just over her belly and a tiny node emerged from it. Ne'shir then came over her and folded back both of the draping cloths to expose her stomach and then moved back to his controls.

Cadence became aware of a low hum which became higher and higher until it vanished. But suddenly it felt like every hair on her body was standing on end and her teeth felt like they were vibrating as the sound moved out of her range of hearing into the ultrasonic levels.

From the tiny node at the bottom of the metallic sphere emerged a glowing needle that was made entirely of energy and that she could only see if she moved her head a certain way and looked at it straight on. Otherwise it seemed to disappear. She took a breath, her eyes wide as she watched it descend toward her vulnerable belly.*

Nes: I feel that I do not need to tell you to be still and not fight the restraints?

C - *She remained still, not even flinching as the super-slim stem of energy penetrated her abdomen. She had not even felt it.*

Child: *Floating in a sea of warmth composed of liquid energy the child dozed. She was small - a man's palm would cradle her easily. No organized thought burdened her tiny brain, which was still building connections to the rest of her body and had she been aware she would have likened her forming to millions of shooting stars racing against a horizon of red and pink. But she could feel things - basic things.

Contentedness was hers now, casting away hunger that came sometimes and so she rested...and grew.

Suddenly there was a great ripple and vibration that disrupted the progress of forming pathways and a great flame that would have looked like a blue sun had she been able to describe it. It overtook her tiny awareness, bringing with it yet another new and unpleasant sensation; fear.

The energy surrounding her began to swirl and move toward the bright intruder and be taken away! The tiny being shuddered as an uncomfortable vibration enveloped her.

This was pain.

In a single thoughtburst she sent out her fear to both of her parents in a sharp jolt.*

GT: *He was walking through the middle of the main lab when a vicious hand seemed to grab his entrails and twist them furiously, ripping them from his body. He tensed and moved like a puppet controlled by invisible strings. It was pain unlike anything he could describe. Not even the energy sharing of a few days ago had made him feel like that. It made him lose his facade and fall on one knee, his eyes wide but unable to focus on the floor or the hand that supported him, still holding the sedative pistol against the ground's purple surface. Fear invaded him, involved him like a wave brutally tossing him against rocky cliffs. He felt shattered... could it be?  No... no... he needed to focus. It wasn't too late... she was still there, he could feel it because as he re-opened the channel, her fear became his, ripping another blush and a moan from his throat.* # Cadence... #

C - *Fear like she had never experienced overtook her and for a moment she could not even draw in air. That had not come from her!* It's okay...*she whispered, focusing inward and wishing she could stroke her stomach.* Shhh it's okay....*The child was utterly terrified, suffering the unthinking terror of an animal - it was positively primal!* Stop it Ne'shir! The child is in danger! I can feel it!

Nes: *He had barely drawn out enough for his needs and he glared at the human* Do not blame the child for your own weaknesses. Just remain as calm as you can and this will be over in a few moments.

C - It's not me! *she cried, tears now running over her face* Ne'shir PLEASE! Something is wrong! Please stop what you are doing! *She closed her eyes then and convulsed slightly, grimacing as hot pain spread over her entire lower body.*

Nes: DO NOT MOVE! *He yelled* You will ruin everything! *How had she moved? There is no way she could overcome the restraining field, and yet it had happened!*

C - I DIDN'T! It's not me Ne'shir...it's the child!

 

GT: *He had to close the link; it was the only way. To focus was a titanic effort unto itself, but finally he brought upon another emotion, one that could easily supersede all the others. Anger, a fury that gleamed in his blue eyes, something as primitive and basic as a progenitor's will to protect its mate and cub. Something akin to a growl grew in his throat and his facade returned and he rose. His eyes shifted from blue to a cat-like yellow, a change that not many Taelons would willingly surrender to. With his features set in stone, frozen in an expression of utter and terrifying coldness, he made his way to where she was. No link was needed for him to know... instinct was enough.*

Child:  *Her precious sea of protection and sustenance was being inexorably pulled toward the bright and horrifying fire and her Taelon heritage came to life, self-preservation taking over and the child flared so brightly that had the lights in the lab been off Cadence and the healer could have witnessed her stomach glowing with a dull blue brightness for an instant.

The energy discharge surged up through the needle, effectively shorting it out as the burst moved through the device and eventually escaped through Ne'shir's control panel in a great pulse that shocked the Taelon and tossed him across the room where he lay, stunned.*

C - HELP! Somebody help us! *The door opened and Ne'shir's goons rushed in and knelt next to him, seeing if he was still alive. They were so concentrated on this task that they did not sense an approaching presence, but Cadence did in her mind and a smile of relief broke over her face as she whispered* T'than...

 

GT: *Blind and deafened by his state, he completely missed her soft calling. His eyes regarded her upon entering the room, wild and furious, losing some of the edge as he recognized her. But as soon as they focused on the two humans and Ne'shir, they gleamed in a murderous way. A smirk evolved as if in slow motion, making his features take on an eerie look in the dim light.* 

C - *Had Cadence not already been frozen on the table beneath the weight of Ne'shir's forcefield she would have frozen to the spot on her own when she saw her lover enter the room. It was only because she knew what he looked like that she was able to recognize the being who stood there gazing at her with fiery yellow eyes, for he had closed their link, and what Cadence saw emanating from him now she did not recognize.

Flashes from the knowledge she had collected from him during their joining of the Taelon ancestors - the Atavus - the beast whose emotions were so powerful that Taelons had shunned them altogether for their intensity. Indeed she had felt them from T'than - the War Minister secretly addicted to them, bringing them together and she had experienced passion of such vividness that what a mere human had to offer paled in comparison...and thus she too, had become addicted.

But this was the other side of the coin - the terrifying face she had never seen. He was enraged...and what she saw was so indescribable and frightening that she turned her face away, her thoughts turning to the being inside of her. Would this beautiful little child be capable of such ferocity? She already knew the answer - Ne'shir lay stunned as proof that the child was. *

 

GT: *Every word sounded as disconcerting as nails scratching a blackboard. One of the volunteers got up, assuming a defensive stance as soon as he discovered the object in T'than's hand. He was not holding the sedatives, but the energy scalpel, bright and menacing.* Leave human. *His words were a monotone, too controlled, hinting at the anger ready to burst forth. When the drone assumed a defensive position and in turn threatened him, the smirk on T'than's face actually broadened.* It is your choice... and typically human, the wrong one. *he didn't need the scalpel; an energy discharge coming from both his arms was quite enough to send the man flying across the room to fall against the wall. 

 

His glacial blue eyes then focused on the other drone, already moving as programmed to restrain the aggressor. He did not count on the strength of speed of the Taelon however. Humans were programmed to fear and obey them, not to know their full strength or weaknesses. That was ultimately the man's undoing, for T'than needed only a few seconds to move and strike, the blade piercing through the man's neck like a hot knife through butter.

 

T'than still regarded the man, looking deeply into his unexpressive eyes as the body scattered to the floor, unconscious. And then, finally, there was no one standing between he and Ne'shir, who was slowly regaining consciousness as he sat against the wall.* Ne'shir... *T'than hissed, the sound so close to that of a rattlesnake before it struck that it was enough to freeze anyone's blood.* At last you regain consciousness. Good... I would not want you to miss a thing... 

Nes: *The voice of the General brought him back to instant clarity, and though he lay sprawled below him his expression immediately returned to its cold arrogance.* I was merely performing an important test T'than. Do not make this out to be some wrongdoing on my part and...*he paused, an oily smile on his lips*...you can prove nothing! I have disabled surveillance in this room. Who do you think the Synod will believe? An esteemed healer of the highest regard or...a doomed Taelon who now wishes to add murder to his host of other charges?

GT: *The smirk on his face, the paleness of his skin, and the gleam of his eyes gave T'than an ghostly look.* I warned you once before not to toy with me, and that is more than I usually grant my enemies... 

Nes: *He noticed the blade in T'than's free hand. Yes he remembered the warning, but Ne'shir had had the upper hand then and had casually dismissed it. Suddenly the smugness was gone, replaced by fear as he struggled to rise.* Release me this instant! *His words shook slightly. If only he could get away and alert security!*

GT: *He could be laughing at Ne'shir's attempts to rise, the healer’s eyes shifting from the scalpel in T'than's hand, to the General's face* Wait... allow me... *he leans down, apparently to help the other Taelon up, and he eventually does... by piercing the other's torso with his bare hand, holding on to his main pathway, slowly lifting him so they are eye to eye* You made your final and deadly mistake Ne'shir. But if the thought brings you any comfort... *already energy was being drained from the healer's body, making T'than's arm glow with new life* you will die healing me. I find the irony... fascinating. *his hand twists in the other's torso, ripping his main pathway so all the healer's energy flows in a torrent into the warlord's body.*

Nes: S...stop....please! *the healer uttered through lips that were frozen in a rictus of pain. He could feel his energy flows ebbing as more and more of his life force rushed into the War Minister. Everything was losing focus around him and his analytical mind told him he had only seconds of life left to him. His last thought before the void swallowed him into oblivion was the great scientific discovery that would be lost now.* # Such a pity...#

 

GT: *So invigorating; so empowering. The feeling of revenge, cold and cruel, but still... there was no pain or punishment that he could inflict upon Ne'shir that would pay for how he had made them suffer. But even through the overwhelming sensations, T'than's eyes never blinked or wavered as he took in every single image of his nemesis fading away... away into oblivion where he could never harm them again. *

Book Five

Part Three

Aftermath

C - *She watched with large and shining eyes until it was over; T'than's hand disappearing into Ne’shir’s chest, the healer shuddering and moaning in agony, and reverting to his natural Taelon form, becoming dimmer and more transparent by the second. T'than lost some of his paleness and immediately began to look stronger, even more than before he had drained nearly his entire essence into her. Soon Ne'shir was nothing more than a dim vortex of spinning particles which dispersed to fly around the room like fireflies before winking out, one by one.*

 

GT: *He stood there, motionless as an ivory statue, looking at his hand and the gleam that slowly began to fade in his arm. He felt absolutely powerful, a feeling that nothing and no one could take away. The last particle vanished before his eyes and he finally closed his hand and let if fall by his side. It had been amazing - the greatest crime a Taelon could commit against one of his species but still... what he had done was only fair. Ne’shir had drained Cadence, and through her, he had drained him. T'than had risked death to make up for what the Legoye had done to her; it was only fair that in the end, he paid in the same coin they had. The irony nearly turned the chuckle trapped in his throat into loud laughter... that was when he heard her, and slowly turned around.*

C - *She was shivering and whimpering, a mix of her own emotions as well as the being's within her. She tried to move but it was still no use and she cried harder.*

J: *Technician Jennifer Madden had never been in the small corridor which was forbidden to all except Mit'gai and Ne'shir, but when she had seen a great flash of blue-white light she had entered it, peeking into the room just in time to see T'than plunge his hand into Ne'shir and she had pulled back into the shadows with a gasp, her hand over her mouth as she watched the spectacle in silence for a moment before running to a console and dialing Sc'orr, sending an urgent text message that he needed to come to the infirmary at once! Going back to the room at the end of the hall she again looked inside...

It was as though nothing had ever happened...and Ne'shir was gone! It was quiet in the lab now, the only sound that of Cadence's soft weeping, and Jenny stepped forward slightly to watch as T'than turned back to her and walked towards her.*

 

GT: *His eyes, golden in colour, still gleamed in the dim light as he approached the gurney where she lay. The fear in her eyes as she contemplated him hurt so deeply inside, enough to break the spell and bring him back. With a blink, he was again himself, his features finally relaxing with relief and the smirk becoming the softest of smiles.* Cadence... *he whispered softly, in the same fashion that she had when he had entered the room. His hand reached out to touch her, but met with a barrier. But there was no anger left against Ne'shir. He was dead now, his presence forever wiped from the Commonality and from their lives. T'than hurried to disengage the paralysis field, as well as the cuffs. It was only too easy given that Ne'shir's energy was still quite alive inside him, though not for long. It was the time to retrieve all evidence against the healer. In the end, Ne'shir had been his own undoing.  

But, first things first. He extended his hand to help her sit, then stand. His hand rose to touch her cheek, to feel its softness and the heat of a soft blush.* He will hurt you no more... I promised I would protect you... the both of you... *his hand slowly descends down her body, to touch softly at her belly and seek the energy of the one who lay underneath a few layers of skin. And then, without warning, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close, as close as he could muster.* 

C - *Cadence was having trouble breathing - the rising and falling of her chest coming with effort, but not because of the paralysis field...because of T'than's strong embrace around her. It was the most pleasant discomfort she had ever suffered and her arms went up around his neck and she sobbed into his shoulder. At last, it was over.* I know... I never doubted that you would come! 

GT: *But he had. Many times he had questioned his own forces. She was his anchor to life and there had been moments when her presence hadn't been more than a breeze in his mind and he had nearly lost hope. Such a strange concept, but he had held on to it: the hope that he could once again know such a basic thing as freedom. In the end, he had won, at least this one battle. A crucial one to their survival, though the worst was still to come.* I could not allow it to continue. I am just sorry you had to endure so much. *At last his arms slackened somewhat around her, and he looked down, contemplating her crown of golden hair and her aura shinning in its entire splendor. They were at their best together... no doubt.* 

C - *She pulled away slightly and looked around the empty room; Ne'shir had told T'than there was no surveillance here. What was once a frightening prospect was now a heavenly one, for she could abandon all appearances in these rare and precious moments.* I love you, *she whispered, his conditioning still strong that they always be watchful.* I love you so much! *she whispered again and stood on her toes, bringing her lips to his for a long kiss, still embraced tightly, not wanting it to ever end. Why did it have to be wrong for them to be together like this? She yearned for a day when they would be alone and not under anyone's scrutiny. Her eyes were closed and her mouth opened to allow his tongue to caress her if he so chose.* 

GT: *Her energy and her emotions quickly appealed to him. It was only too easy to let go, to forget that there was anything else besides them. The kiss at first was nearly tentative; they had not been together for such a long time now that it felt like a prank, a dream... but the essence calling out to him was quite real, and immediately desire crept through his pathways, setting his core energy on fire. It was intense... so very much so now that they were both replenished, their emotions so strong they nearly overflowed, making their bodies act without need for the mind's command. His hands gleamed softly as they pulled her closer by the small of her back and behind her neck, his lips parting to let their tongues play and wrestle. It was so good... nearly too good...*

J: *It was absolutely amazing to watch a Taelon behave with a human like that! She had heard a few rumors about T'than - how harsh he was and how he was one of the most feared Taelons onboard the ship. She had never met him and thus had no opinion one way or the other, though she had been quite satisfied that it was the right thing for he and Cadence to be near one another in the infirmary, and they had both begun to recover when that had happened. 

And now the War Minister looked completely well, as though he had not almost perished days ago after allowing Cadence to take too much of his energy...and the healer was gone. She had heard that Taelons could "steal" energy from each other as well, and such a thing was considered a most horrible crime.

She didn't have to be a genius to deduce what had happened...

And as far as she was concerned, Ne'shir had gotten what he had deserved...

She continued to watch the harsh War Minister be anything but...

She knew it was impolite but she remained peeking into the room. A pleasant shiver tingled her flesh and she licked her lips as she watched them press against each other, his hands moving over her back and down its curve to Cadence's rear, sometimes disappearing under the cloth that only covered her because his arms held it in place.

A hand on her shoulder made her gasp and she was pulled back from the doorway. She turned and found herself looking up into another handsome Taelon face: Sc'orr. She had never even heard him approach! *

Sc: Jenny, *he said politely,* what are you doing? *She smiled sheepishly, her dark eyes looking down as she blushed, rather prettily as far as he was concerned. He secretly peeked into the room himself and then looked back at the young technician* You should not watch them like that...*There was only the barest hint of reproach in his voice which was erased by his small smile.* Come, *he said, taking her arm and leading her back to the main lab.* Let us give them a few moments of privacy... they have not had many, nor do I anticipate many more for the present time. *She looked confused and he changed the subject* What was so urgent that you felt the need to summon me?

J: *She brushed a stubborn lock of dark hair away from her face, trying to lock it back behind her ear with no success.* Sc'orr...the healer...Ne'shir...he's...dead.

Sc: *He blushed softly - there had been a tremor in the Commonality, but nothing more. It was always sad to him when a weak Taelon died, for it was rarely ever noticed - he in fact had not connected the tremor to the event until the human had told him. Ne'shir had believed himself to be so powerful and yet, in the end, he had been nothing.* I should speak with T'than, *he whispered, turning from her and going back down the corridor, making sure to tell Jenny to contact security in a loud enough voice for the couple at the end of the corridor to compose themselves in time for his arrival.* 

 GT: *Already his hands had traveled all over her frame. He had her leaning somewhat on the gurney as his kisses became more urgent and his hand reached out for hers. He needed to feel her; not in that shallow way as during an energy transfer but... truly, all of her, her feelings, emotions, joy, desire... His fingers were already playing with hers, seeking to entwine and bring the palms together, when he heard a voice reaching them from afar. His eyes opened immediately and he broke the kiss though his lips remained glued to hers, as if refusing to let go.* Someone is coming... *he whispered into her mouth. The noise of approaching footsteps was clear now, at least for him if not for Cadence.*

C - *She groaned in frustration; more intrusions - their life had been reduced to stolen moments of desire and love. Her hand was against his and she had been ready to open her soul to him, her body tingling with joyous anticipation of his complete penetration into her being. She sighed sadly then and pulled her hand...and her lips, away from his.*

 GT: *Immediately, he turned, pulling her behind his back in a defensive way. At once his mind operated on a conceivable excuse but even though death only begot more death, he was willing to do anything to protect them, even kill again and run. The last thing he wanted was to have won a battle only to lose the war. His eyes searched for the two volunteers. One of them remained sedated, the other had no aura anymore. Dead, probably... and then, they finally focused on the door, blue, cold and calculating, as he waited for a figure to reach his field of sight.* 

C - *She had intended to protest his keeping her behind him and made a move to step forward, but when she saw Sc'orr enter she froze and remained where she was, looking over T'than's shoulder with wary eyes, one hand clutching his arm. Every time she met with him she had some kind of traumatic experience - his advances, telling her she was to become pregnant, his broken promise that he would take her to T'than. Though most of the events had been beyond the Taelon's control she couldn't help but associate them with him.

At the moment, she hated him and she blushed, making a noise that sounded like a soft hiss.* 

GT: *His eyes left Sc'orr's face for a moment, as T'than looked behind to get a glimpse at Cadence. He understood her hostility, better than even she did. One of his hands rested against her thigh and pulled her closer, a gesture that was both protective and a demand.*

Sc: *He entered the room and stopped when he heard it...a hiss, and then he saw her skin flicker with a bluish tint, like lightning in the distance. He gazed at her, genuinely surprised at her feral reaction to him and he knew he had not been able to hide the expression from his face before they saw it. He looked away from green eyes that glittered with hostility and found himself caught in blue ones that looked just as antagonistic. 

He composed his features and allowed his usual calm to come over him as he greeted the other Taelon.* Sinuai Euhura T'than. *He surveyed the room; there was a bio bed with a device he was unfamiliar with over it, but parts of it looked burned. Cadence was nude and holding a long blue medical drape over herself tightly.* 

GT: *He allowed himself to offer a little nod of recognition, but that was pretty much it. He did not like at all the way Sc'orr seemed to be evaluating them, and especially Cadence. With the scrutinizing eyes of a hawk he watched as Sc'orr moved away towards the two fallen bodies. Such a shame that humans didn't fade away to become mere energy particles.* 

Sc: *Two volunteers lay sprawled at either end of the room and, when he went to check them he discovered that one was dead and the other was deeply sedated...a sedation gun on the floor next to him. Nearby, at T'than's feet, lay another object: an energy scalpel. Sc'orr picked it up and rose, looking seriously at T'than.* Security is on their way... and before they arrive I believe that we need to discuss several things, namely, how you came to be free when I know that your room was secured. Secondly, how you came to be in possession of weapons...*He lifts the blade for a moment,* and also...what transpired in this room. 

GT: *His features slowly turned to stone as Sc'orr went on. He should have gotten rid of the scalpel. But both had rather easy explanations that Sc'orr had obviously missed: why not consider that the human sedated was actually holding the sedation gun to use it on Cadence at the time of the accident? And Ne'shir, well, the murderous Taelon might have been holding the scalpel. His energy print was on it after all, from the time after the draining that T'than had held it. Then he heard her again... * 

C - Leave him alone! *Cadence said lowly.* 

GT: Hush Cadence, we have no reason to be nervous. *he faces Sc'orr, not even bothering to look at the scalpel he held in his hand, and then added with the greatest ease in the world.* I have not used that scalpel on anyone, if that is what you are suggesting... So, I do not think we have anything to discuss, except to what we owe your presence here. *his brow arches, for indeed, that was something he needed to know if the truth was to be left between he and Cadence.* 

C - He didn't do anything wrong - he was trying to protect me and our child from Ne'shir! He wanted...to hurt us...

Sc: *He steps closer to her, concerned, but she only moves to press herself closer against T'than.* Did he hurt you Cadence? Are you all right? *He knew well how unscrupulous Ne'shir had been.*

C - I'm fine... but only because T'than came and... *Her words fell off - she could not tell Sc'orr what she had seen - they would take T'than away forever, and so she looked away, hiding her face against the back of T'than's shoulder, shivering.*

Sc: *He frowned. She was holding back and he needed to know what had happened! He wanted to pull her out and make her face him but T'than would not let him any closer to her and so he had no choice but to deal with him directly.* What happened T'than? As your advocate I must know and lying would not be wise at this moment. Ne'shir is nowhere to be found and there was a negative vibration in the common web. Is he dead? Did you kill him War Minister, because of what I told you of his previous actions, or in defense of her? *He gestured toward Cadence.*

GT: So many questions Sc'orr... *there was actually a smirk in T'than's face.* If you need to know, Ne'shir is indeed, dead. *and obviously, T'than felt no regret over that passing. His tone was nearly amused...* I was the closest to him and I felt him fade away. But I did not kill him... he was already dead by the time I reached Cadence... # Dead the moment he laid hands on her # *But those were words left unspoken, though the ones uttered were true for the most part.*

Sc: *It was a shocking turn of events, and a negative one for the General. The mood of the Synod was not favorable towards T'than at the moment, and even if he had killed to protect the girl, some would see it as one Taelon killing another over a human, as well as prove beyond a doubt that he had been infected by human emotions that might make him a danger to other Taelons in the future - the Ro’s debacle all over again. *


J: The healer killed himself, *said a firm, feminine voice, and they all turned to see Jenny standing there by the door.* T'than never touched him... I saw the whole thing...

GT: *His body tensed against Cadence's. Witnesses were the last thing they needed. T'than's mind quickly worked on the odds of her seeing it all being true, or whether she was lying for a reason he could not comprehend. Though most humans were still inconsequential to him, the War Minister recognized her. He had seen her around Cadence. They seemed to get along very well. But weighing that against the possibility that she might be trying to get something from the whole situation had him considering altruism an insignificant possibility. 

His glacial blue eyes squinted as they focused on the human. If she had truly seen it all... then the question of why Sc'orr was there had found its answer... 

The glared warning lasted only for the time when Sc'orr turned to look at the girl, but it was clear and intense enough. T'than relished on the fact that she seemed to flinch for a moment. Good... smart girl. She had gotten his message.*

J: *Sc'orr turned to look at her curiously and she nodded to him. But then she saw T'than and finally understood why people spoke of him the way they did; gone was the tenderness she had witnessed and in it's place was a look that chilled her to her bones. This was not the reaction she had expected; she was defending them, and lying to do so. Why did he look angry?

But he would not intimidate her...or at least she would not allow it to show, and she pulled back her shoulders, standing straight and enjoying her full height, which brought her nearly to eye level with him. She would help him even if he did not like it - she would do it for the girl standing behind him, because she truly liked Cadence and wanted to see her happy for a change. *

Sc: *He had completely missed T'than's silent threat and Jenny had composed herself quickly, replacing her fearful look with a small yet confident smile.* Please continue Miss Madden.

GT: *T’than’s eyes added the “carefully” to Sc’orr’s request. If she had begun to lie, she had better do it well, because Sc’orr was not one to be easily fooled. Taelons excelled at lying, but also due to that they could recognise one miles away...*

J: I heard a commotion coming from this room and ran down here to offer my assistance. By the time I got here I saw Ne'shir bringing that machine down over Cadence and she was upset and crying. The one volunteer was threatening her with the sedatives. You know how he treated her...

GT: *His expression remained impassive. Only Cadence was qualified to know how and what he truly felt. He was tense, no doubt about it, but he was that way usually.*

Sc: *He nodded* Yes, I do. *He could very easily see Ne'shir using intimidation tactics to subdue Cadence.* What happened after that?

J: *She looked again at the dark streaks that marred the smooth metallic sphere that still hung ominously over the table, her sharp mind working quickly.* Suddenly...the machine he was using....I dunno...it shorted out or something. 

*She caught Cadence's little smile and nod from the corner of her eye and continued more confidently.* There was a huge bright flash and suddenly everyone in the room was on the floor, and... Ne'shir was glowing and disappearing.*

Sc: I see...it sounds like an energy discharge. *He looked at Cadence* Cadence, did Ne'shir tell you what he was doing?

GT: *That was something not even T’than knew. His eyes turned to Cadence and his energy involved hers comfortingly and at the same time demandingly. It made no difference because Ne’shir’s wrongdoings had been avenged, but T’than found a little of his conscience weighing from having killed one of his kind... however despicable he might have been.*

C - *She nodded solemnly* Yes. The node at the bottom of the sphere had an energy needle on it. He told me he wanted to siphon off energy from the baby for some reason. *She felt T'than stiffen against her but she continued.* He had only gotten a little when the machine blew up.

GT: *His hands balled into fists and he found himself staring blankly downwards to hide the rage in his eyes and the quick tension caused by a flashback of what he had felt the moment Ne’shir had hurt the child. How could that have happened? How had he dared? The last remnant of regret was quickly erased from him. So, Ne’shir had also attempted on a Taelon’s life: his child’s.*

J: What? You mean he did enter your womb?

C - *nodding* Yes, for a few seconds.

J: Cadence let me see! *she moved toward her but stopped instantly when she saw T'than move into her path and she put up her hands.* 

GT: You and the healer have seen and done enough... *he remembered her, and couldn’t help but blame the blind subservience and lack of observation of these humans. This one, in particular, was not programmed to obey like the one on the floor.*

J: Please... I am a registered technical nurse. I have seen a similar procedure done on human beings and I can tell you that even the smallest intrusion into the womb can cause a minor tear... and in some cases, that little tear leads to a rupture. If that happens T'than both she and your child could die. I am asking you to let me pass. *She looked into his eyes unblinkingly.*

GT: *He looks back at Cadence, worry in his eyes. She looked well, but the technician was right, there was a tiny breach in her energy aura, just over her womb. The child was silent though, quiet. It wouldn’t hurt to make sure... so, recognising the request in Cadence’s eyes, he stepped away from Jenny’s path, but still kept an eye on the proceedings.. *

J: *Going to Cadence she asked her quietly* Where? *The other girl pulled the sheet a bit to the side, revealing a small bit of her stomach. Though it was hardly noticeable, Jenny could see a pink dot where the needle had gone in and she pressed against it with gentle fingertips.* Does this hurt?

C - It's... a little tender but, it feels okay.

J: *She smiled with relief and put her hand on Cadence’s shoulder.* That's a good sign but...I am still going to have to report that to Mit'gai when he returns here soon. He'll need to examine you and make sure that both of you are not at any risk.

GT: *Mit’gai wasn’t one to be very trusted either, but mainly for his unwillingness to help the humans. She should be all right in his hands... and if she wasn’t...*

C - Great... another Taelon healer...

J: You won't be alone. Don't be afraid. *She smiled again and stepped back, T'than again moving back protectively.*

Sc: *He had gone and waved the door closed when security had arrived, telling them that there would be a report for them shortly and then he turned back to face the small group.* So Ne'shir was truly involved in unethical scientific study...

GT: *The door closed protectively between them and the guards, and finally T'than relaxed somewhat and turned his attention to where it was due: Cadence.* Did you still have doubts after all this time Sc'orr? *As he faced her, he threw his mate an endearing and quick glance, and cast a glance behind his shoulder at the other Taelon, his expression changing with the blink of an eye. Time was running short, as the noise of the guards footsteps could already be heard coming from the main lab. 

Sc: *He smirked*...The next time the Synod is disparaging over the ethics of the Military caste I shall have to make an example of a particular healer in the scientific one.

GT: *As Sc'orr continued, he gave a few slow steps towards the gurney to peek at the readings Jenny had obtained, putting his hands behind his back in a very T'than'esque way. His tone sounded casual, as though he was making a simple comment to Sc'orr's words and that was no more than an inconsequential debate* I fear one is not exactly a fit representative of a caste, but it does raise some questions of whether it truly takes contact with a human to change a Taelon. 

Sc: *His smile vanishes.* I agree. However, this still leaves the question of the scalpel...and how you came to be free. *He casts T'than a grave look and waits for the warlord to explain.*

GT: *He keeps his casual stance.* You may inquire of Technician Jenny about that, Sc'orr. 


J: *Her brown eyes widened and she looked at T'than in complete surprise. She had had nothing whatsoever to do with his escape and had no idea how he had come across either the sedation gun, which she had taken care of, or the scalpel, which Sc'orr was inquiring about now.*

GT: *His cold calculating blue eyes turn to the woman.* It was she who provided the means for my escape when she saw Cadence was in peril. I was rather surprised to tell the truth, but you can well observe her loyalty towards Cadence... *but his eyes were still on the woman, threatening and glittering still in that dangerous fashion. He did not trust her, and he trusted no one 100%. But this was her chance to prove useful because otherwise, she would be nothing but a menace, and he had only one way to deal with that...*

Sc: *He turned to her, a look of surprise on his own face that he had masked before she had been able to mask hers.* Miss Madden? Jenny...is this true?

J: *No, it wasn't, but she had already trapped herself, one lie spawning another and another. She was aware of a set of cold Taelon eyes on her, as well as another set, green and pleading from the girl standing behind him. What would one last lie hurt?* Yes, *she nodded.* I did help him. After the machine blew up and I saw that Ne'shir was injured I went to T'than's room and unlocked the door. Cadence had been so ill and she was in danger again...I couldn't allow her to suffer again...and frankly, I was at a loss as to what to do...so I gave him the sedatives...and the knife, but like he already stated...by the time we returned to the lab...Ne'shir was gone...T'than never touched him.

GT: *The Taelon listened as the woman gave Sc'orr her version of events... a false, but coherent one nonetheless. T'than was nearly impressed, and though he was again facing Cadence, as though fearing her condition would change from one second to the next, his ears were well alert to every one of Miss Madden’s words. At last he turned to the other Taelon, taking a few steps towards him. Security would not wait for too long; they would get impatient. Human traits that T'than had learned to count on as time went by.* Is that satisfactory enough for you? *for indeed, there was still a glint of suspicion in Sc'orr's eyes. *

Sc: *He said nothing for a long moment, his eyes moving slowly back and forth between the technician and the War Minister. Finally he nodded.* Yes...quite satisfactory.

GT: *He decides to move the conversation to another topic, and retreat to a corner in the room to speak privately* The Synod will easily disregard this issue Sc’orr. You yourself stated you barely felt a disturbance in the Commonality from Ne'shir's parting. The loss of a weak Taelon is never a great reason for mourning. *he still made it quite clear that he was not at all displeased with Ne'shir's passing. No point lying there. Pity was an improbability for T'than; if displayed, it would only heighten the older Taelon's suspicion.* 

Sc: *That was true enough, he thought, but, weak Taelon or not, the brethren would never tolerate murder, though apparently that had not been the case. The Synod would like nothing more than a concrete reason to sentence T'than to the void...*

GT: *T'than's tone changed, becoming quite serious, even worried.* But despite his demise, proof of Ne’shir’s crimes has to be presented to guarantee that it will not happen again. Next time, we might not be so lucky. And I have too much to lose to act recklessly about this... *he pauses for a moment.* There is a way to reach Ne’shir’s personal files... files that he should not keep secret in the first place, but that he has, in his hunger for recognition and prestige. Needless to say, they are the proof we need... 

Sc: *He scrutinized T'than with eyes that had turned hard and probing.* Opening the personal database of another without the proper energy print will prove...difficult, to say the least. However, if it were to be done we would need to begin in his office. Come with me. *He stopped before the closed door and looked back to Cadence, who was now seated in a chair next to Jenny. She looked toward T'than fearfully and then down at her hands which were folded in her lap.* 

GT: There is something I need to discuss with Sc'orr, Cadence, to make sure all will be well. *his eyes shift from his mate to the technician, as a warning that she better make sure that Cadence would be well.* I leave you in competent hands, but if you need anything, you know how to reach me. 

J: I won't leave her alone - we'll go back to her room now and that is where we will be when you both have concluded whatever you need to do. 

GT: *He nods to them, and even throws a small reassuring smile towards Cadence, and then, simply turns on his heels and follows the older Taelon out of the room.* 

Book Five

Part Four

In Ne’shir’s Office


Sc: *They walked to Ne'shir's office in silence, security having been given a preliminary report by Sc'orr and now waiting patiently in the main lab at his order. Once inside Sc'orr waved closed the door and walked to a tiny disk-like object that was placed upright in a tiny stand at one corner of Ne'shir's desk.* Interesting. I have not seen one of these since before the homeworld was destroyed. 

GT: Curious, nor have I. *he commented, recognizing the object.* But old doesn't mean ineffective or inoperative... *he looks around himself, at the office. Very plain... rather cold. But very... scientific. Ne'shir seemed to live only for his work... T'than had not been so different a while back, but now, that reality seemed so distant and inconceivable....* 

Sc: *He pressed his finger to the center of it and instantly there was a pulse that felt like a quick gust of air against their faces.* It is such an ancient technology he probably felt that no one would notice it. It will actually serve us well for the current situation. *He turns to T'than.* I have now disrupted all surveillance devices in this room by disrupting the magnetic field, and we may again speak freely. *A shadow comes to darken his features and, faster than the other Taelon could dodge away, Sc'orr moved forward and grabbed him by his upper arm.* 

GT: *Immediately a growl formed in his throat, and that same sensation of empowerment rose in his being, making his energy run faster in his many pathways. It had been just a short time since the small metamorphosis...* What is the meaning of this Sc'orr? *he glares at the hand in his arm with such intensity, his eyes seemed to shoot daggers, even as T'than raised his chin to face Sc'orr.*

 Sc: I had had no idea that you and Technician Madden had come to such an amicable relationship T'than. Though I must admit that I was unable to see through your deceptions, she is not as adept a liar as you are. I want to know the truth of what happened in that lab. 


GT: The truth is relative. *he pulls himself free from the other's grasp, and locks both his hands tightly behind his back. The lie had been quite satisfactory, but of course Sc'orr must have noticed the uncertainty in the human's voice, how she needed time to speak and think on the lie as she went along.* But what was told to you is true. Ne'shir was already dead... and it was a medic who opened the door for my exit *yes, a medic he had deceived, just not Miss Madden* so that I could go to help Cadence. She was in pain, and quite frightened... and so was the child. My presence was required... 

Sc: *The older Taelon is irritated and it is quite evident in his tone.* Ever since I boarded this ship I have watched you deceive all others to the truth of your relationship with Cadence Blue. You also tried to deceive me, but have I not been able to bridge every falsehood you have lain in my path? *He walked slowly around the low metal desk, his fingers idly playing over miscellaneous documents that waited for Ne'shir to return his attention to them.*

GT: Deception? Indeed, that is quite common amongst our people. I find these days it is a less animalistic way of survival. *he remains perfectly still, following Sc'orr's moves with his eyes alone.*

Sc: You believe yourself to be an expert in the ways of stealth and guile...but I have dealt with far worse than you in my time. *The words were spoken softly, with great melancholy that now veiled his blue eyes heavily.*

GT: And once more you saw through their lies, is that it? *his brow arches. It was getting harder to keep his cool, but T'than knew that flinching would sign his confession, and he wouldn't do that. It would be placing his life in Sc'orr's hands, and forever sealing a sort of arrangement in which Sc'orr would always have the upper hand. The knowledge of such a secret was the dream of any Taelon. What better weapon could there be? And though Sc'orr for now, was an ally, the future held many twists and turns that no one could foresee.* Well, in this instance, you are mistaken. Maybe you have lost your touch, Sc'orr. *but T'than did not hide the irritation in his voice. It was beginning to annoy him, or it should, if he were innocent. All that had to be taken into account for a lie to become true. Deception it was.*

Sc: I merely asked for the truth on what happened - not because I wish to condemn you but...because I need to know everything if I am to protect you. I know well the desire to protect a mate. I had been dealing with emotions for many centuries before you experienced your evolution and decided to embrace them.

GT: True... But we are different Sc'orr, despite this similarity we share. *he interjects*

Sc: Perhaps. But unlike you, I was not able to save my mate, despite the signs of her being in danger that were right before my eyes. *He looked down at his fluttering hands,* I failed her. 

GT: *Imagination, such a powerful and disturbing thing. Right before his eyes, the image of what could have been had he not stopped Ne'shir was formed. Enough to make him shudder within. Enough to make him pity Sc'orr... a little.*

Sc: *He paused thoughtfully* Ne'shir was blatantly endangering Cadence's life, but he manipulated the circumstances to make me look like a fool - an old Taelon who embraced the old ways. Though many have supported me now, there are still those who do not, and their voices are still strong in the Synod.

GT: It is so with all of us. We are never completely accepted... unless we excel at manipulation and deceit. Your old ways will never grant you supremacy Sc'orr. These are new times, and some matters have to be dealt with in a different way. *it was a sort of confession, if not so duplicitous in its meaning*

Sc: I could not let history repeat itself...not again. *He stopped speaking, letting the room fall into silence as he pretended to study a chart on the wall displaying Jaridian anatomy. When he continued his voice was strong, even confident, though he did not face the other at all.* I believe that you killed the healer though I suppose that, in the end it is of no consequence. Had he not met his fate at the wrong end of an energy surge... or by your hand... he would have met it by mine. *He turned back, and the serene Sc'orr was gone, the soft features suddenly looking more angular and extreme, blue eyes devoid of wisdom and warmth, and a voice that now sounded like the cutting edge of ice.* You see, I had every intention of killing him myself.

GT: *He wasn't quite sure if the shock was greater for Sc'orr's words or attitude. T'than saw a reflection of his own dark side in Sc'orr's. All those revelations were astounding. Mere words, he could not tell if Sc'orr had spoken them to make him talk but, that last shadow, dark as the bottom of the deepest abyss, gave him a sort of certainty. So he knew the truth as it had happened. But the truth as it had been told needed to remain.* It matters not how Ne'shir came to pass. I told you he was dead, and it seems I was quite accurate in my assessment. His death was written already, Sc'orr. So the truth remains... he brought it upon himself, regardless of what the weapon was that inflicted the final cut. *he kept his hands locked tightly behind his back, his legs somewhat parted*  History did not repeat itself, but it yet might if the next healer comes across Ne'shir's documents and decides to follow his work. We need to gather all possible evidence against him and destroy the rest.

Sc: The next healer yes...*he says off-handedly as his features return to their normal, outward serenity, even if inside the Taelon felt a bitter pang of grief for Taemar...just one more small thorn to stab at him. He thought that after all these centuries that he would be numb to the pain but that was not the case. He looks up abruptly, realizing he had fallen silent.* Ne'shir's work, yes it must be destroyed but, how will we go about accessing his files? They are locked behind his own energy print.

GT: *The trial would not take long to begin, but for that time, Cadence would be in someone else's hands. Sc'orr had mentioned Mit'gai, but T'than knew how the Legoye was rather negligent when it didn't come to Taelon patients. Although, in the past Mit'gai had shown some inclination towards being the General's ally, T'than knew he stood with the winners. And there was no telling what L'syr might do if any of what Ne'shir had planned had to do with T'than's pupil. That was one of the things that bothered him about Ne'shir's passing. The doubt was still a stone in his platform.*

There is an easy way to access the files. I think I may succeed in doing it. *T'than looked at his own palm for a moment.* It should not be too hard.

Sc: *He listened as T'than spoke but once again his thoughts were drifting, falling back in time to others he had known long ago, and one name he had not heard nor uttered in millennia came into his mind, but finally T'than was ready to proceed and he again caught the other Taelon noticing his distractedness.* My apologies...I was composing a thought. *He opens a datastream and runs a brief but intensive scan of the room.* The room is still secure and you may proceed.

GT: *He nods, and goes around the table to stand by the dead healer's main datastream.* He is a slick one. The files are camouflaged. *his sharp sight comes across a key word. One he remembered well from the plans of creating a hybrid a few years back. Quickly, his fingers moved over the panel, nearly making it seem as though he was hacking it, though his extreme ease with the way the files were organized was quite the dead giveaway…as was Ne’shir’s residual energy within him which he used to open the database.  *

Sc: *And so it was confirmed before Sc'orr's eyes; T'than had murdered him, if what he had done could truly be called murder. Sc'orr preferred to think of it as mercy - mercy to an innocent girl and her unborn child.

This was T'than's silent way of admitting what he had done, and a silent agreement was forged between them then. No one else knew that the files had been locked away behind Ne'shir's personal energy print and thus there would be no questions. Neither Taelon would speak of it again.*

GT: *He opened them one by one, but his fingers suddenly froze against the datastream and he decoded the many symbols that moved three dimensionally before his eyes. The feeling... was one of revulsion. Those were the plans Ne'shir had for Cadence and for his child...* 

Sc: *The War Minister's hands paused over the stream and he appeared to turn to stone. Sc'orr stepped up behind him, reading the information for himself.* He wanted her to die...and he intended to make it appear that the child had perished as well. Here are his plans for reassignment from the ship to the Lak'shaa base...it is one of our most distant. *pause* He wanted your child to study...truly insidious! 

GT: *T'than was nearly deaf to Sc'orr words. All his senses were focused on the symbols dancing on the screen, seemingly coming towards him, threatening, haunting. But it was no more. It would not happen. Those plans would never see a completion. He himself had seen to it. Ne'shir deserved to die, and T'than regretted only not having made it more painful. Had he known the full extent on the healer's plans - if one could even call it that - he would have taken far longer to terminate him* And they called me a tyrant... *he whispers. Not that he was not deserving of the reputation. Oh, no, he was well aware of his own crimes. But he had never seen them as such until this moment when he felt what it was like to be in the other's skin. *

Sc: *Sc'orr brushed a finger over another symbol, bringing up an alternate set of plans in case Cadence had lived.* He was compiling a list of possibly compatible Taelons to...breed...with her if she lived... 

GT: *HIS Cadence, with another? Outrageous! With the words made real by Sc'orr's voice, T'than realized he would have killed for something that simple. She was his; he could not accept that any other lay a hand on her. It would be, in a strange way not only a provocation, but also a violation of who he was and his space. He had never coped well with that.*

Sc: *He turned away, sickened.* I thought we had evolved past such revolting behavior. 

GT: No Sc'orr... we never did. But we still excel at deception. *his voice was controlled, but obviously tense. He was ready to explode again; the closed hands over the panel explained it well without the need to look at his features.* Some, better than others... This cannot be seen by any other. *he straightens up at last, placing a hand behind his back. * 

Sc: *He turned back, wondering if his expression mirrored T'than's at that moment.* Yes, these plans must be destroyed, and once his colleagues learn of his passing I doubt we will have any further issues with them. However, Zo'or will need to be informed of Ne'shir's scheme if we are to have any control over who is chosen to continue with Cadence's care. 

GT: Zo'or? Of all Taelons? You must be jesting Sc'orr. You yourself told me he had been unwilling to help. How are we to say this was not his doing? *he sets the data to be copied into a small disk.* He will use this against me if he can find a way, even pass this information on to the next healer. I believe he has the authority to appoint the one that will follow Cadence's progress from now on. *he pauses, removing the disk from the drive.* Mit'gai, maybe...

Sc: I do not think that it should be Mit'gai - you would only be replacing one problem with another. I agree that it must be a Taelon, and it must be one we trust. 

GT: A Taelon whom we can trust? *his lips curve with a smirk* I do not think there is any such Taelon alive anymore.

Sc: I can think of only one, someone who would treat she and the child with the care and dignity they deserve. 

GT: *His brow goes up* Do you know already who it will be, even without the Synod meeting to deliver such decision? 

Sc: *He nods * His name is Jor'rel. 

GT: *If that were possible, his chin would have fallen.* Jor'rel? *his head tilts in confusion, and for a moment the surprise erases even the memory of Ne'shir's dark machinations*  But he is... unheard of for many years. I thought him to be simply a legend... although some say he was Ma'el's mentor for several hundred years. I never quite believed it. But, if he were alive, he would be even older than yourself, Sc'orr.

 Sc: *He nods slightly and temples his hands under his chin.* He was old when I was a child. *Sc'orr's voice had a near distant quality as he spoke of memories and events that were shrouded in antiquity.* But he is no legend, and indeed he was Ma'el's mentor - his teachings being the impetus for Ma'el to journey to Earth. I knew him, back on the homeworld before its destruction. 

GT: I see... *T'than comments, as he takes in Sc'orr's words* I must say this is an astounding revelation. But if Jor'rel is indeed alive, why didn't he return to us? The Taelons could use someone of his skills, though the old ways are not seen as favorably anymore...

Sc: When Ma'el never returned and our species decided to go against wisdom and interfere with humanity Jor'rel, unable to tolerate in good conscience what we planned to do, left the Taelons for what he called, "a journey of enlightenment." He outfitted a ship and headed toward the most distant reaches of our space. The few whom he deigned to tell his destination have all passed into the void...except one. 

GT: *His chin goes up and he looks at Sc'orr, knowing the answer before even hearing about it. If Sc'orr was the only one to know Jor'rel was still alive, than it could only mean that he was that one.* 

Sc: *He looks at T'than, his voice losing its dreamy quality.* I alone know his location, though I do not know if he still lives. He has been gone for so many millennia as to have learned to close his link to our shared consciousness. 

GT: That would explain his absence for the Commonality, but one cannot stray for so long without suffering the effects of isolation. *he spoke from personal experience, of course, and Sc'orr had to know it to.* There is no way to know what he has become. But in any case... *he pauses, to think and for a moment calculate the odds in his mind* he would still be preferable to a healer controlled by my enemies. Ma'el respected humanity - that can only mean Jor'rel did too. It would benefit Cadence... But I do not know if delivering that to Zo'or would. *his eyes drop to the shine of the disk*

Sc: *He picks up the disk T'than had transferred Ne'shir's data to and holds it before him* You can choose to destroy this, but I warn you that if you do, Cadence's fate will be in Zo'or's hands, for I will have no power to stop him from choosing Ne'shir's replacement. However, even Zo'or cannot deny hard evidence placed before him. With this he will have to face the fact that he made an error in judgment when I brought the matter to his attention before...and the Synod does not look kindly upon errors. 

GT: *He smirks at that sentence. How well he knew that...* Perhaps so, but Zo'or is a sly one. He has a way of turning events so they benefit him. I should know Sc'orr. We have been enemies for many centuries. I am still concerned... *his hands ball into fists and he lets go of a sound akin to a groan* If only my hands were not so tied... delusions... appearances. We are a race of deceivers. 

Sc: What you said about keeping up appearances is very true, and they wish us to appear perfect. It may also prove a valuable hand to play during your trial. It will reveal that you were not the only one who would expend reproductive energy to create a hybrid – Ne’shir’s list of compatible Taelons proves that.

GT: That much is true. My joining with Cadence was not the first... except in one thing: It was consensual Sc'orr. They will never tolerate that, nor understand, for they cannot. *that said, in the tone of a final vent, he added, in a completely different tone* The computer needs to be purged...

Sc: *He goes to the datastream and with a few flicks of his fingers over the endlessly moving text there is a flash and suddenly the stream is blank - a glowing slate waiting for data to be entered.* I have now permanently erased every file pertaining to Ne'shir's plans for Cadence and your child from his mainframe. *He gives T'than the shining disk* The evidence of it only remains here... 

GT: *He holds the little round object in his hand... possibly his salvation... possibly his doom and that of his mate and child. What Sc'orr was asking was for T'than to trust him, and the General trusted no one. He looked into Sc'orr's eyes, as if scanning the mind of the older Taelon. *

Sc: You must decide what to do...to give it to me and trust that I can use it to our advantage against Zo'or and the others or...to destroy it. 

GT: *His hand closes around the disk, and he utters, in a business tone* Prove to me that Zo'or cannot turn this against us, and the disk is yours, for I know what it represents for Cadence and I. 

Sc: You already know what I intend to do, so allow me to do it. You must trust me T'than. It is truly your only choice.

GT: *His palm opens again, revealing the shining purple object in its center* I trust no one Sc'orr, and what I hold is a double-edged sword. *his eyes had turned cold, devoid of emotion even, frighteningly so* I will trust you to wield it properly, since my own hands are tied. You are my proxy...

Sc: *He nods, taking the shimmering object from T'than's open palm.* Very well, I accept...and now, I must deliver the report to security...and because Ne'shir died by his own equipment, and you were not involved, you will not be needed to add any statements. *There was slight emphasis on those words, as though by stating them soundly they became fact instead of the fallacy they truly were.*

It is going to take several hours for me to make a statement and then file a text version and in that time...you may wish to go to Cadence. You are recovered and it is likely that you will not be allowed to remain here much longer before being returned to detention. I suggest that you make good use of the time. *He walks over to Ne'shir's desk and presses his finger against the center of the ancient jamming device, shutting it down, and then he hands it to T'than.* Take this...enjoy some time of privacy. It may be the last you are granted until...after the trial. *Sc'orr refused to speak of the prospect that T'than might be executed. He preferred to think positively. He let a hint of a smile tease his lips before nodding and exiting the office.*

Book Five

Part Five

Stolen Secret

J: *Jenny had led Cadence back to her room and seen to it that she was dressed in a fresh gown. The girl was visibly shaken from her experience and Jenny could tell that she clearly wanted T'than. She had urged her to relax in her bed and then had brought in some herbal tea which they shared, Jenny keeping the conversation light and away from any current events.

Word had reached most of the medical staff now about what had befallen the Taelon healer, though the details of what he had been doing to Cadence were not revealed. They knew what Sc'orr told them: Ne'shir had been the victim of improperly calibrated equipment. Few were mourning the loss, but they were curious - passing Cadence's room and looking through the window in her door, until Jenny swiped a hand over a control, making the glass white and opaque.

Cadence was beginning to drift, her eyelids drooping slightly and the young technician waved up a datastream and began to do her nightly charting, something the events of the early morning had prevented her from doing today, and she would not be able to leave until the work was complete. She worked quietly, glancing at Cadence from time to time, satisfied that she was finally resting. *

GT: *T'than had been left behind in Ne'shir's office. Sc'orr had been gone for several minutes now, and despite the older Taelon's advice, T'than had remained behind a little while longer. He needed to make sure no evidence was left behind. The personal log was empty, but there was no telling if the healer did not have a copy himself. Risky, yes, but the fame he would have achieved with such a project compensated the risk greatly. After a while, T'than concluded there was nothing, so he grabbed the old equipment Sc'orr had handed him from the healer's table, and headed out the door. 

As Sc'orr had said, no one seemed to pay him heed, though some eyes turned in his direction, not sure if they should restrain him or not. However, the expression on T'than's face was reason enough to stay at bay. Now that the issue of Ne'shir was dead and buried, literally, it was time to focus on something else. Something that had brought him great distress. A feeling... a sensation that Cadence was hiding something from him. Something to do with Zo'or... that much he had picked up that one time before she had closed the link, preventing him from seeing. 

He should never have allowed her to learn that technique. It actually made her dangerous, and though he could respect her wish for privacy, as someone so used to having a million voices in his mind all the time, he could not understand it completely.  A few striding steps and he was facing the door to her room. This time, a simple wave was all it took to go in.* 


J: *An hour passed unnoticed in her ongoing work, but she was brought back to instant awareness when the door to the room was waved open, T'than standing there, tall and stern. She waved off her work and stood immediately. He still looked darkly upset - whether at her or something else she did not know. She had remained with Cadence as he had ordered, and she hoped that his wrath would not be directed at her.* 

GT: *His blue on blue eyes, slightly glittery and narrowed, focused primarily on Cadence, as if his mind was set on tracking hers, and only then, did he acknowledge Jenny's presence with a simple, and rather dismissive glance. Still she asked.*

J: Sir... Cadence is well. We talked for a short time and I think I was able to calm her. *A stirring sound caught her attention; Cadence was awake, her eyes on the Taelon. * 

GT: *His eyes were focused on Cadence again, a heavy stare of one who seemed to want to look beyond the skin, into her very being. All that the human was jabbering about was truly unnecessary. He could easily see for himself that she was both well and relaxed. Her aura, for one, could not lie. He faced the technician yet another time, only it was not a simple glance, but a silent, though extremely clear, order.*

J: I...guess you both...probably need to talk and...be alone....*With Sc'orr gone, she found the War Minister more frightening somehow and she bit her lip and looked down and then back toward him.* Yes...I will go...please call if you need anything. *She smiled at Cadence and moved past T'than quickly, wishing she had not acted so cowed before him. The door was waved shut behind her and locked.* 

GT: *Humans, sometimes, could be so slow in thinking... and obeying orders. He was so used to Cadence's understanding of his own psychic language that he had nearly forgotten how others' perceptions were so... reduced. But at last they were alone... T'than walked towards a table to turn on the device and allow them privacy. All the while he did not utter a word. Instead, he walked from the table and let his eyes evaluate her, scrutinize her, testing her to see if she would say the first word to break the ice.*

C - *Cadence sat up and watched him pace the room...memories of Zo'or moving in just the same way flashing in her mind. Taelons could be so predatory in that respect...and she had forgotten just how wild T'than could be when provoked.*

T'than? *she asked, a bit uncertain.* Are...you all right? 

GT: *He picked up something... a flash, an image superimposing the perception of his physical presence and his movement in her mind. It became darker as he closed his eyes to see it again, closing the real and present world from his own mind; darker, and a taller figure was there, though the same faint noise of footsteps... he tried to see more, to open his mind's eyes and look inside hers again... but a door was shut, almost too violently, and back in the physical world his eyes re-opened. *

C - *She had wanted to be more subtle when she closed the link, but when she once again felt his presence tickling at the edge of her thoughts...thoughts she had not meant to think with him there, she had pulled back roughly. And he had noticed...and his look told her that he was_not pleased!*

GT: *Expressionless at first, but then angry, resentful.* You have done it again... *he says in a hiss* What is this you hide from me Cadence? *his hands were both behind his back, but as soon as he came closer to the bed he grabbed one of hers with surprising speed* If you will not let me see... you will tell me... or I will not answer for my actions! 

C - *She tried to pull away from him but he had literally made a fist around her wrist, squeezing so her hand opened, the palm of his other hand ready to join with hers... but not to give... to take!* Stop it T'than! *What was wrong with him? She remembered back in the lab...the change in the color of his eyes, and more than that...the change in his entire being! Was it possible he had not yet returned from his journey where his deadly instincts had ruled?* 

GT: *There was a mist forming before his eyes, anger, the kind that blinded him from seeing who it was he was using his strength against.* What happened? Tell me... *his voice was nearly guttural, as he pushed himself against her, making the distance between their bodies nearly null. He had just committed murder for her; it had been instinctual, which only proved how far she had gone into making him lose control over himself. But he could not tolerate her silence... and the more she dodged the issue, the worse it got. It only fed his frustration and his imagination about what had truly happened.* 

C - Please! You're scaring me! *She looked up into his eyes and she could barely hold his gaze - his eyes were glowing with his fiery rage! She pulled back as hard as she could and only succeeded in falling on her back, the Taelon now over her, her poor, vulnerable hand opened, her wrist throbbing with her pulse from his overly tight grip.* I WON'T tell you! Get off of me! My thoughts are my own and if I wanted you to know I would have told you! 

GT: *His main pathway was pulsing with racing energy. He had not felt so keenly alive since his joining with her, but this was different. It was dark... ruled by a compulsive rage.* Your thoughts are mine Cadence. *he hissed* There can be no secrets! *his breath was close to her face, warm and hissing. * 

C - *She kicks at him with a bare foot, her pulse racing...but not only in fear. He was heavy and hot over her, their bodies pressed together and her physical self was responding, making her blush pink at first, and then adding a flicker of blue. He glared at her and her eyes glared right back! She was terrified, but yet, there was something about his power...of his wanting complete control, that awoke the passion inside of her. * 

GT: *His palm was against hers, and he didn't bother to make his presence progressively known inside her mind. He was very close to losing control. It was such a powerful mixture: his fury... his desire. She was pushing him back and calling to him at the same time. Her mind was closed to him; there was fear, delicious fear, but her body was beginning to open, making his presence more accepted; his task of invading her mind so much easier.* # Do not force me to do this. I will know! #

C - *He was pressing for the information, wanting to enter her mind and she became fearful again. He was much too strong and his focus was boring through the walls she had put up to keep him out.* # STOP IT! # she cried out in her mind. # You have NO right to rape my thoughts!... NO! # She pushed him back but his assault was relentless!* 

GT: # You gave me that right... you are mine Cadence... what is it that is so dark that you need to hide it from me. WHAT? #  *Her defenses were giving in; she needed to in order to speak into his mind. In those moments, the link became stronger, a clearer path for him to walk on and enter her mind. So he pressed harder, much harder, one of his hands pressing her wrist and the other her palm, wide open and vulnerable, against the mattress. His essence flowed into her, hungry for that power, hungry for what was in her mind... but starving for her.* 

C - *She cried, her physical body also shedding tears, though its struggles under him had stopped. The vision of the room seemed to ripple softly and then solidify, everything looking primarily the same except... now it was not T'than who stood gazing down at her... it was the tall Synod leader himself.* 

GT: *He saw it clearly, through her mind's eye, back into that moment. Her hazy images of what had happened were made sharp in his mind. There was fog all around what was not in her field of sight, but T'than found himself there, lying on that same bed, looking at his nemesis.* # Zo'or, greetings...#

C - # Please no T'than! # *she cried to him, # I don't want you to know! You don't HAVE to know! # 

GT: # You are wrong... if Zo'or was here, it is IMPERATIVE that I know... Show me... SHOW ME! # 

C - *She tried to push him back again but not with any real force this time. He was there, drawing up her thoughts as easily as one draws water into a straw. The conversation between she and Zo'or began to play out, certain aspects standing out to her more, or sometimes being replayed over again by T'than himself.*

Z: # I hope you will be... as open with me, in your answers to my next questions, as the fate of you and your baby are held in your hands. #

*Cadence had known then she was in trouble...it felt like an interrogation!*

Z: # He is a Taelon of many agendas I assure you. I have known him long, and know him well. He has a way of twisting the truth, and molding the minds of those he views to be his inferiors. I have seen him make pawns of many, and I would not like to see you make a similar mistake. #

GT: *T'than listened, keeping his emotions at bay the best he could as to not to break his concentration. Zo'or had indeed been there, alone, in the room with her. But he had to inwardly smirk at some of his statements. They were adversaries for being too alike.

 It was strange to impersonate another; though his body was still and frozen, his mind made it appear as though it was moving in accordance to the scene taking place. And he could already feel the anxiety and nervousness she had felt.*

C - # I_am_SO_sick of people thinking that he has warped and brainwashed me! Believe it or not Zo'or I DO have my own mind about things, and I will tell you the same thing that I told Chandra Sheridan and that is that he did NOT brainwash me and I resent your implication that I am his pawn! #

*T'than had wedged himself into her mind so tightly and he remained, forcefully holding open the gates of her thoughts, the entire visit now as open to him as any book. Nothing was sacred - not the Synod leader's words or hers, not even her thoughts as they had been at the time. She moaned, her body shuddering against his as he moved ever forward.* 

GT: *Zo'or was daring... daring to turn her against him. It was obvious that he was out to get him again. T'than knew that visit for what it was: the search for a weapon to destroy him. In a twisted way that brought him hope: Zo'or was not certain that the accusations upon T'than were a guarantee of his demise. But he was looking for that same guarantee in Cadence. That meant trouble... He pressed harder in his urgency to know, his concern rising and no longer fully restrained by the remnants of his self-control.*

Z: # Love can cloud the mind, and obscure even the most obvious of truths. If it were only you at stake, I could permit this, but your child is a member of my race, and I cannot see it harmed. #

C - # 'If it were only me?' *she repeated, her eyes blinking rapidly as she digested the real meaning and coldness of his words.* You are as bad as the others! You pretend to care but you don't - you see me only as a vessel for a hybrid... ...and that hybrid as something to be studied and observed!#

*She felt as though she was reliving it all over again, and of course she was. She had blushed in anger before Zo'or, and in reality, her body blushed beneath T'than's in response. * 

GT: *In the real world he moaned, but the sounds were lost amidst the echoing voices of the past. He could feel what she felt, and it was getting harder to shun the emotions. Even his body mirrored her own in the blush, the room lighting for a moment as their bodies lay together on the bed. For a moment he worried about her arrogance; Zo'or did not cope will with it when it came from an inferior being. Because he was the one who saw her as no more...*

Z: # I have come with a message of benevolence... to support you if need be. If not, I will spend my energies elsewhere. But I can promise you, that I am not the first to question T'than's intentions, and I will not be the last. #

C: # You may expend your energies wherever you please...but do *not* direct them toward my child do you hear? You know *nothing* of what you speak of and I want you to leave_me_alone! *She points a finger at the door* OUT! And if you really want to *support* me then post a damn guard outside and tell him not to allow any... *she fixes her eyes on him* ...Taelon strays, into my room! #

GT: *He shuddered over her, a reflex akin to spasms. His own reaction combined with hers. Zo'or was after them... T'than was sure of that now. And when the Synod Leader held something like that as a priority... he would not let go until he achieved what he wanted...*  # More....#

Z: # In the future, *he said clearly* You will recall this meeting, and perhaps, *he tilted his head* that it was I with whom you were speaking... because obviously, you have forgotten whom it is you are dealing with. #

C - # I know who you are, *she hissed* and I couldn't care less! #

Z: # *He brought his hand forward and grabbed her by the chin... and then go just as quickly.* If there are any strays in this room my dear, *he said looking her in the eye* it is you. Do you honestly think, that because you have found a Taelon desperate enough to screw you, and actually delude himself enough to believe that he actually LOVES you, that you are anything more than a scrawny pebble in my shoe? #

GT: *Rage, pure and uncontrollable took over his entire being, making his body shudder again, tensing unbelievably. If T'than had been there... but he hadn't, so his own lips moved in a different way, and he acted in a different way: he acted like Cadence, for she was the one in whose mind he walked - whose mind had lived that moment.* 


C - # You won't win! T'than will prevail...like he has his entire life! You will see! #

Z: # Taking T'than down is a challenge. I have been trying for a while - I'm sure you know as much. But you... you are not so difficult. #

C - # He won't let you touch me! #

Z: # T'than cannot protect you forever.... It is T'than - or you and your child. If T'than falls, he will take you with him. I will make sure of that. #

C - # Then I will make sure to save a place for you Zo'or in whatever hell we go to. All tyrants inevitably fall and I assure you that we can wait until the day when you finally fuck with the wrong person and take a step too far and someone finally does your despicable race a favor and takes you down...or takes you out! #


GT: *He wanted to reprimand her for the recklessness of those words, for her arrogance, but at the same time, there was pride in T'than as well, pride for her courage and for not having shown fear. Zo'or probably saw through her, but her efforts had been commendable. But at the same time, the doubt remained of why she had kept that secret. Could she have kept it to herself so she could consider Zo'or's words?

T'than, or Cadence and her child?  

Slowly, he backed away, retreating from her mind as the breeze that follows a tornado. His eyes slowly opened and he allowed her to sever the connection. Slowly, he let go of her, but he remained lying atop her, shaken, drained from his efforts, and angry... still very much so.* 

C - *Her final and shouted words to him left an echo behind - her voice ringing out even as the images clouded into nothingness. The void was now empty but there was the sound of crying - Cadence had wept after Zo'or had gone but the doors had already closed on that memory. These cries were real as she once more struggled under him, her hands, now both free, hitting at him in a futile effort to inflict revenge on him.*

You didn't have to do that! You can't do whatever you want! You don't... # own me! # 

 GT: You are wrong Cadence. We joined... you are mine. I do own you! *his eyes narrow* And you cannot lie to me. Do not fall for the mistake that you can hide anything from me, especially something of this nature... *there was a pause, during which his expression turned to stone, both pale and serious* Tell me, were you considering Zo'or's proposal... was that it? *he whispered with a hiss into her ear.*

C - What? *she was utterly stunned and she froze for a moment.* NO! How dare you even think that! Get away! Get off of me! *He was still lying atop her and she tried to slide out from his weight. Cadence had forgotten in his gentleness to her the old days...how he had been in control...and he had never stopped being in control.*

GT: *Being that close with her, feeling her emotions flaring in such a way; her aura gleaming to involve them both in hues of flickering blue and pink... he had missed that, very much. It had been long... so long... too long... and though their minds were in disarray, their bodies knew what they needed after the intimate touch of their essences. He remained still, both arms beside her torso as he cut off her chances of moving from underneath him.*

C - Stop it! I hate you! *A hand came out to slap his face and again something lit up inside of her. She pummeled his shoulders with small fists, trying to push him away even though a hot rush was igniting over her body like a match to gasoline!*

GT: *He had hated her too, for hiding things from him. Hatred... love... desire... they were all there. A powerful mixture that made them both act wildly. And it was without the tiniest of thoughts that he leaned down and silenced her with a rough kiss.*

C - *They had been separated for so long...too long, and anger many times was nothing but a thin veil for passions continually denied. And this was not human passion - it was Taelon - powerful, and nearly terrifying in its intensity.*

GT: *His body pressed against her, his legs moving to make hers part despite her resistance. Anyone who would have watched from the outside would have difficulty telling if they were fighting or simply drunk on their passions. *

C - *Like in the lab when he had rescued her, their mouths were locked together in a deep kiss, but this was different - this was need and carnal demand! Despite her kicking her legs he was stronger and now she lay, her thighs widely spread, still moving under him. She tried to close them but only wound up squeezing his hips and she shuddered as she felt the apex to his main pathway pulse hotly from beneath his jumpsuit, each heated flash calling out to her loins like a siren's song, and still she hit at him even though she was shivering all over with her own need for him.*

GT: *T'than's kiss spoke of every feeling he had stored inside: Love and anger, longing and the need for domination. Both of her small fists hitting him on the shoulders and back only had the effect of making him rougher; his tongue invading her mouth, unconcerned with gentleness, until finally, for lack of breath or defeat, she relaxed somewhat underneath him... *

 C - *She was suffocating! He was still angry and it was coming out in his actions - his tongue searching her mouth until he shoved it in deeply, nearly choking her! Pulling back, she looked up into his face; his eyes were still gleaming with his anger, and she could feel his lust as well.* I should never let you touch me again you beast! I should make you cook in your own need! 

GT: I should have let you choke on your lie... *he hissed back at her, his tongue going over his lips that closed with a smirk as he contemplated her with devilish eyes. She might squirm and flail, but at that point he actually wanted her to. It would only make his victory more delicious.* 

C - *It was clear she meant only to antagonize him, for her emotions were simmering, ready to explode! But she liked him wild, and she needed to be dominated as much as he needed to dominate, and the best way to accomplish that was to keep him angry. Her look went seductive and taunting, and she pressed herself up against him, whispering into his ear.* Perhaps next time Zo'or comes back I'll give him a taste of... 

GT: *That was quite enough... he was not about to let her laugh in his face. So he silenced her in her mind, practically electrocuting her. Then, in a quick, harsh gesture, his hand grabbed the front of her short gown, just under the neckline, and gave it a mighty pull. The fabric burned in his hands, which had began gleaming with core energy - an overflow from his overwhelming emotional state. His eyes shifted from blue to green, almost yellow, and then again back to blue.* You cannot offer what is not yours...

C - *She gasped as he channeled a burst of angry energy to her and before she could recover herself she felt a rough jerk and then she heard a tearing sound. He had ripped open her gown, exposing one of her breasts and a line of her pale skin. 

GT: Mine... *The word was almost unintelligible, and before she recovered from the surprise, he gave yet another pull, causing her gown to open from her navel downwards. Then, he leaned forward and breathed in deeply, as if to smell her skin.* All mine... *there was a pause* And do not bother seducing Zo'or. He would find no use for you. *his hands travel down her side, until only his jumpsuit was between their skins, and then finally he pulled himself up on his arms and looked triumphantly and lividly down at her.*

C - *The garment peeled away, exposing her completely; her figure was still supple, the small roundness of her early pregnancy doing nothing to distract from her seductive curves. Oh those words had enraged him and her look was one of fear, though it was also obvious when she looked at him that she was blooming with anticipation. She raised her chin and pouted her lips, capturing him in her green and fiery stare.* And just what do you think that you are going to do? 

 GT: Take what is rightfully mine *his hips moved once, bringing them closer and stealing a slight shudder from her. He leans forward again, aiming for her lips but actually dodging in the last moment, and instead, grazing them down her cheek until he could whisper in her ear.* Your body... your mind... your soul... 

C - No...no...*His words, his touch, his kisses cast her into a spell and she relaxed and as though moving under its own impulse, a delicate hand came floating up, like a pale, shy ghost, toward his face. She had barely touched him with the tips of her fingers when he lunged sharply at her.*

GT: *The hand that had once been free from his found itself restrained quickly enough by the side of her head* Aren't you going to scream Cadence? Kick and struggle?

C - What's wrong with you! *she hissed, shuddering when she saw his eyes change in their hue again, giving him that wild and bestial look. She should remain still but, her struggles were enflaming him. Her brain told her to be quiet and allow him to calm down, but her body spoke louder of its need, and how beautiful he was in his savagery.* I WON'T SURRENDER TO YOU! *she shouted, hitting at him ferociously and she arched up under him trying to urge him off and blushing brightly for a second as she was taken with an intense wave of brilliant desire. Gods, he was gorgeous!*

GT: *Another undulation, and if not for his jumpsuit he would have touched her spot. He moved his head so that his lips never left her skin, seeming to plant kisses as they moved in his speech* Call for Zo'or, perhaps?  *he was face to face with her now, the tips of their noses almost touching.* I will accept no more of your defiance. *the desire raging within him was beginning to supersede all other emotions... it was just so strong: the tingle in his palms was nerve wracking, the pressure in his main pathway was enough to stir his thoughts and make all reason collapse. Every word was a titanic effort.

He needed her, so badly. And knowing that only made him angrier...*

 C - *She was sweating, her breasts shuddering as she flailed and fought him, her sex ripening and glistening with wetness.* I’ll SHOW you defiance! I will fight you! I CAN fight you! *another slap to his face and still he smiled. Her nails clawed at his jumpsuit. It was what she had wanted to do to Zo'or...and yet even with her loyalty, T'than still accused her of deceit. So she figured she would give him something to chew on...

In her mind, an image formed of herself, naked and wrapped in Zo'or's arms as he kissed her and fondled her breasts, Cadence's head falling back and a moan escaping her full and parted lips. She hurled the image into his mind with force… *

# Perhaps I should do just that, since you think me capable of such treachery! # 

GT: *He was shocked that she could even conceive the image, but still, he smiled. Quite the hellcat, his Hurricane Cadence.* I doubt he would want anything to do with you... I know his mate... very well... *he made sure to project in her mind the images of Naor'rin shortly after he had captured her, his palm against hers as he sought for the information she did not want to provide. Much in the same fashion of what he had done to Cadence just minutes ago.* Delicious... *he hissed, both in reality and into her mind* Just like... *his hands roamed over her body, ignoring her struggles and protests, squeezing and prodding, even nestling between her legs but to touch only at the inside of her thighs, leaving to her imagination what could follow; making her mind erase the thought of Zo'or and focus on him... and just him* # You...#

C - I HATE YOU! *she screamed, her fists making little sounds as they made contact with his back, the pummeling becoming clawing, which became urgent caressing and suddenly she was kissing him, desperately, her voice uttered on a breath of submission.* I can't take you thinking that I would betray you to Zo'or! 

GT: *He gives her no mercy, parting his lips yes, but taking no part in the kiss. If she wanted it, she had to beg... for his forgiveness of her silence, for his body inside hers. He wanted it as desperately as she did, but as with anyone of power, it was all an exercise of control. To show strength when inside there was only the weakness of a burning desire that seemed to rip at his entrails and make him implode.* But you managed to build the thought in your mind... *it was now he who touched her, he who kissed her neck; he whose body undulated against hers, calling upon her lust in a sort of pre-mating ritual.* That is betrayal... *his teeth nibble at her throat and move to the side of her neck, much like the mythical vampire. Only, what he wanted to suck out of her was not her blood, but her very essence* Admit defeat Cadence... beg for forgiveness... my little slave girl... *while a hand played with her breasts, the other went down her body to grab her leg underneath the knee and lift it, so he could better accommodate his body against hers. * 

C - *She kissed him, biting his lips and making him gasp and tweak her nipples harshly in return, causing her to shudder violently.* Anything you want...I am yours...only yours! You own me...show me how...you own me... 

 GT: *His lips smiled wickedly at her; a smile that reached his eyes, which glittered in the dimness in an animalistic way.* This, is how I own you... *his hand travels between their bodies, until it touches, electrically, at the folds of her sex. She was wet... so very much so; ready for him.* Yesssss.

C - *Her mouth opened, but no sound came out, however T'than closed his eyes and moaned. It was as though her cry had been pulled from her lungs and uttered by him, the sound stolen from her, just as he had stolen her thoughts...just like he was stealing her body with his tingling and painful touch. His hands were everywhere and relentless, causing her to buck and writhe out of her own control.*

GT: *He relished in her shuddering, and squeezed at her nipple hard, until her back arched against him without her command and her lips parted. He assaulted her then, for a passionate kiss, not even bothering to let her breathe in enough air to fill her lungs. Her nostrils were flaring as she tried to catch her breath, and all the while his hands gave her no mercy, his palms glowing sometimes to release small shocks that would make her tense underneath him. *

C - *She was riding the sharp edges of his electric touch! No part of her was off limits - his hands moving languidly over the curves of her body, the gentleness completely contradicted by the shocking energy that he released from his hands. She tried to be good and not fight against him but when his fingers moved between her legs and into her she couldn't help it, and still her body gave him permission because when he finally ceased his torments his hand was slick with her juices.* I am sorry! *she almost wept as yet another electric tremor took her over and she stiffened,* I won't lie to you again...I didn't mean to!

GT: *She was hot against him, so much that it felt like his jumpsuit burned against his skin. With a thought, it vanished, leaving him as exposed as she was. Her energy against his was powerful, alluring. She was casting a spell, making him know desire through his anger, a sensation he had long ago felt... and discovered then that he missed.

Domination... her body powerless and frail underneath his, begging for release and yet shunning him away. The pleasure of the challenge... the thrill of conquest, all over again.*

 C - *Her face was wet though she had no recollection of crying, and she smiled now when the blush overtook him and he became naked, his body nearly beaming against hers in its power and want. Another smothering kiss left her dizzy but finally she was offered a brief moment of respite and she made use of it, kissing him back, though he was still unresponsive to her lips.* Forgive me...*she whispered into his mouth, but it was like kissing a statue.* 

GT: *A battle of wills it was, and despite his true intentions, he did not let any of it show. Cold he remained as he watched, smirking inwardly, as her body responded to his demands, finally admitting defeat. But he wanted her to feel it, keenly... he wanted her to relish on it, to realise the pleasure that could come from it, and not the one he provided. She lived to taunt him... she lived to serve him. In a way, despite their feelings, it would always be that way. 

His eyes were cold and coldly indifferent as they bore deeply into hers. There was no order in them, for he need not give any instructions. She knew what to do... and he expected flawless submission.* 

C - Oh please... don't be like this... I cannot take it! *She left a little trail of kisses over his cheek and then his forehead and then back down his other cheek, whispering against his skin.* 

GT: Secrets have their price... *he finally acknowledged. * 

C - I am sorry... I should never have kept that from you. 

GT: But you did. An error that demands punishment. *he clearly wanted her to choose what her penance would be. Not that the both of them didn't know exactly what it would be... and it had little or nothing to do with punishment.*

C - *She looked so vulnerable now, chastened, and repentant.* Let me please you! *Her free hand moved over his skin and she delighted when she could bring a small blush from him. It snaked slowly over his back...* 

GT: *He wanted to fight it off some more, keep her desperate, eager to please, but something about the look she threw him shook his defenses... and her touch. She knew him well... too well. And she knew it...* What about Zo'or?  *he asked icily, provocatively, almost as if trying to shake away the pleasure she had made him feel.* 

C - I don't want Zo'or....*it moved over the roundness of his buttocks and squeezed*...I only want you....*over his hip to copy what he had done, wedging between their bodies and snuggling between his legs to caress at his center...the beginning and end of his main pathway, making him groan...* 

GT: *He nearly missed her words, so lost was he in the intensity of that first touch. It was nearly orgasmic, as if the energy he fought so much to control had been unleashed suddenly. He couldn't help but to groan, to let his control slip... and it nearly resulted in a full body blush if he had not caught it in time. His head bowed somewhat, his eyes closed and his whole body tensed with the effort. It was agony... of the best kind.* 

C - I only dream of you... *she pressed against it and stroked it softly,*...I want no other....*she blushed, all over, sending her desires into him, and near her hand and caressing fingers he flared hotly against her.* Yes... oh yes! Love me... I won't defy you again! 

GT: *It was nearly too much. In truth, she was now breaking him... and his body was close, so close to snapping and giving in. Her own energy kept calling out to him, more loudly and clearly than even her silken words.* No.... you will not... *he spoke, at great cost, his voice vacant of all its clarity. His body had become rigid over hers, tense... but its integrity was slowly changing, becoming less and less tangible, allowing his main pathway to know no barriers between it and her body.* 

C - *Her other hand was allowed freedom so she could draw him against her tightly...finally!* I just want to please you! *She looked at him with green eyes shining with sincerity.* I am yours... 

GT: *A hand touched at her face, trailing a droplet as it slid down her cheek until it disappeared into her golden hair.* Never forget that... never again... *there was menace in his voice, warning, but also passion that he did not restrain.*

C - *She took his hand to her lips then, her tongue lightly teasing each of his fingertips.* I will make you feel so good... *her tongue moved over his index finger before she drew it into her mouth, closing her eyes as she sucked it, the fingers of her other hand making slow circles in its center.* 

GT: *He moaned so softly, making an effort to let his other hand work on her sex, where it had frozen for a while. *

C - Love me T'than! *she begged, never ceasing her ministrations to his hand, her tongue sliding down his digits to land in his palm,* Oh please forgive me and love me! I am yours I swear! 

GT: *He moved his fingers so that they drew a path between her velvety labia, wet with the juices of her yearning, until he found the little nub of her clit, erect and needing.* Forever? *he whispered, barely containing himself.* 

C - *Her fingers and tongue were all over his palm, soon moving to his other and then back again, her lips shining with her saliva.* Yes... you own me... forever...*she projected another image into his mind: she was again nude, but it was not Zo'or there with her, it was him, and he was doing a lot more than touching her breasts.* My body... is yours... only yours! 

GT: Yesssssss... *he hissed, moving downwards over her body to entertain her hard nipples with his mouth* All of you... 

C - My mind... my soul... yours! *The imagery changed as she envisioned her lips against him, kissing him, and not on his hands, but at his very core.* Need you...oh please... take me! 

GT: *He climbed back up her body, and the hand at her sex stopped, moving up her body to support his torso like the pillar of a bridge. He left her hanging like that for the longest seconds in their lives, the hand against her lips drawing a path over her cheek as his eyes pierced hers; he had her pinned on that bed, all the way down to her soul, the very center of her being.* Do not betray me again Cadence. *he pulled her hair from behind, making her neck bend backwards* You know my dark side... *he kissed her throat, licking up her neck until his tongue forced her lips apart and entered her mouth in a gesture of celebration for his victory.*

C - *Submission... his body powerful and predatory over her, demanding for release and yet shunning her away. The pleasures of defeat... the thrill of his conquest, all over again. 

GT: *Without another word he retreated from her mouth, only enough to be able to look her in the eyes. Without so much as a warning, his body moved over hers, sharply, deeply, his groin grazing against hers, his main pathway allowing itself to be utterly vulnerable and enter her body.*

C - *She arched up with a cry, though her wide green eyes never left his, and they gleamed when his energy entered her, hot and pulsing, stretching her passage and making her sob with the sweet agony of it. She was so tight due to their long abstinence and she wondered idly if he wasn't deliberately forcing in more of his essence than she could easily handle, that hidden and wicked part of him still there, just under the surface, wanting to punish, but still there...always there, as he was reminding her.*

GT: *It was... sheer bliss. His eyes remained closed after an energy flicker just under the surface of his skin had travelled throughout his body. The contact with her body after such a long time, the mixing of their energies where hers was now stronger than ever was pleasure, if that simple word was enough to describe it. 

His eyes reopened, icy and blue, glittering almost, but still angrily passionate. Conquest... and the best prize that could come from it. She had tensed incredibly underneath him, her energy flowing to him as well, pain and pleasure mixed to make the sadomasochistic joining so much more powerful...*

C - Oh...no more! *she swallowed and gasped, her fingers becoming claws as she gripped his arms* Please... too much... hurts! 

GT: *He leaned down to plant a small kiss on her forehead, a gesture that could have been comforting if not for the glee in his eyes and the smirk that remained on his lips. He moved again, allowing more of his energy to fill her, leeching more of hers into his body and relishing on the strength of her emotions. Better than Kryss...*

C - *His essence kept coming, filling her, and she arched up against him again, grimacing. He was making her feel like a virgin and she held fast to him, her lovely lips parted and her eyes closed as he stole one cry after another from her.*

GT: *T’than moved restlessly, taken by his own wave of pleasure, which had his body undulating against hers in long languid strokes. Her energy emissions were increasing, her aura shinning brightly in hues of pink and blue... and the colour of pain as well, which turned into pleasure the moment he withdrew… only to return to her depths again.*

C - *She was shivering, her skin glistening with perspiration and she was finally able to take a breath, and she smirked up at him.* You are evil, do you know that? 

GT: *He groaned with another thrust, but his lips then set in a smirk* So I have been told... and you deserve no less.

C - *Teasing smile* Who could you find to love you except me? *Her body had adjusted to his abrupt entrance and she began to move, riding him slowly, wrapping her legs around him, bringing her sex in direct contact with his apex and thrusting up sharply on her own.* No one can please you like I can, *thrust*...no one can love you as I can! *She pulls him close, their moans mixing together as their bodies meshed and melded.*

GT: No one ever has... for the moment. *the smirk reached his eyes, but it disappeared with a grimace and a groan. It was getting hard to keep his slow pace, and now that she was more relaxed and needing underneath him, he increased it...*

C - *They glowed, becoming one in a bright blush and she spread her legs wide and looked down at her red and glistening sex as it was impaled on a wide and glowing pillar of his energy, the Taelon moving in languid strokes over her. Little forks of lightning stormed under his pale skin, and she began to blush, first lightly, then more intensely. Her moment was at hand, and he began to thrust harder.* T'than... it's happening! Come with me... come in me! 

GT: *He had more energy in him than ever before, energy that was still not entirely his and he thought of the dead healer suddenly. Concern assaulted him, but all thought vanished under the urgency of release, crushed to dust, forgotten. He increased his pace, his eyes unblinking as they focused on her features that glowed with her aura, and changed with her own impending climax. *

C - Yes...oh yes...I can feel you...all of you! *His body looked like hers felt - on fire!* You are...so beautiful!

GT: *He rode the wave of ecstasy until it was simply too hard to stay on it! It crashed over the both of them, drowning them in the kind of ecstasy that they had not experienced for too long... *

C - *Cadence was caught up in an incredible vortex of orgasmic power! She was being ripped apart and then violently thrown back together from her insides outward, the Taelon with her but she could not tell if what she was feeling was from him or from her; feelings and emotions exploding in a cascade of mutual jubilation.*

GT: *A full blush took over his ivory skin making him crystal-like, transparent blue - a form trespassed by many beams of light… hers, his own blush…
It was blinding, impossible to see where one ended and the other began. Truly a merging, body mind and soul, as he had demanded.*

C - *She wondered what had happened to the walls; bright stars burst from all around her, their transcendent splendor dazzling her, and then she realized that she had glimpsed the explosions of her own aura as she came, as seen through his eyes. But it faded away before she wanted it to and she slowly floated back to her bed, and into his arms.* I love you so! *she said in a shaking voice against his chest, allowing him to pull her tightly to him.*

GT: *He did not reply verbally, only sent a very pleasant and soothing sensation into her body, for they were still linked. He did share those feelings, but for him the intensity of love could only be compared to that of hatred, and they often walked side by side as had been displayed in his attack of Ne'shir and his behavior towards her when anger had taken the lead.*

C - *She had almost forgotten how it could be between them, and she was lost in the beauty and intensity of the experience.* I am yours...I am! Yours and yours alone! *she said, remembering an old promise.*

GT: *His eyes focused on her; there was calm in her now, safety... no more lies. They would have come between them sooner or later. She would have always been afraid to open up to him. Lies and secrets would destroy them. He lowered himself onto an elbow and lay on his side so that one of his hands could absently play over her beautiful face.*

C - Did it please you? *she looked up into his eyes, slim fingers stroking his face.* Did I please you? *She kissed him softly, her expression one of bliss, though in her eyes there was the need for approval...his approval.*

GT: *A smirk grew on his lips. The aftermath of their orgasm was still upon them, and still she asked. She had not lost her human tendency to put things into words, when gestures and feelings could so well express what he had experienced.* It was... extremely... pleasant...*his hand stopped after moving down her neck and rested on her shoulder and then slid onto the bed so he could push himself to lie by her side.*

C - I still want you...*she said, smiling softly, her fingers now making little caressing motions up and down his arms.* I still need you...

GT: *He had felt it; felt it in her kiss, and through the aura that involved him. Maybe she too had picked up his inflamed desire through the touch of their lips. There was really no telling where the new desire had been born; the certainty lay in the fact that it was growing...*

C - *She began to lay a little path of small kisses over his chest,*...and I want to please you....*she pulled from his embrace and began to move down his body, her lips leaving whispering trails of her breathy little kisses, further and further down, her mop of curls dragging behind her and hiding her face as it lay over his stomach and then his hips.* I can give you pleasure, *she said, not looking at him, speaking against the sensitive flesh between his slightly open thighs.* 

GT: *He closed his eyes, reckoning so. After all, his skin was already glittering with soft blue blushes that appeared shortly after her lips pressed against it.*

C - Like this...*her tongue flicked against him briefly and then she stopped and finally let her eyes meet his.* 

GT: *He tensed and blushed on the bed, a hand coming to grip the mattress away from her sight. *

C - Do you like that? Do you want to fill me in another way? *she licked her lips* All you have to do is say so...

GT: *The little...  She was playing with him, toying with his body, igniting his lust and making him cook in it. He hauled himself onto his elbow, raising his torso so he could look straight at her.* So... *he added with a smirk on his face... after all, that was all he needed to say. Not beg, not plead... a simple word, like a whisper.*

 C - *Cadence blinked several times, her head tilting in confusion, her hands lightly gripping each of his thighs and caressing them. But then she understood; he had made a joke, and it was so unlike him to do she had not seen it coming.* So... 

GT: *He could see the initial confusion in her face, the momentary purplish hue in her aura. But he gave her no further answer, for soon enough she discovered his little jest, since her features now bore that hint of mischief that suited her childish manners so well. Not so innocent though... not so innocent at all.* 

C - *She licked her lips again, the rosy flush of her cheeks spreading over her entire body as she again lowered herself... until he would just be able to see her large, green eyes peeking up at him over the horizon of his form, until they too closed and she sighed as she pressed her lips to the smooth skin of his most private of places... where no one had ever touched until she came along.* 

GT: *His back arched somewhat though he tried to prevent it. It was just so strong; his main pathway seemed to tense and bend over like a metal bar in extreme heat. And feeling hot he was as the core energy in his body came alive to torture each sparkling atom of his being with pleasure.*

C - *She pushed his legs open further and made a lunging motion, his skin becoming pliant and she soon felt the heat of his main pathway. Her round rear end was arched up attractively as she used her hips to press forward... into him.* 

GT: *A hand moved in slow motion to rest on her head. His energy seemed to have become ice and lava at the same time, making his gesture rather ungraceful. Each of her ministrations made his thoughts shatter like glass, only the noise of the crashing pieces was translated into a small moan and she took him further and further towards the edge.* 

C - *She felt it pulsing against her lips and she parted them, the wetness of her mouth attracting his essence and she drew it in, feeling it swirl and fill her mouth, becoming solid in an approximation of the organ she wanted to kiss and suck. Relaxing her throat she took him deeply, only to pull back and then move forward, her full, wet lips stroking and nibbling what had now become a glowing shaft of light - his desire...* 

GT: Cadence... *he groaned as he tried to have his hand move over her head appreciatively and not grip her curls with every shock she provoked. The Commonality was no more than a whisper, as it always became whenever they were together. She was luring him again, away from them, away from himself, and towards that infinite pleasure of completion.*

C - *She loved the feel of being in control of him, though she knew it was only temporary, and only because he allowed it, but her own body was flushing and then blushing, making her pale skin almost white, and then blue. One of her hands left the other behind to toy with him and moved down her body, squeezing a breast and then restlessly moving on, arriving against the shaved and silken folds of her sex, fingers slipping inside to offer pleasure, and she squeezed them with her muscles... imagining him there.* 

GT: *Her thoughts, just on the surface of her mind. Close, so close... ready for him to grasp them. He could not see, but he could feel her body, her pleasure as she pleasured him and herself. If only he could touch her... but no, he enjoyed having her serve him; there was a strange and different pleasure to see her doing it all by herself. She enjoyed it... and through her, he could too.*

C - *She began to quiver, all over, her skin vibrating with his flowing energy and she bit at the thick vein of his pathway, gently, moving on to bite at the energy in her mouth, and it flexed and swelled, and grew hotter...* 

GT: *He gritted his teeth and tried not to cry out loud. Not for a matter of withholding it to fool her from his true state... but because the buffer could only stop so much from leaving that room, and a loud cry would draw unwanted attention too efficiently and too fast.* Cadence... *he grunted again, this time nearly in a warning. But he didn't want her to stop. His body was telling her that as it reacted intensely to each of her endeavors. She was causing his facade to drop as the blush became more and more persistent, until it appeared that he was trying to regain his façade and take on his human appearance again. *

C - *She was wrapped in heat - his body, now glowing in its natural form surrounded her in its crystalline glory...and fire, as she brought him - her beautiful Taelon lover and mate, to all-encompassing ecstasy. Her hand between her legs moved in small, quick circles over her clit before plunging into herself and staying there, creating a most pleasurable pressure which was a sweet addition to everything she was experiencing through him at that moment.* 

GT: *Her feelings and sensations in his mind made it appear as though he was being taken and taking her at the same time. Energy was pushed and pulled over his main pathway, making it collide inside of him - hot and cold air clashing and making a great thunder in his mind. The kinetic energy in his body was so great that the excess had to leave somehow. He was reaching the breaking point...*

C - *They moaned simultaneously and Cadence felt as though she was impaled on his essence down into her belly. He was so close! She could not speak as he swelled and singed the inside of her mouth and so she accessed the link.* # Let go! I will bring you to the pinnacle of pleasure...# 

GT: # Can not... too strong... dangerous... must not take it all.# *his thoughts were mere fragments of his reasoning. It was hard, so hard to make the energy move the way he wanted, to conjure his mental processes.* 

C - #You know that I can....and you want me to...# 

GT: *His eyes shot open... just another flick, and the explosion seared from the very core of his being and shot in all directions, making his body blush and the excess of energy leave into her mouth. Relief was so great... he shuddered and used all his strength to stop the cry from bursting through his lips.*

C - *A surge and an excruciating burst of heat that began in her mouth and pooled in her loins blossomed like a fiery flower over their joined bodies as she brought him to climax, and warm fluid misted her fingers while her own body followed his lead until they were both left panting on the bed in silence, T'than's head back on the pillow and Cadence spent and limp between his legs. 

GT: *The wave crested taking them both to the heights of bliss, and then transporting them down a roller coaster descent that made all colors mix and shook their bodies violently. It felt like crashing against a rock, being broken in a million tiny pieces, and then... then... another wave came to wash over them; a cold torrent, violent but soothing, as the energy settled it its rightful place and the orgasm subsided. 

In the aftermath, T'than still felt little surges of energy that had remained behind; little sparkles, like living fairies, poking at his insides and making him shiver and tense on occasion. 

He grabbed her and slowly pulled her upwards so she could lie with her head on his chest.* That was... *but he could not truly find the words. Both his arms went about her, holding her close, and his nostrils flared as he tried to take in her scent. He missed it...fresh and fruity, it had inebriated him once when he was in the human’s body. But the memory was still there for him to keep… and he was sure she was still his Cadence.*

To Be Continued…
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