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Book Seven

Part One

Blackmail and Subterfuge

*Zo'or watched the activity in the shuttle bay from above in an observation chamber popular with human tourists - something he had a need to entirely ban on the Mothership. Tour groups. A bad idea... it must have been Da'an's....

That aside, it was serving a valuable purpose as he could observe the bay without drawing attention to himself. Shuttles arrived all day long, yet somewhere during their orbit of earth, many shuttle flight plans had begun to meld to human schedules. 

Using that fact to his advantage, he kept to the back of the room. His view was still unobstructed but any sign of him from below was masked, and cast him into shadow, like he was not there at all. 

That was perfect.

Perfect was something he needed. First Naor'rin... but that had almost come to conclusion. That moron Ne’shir... and then Sc'orr, meddling where his opinion was neither required nor desired. And then his little conversation with Cadence... titilating though it was, it failed to be very productive.

Lately, being in control had been hard, even though many events of late were going exactly as he would have then go if he had orchestrated them himself. Yet other aspects were still suseptable to his manipulation... without suspision, as long as he could keep Sc'orr and the rest of the Synod in the dark, he would be fine, and he would be back in control. He was close to an objective that he had sacrificed for... killed for. T'than. It seemed easy to funnel his distress into that issue and keep it there. As long as he could see to it that he was never a member of the Synod again... that he was punished for... anything.

A light blue cruiser swept down over an open pad, and soft-docked, its biometric energies fluxuating as it was attached to the Mothership's grid. Next to the shuttles, it was comparably large, but not by much, and most humans would not have picked it from the bunch.

But it was special.

It was designed for distance space travel, especially in areas of space in which interdimensional space was too volatile to utilize. Every once in a while, one touched down delivering one or two Taelons at a time. A few Taelons took notice, but it had become ordinary somewhere along the way. It had been just another craft... just another Taelon.

The hatch peeled away with an inaudible hush, the translucent window rippling like energy silk, and then dissapating, as a shuttle technician and a single Taelon emerged.

From the gait of the graceful Taelon below he did not even need to move to confirm his identity. A slight grin pulled at his lips, as he began to mentally celebrate his victory.*

~*~

*Ar'en stepped from shuttle, knowing with every certainty that Zo'or was there somewhere, and watching him. It was not even a question of probability; it was simply the rambunctious leader's way. His eyes closed, as the force of his desire to remain cool in the face of Zo'or's stupidity took the forefront. How he had gotten himself into this situation? 

Sixteen conscious hours in interdimensional, and a week or so in deep sleep had left part of him shattered, and looking for the rest of his patience.*

Shuttle Pilot: Sir. Shall I escort you to your quarters.

Ar'en - That is not necessary. *His voice speaking with calm he didn't know he had.* I was stationed here many years ago. You are dimissed.

*The pilot scampered off as his clumsy bi-pedel steps clip-clopped into the distance. It wasn't that he disliked humans. He had studied their justice system at length - the only thing he had studied as it was the only thing that applied to his work - and there were some rudimentary similarities. And that's where the likeness seemed to end.

Now T'than... coupling with a human. Was it necessary that they polute every aspect of Taelon existance?

He followed the shuttle bay until he reached the exit... then through the adjacent corridor... to the private rooms.

He had memorized the room designation, and was careful not to look disoriented as he walked the corridor. He wasn't sure when Zo'or would pop around a corner.

He pressed the door access panel, and it whirled open. Inside, it was any standard room. It was large. One of the larger ones he would venture.

He was about to relax... to stop keeping up the facade.... when a slight whirring sound caught his attention. He turned just in time to catch the activation and subsiquent deactivation of a interdimensional chamber, one that must have been installed beneath the wall panels. Smart.*

Zo'or: *He smirked as the room materialized around him. It was almost exaltant, until he realized that Ar'en was unimpressed, or disturbed in the least. He had never met such an unflappable Taelon.*

A: *His calm returned with Zo'or's arrival. Zo'or's arrogance was enough to whip his resolve into shape no matter how exausted he was.* Greetings Zo'or. *He saluted him*

Z: *He returns the salute.* Sinuai Euhura. *He waited but the other said nothing.* I trust that your journey went well?

A: I dislike leaving Taelon territory in general. But you know that.

Z: Of course. *He sneered, and then thought last minute to make it discreet.* I forget that older Taelons like yourself are happier with conditions that are unchanging.

A: I can think of many elder Taelons who are quite adventurous. Sc'orr... and the new healer, for instance.

Z: *He inwardly cringed.* Point taken. But I am not here to speak of them.

A: Of course.

Z: I find it quite fortunate that the Synod approved your appointment to serve as the prosecution at T'than's trial. I am more pleased than I can say.

A: Indeed. I am sure that you are. *He was already tiring of the leader's borish need to vindicate his own actions.* I will try this trial as I see fit, and as my sense of justice demands. I will not be your puppet.

Z: *A flash of rage ran through him, but he supressed it.* Very well. It is better that you believe your arguments with a belief that only true conviction can provide. 

A: *A true smile twisted his face, as he listened to Zo'or's vamping with mock interest.*

Z: Of course, you can understand our need for secrecy. Hence, the interdimensional portal in your room, and other methods are at our disposal so that we may meet unobserved.

A: Since you must be neutral in the trial, and uninvolved with either party, prosecution nor defense. I know our customs, and our laws.

Z: Certainly.

A: But I am curious Zo'or. Given your well known animosity toward T'than, how do you expect the Synod to truly believe that you are neutral.

Z: They will believe, because I tell them to believe. *He said coolly.*

A: Then why hide our affiliation? And why choose me in the first place?

Z: I am bold, but not stupid. *He paused, making a grandiose gesture with his arm.* There is a difference. And as for our affiliation, as far as anyone here is concerned, we do not have one. In turn, that is the very reason I chose you. 

A: Because I did not approve of your appointment to the Synod, or your promotion?

Z: *A curious pleasure was creeping through him, a tingling measure of the power he truly was wielding.* Yes. And now that our differences have been put aside, I am assured that I can trust you.

A: That is quite an assumption.

Z: *He smiled, as he began to step into the portal.* True. But I granted you your position. *The vortex began to open.* And I can just as easily revoke it. *The smile vanished* We will meet again soon....

A: *Ar'en let his posture droop slightly as the Synod Leader vanished from sight. The tension he had managed to banish a few minutes before was all coming back to him. 

Yet he had a case to try.

And he never lost.


Book Seven

Part Two

Getting Reacquainted

*Cadence paced her room slowly. It was clear she was agitated and to look at her face one would see that she was just generally annoyed all the way around. T'than's trial was rapidly approaching, and she could feel his stress, which only added to her own. At the moment her opinion of the Taelon species was not the best; she hated them for condemning him, for condemning them, and for going through with this sham of a trial!

She now had the strength to hate them, because ever since Ne'shir had ceased to breathe and thus, not been her healer anymore, she had slowly begun to recover. She was not as pale as she had been and had even gained a couple of pounds, thanks to a properly calibrated energy shower, though, according to Jor'rel, she still had "a long way to go."

But with her returning strength came a feeling of boredom, brought on by her confinement. Technician Jenny Madden brought in games and other amusements, as did other members of the staff but Cadence had the feeling that she was being baby-sat. They were trying to keep her quiet and calm and keep her from asking to leave.

She didn't bother because she knew what the answer would be: 

It is not in your best interest.
It is for your protection.
We know what is best for you.
Listen to us, we know what is best.

And you have no choice.


Well, they never said that last one, but she knew it was true. After what had just happened, she knew.

Now free to walk around the infirmary at whim, she had gone to the exit to not only discover the doors locked, but guarded from without by two armed volunteers! She was no more free than when Ne'shir had been entrusted with her care.

Ignoring the staff's smiling faces as their lips issued more concerned excuses about her welfare, she had gone back to her room and closed the door. Her arms were crossed tightly under her breasts, her bare feet making little slapping noises against the smooth floor as she moved restlessly.

She made an exasperated noise when she heard her door being waved open.* Can't you all just leave me alone? You don't have to constantly check on me for it's not like I'm going anywhere apparently so just...

N: I think I have left you alone for too long Cadence. 

C - *She stopped in mid-phrase when she saw who was standing there, beautiful, tall and elegant, clothed in the flowing robes she had come to associate with her.*

Naor'rin...

N: *She offered a smile as soon as she saw Cadence; a rather shy one, since she no excuses to only appear after so long. Truth be said, her path had been barred by Ne'shir sometimes, and she and Zo'or had been too shaky to confront him about the issue... Not to mention, she had been up to her neck in her own problems -- it almost sounded selfish to think like that. She had willingly delayed that visit for a few more days though, hoping to have a chance to finish her conversation with Zo'or and consult him about visiting Cadence. They had been interrupted that one day. Naor'rin knew now it was due to the death of Ne'shir, the healer that had been left in charge of Cadence. The Jaridian also discovered that she would not mourn that loss... and Zo'or didn't seem to either. She had never liked him; her instincts had told her he wasn't at all the benevolent type, though benevolence was always a relative concept. * 

Hello Cadence. *Naor'rin offered gently and her face lit up when she saw the swell of the girl's abdomen, but her insides twisted upon remembering who the parent was of that child.* How are you doing? *she said as she came closer to the girl. *


C - *Her happy look colored into one tainted with resentment though, when she remembered whom the Jaridian was mated to. That being the case, maybe Naor'rin would not be her advocate anymore... maybe she was there for other reasons...*

N: *She entered despite the change on Cadence's expression. First she had felt welcomed but now... now it seemed as though Cadence didn't want her there at all. Naor'rin couldn't blame her.*

C - Have you come to do Zo'or's dirty work for him? *she shot* If so, you can tell him I meant EVERY word that I said to him and not even YOU can make me take them back! 

N: *Her brow rose. It was most awkward; Naor'rin knew Zo'or had been there before, for a brief visit he had said... she had been resting according to him. Maybe they had spoken after all. Possibly about T'than... what more could there be? T'than was still his bitterest enemy - or at least, that he was conscious of - Cadence had become the General's lover...* I am here to do no one's bidding... *but the look on her face was still one of confusion. She knew how to read emotions well enough not to be misguided and blinded by her love for Zo'or* But last I saw Zo'or he was not at all intimidated by anything you might have said. 

C - Of course not, *she said, looking down at the floor unhappily.* He is the Great and Perfect Taelon leader. He wouldn't be intimidated by anything. *She looks up* Or anyone.

N: Do you by chance care to enlighten me? *This was the wrong way to start their meeting, but Naor'rin needed to know. There was good news though: the girl seemed to be in perfect health, much better than the last time she had managed to steal a glance into her room.*

C - *She studied Naor'rin, her green eyes locking onto a set of Jaridian greens, searching them for even the barest hint of deceit, but the smooth and chiseled planes of her face read like a map that led nowhere except to honesty. She looked genuinely perplexed, and Cadence had never known the Jaridian to lie to her. But what to do about her accusing words of a moment ago? Zo'or was her mate after all, and given the choice, would she choose his side? Would Naor'rin then leave and never return? Or worse - if Naor'rin told Zo'or that Cadence had revealed too much regarding his visit...would he come back...again? *

N: *A long moment of silence. Hesitation. Distance. Doubt. Naor'rin remained perfectly still, leaving the next move into Cadence's care. She watched as many different shadows crept over the girl’s face. She did not rush her, but her mind had her own set of turmoil. She had not liked the tone of Cadence's voice. It had been a genuine accusation. She truly believed in what she had said... which meant... that there had been something to Zo'or's visit that he had not told her. That added to her concern... Everything seemed to lately, even with people she sought out many times for solace. It seemed that any moment when she could afford to be herself, problems arose... questions, mysteries. It was beginning to tire her... *

C - *She shivered, her hands moving nervously over the gentle rise of her stomach but then her expression melted into one of happiness as she suddenly moved forward and hugged the woman.* 

N: *She sighed and was about to turn and leave when the girl moved in her direction and put her arms around her. Naor'rin was genuinely surprised, and quite at a loss, but at last she reacted naturally, placing her palm against Cadence's head as a small smile curved her lips.*

C - Naor'rin, *she said happily* I missed you! *Her fingers toyed with long strands of ebony hair that felt like spun silk and then she pulled back and smiled, a part of her wondering how she would get out of her earlier words, and so she tried to distract from the subject.* Where have you been for so long?

 

N: Lost... *she vented, but she quickly brushed the melancholy away. Carpe Diem, she had read in a human poetry book.* 

C - Lost? *she asked, frowning slightly,* What do you mean?

N: My life has been a sort of rollercoaster lately. I tried to visit you on several occasions, but my path was barred. 

C - *She looks down sadly* I know...I was not allowed any visitors. *She looks back up, brushing some coiling locks of hair away from her face.* It's not as bad now, though, visitation is still extremely restricted for me. *She strokes her belly thoughtfully.* It's because of the secrecy and...controversy, over my condition.

N: *She glances behind her shoulder* I am free to visit you at whim though. 

C - *She smiled brightly* The perks of power. You are the Jaridian Liaison after all...not to mention that you are...kinda close to our great leader.

N: Things have changed around here since Ne'shir's passing. *she paused, noticing tension in Cadence. Maybe she kept bad memories of the healer. Naor'rin wasn't too surprised about that.* I dare say, for the better. Much better. I recall this place resembled a prison, not an infirmary... 

 

C - *Her look wilted and she sighed. Yes, it was better, but it was still a prison for her, it's just that now, the warden was kind.*

N: But enough of that. *she grabbed Cadence's hand and dragged her towards two chairs by the corner of the room.* Tell me everything. How are you feeling?

C - I was...sick...for a long time but now I am better. Did you know I am already halfway along to having the baby? It's certainly much faster than I expected it would be. *she smiled and tilted her head slightly.*

N: *Her eyes dropped to the visibly swollen abdomen of the ex-volunteer* How is your child?

 

C - *She looked down at herself, a soft smile touching her lips and she blushed pinkly, and then with a flicker of blue before she looked back up at Naor'rin.* She's fine... just fine.

 

N: *Naor'rin smiled reflexively, her reaction to the sensations she was receiving from Cadence. It wasn't until a few seconds later that her mind grasped the totality of her words.* She? *Naor'rin asked, more curious than surprised, as she sat down gently.*

C - *She rose from the chair and walked over to a small table, her words floating back over her shoulder.* Yes, we are having a little girl. I think everyone thought it might be without gender, *she looked back over her shoulder,*...even me. But, nature surprised us. 

 

N: *Her eyes dropped for the moment it took Cadence to take a few steps and turn back to her. Naor'rin was pleased that the girl had not noticed it. It wasn't such a big revelation for her. All they needed have done was asked. It was easy to guess the human body would work the same as hers had, especially when the genetic material for the male came from father... not mother.* Yes, and you seem very happy about it. *she managed to cover up for her thoughts with a smile.*

C - *Turning back, she returned to her seat and set a flat and rounded black disk on Naor'rin's thigh. A bright vortex of light issued from it when Cadence brushed a finger over its smooth surface that soon took the shape of a tiny fetus. The child slept, suspended on many glowing cords of energy-light, a thumb in her mouth at the moment.* Jor'rel, my new healer, took this scan the other day.

 

N: *Naor'rin's own eyes were lost in the image... it was a beautiful infant. She had never been given the chance to see her own child as an infant... her fingers nearly moved towards the image, but she stilled herself in time. Her eyes then moved to Cadence: fortunately, the girl was so joyful about telling her everything, she didn't seem to notice the brief displays of Naor'rin's feelings.*

C - *She watched it, practically hypnotized by the image. She never tired of looking at it.* We are going to name her T'lana. *Her eyes found those of the Jaridian's.* Isn't she beautiful, Naor'rin?

 

N: Yes... so very beautiful. *for a moment, she felt her heart cringe with hatred for the girl. A child born out of love - however strange it was to relate such feeling to one like T'than - something she had always wanted and could never accomplish. Her only chance had died a few years ago... and her conception had been all but the fruit of tenderness... but at the same time, she felt compassion and pity for what Cadence was going through. A story not so different from her own, a forbidden love... she chastised herself for ever having felt such dark emotions. There was no blame to be placed on those innocent creatures, and she had sworn not to make herself dwell on her issues with T'than anymore.*

C - *After awhile she took the hologram back and shut it off.* Naor'rin... are you all right? 

 

N: *She blinked back to awareness, and realized the image she had been staring at was gone. Cadence was talking to her, her tone changed. How long had she been lost in thought? As gracefully as she could muster, Naor'rin raised her chin to look at Cadence.* Yes, perfectly fine. You have a beautiful baby, Cadence. *she tried to change the subject to something that would distract the girl* Who came up with her name? *but her hands were shivering somewhat.*

 

C - * She waved off the question and her face wore a look of concern; the Jaridian was under some sort of stress.* It is clear that you are troubled. Is there... anything that I can do? 

 

N: No, Cadence. No one can. *she looked at the human with sincerity in her eyes. There was nothing to be done about lost hope and the wound of a lost child. Naor'rin wondered if T'than had ever told her... and in her anger, she had considered destroying that happiness by revealing such a secret.* 

 

C - *She took the other's hand into her own and squeezed it.* Is there something you want to tell me? We can talk if you want... I suppose I really can't *do* anything but... I can listen.

 

N: My issues are with the past. I should know better than to dwell on them, but the image of your child brought back ancient memories, that is all. You must forgive my behavior. *her lips curved with a smile, but it never reached her eyes.* and let the past remain where it is. Right now, I want to know of the present. I came here to know of you, not to bother you with my foolish problems. *she made a pause and straightened up in the chair* You mentioned your new healer was Jor'rel. I don't think I ever heard of him... 

C - *She didn't say anything at first, just stared at the Jaridian for what seemed like a small eternity, as if trying to look behind her glistening green eyes and see her very thoughts, but then she looked down politely. It was obvious that Naor'rin was trying to distract from her personal issues, much as Cadence had distracted her from her initial harsh words about Zo'or.* Jor'rel, *she said sluggishly, but then she blinked her eyes and came back into clarity.* He's... well, my grandparents would say that he's "a different kind of cat." 

N: *She threw the other woman a genuinely puzzled look. Naor'rin knew pretty much every Taelon on the Mothership: it was a part of her job to know, or at least she had made it a part of it. But she had never heard of any called Jor'rel... let alone a prestigious healer... and that along with Cadence's look gave it a sort of mysterious touch.* 

C - It's true - when you meet him you will understand why. *She smiled and laughed softly.* He's old... and chubby, and he wears CLOTHING Naor'rin... real clothes... kinda tribal. 

N: Clothes? *she knew some Taelons wore ceremonial robes... healers sometimes wore a protective gown over their jumpsuit... but clothes, as in what humans and Jaridians wore?! The healer was becoming more interesting as Cadence progressed.* 

C - Oh and did I mention the jewelry? 

N: You mean, such as rings and necklaces? *her mind was beginning to build a rather bizarre, though extremely funny picture.* 

C - Yes, he wears jewelry... beads and stuff. T'than doesn't like him, or, more accurately, he doesn't trust him. 

N: *She exhaled noisily* That comes as no surprise. He tends to be judgmental... *though in that instant, she felt compelled to agree.* What about you? 

C - I'm not sure if I do either. He's nice, don't get me wrong but... behind his smiles he is... well... frighteningly brilliant. It's like there's nothing he doesn't know...it's strange... 

N: *If Cadence couldn't help thinking that, then despite his bizarreness, he was definitely Taelon. There was always much more than met the eyes. Naor'rin was becoming extremely curious about meeting the healer.* Yes, it certainly sounds so... 

C - HE is strange. *Her last words were spoken thoughtfully as she stared down at her bare feet, but then she holds up her wrist, now encircled by small, pink crystals.* He gave this to me - they are supposed to reflect bad vibrations away from me and the baby. 

N: *Naor'rin ran her long slender fingers over the bracelet.* This doesn't look very... scientific. *she commented with an amused smile* 

C - Jor'rel is a proponent of spiritual medicine. *She winks* T'than won't like it of course, and when he sees it he'll likely make me take it off, which I will. *Quietly* I don't want to do anything to upset him right now... he's under enough stress as it is with this whole trial business. 

N: *The air in the room had become hard to breathe again. Naor'rin withdrew her fingers and her eyes dropped as well.*

C - Naor'rin, *she says, grasping at her hand and looking at her with eyes full of worry.* The trial... it's getting close, isn't it? 

N: *The Jaridian looked back at Cadence, with eyes full of compassion. How could she not know yet, when the date had been set so long ago?* Cadence... 

C - I feel so stifled here! T'than won't say anything and he's got Jor'rel tight-lipped about it too! They can't keep it from me. It's not fair! Please please, if you know anything... anything at all, please tell me! It's close, isn't it? They are going to try to keep me from attending it... I know it! Please tell me what you know... 

N: *Her shoulders dropped* Yes, they have decided on a date. They were waiting for the arrival of a magistrate. Many of the Taelons requested to attend this trial were not based on the Mothership. But they have been arriving one at a time. The last arrival is scheduled for the day after tomorrow, then I believe the Synod will convene to set some minor details. *she paused, sitting straighter in her chair and faced Cadence, green against green as their stares met completely.* The trial will take place 4 days from now. *she realized why T'than had chosen to conceal that information when she saw the look on Cadence's face To be in ignorance was terrible, but it was preferable to living a countdown of such dimensions. Others would decide their future… in only a few days. They didn't have long. The waiting was over. 

Her hands grabbed Cadence's firmly.* I am not aware if your presence will be denied or requested. They might want to question you... But I will be there. *she remembered vaguely Zo'or's call, and the "invitation" he had made her. It had almost sounded as though he was giving her a present: to see the downfall of T'than. Maybe, if his demise did not drag two innocents along, Naor'rin could have been pleased... maybe...* You need to be strong Cadence... but remember you are not alone. 

C - You're right, *she said bitterly*...I'm not, and if the Synod elects to force T'than to enter the void, thus, ending my life as well most likely, I will have my child to keep me company along the way! 

N: *The intensity of those words along with the myriad of emotions she was receiving from Cadence nearly exhausted her. It was an odd feeling, like if a cold tidal wave flowed in her veins instead of blood. It took her a while to recover, and no matter how hard she struggled to find them, her mind was devoid of words to say.* 

C - *She rises and paces angrily* He was right... Zo'or was right. 

N: *Hearing the name slapped her back to awareness. Zo'or... wide green eyes looked upwards at Cadence. A new torrent of emotions was rising, soon flooding Naor'rin's mind. 

C - When T'than falls I will fall with him. 

N: *She forced herself still, but her hands turned to balls as the shaqaravah began to ignite. That revelation came as a shock... because Naor'rin knew it was true. Behind her lids, the same image she had caught in Zo'or's mind resurfaced. Cadence... a very frightened and worried Cadence. She had misread it then. She had the right context now, and despair before anger were the feelings she could tell from all the others playing along with her body.

She needed more... craved for more. Swiftly, she rose and grabbed one of Cadence's hands, turning her to face her. Her features, as her eyes, were distorted by a strange wild emptiness.* Tell me more... tell me what happened Cadence. I cannot turn my back on that... tell me everything. *her palm burned against the girl's skin. *

C - *She had not even realized that she had been speaking, her inner ranting erupting out of her and gaining its own voice, and thus, when Naor'rin had grabbed her it came as quite a shock!* Stop! You're burning me!

N: *The Jaridian saw her flinch and withdrew, shocked as well as ashamed of her own behavior. Her inner struggle wasn't over yet... the possibility of having made the wrong choice hovered over her like a deadly shadow.* What happened when he came to visit you? *she said, her eyes narrowing slightly, her voice baring the sound of demand.* 

C - *She shook her head mutely; the last time she had seen a look like that in the Jaridian's eyes had been when she had come to her defense when Ne'shir had grabbed her while she was still hysterical over T'than's arrest. Cadence had been frightened then and she was no less frightened now.* It...was nothing...

N: I will know if you lie to me.


C - *She shook her head again* I'm not lying! *She was thrust back to when T'than had wanted to know the same information...and the means he had used to get it and her eyes unconsciously flicked to Naor'rin's burning hands; could a Jaridian do the same trick, enter her mind against her desire? She couldn't...she wouldn't suffer that again! She began to back away from the taller woman.* I don't have to tell you anything!


N: You know Cadence. Why else would you be so nervous when I touched on the issue? One has no need to hide something casual... *her tone had lowered, the roughness of anger, tension, was upon her.* You HAVE to tell me! *she didn't feel guilty anymore about pressing it upon the innocent one. Her own life was on the line -  her future.*

C - *She turned away but was grabbed and in an instant, she spun around, her eyes suddenly gleaming and looking like a green beacon followed instantly by a blush, her own and new natural defense instinctively kicking in and causing the other to let go with a sharp shock.*

N: *She felt only slightly dizzy, and most of all surprised. The anger making her eyes glitter was somewhat gone, but not completely. She straightened up, looking taller than ever before, and her stare bore deeply into Cadence's eyes.* I guess that was nothing as well... *Her tone was sardonic. There was more to that innocent girl than met the eye. Much much more... But Naor'rin knew how much T'than could change someone. She too, had known physical changes, though she owed them mostly to Zo'or...*

C - *Cadence blinked, surprised and even a little fearful of what had happened. Her face crumpled in sorrow and she flung herself onto the bed, her words muffled by the covers.* Please, don't scare me Naor'rin please! *Zo'or had frightened her, Ne'shir had. T'than could when he wanted to. Right now, she was desperate for a non-threatening presence. She sighed finally and met Naor'rin's gaze with her own and spoke in a trembling voice.* If you want to know what Zo'or said when he was here... then just ask him.

N: *She took a deep breath, touched by Cadence's words. Despite her new abilities, she was still weaker and there was absolutely no honor in what she was attempting to do.* I have... *she said at last, letting the sadness behind the anger resurface. *

C - *Pause * Oh…

N: *She looked down for a moment, then finally faced Cadence again, the expression on her face once more back to the mask of serenity she was so used to showing everyone.* I apologize... you have every right to your silence. *her palms still felt electric from the reawakening of the shaquaravah. She hadn't won that battle yet. Slowly, she turned on her heels and prepared to walk away.*

C - * ‘A right to her silence.’ How she wished that was true. While she realized that she had given up certain personal freedoms to be with T'than, his Taelon nature making him need to have complete control, she had not realized that such surrender on her part would also be to others, like Zo'or. How had she worked so long under him on the bridge? But... that had been another time... another life. She had been just another human, unworthy of his notice. That single thought almost made her wish to be as she once was again...almost.

Naor'rin was looking at her with the expression that Cadence had come to know and love, but then she turned to leave and before she could open the door she was there, again throwing her arms around her.* I'm sorry! *she whispered, the words heartfelt.* Everyone is going crazy around here... even us!

N: *The girl had no idea... while in her now reduced world everything was chaotic, the answer still seemed simple compared to the bigger dilemma pending over Naor'rin's head. Even if Cadence and T'than were to come out of it alive and well... there was still the chance that war would break loose, hence parting them again, maybe killing them... The Jaridian lived with that madness constantly... and it was driving her crazy. Too many doubts to be able to rest at night... to find solitude in simple thoughts... there was always that darker shadow.* You have no idea Cadence... *she whispered, touching the back of her head as if touching something too fragile.*

C - Naor'rin... maybe I was wrong before... about what I said about Zo'or. 

N: Yes... maybe. *she sighed as one that did not believe but had decided to resign, for her strength was not big enough to face anymore turbulence.*

C - There are... some questions that are best left unasked... because you might not like the answers. *Zo'or was a Taelon, and it was becoming more and more clear to her that all Taelons had a dark side, and though seldom seen, it was there, a certain malevolence that people like herself and Naor'rin thrilled to - toying with the beast. But they inevitably suffered when they went too far.* 

N: *How true that was... Naor'rin could not help but be touched by the girl's naiveté. If only she knew what T'than had done in the past. Some things were hard to forgive... the Jaridian's fear was that Zo'or had done something too wrong this time; something that she couldn't bear to live with...* You are right... but I cannot remain in the dark about this. I think... even for your sake Cadence. *she pulled away just enough to look directly down into Cadence's eyes. There was something very wrong... but while her problem with the General was very much buried for him, Naor'rin knew Zo'or well enough to realize it had not ended between he and Cadence. It wouldn't be over until he won... and there was no guarantee that he would, even if T'than lost the trial.*

C - Just...be careful, and...please don't wait so long to come back next time...

N: *She nodded and offered the gentlest smile she could muster.* I won't. *and she meant it. She would keep an eye on Cadence, for even if the girl was silent, there were still signs to be read... and sooner of later, Zo'or would also slip. She would find out what happened... and she had spent time enough with the Taelons to learn how to use their own tactics. But right now... she had not the mind to devise any plan. She just had the utter feeling of being alone... The saddest part about it all, was that she couldn't talk to him... she couldn't open her heart. She had to be the liaison, as he had to be the leader. No matter how hard the both of them tried, they never managed to put that aside...* Goodbye Cadence...

C - *Another embrace and then she sat back down on the bed, her eyes never leaving Naor'rin's figure until she was out of sight. Now alone, her worried thoughts turned to T'than's trial.

In four days, their lives would be decided...by a race that had stopped living centuries ago.

Book Seven

Part Three

A Friendship Set On Fire

Timeline: Four days before T’than’s Trial



*The meeting with Cadence had not served the purpose that Naor’rin expected. Instead of helping her calm down and find a peaceful refuge, she had found yet more questions, yet more problems. She didn’t want her relationship with the girl to be influenced by those issues, but a rift had been opened. The Jaridian couldn’t stand to even think of the girl without associating her with that dark secret between she and Zo’or.

What had happened between Cadence and Zo’or that could be so serious to cause her such alarm and even dread?  Naor’rin just couldn’t ignore the image she had seen of the girl in his mind: he was not one to notice humans, and her connection with T’than was not enough of an excuse. Had it been simply that, why the need for secrecy?

As she paced the corridors, she was so deep in thought she didn’t even notice where her legs had taken her. She was by the garden, the one she used to visit when she felt the need to simply sit down on the grass and relax. The last time she had been there she had had company. Not the one expected, but a surprise... a pleasant one. In a moment when she felt alone, it seemed like fate had pointed in one direction. Sc’orr’s... and...

The training room. Nothing like a few punches to get it out of her system. She still tried it. She changed quickly into a training outfit, choosing to ignore the looks and the ever present spectators. An hour later, her body was dripping with sweat, her chest ached and burned with the need for air... but it wasn’t working. Even during her workout, the ghosts hadn’t gone anywhere... She still saw the faces of her ghosts... her doubts and fears were like two hands gripping at her throat, stealing her air...

Naor’rin gave up - a pure act of desperation. The crowd cheered as she left... a puppet, that is what she felt like. Someone that existed to please crowds, ultimately forgetting about pleasing herself. She passed by the ring, for a moment watching two volunteers practising their moves with Pad’dar sticks. Once again her mind conceived the image of Sc’orr, how they had battled and had fun in that same ring... how much she missed the days when she had been aloof to what was to come. Ignorance is bliss, humans said, and they were right... very right. All the smiling faces around her, the cheering voices, had no idea that the small movements they were practising would do them little good against a fully trained Jaridian. 

She took a quick shower and dressed, not even bothering to dry out her hair. As the last droplets of water dried on her face, she wished they were tears... 

Naor’rin made her way to the living area of the Mothership. She came to a halt at a specific door. Somehow, she had the feeling that what she needed was right on the other side of it. She raised her hand and pressed at the doorbell... wishing that he wasn’t home, but knowing that her need was greater than that...

Sc: *If Sc'orr had had to describe himself at that moment, it would have been with a human expression: bleary-eyed. He knew that work was best left in his office, but it seemed to have a way of following him home on stealthy feet, at least where T'than and his trial was concerned. Endless data rolled before his eyes in an ongoing string of persecution, prejudice and tragedy. 

At its core, his species was not a benevolent one.

But he knew that already. He had experienced the result of bringing about their ire, but if exile was all that T'than was presented with, the General could count himself fortunate. 

The chime was a blessing in disguise and he gladly waved off his work and answered the door. The only thing that would evidence the slight rush he felt when he saw Naor'rin standing there was several blinks of his eyes.* Naor'rin, *he said, offering a cordial smile* Please enter.

N: Forgive me if I am disturbing you... *she didn’t miss the tiredness in his face. He looked paler than usual, as though he had spent more hours working in detriment to those he should spend under the energy shower in order to replenish his strength. But she said nothing as to the reason of her visit. Her footsteps carried her into the room, a little like an apparition, moving languidly, almost lifelessly. Her hair was still dripping somewhat and dishevelled. It wasn’t at all like her... *

Sc: *She stepped in and he gestured toward his main living room. It was large, one wall taken up with a plushly appointed sofa covered in a velvety fabric of deep burgundy. He appeared to be well prepared for non-Taelon guests, walking to a small table of what looked like polished onyx stone, but was really just Taelon bio-slurry, and picked up a crystal decanter of red liquid.* Wine?

N: *She swallowed on a dry throat; her tongue did feel like paper. The suggestion was the only thing that made her realise she was thirsty. And for once, the human habit of “drowning sorrows” seemed quite tempting.* Yes, please... *she whispered as she turned around and sat down, watching him move to fetch the glass of wine. She had to resist to the temptation to take the moment when his back was turned to leave... She craved for comfort, but what she was doing could be dangerous. She did not want to draw the inevitable conclusion from this meeting; she couldn’t be friends to Zo’or or even trust him anymore it seemed. But things weren’t like that with the head of Taelon/Human relations, and she had always had mixed feelings about him. But no... 

She shook her head slightly and looked down at the hands in her lap. It was her fatigue making her think like that.*

Sc: *He brought over a small glass and gave it to her, the tips of his fingers brushing hers for a fleeting moment. She looked so very pensive, whatever burden she was carrying not as invisible as she believed it to be. He watched her for a moment, his resonant voice filling the room comfortingly.* Would you care to speak of it... whatever it is that is troubling you? *His eyes crinkled a bit at the corners, though his lips did not smile.*

N: *She started out by speaking with silence. Her eyes pleaded for understanding when she looked him in the face, but then their greenness fell on the crimson of the wine inside the glass and she sipped on it. Her eyes closed as the liquid burned its way to her stomach. She had forgotten that it had been quite a while since she had eaten too. Loss of appetite was something that assaulted her frequently since her return from Jaridia.

Nervous fingers played with the glass, sad eyes lost their focus on the hypnotic motion of the rippling liquid.* I... *her chin rises. His features reflected a similar tiredness to hers. She had forgotten how much weight he had on his shoulders as well: three lives... Cadence, T’than and their child’s. She felt suddenly guilty for adding to it.* I shouldn’t have come. *she said hastily, rising from the sofa.* Forgive me for the interruption. 

Sc: *He rose with her, stepping in her path, the gesture casual yet belying his intention that she remain.* Not an interruption Naor'rin, *he said,* but rather... a needed respite. *They both needed it... just a short sojourn away from their difficulties.* Please wait.

N: *She was left staring at him, her lips slightly parted as if ready to speak words that her mind could not conceive.* You were working. *she said at last, glancing over her shoulder at the still open console.* I can come back later. *but she knew the moment she stepped out of that door that she wouldn’t return at all...*

Sc: *His hands were floating at his midsection, a finger brushing at the black of his jumpsuit before stroking at the air around him. She wanted to talk... she needed to talk, but forcing her to talk was not the way, and so he steered the conversation in another direction.* I would welcome your company... and as a matter of fact, it would be of benefit. *The tall Companion cast her a rather crooked smile.* Due to... the classified nature of recent events, as well as impending ones, I have not had the opportunity for conversation. 

N: I am aware of the trial and your position in it. I just spoke with Cadence about it. *she had stopped and was beginning to relax. It was so tempting to ask for a soothing word from him. It was, on the other hand, a prohibited luxury.*

Sc: *He tilted his head affably.* Since you are privy to this information, it makes perfect sense that we should talk. I...have a suspicion that whatever troubles you is along the same lines as my own dilemmas. Perhaps we could help each other?

N: *A droplet of water slides down her face and she brushes it away with a finger, taking the chance to avoid eye contact.* Perhaps...

Sc: *She is surrounded by his strong but gentle arm as he guides her back to the sitting area, all too aware of her closeness. Being around her always caused him to feel a restless mix of pain and pleasure, but one look at her aggrieved expression was all it took for him to put his attraction aside and focus only on her unhappiness, hoping that he could somehow alleviate it.*

N: *Naor’rin looked around herself, studying the room but avoiding looking at the door or the small hall that preceded it. She closed her hands and gathered her courage to stay, and sat down on the couch. It wasn’t even warm from the last time she had sat there. Her fingers were playing nervously along the armrest when the noise of close footsteps made her turn*

Sc: *He had left the room for a moment and returned with a thick towel.* Your hair... you never dried it after your bath...

N: I... *her first reaction was to touch her hair. He was right, it was still dripping. But she hadn’t noticed the wetness on her back or the feel of her wet robes. She was about to extend her hand to grab the towel he was holding, when he surprised her by doing it himself!*

Sc: *Standing behind her he took sections of her long and wavy tresses and began to blot at them gently as he talked.* The Taelons are on a journey toward madness with this trial... we sail toward it, our arms open and ready to embrace it. We of course say it is perfection we seek to maintain, but it is madness. We pollute ourselves with our own twisted sense of righteousness. 

N: *She looks down. There is a strange knot in her throat... it was such a simple gesture, but one of great intimacy as well. And then there were his words... outspoken emotions and feelings about what he was going through, as a Taelon... as Sc’orr. They had so much in common; for being members of different species their concerns were amazingly alike.* 

Sc: *He stops towelling her hair, thoughtful for a moment.* It spreads like a disease to infect everything and...everyone around us. This entire ship is veiled in unhappiness - I realize that is a rather poetic analogy for what is happening, but it seems as if everyone I know has an impregnable shield of sorrow around them...including you.

N: *Her shoulders drop. He was right... she could feel the tension just from walking about; she caught on to others feelings and emotions and it wasn’t helping her cheer up either. Especially, because even if they were ignorant to it, she knew they had a reason to be like that. And it wasn’t the life of one, but of millions that weighed on her shoulders. Speaking, warning the Taelons could save lives... or on the other hand, it could cause the war to start. Her hands closed tightly on her robes...*

Sc: *He reaches around and takes her chin, making her look over her shoulder to face him* ...Speak to me Naor'rin. Let me try to lighten your burden, and by allowing me to help you, perhaps you can lighten mine.

N: *She couldn’t stand to look him in the eye. Tears were so close, so very close... She pulled her chin away from his grasp and looked downwards.* My kind hasn’t been easy to deal with lately either. I have not spoken to any of them in weeks now... *that was strange, since she used to report every day, but she hoped he wouldn’t know about that.* Opinions are diverging. We haven’t known such disunion for many centuries. But... *she sighed* it isn’t that... I have always known how to cope with these problems. I have always been strong Sc’orr... *she turns back then, her voice vehememnt, her eyes glistening with iminent tears.* I came to you because you know... you know what it is like to be alone. 


Sc: *She paused, possibly worried that she would hurt or offend him with her words, but he only nodded encouragingly for her to continue.*

N: *She looks downwards.* Zo’or should too, but I think he has forgotten... and sometimes... sometimes I wonder if I made the right choice. *it sounded terrible to say those words to him of all people... because after all, none of them were aloof to that tingling they felt when they were together.*

Sc: The...right choice? *Like she had a moment ago, he looked down, his blue eyes dropping to his boots, only for a second before he walked back around the sofa and handed her the towel. Her hair was now just damp, black coils of it hanging loosely around her.* There is a part of me... the not so honorable part, that could rejoice in those words, if I believed them to have only a narrow meaning... but, you must have meant them in another way... *He rose and looked out of a large window, his back to her, the last words spoken with clear strain.*

N: *She was left staring at the towel in her hands, and at how her fingers grabbed it so tightly the cloth even gave way close to her nails. She knew what he was talking about and how much that guilt seemed to lacerate her soul in those lonely nights when her thoughts wandered more than they should.* It's selfish of me to speak of this to you Sc'orr... but you are really the only one who can listen. *she waited for his reaction, guilty, ashamed and relieved that she had uttered those words.* Others expect me to be infallible at all times... while some idealize me like that. It suffocates me!

Sc: *He cursed his weakness, and chalked it up to fatigue. Over the past week he had been under an energy shower only twice. His pathways were exploding with his desires and he simply did not have the strength to stop it. They were both disenchanted and lonely it seemed. And they had somehow come to be together now, both in desperate need of comfort, and solace.*

N: *She dropped the towel as she rose from the couch, her legs taking her closer to him.* Sc'orr...? *she was not so unaware of Taelon body language or Sc'orr's mannerisms that she had missed his tension. It ached to have to do that... but she saw in him the need to speak as well, and if she walked out of the door, all that would have been in vain. That would be much worse.*

Sc: *His hands gripped into fists at his sides, not in anger but in frustration, but he maintained his serene appearance and turned back to her, only to discover her standing there.* I am listening Naor'rin, *he said, not realizing he had taken a step in her direction*...So tell me of this choice that rends your very soul with its turmoil...

N: I shouldn't regret it... but I do not know if my decision wasn't both foolhardy and selfish anymore... So much hangs in the balance as we speak. *she takes the final steps toward him, standing directly beside him by the window.* I placed all my faith in him, but now... now I fear I am sacrificing everything, more than I have of my own to sacrifice. *a comet flies right before their eyes* It portents nothing good to our species, and it will be a while before we see light again.

Sc: *He knew who she was talking about, the name drifting from his lips, yet the ghostly whisper had shape and substance...and weight.* Zo'or. *He turned to her sadly.* Do not give up on him yet....he is young still, and even naive. You do not strike me as one who would give her trust easily, or with lack of thought. You saw something in him which led you to your ultimate decision, and whatever it was, I believe the quality is still there, waiting to be coaxed and nurtured. If you leave him now, you will destroy all the progress you have fought so hard to achieve up until now. *Who was he trying to convince? Her, or himself? Or perhaps he knew that if she did not turn to leave...at that very moment, that she would not...not for that night...* Tell him...tell him everything that...you cannot tell me...

N: I ache to open my heart, but I cannot... if I do, he will demand to know, and I fear I am not entirely capable of keeping all this to myself. *her eyes were beginning to burn, and a knot was slowly tightening around her throat.* We are both so used to being our other self; even when we want to be all we can be, we cannot... I cannot. I am a prisoner Sc'orr, a prisoner to this mask... I have become a pariah and blind.

Sc: *He blinked, the blue of his eyes becoming almost violet with the depth of his emotions* No Naor'rin, *he said, his lips almost brushing against her cheek.* Never...

N: *She blinked and a lonely tear fell down her face* I did not see, when I should have seen, that I could never change him into someone better. *her voice was higher and rougher, but then it calmed as droplets of her feelings flowed freely down her face.* I hoped in vain... I failed... and there is no turning back.

Sc: *His heart went out to her in her sorrow, wanting to envelop it, much as his arms had enveloped her willowy body, his slender hands stroking over her long hair as he spoke in warm and soothing tones to her.* Have faith... you did not fail and you will not. 

N: *She swallowed on a sore throat. It shouldn’t feel so good to be so close to him.* I have so little time Sc’orr... so little time... *watery green eyes looked up into his dazzling blue ones. She read nothing of what she got from Zo’or sometimes... but there was something there, a tormented kind of love that made her feel as though she was looking at herself in the mirror.*

Sc: Have faith...*He did not know exactly when he realized that his lips were against hers, but he shuddered when he felt her kiss him back, pulling her closer against him, knowing how utterly forbidden the actions were.*

N: *She shuddered from head to toe but let herself be enveloped by that emotion. She wanted to be close to him... she needed it also, and it was something Zo’or couldn’t give her. And that kiss... it was gentle but hungry at the same time, and a gesture of wiling surrender. Her hand found the back of his head and brushed it softly.*

Sc: *They were two alone, finding completion in a glowing moment of togetherness, and when Sc'orr carried her to his luxurious bedchamber and laid her on the huge bed he realized that part of her words had been true: There was no turning back...*

N: *Naor’rin felt like she had awakened when she found herself lying on a bed other than her own, and she had no idea how she had gotten there. A pang of fear made her heart skip a beat. No, she couldn’t be doing that! She would be betraying Zo'or, just as he had done to her with his continuous deceptions, the most recent being the true reason for his visit with Cadence. But if she remained here with Sc'orr she would lose any chance of her own defence if she were ever to confront him... 

But on the other hand, she didn’t want to hurt Sc’orr. Right now she did not want to give him up for Zo'or; she was angry as well as vulnerable now. She needed the safety she felt when she was close to him... and if she left... she could lose them both… if she stayed, it was the same… with the difference that she would kill one doubt once and for all. *

Sc: *He watched her wander through her thoughts, just standing there and saying nothing, content to admire her. Her dress was long and loose, but it did little to shroud her feminine curves once she was lying down; her breasts jutted upward, firm and full, the peaks of her nipples accented as though lovingly caressed in the ambient light. The sheets beneath her responded to her heat, giving her a reddish aura which was growing brighter as she finally noticed his eyes on her. 

His reaction was but a smile, and gentle fingertips touched her cheek, moving down to her chin and then to trace the contour of her slightly parted lips.* 

N: *She looked up at him, her breath laboured. His first touch made her shiver, but pushed her a little closer to surrender. Both of them were experienced lovers, but in that moment... they both looked so fragile, not uncertain, but so keenly aware of the other’s frailty. Together, they were stronger though... she knew it, and she could read the same in his eyes.* 

Sc: *Gently he sat down on the bed, afraid that he might frighten her away if he moved too fast. She looked like a princess, or perhaps even a goddess, and the Taelon was a hesitant prince, or perhaps less than that, because his movements were hesitant and shy. He bent from the waist and placed one, single kiss upon her lips and then pulled back. Somehow hidden lighting had come on to flicker - virtual candles whose warm light swelled and faded with fluid rapidity to match the flicker in his eyes, and the energy pulsing in his body.*

N: *Her hand rose to cup his cheek as their lips touched, her eyes closing so her senses could focus solely on the electrical feeling of that kiss. It was almost innocent, and it seemed like a little game. He pulled away and her fingers traced a light path over his features. Naor’rin contemplated him a little longer... he was beautiful, but it wasn’t just that which she saw, but the tenderness and the need in his face and eyes; the beauty of his soul and the echo of her own cry for comfort and soothing.

Her green eyes invited him closer again as the tip of her tongue arose from amidst her slightly parted lips to moisten them.*

 Sc:  *Another kiss, and this time his tongue bade for entrance into her mouth, his body now fully on the bed and beside hers. His words mingled with the kisses he placed over her cheeks and neck, affectionate, but urgent.* Stay with me tonight... let me love you... let me make love to you... 

N: *Her arms went about him, her hands moved as restlessly as his kisses, caressing him ever so softly.* I came here to stay... *and when her words died and became silence and memory, she knew that had been the truth; she would not have left. Even if she had reached the door she would have turned back and thrown herself into his arms.* I came here to be loved... by you... *a hand found his chin and pulled him upwards, so she could kiss his lips* and to love you back. *she whispered against his lips, while her free hand pulled him closer to her...*

Sc: *He could not hold back the smile of delight as she pulled him against her. Her body's heat made him think of lying in the sun on a hot summer day and he breathed in deeply, taking in her fragrance; clean, from her recent bath, as well as some exotic scent that was strongest at her pulse points. 

She did not belong to him - she would never belong to him but,*...The joy of this night...to be able to taste of your sweetness...I am pleased...*he said, finishing his thoughts with words. One of his hands slid down the slick material of her dress to cup her buttocks, squeezing them firmly... and pressing her up against him so she could feel his full desire for her. 

N: *She couldn't repress her longing moan. It was a mix of agony and excitement, yearning and need, emotions that rocked her body and brought it to the hilt of sensation. His mere whisper was enough to cause a chain reaction; his touch was blazing and unsettling, but comforting at the same time. She was in dire need of that closeness, and his own response to her was quite enough to begin the process of forgetting..* Sc'orr... *it was a moan... and an urging...*

Sc: *His hips urged her thighs apart so he could undulate against her, all the while kissing her lips, sometimes taking her lower one between his own to suck on it or even nip it gently.*

N: *It seemed to last an eternity, that teasing foreplay, that cruel promise of togetherness. He had taken the lead, and she had wanted him to. Being subjected to that sweet adoration, to the request for conquest was the same as letting go of her mask of strength, of her own dominant tendencies. It was sharing -  just that - sharing as if it had become something vital, and a delicacy to be savored slowly. And such were his kisses, different myriads of feelings and emotions that flew inside of her. Yes... that peace was what she needed... his love for her, something sweet or even childish; something that didn't bind her, but yet set her free. No struggle to know who is in control; no need for control. He led... but she followed eagerly.

And so her thighs parted to let him come closer, to rub against the part of his body that was the physical response to all they were sharing. And she knew her own body was ready to accept him, as was her spirit.*

Sc: *Finally he pulled back, kneeling between her legs so he could gaze at her. Her green eyes looked like they were glowing from within as did her damp flesh.* You look so much more beautiful when you are happy Naor'rin... like you seem to be now. 

N: *Her features were at peace, relaxed, to reveal a serene kind of beauty that was nothing of the mask. It was just her, transparent, for his eyes to feast upon...* I am Sc'orr... *she was contented, and she felt so light. No thoughts of betrayal, no negative memories, no shadows... all that was left to completely strip her was the clothes that covered her body and hid it from his dazzling blue eyes.*

Sc: *He brings up his hand to caress her face, a duplicitous gesture for it soon slides down to the single lacing that holds the upper part of her dress together and, with a soft whisper of silk, the ribbons are undone, his guilty fingers peeling her garment away to reveal her to his burning eyes.* So beautiful, *he murmurs, cupping each breast in a large hand and enjoying her moan and the way she arches her back, pressing herself against them even more.* Naor'rin... *His usually extensive vocabulary has fled him and he can only utter her name, over and over as he pulls her up almost roughly to embrace her, allowing her dress to slide down over her arms... and when they are free he kisses her urgently again, one of his hands guiding hers to where his uniform has become tight between his legs...*

N: *Fire spread through her body like a flame in a hay meadow. She did not remember having felt that way for a long time... sex was good, but she needed the love. Not the urgency... but the linger, the innocent games, the simple sharing. She was his, for that moment... Sc'orr had won her over with his words, his hands, his lips... his soul. Her body felt like it had been shocked when at long last she felt him guide her to touch its most sensitive of areas. 


Her nipples hardened at once, her breasts grew fuller; they blossomed to his touch, and through them her entire body. Her eyes were closed and she bit softly at her lower lip. His taste was still there, unmistakable... soft, and mostly imperceptible... but so his. It made her thirsty for his kisses again, for that closeness...

She seemed to comply when he pulled her to him. She let her arms fall; her shoulders thrown backward as if all her strength had evaded her body. She felt the tickle of her garments falling down her back, and only then did her arms envelop his neck to hold her closely against him as they kissed.* I want you inside me... *she whispered into his mouth as his hand led hers down his muscled chest; even though it wasn't necessary. She wanted to touch him, to show him that whatever he would do to her she would do back. It was a two way trip... it was about union; and it had stopped being about grief a long time ago.

Sc: Yes...*he whispered against her ear, into her hair,* ...as I want you surrounding me....I want to feel you...so close! *He wanted it...he needed it! He could feel her heart pounding, alive with her very life's blood, and it's strength was increasing. It was as though by taking his love she replenished her empty spirit, as did he. It had been months since he had felt so vital.*

N: *Her hand enveloped him, massaging his throbbing sex thru his jumpsuit.* Let go Sc'orr... free yourself... *she whispered as she traced kisses all over his face.* Come and join with me... 

Sc: *A shimmering blush, and he was nude in her arms, the feel of her hand around his shaft going from a muted sensation to one that was dazzling in its incredible intensity; from the blackness of space to the brilliance of a fiery sun! His head fell back and he moaned, his own hand joining hers, guiding her in a gentle rhythm up and down his length.*

N: *She could feel him pulsing in her hand, the energy racing thru his shaft to bring it to life; to full erection. He nearly blushed against her when she ran her hand up his entire length and lightly squeezed his tip... Yes, that was what she was talking about... the freedom to embrace the pleasure completely as something natural and beautiful. A celebration.*

Sc: *Locking her in another steely embrace as she kept working him, his free hand pulled at her dress, bringing it upward while at the same time pushing her gently downward until she was lying once again. Anyone else would have made the full revealing of her from the voluminous fabric an ungainly gesture, lacking in grace. But not Sc'orr; the dress seemed to float off of her, landing gently on the floor.*

N: *She glimpsed down her own body, resplandescent with erotic energy and then looked up at him. His form was so beautiful; he was pleasantly well built and masculine. It would have been awkward on any other Taelon, but it suited him well. How was it possible that his kind had once looked upon him as an aberration?! She offered him a warm, somewhat nervous smile when the dress floated to the floor. A certain teenage timidity made her wonder if he liked what he saw...*

Sc: *Only a tiny wisp of fabric that barely covered what it should lay between them and total union. He leaned over to place a gentle and lingering kiss over her belly, letting his fingers stroke against her panties, pushing her thighs open so he could feel directly between her legs. The material was soaked and he brought his fingers to his lips to taste of her.*

N: *The tease was enough to force a moan out of her. His energy had been so close, as if testing her receptivity. His licking of his own fingers caused a blush to darken her features, but her eyes glittered in invitation.* Enough... *she whispered, as if short of breath. She was, nearly... her heart was beating hard against her ribcage, wanting to flee her chest and it suddenly started beating closer to her throat. Her eyes caught a glimpse of his full erection and she felt a pang of anticipation coursing thru her veins. He could have raced to caress her and it would still have seemed too slow...*

Sc: *His chest heaved with each breath as he lowered his body fully against hers, their lips joining for another passionate kiss. He smiled at her softly* I need you... *more kisses, and he reaches for the little clasps at her hips, pulling the lace away to reveal the velvet of her sex.* You are so beautiful... 

N: As are you... *her arms open, welcoming him into their embrace. Her hands travel over his back, and her body moves only slightly underneath him to better adjust itself to his form. Naor'rin felt his sex, hot and needing close to her own. It stole a little gasp from her, and a gulp. She discovered how nervous she was when she tried to part her trembling legs a little farther. She looks up, directly into his eyes.* Take me Sc'orr... *she whispers as her lips glue to his.*

Sc: *His throbbing tip nestles against her nether-lips and his entire body tenses, a shudder going through him, his arms wrapping around her tightly and he moans and moves forward slowly, inch after inch, her passage opening its gates to receive him.*

N: *She breaks the kiss and a gaspy moan escapes from between her parted lips to bathe his cheek with her warm breath. His sex was almost stretching her to the limit... but the slow bittersweet ache of the first penetration had been bliss! Slowly, she allows herself to relax in his arms. She felt so weak all of a sudden... *

 Sc: *She was so tight, as if her passage resented his intrusion, but the sweet agony only made him squeeze her body even more. Suddenly he wanted to enter her entire form - to merge their physical shells as well as their sexes!* 

N: *Green emerald eyes looked into his. He was still locked deep inside her... the muscles of her sex relaxed and then contracted again, massaging his shaft.* You feel so good... *she felt him move inside her and her body tensed; her back arching as her every cell begged for more...* 

Sc: *His dance inside of her began; her upper body was still locked to him but their hips were free to move in their serpentine undulations.* It is...*kiss*...bliss to be inside of you! 

N: *She could have told him that it was bliss to have him inside of her, but her moans, soft seductive almost childish little sounds spoke for her.*

Sc: *She flexed her muscles, gripping him and then relaxing, over and over again and he gasped in the middle of a kiss* I am in you, making love to you, and still your body is a tease. 

N: It was shaped that way… *she whispers in his ear, her lips nibbling shortly on his earlobe before her back arched in her serpent slow undulations against him.*

Sc: *He smiled, the hand cupping her buttock cheek moving back up between them to grasp one of her breasts, first massaging it and then startling her when he gave her nipple a firm pinch.* 

N: *Her eyes widened and she gasped, but as soon as the pain was gone, a current of pleasure washed over her, travelling thru her body and joining the sexual energy that accumulated where their bodies became one. She purred quite audibly, and her sex tightened around his shaft so much that she had the impression of being able to feel the pulses of his energy on the surface of his façade.*

Sc: I can tease too... *He pulled out of her all the way, just hovering over her and then, after a moment, moving forward with the promise of entrance, but only allowing the head of his penis to nudge her before pulling back and repeating the gesture over and over, smiling wickedly, his voice nearly taunting.* Tell me what you want Naor'rin... tell me...

N: *Her cheeks were flushed, bringing out the crystal clearness of her green eyes; eyes that looked up at him, confused and needing. Her body was moving on its own, wanting to meet him, but he would run making the emptiness ache almost as physical pain would.* Sc’orr... *she groaned as he teased her yet again.* Please...

Sc: *He just grinned, licking his lips once* Please what, my sweet Jaridian? 

N: *Her sex contracted when he tried to exit, making her shudder from the abandon; on the other hand, the hand on her breast was still working its wonders, and the touch was blistering hot against her warming skin.* You know... *she leaned to him and kissed him* you know what I want... what I need... 

Sc: *His voice was a low purr* Yes, yes I most certainly do, however, I want you to tell me. I want to see the words on your lips. 

N: *He did it again and her words turned to a protesting moan.* Plunge into me... enter my body as deep as you can... 

Sc: *At first he said nothing, just staring down at her intently. He had heard every delectable word, but he wanted her to wonder. But then he pulled back, her skin and his peeling apart, but the separation was short because a second later he lunged forward, his steely sex penetrating her - filling her, and sinking completely into her.* Like this? 

N: *All her body shuddered, taken with the pleasure and relief of being filled again, of seeing its need met. It was like a current of electricity; a small static discharge caused by the joining of two poles of a battery.* Yes... *she cried.* Yes... 

Sc: *He panted, not withdrawing but rather grinding his hips against her and enjoying her soft little cries which were sometimes sharp from his steady ministrations. The nub of her clit was so swollen that he could feel it stroking him right above his shaft like a sharp little tongue.* 

N: *It shouldn't feel that good; a part of her resented the pleasure, but it was too real! Too big. Her body was rocked by it, jinxed, and the effects of her ecstasy were soon showing: the increase of her body temperature to the point that her skin would have been too hot for a human; the unstoppable cries of pleasure that issue from her vividly colored and parted lips; lips that showered his shoulder and neck and face and lips with kisses that didn't last longer than a movement from his waist. Because the moment when he touched the very pit of her sex, there was always that note of pleasure, the symphony of lustful moans and whimpers. And of course... her sex tightened, exerting its power to shackle him inside... deep... where he was needed.* 

Sc: *She felt incredible! The sensation was so much more than he had dreamed of...and he had dreamt of it many times, albeit guiltily. She was Zo'or's woman, but that fact did not negate his attraction to her.*

I will make you forget every unpleasant thought that troubles your mind, *he whispered, pulling back, only to thrust forward again, eliciting a gasp of surprise from her.* Tonight, you belong to me... 

N: *A droplet of perspiration slid down her forehead and rested for a moment by the corner of her eye; it seemed to be the only thing moving as she looked up at him, drinking of his words for what they truly meant. Yes, tonight, she had left everything else behind. Oblivion... that is where her past and her duty lay at that moment. Her eyelids shimmered, letting the small drop slide the rest of its way down her cheek. She assented with a nod and a hissing yes, as her hands locked behind his neck and she pulled him towards her until their lips were joined again.* 

Sc: *His tongue searched her mouth, grazing her teeth, enjoying the sweet flavor of her. He rose away from her again and took both of her legs beneath the knee and lifted and spread them.* Tonight... you are all mine... *Her sex glistened in all of its splendor, opening like a rare flower to accept him all the way in.*

N: *The mere change of angle was enough to have her throw her head backwards when her back arched and then pushed against him, demanding more.* 

Sc: *His strokes were languid but insistent and he watched it for awhile, his blue on blue eyes eventually making the ascent upward, stopping briefly to watch her flat belly spasm with her pleasure, and then lingering on her breasts as they shuddered from his rhythm as he took her.* 

N: *She followed his eyes to see the visible proof of their merging bodies. There was a strange sensuality in seeing him disappear until their groins touched without a sound. His motions were so fluid, giving it a sort of dancing rhythm... She followed his eyes, watching him as he watched her. Their bodies' dance remained the mirror image of the other, moving in unison but in opposite tempos...* 

Sc: *Never freeing her legs he leaned down until his nose touched hers, and whispered against her face,* Wrap your legs around my waist... ride me with abandon and let us throw caution to the wind...

N: *Could she really... there was the briefest second thoughts about the wisdom in that. But to hell with wisdom was what her body was saying. Her legs did wrap around his waist and like a tong locked onto him powerfully, bringing him into her as deeply as it was physically possible. She purred in pleasure and began grinding her hips in slow circular movements. It felt... amazing. Suddenly... all the bashfulness of before seemed misplaced.*

Sc: *In the moody light of his bedchamber Naor'rin had the appearance of a shining bronze statue come to life. Her body was the perfect representation of the female form, sculpted in gold. He could see the play of her strong muscles against her skin, her athletic legs wrapped around him, her body writhing against him, the sheets around her rippling from her efforts and glowing from her body heat in waves of shimmering orange and crimson. All and all she was a glorious sight to behold.* Ride me... ride me! *he said in a hoarse whisper.* 

N: *Her purrs were a constant that mixed with her little sounds, which were the perfect background instrumental for his urgent request. Her body moved on its own, instinct allied with experience as it undulated, lifting him slightly from the mattress to give her enough room to pull away and then push against him again. He nearly burned inside of her; the pulses of his energy were becoming increasingly erratic as only pleasure knew how to be. And yet, so perfect... her eyes distinguished the energy that left his system as the irises of his eyes changed shape and even color slightly, making them cat like and almost yellow... claw like nails pulled him down onto her, first at the small of his back and then upwards, until they were locked behind his neck.* 

Sc: *Her ankles were locked together, her heels pressing into his buttocks and he groaned loudly. Soon his hands were gripping her hips and moving her on him in his own needful rhythm. His sole focus was her; days of research on legal tenets the Taelons had never used evaporated from his thoughts and he let himself get lost in the liquid depths of her eyes and wrapped himself in the flowing veil of her voice as she called to him.* 

N: *Her body was meeting the oblivion only bliss could bestow upon it, making the processes of the mind impossible except for those of simple needs... like speaking his name, whispering in his ear, nibbling along his jawline... breathing...*

Sc: *He fell forward, his muscular arms stopping him just above her and then he made the descent the rest of the way to embrace her and kiss her.* If I had one wish, it would be that I could remain a prisoner inside of you all night...and that this night would last forever. *He smiled affectionately and touched her face.* 

N: *Her lips curved in a smile. Such words of love... how ephemeral... and how precious for that reason.* Eternity is relevant... but I prefer the moment. And right now, I am here. *She grabbed his hand from her face and brought it to her lips, kissing his palm...* 

Sc: *His arms again captured her as he hugged her close and then, in one, fluid movement, he flipped her so that she now sat astride him, his lips still bearing a teasing smile as he decided to allow her the next move...* 

N: *She sought support on his chest; both her palms were resting against his pecs. He was still inside her, vibrant and hard. She took a little pleasure from moving in tiny circles, her hips swaying over him while her hands took the time to trace every line of his abdomen. He was so masculine... it was nearly as if he was a grown male where Zo'or was the teenager still developing. She got to where his navel would have been and her hands slid right back to his neck. She was thirsty for a kiss; so she leaned forward, causing him to slide somewhat out of her.* Now... I want my thoughts to shatter... I want only to feel... 

Sc: We will feel every atom of pleasure that there is to feel, and when we have exhausted all of them we will generate more through our lovemaking. *His lips met hers for kiss that was more like a wet caress. He blushed lightly when she gyrated on him softly.*

N: *Naor'rin looked him deep in the eye, never leaving him and her arms slid down his biceps and forearms so that her hands could capture his. He sank into her again as she sat back up, impaling herself deeply. He closed his eyes for a brief moment, but she was still looking at him unblinkingly. She placed a small kiss on each palm and then moved one downwards, resting it against her neck. The other remained a prisoner to her lips that began to kiss and lick, slowly searching for the apex of his palm. *

Sc: *He gasped and shuddered in spite of himself, her oral ministrations to his hand robbing him of all but the most carnal of thoughts and he responded by thrusting up hard into her. They were seated, facing one another, her legs wrapped around him - the embodiment of physical joining.* Just when I believe that you could not tempt me further you cast another spell...and I am helpless to your magic!


N: *Green flashing eyes looked down, delighting on the sight of his pleasure. His right hand was still a slave to her mouth while the left was guided to where she wanted it; touching a breast, then the other, further arousing her rock hard nipples... and then, she began to dance on him, slowly but with larger circles, so he could be given the room to move in and out her again. *

Sc: *Meeting her gyrations with his own, two beings moved as one - a love machine powered by the sheer force of imprisoned passions loosed in wave after wave of ecstasy. As her tongue reached the very center of his palm her hard nipple stimulated the apex of his other and he allowed himself to lose his facade and glow brightly for her. His eyes captured hers and he focused his mind, sending feelings of affection, respect and comfort to ripple outward from his blushing form to bathe her in a complete rhapsody of bliss.* 

N: *She sucked on his palm, gasping from the current of emotions entering her being. She felt a first wave of orgasmic pleasure wash over her, a teasing and brief moment of sheer ecstasy that awoke her hunger for more. She was left frozen for that moment, her back arched and she involuntarily pushed against him, locking him to her depths. At last she expired, her hot breath bathing his palm, her breasts jutting against his hand demanding and giving at the same time.*

Sc: Do not stop... do not... I am... going to come! *The pressure in his nether regions was increasing to painful levels and still he thrust into her sizzling core.*

N: *She licked again, pressing her tongue hard against his palm, feeling as it sunk somewhat into his shell. Inside it was electrical, the same feeling of kissing him, of feeling his tongue entering her mouth and his energy giving her small shocks of pleasure. She drank avidly from his palm; his emotions; his pleasure; the sentiments he was projecting. It was intoxicating to say the least...  She kept on going as if his energy was the water her thirsty body needed to survive, her moans and cries lost and muffled by his palm... Her legs and hips worked to move him in and out until their bodies clashed, bonded still by the laws of physics and matter.*

Sc: Faster... harder Naor'rin! 

N: *She felt her back tensing, falling backwards somewhat so the angle of his penetration better suited her pleasure-craving sex. She groaned as she sought for air, but her eyes reopened fast enough to relish on his grimacing face. The pleasure was so great... too great to describe.*

Sc: Need you... so bad! *He moved his hand over her breasts until he could feel her heart galloping in her chest* 

N: *Her core tightened from his ministrations; the orgasmic energy was enveloping her for a long time now, his, hers...  It was the thing about joining with a Taelon: the pleasure was doubled... no, it was exponential as it was theirs, mingling, swirling, traveling back and forth between their bodies, wherever they touched, wherever they became one... it was the ultimate feeling - the hilt of lovemaking and sharing. How could it not render her defenseless before its power?

Already her body shook, already she had to put all her mind into keeping her tongue and lips playing with his palm. The remnants of the shaqaravah was there, hard, hot and pulsing like a small aroused clit... energy leaking almost freely into her now that his body was reaching the limit.*

Sc: Come with me! I want you to feel what I feel... to share ultimate bliss... together... *And he let another blush overtake him...*

N: *She let go... she had to let go... the cry that left her lungs forced her to! The pressure in her back seemed to snap it, sending a wave of raven black hair flying. The need was so great; he burned inside her, around her, blistering hot then freezing cold, making her senses doubt whatever they picked up. Was there sound, color, sensation? Her body was, for a millisecond, reduced to the place where they were joined; It perceived him as a part of her, and so her core shrunk painfully, beginning to spasm as his energy electrified her. *

Sc'orr!!! *she cried again. It seemed everything that had been welling up was crashing now. The violence of it was notorious... a pure overload of sensation...* 

Sc: *A hiss was his only response for his teeth were gritted as his entire length was squeezed when her sex clamped around it - a vice made of velvet, but no less powerful. He pushed her down onto her back so he was able to take her as their need demanded. Her legs were open and the Taelon now took her in his natural form, his glowing staff appearing to flash off and on because he was entering her body at a nearly frantic pace.*

N: *His glow was so strong; blush after blush of energy resurfaced giving him an ethereal look. It nearly blinded her, and even behind her lids there was only light, red-hot instead of blue, as her own energy went on overload, a river of ecstasy that dragged her and drowned her body, making her senses clash against the walls of her sensorial limits. She was unaware of everything... only a small percentage of her conscience was aware of what was happening; the rest of her was overwhelmed and aloof to the cause and consequence. Pleasure as pleasure... sensation as sensation. No reason.*

Sc: *Sc'orr's movements became harsher as it became harder to slide in and out of her, though her sex welcomed him back each time with more delightful squeezing. His arms strained from his weight and as his orgasm began he fell upon her, pulling her against him and they both shuddered as his essence burst forth from him into her. His lips glued to hers and his hips ground against hers as her insides were bathed with several more hot explosions.*

N: *It felt like he weighed a ton. There was no room to breathe, and her heartbeat was erratic as if her body had even forgotten how to operate. She felt so light though, as if she had drifted somehow. And she could see herself behind a thick veil…and she could see him. The image connected to what she was feeling and her eyes reopened, tainted in red like the energy that gave her life. She spasmed, a sign of her return. Ice cold freshness was spreading from her sex outward, causing her feverish essence to clash with it, creating a million explosions everywhere in her body.*

Sc: *Her breathing was ragged, her core shrinking around him like a sun before nova and he crushed her heaving body in his strong embrace as she too reached her peak. Again he came to the sad realization that she was not his, and that a night such as this would never be repeated, but he uttered words that he had longed to say since the day he'd met her, wondering if she could hear his soft whispers through her passionate cries.* I love you Naor'rin... I always have...I always will...


N: *Spasms turned to shakes, to cries, to moans and whimpers after the big explosion sent a wave of hot pulsing energy outward, thru him, to dissipate in thin air. Her body relaxed ever so slowly, still shaken by the amazing orgasm… if that was even the word for it!

The red fire in her eyes began to dissipate, returning their usual emerald greenness. She trembled, not of cold but of extreme heat. Words echoed in her mind, but she felt so confused, so dazzled... Had she made them up in her head? The temporary insanity that climax brought along was capable of such illusions... *

Sc: *He felt her trembling body underneath him - his shuddered no less. He pressed his lips softly against her temples and trailed kisses over her ears, cheeks and jaw. His lips had stopped uttering the words, but they continued to echo in his mind like rippling water, each ripple moving off into infinity. *

N: *Her hands reopened. The palms were still gleaming. Her look was one that made one wonder if she knew what was real and what was a twisted prank of her imagination. She blinked and looked up; her hand moved to touch the body that lay atop of her... it felt real... and they were still joined.*

 Sc: It was beautiful, was it not Naor'rin? *he asked, looking down at her. He was still inside of her and now that the tides of passion had diminished he could sense her heat and slowly withdrew.* You are so hot...

N: En… *she gasped as he withdrew. Over... it was over...* ...nergy overload. I get a fever... *she looked up at him, eyes full of tenderness and empty with tiredness at the same time.* I will be well... *but her chest was still heaving and struggling to rise with his weight still on her. *

Sc: *He kisses her and rises from her, the front of his body feeling cold now that he was away from her.* Let me soothe you... cool you...*His hands blushed and he began to channel his cooling essence into her flesh as he began a slow massage.*

N: *How odd that she felt a chill the moment he moved away... but his soft touch, the comfort of his hands on her and his energy bathing her skin... It was so good... she moaned to let him know he was doing just wonderfully...*

Sc: *He squeezed her shoulders and upper arms, moving down to cup her breasts, smiling when he felt her nipples harden in reaction to his Taelon chill.* That is better, *he said, never taking his hands from her. His fingers made slow circles over her stomach, and then over her womb.*

N: Yes... *but her eyes were on the ceiling now. It was different; sure it was Taelon, the colors the energy streams, it was all there; but somehow, it felt alien...*

Sc: *He couldn't help lingering between her thighs, the folds of flesh there still wet and silky from their lovemaking. He made her roll onto her belly so he could massage her thighs and buttocks, squeezing them playfully at one point before moving on to her back and shoulders.* I will never forget this night... *he leaned over and nuzzled her hair, finding an earlobe to suckle for a moment.* Tell me that you found happiness in my arms tonight... as I did in yours...

N: *She closed her eyes, and reflexively her face moved closer to his lips. He always did sort that effect on her - made her feel weak and vulnerable. He let her be herself, vent thru silence or words, and now, thru love... She had known happiness, and it was frightening her... Her heart cringed, but she knew she owed him and herself those words.* I did... I have not felt this way in a long time. You helped me get in touch with myself again. *But at what cost? So little time had passed since the pleasure was at its peak, and already her treacherous thoughts were darkening her spirit. *


Sc: It was no less for me...I feel...at peace again....*But she had gone pensive it seemed...and he had a feeling that he knew why.*


N: *Naor’rin shuddered with an image that assaulted her mind. Zo’or... livid with rage, hurt... if he ever discovered what she had done it would destroy everything she had struggled to make him realise: that love was a source of change, that it could open his spirit and make him see that his heart was not such an impediment to his personal evolution. That it was the key to not being alone... 

But by betraying him, even if he had done it first... would destroy everything - would make every sacrifice she had made – even having been banished by her kin – futile. She would have no home anymore... nowhere to go if he too turned his back on her.*

Sc: *He rose, the sad sigh never leaving his lips. Instead it remained locked inside of him, the feeling turning from happiness to melancholy and festering to something darker, but he squelched those feelings before they could grow. After all, it was not Zo'or's fault that he had too much youth to realize how fortunate he was to have a woman as complex, intelligent and beautiful as Naor'rin for a mate. But still, at times it seemed like her talents were wasted on him.*

N: *She still lay on the bed, pensive, but so aware of Sc’orr’s motions that it nearly hurt her. He was moving away, and she felt truly alone and lost then.*

Sc: *He poured white wine from a crystal decanter into a faceted and sparkling glass and sat down next to her, a hand floating down to touch her skin and move her falling strands of hair out of her face.* Naor'rin...are you sleeping? 

N: *Her body tensed, and she had to force herself to remain still. She couldn’t just leave and run like that... no, she could not afford to lose them both...  *

Sc: *He urged her to sit up, and he brought up the sheets to cover what his eyes wished to look at forever.* Have some wine – be refreshed, and tell me what troubles you. 

N: *She did sit against the bed’s head, thankful for the sheet that covered her body. She did feel like hiding - like disappearing. She was still happy, but it was the guilty kind. Joy was tricky sometimes, and ephemeral most of them. Naor’rin couldn’t bear to face him though, and her eyes were locked on the little bump her feet made, hidden under the silken fabric.*

Sc: I believe that I know the cause of your worry, but I will let you tell me in your own way. *He brought the glass to her lips, and then he too touched them with his own.*

N: *The liquid slid down her throat, burning but leaving a fresh sensation behind it. It helped moisten it, but her voice still came out hoarse and weak.* It is that clear, huh?

Sc: You are concerned that Zo'or will discover our liaison, are you not?

N: *Somehow, hearing those words out loud, coming from his lips, felt as painful as a dagger driven thru her heart. How could she had done that to them?!... How selfish, how foolish…*

Sc: *He bowed his head and watched the play of the dim light over the many folds on the bedsheets as she moved about anxiously. He was still nude, but as he sat near her he discreetly covered himself.* Some might say it was a selfish act and, I suppose in a way it was. However, beings like us, who spend our days in service to peace for others are seldom left with peace for ourselves. It was not wrong Naor'rin, *he said, gently lifting her chin.* For a few blissful moments, we gave peace to ourselves...

N: *She hugged her knees and brought them closer to her body, making it seem as though she was actually cold when her body still burned with a light fever. Such a contradiction, as everything was now in her life. * I am afraid Sc’orr...  *she sighed. It was getting hard to breathe again as the air seemed to catch in her tightening throat. * No...Terrified.

Sc: But why? What happened here will not trespass these walls I promise you.

N: *She lifted her eyes to him, green emeralds that displayed a deeper anguish than she was letting her lips speak of. * If he learns of this, it will be the end.

*There was so much sentiment put to that last word that it gave it another dimension... not the end of a relationship; but the end of everything to her: of her life-struggles, all her efforts, tossed in the wind for a night of comfort. * I can’t afford to lose him Sc’orr. *Tears were welling up; tears she had struggled to hold back even before Sc’orr. Soon they were sliding down her cheeks, giving her the most vulnerable of looks.*

Sc: *Suddenly, without his notice, she had become young, a child in his bed where once there had been a confident woman. Strong arms reached out and pulled her against his hairless chest where her tears now left glistening trails as they fell from her eyes.* We will make sure you will not lose him, *he crooned. His words weren't logical, for how could he prevent Zo'or from shunning her if he chose to, but Naor'rin just needed simple comfort now...at least that is what he thought, until she uttered her next words.* Just rest now, Sweet, and everything will look better when you awaken, you will see.

N: *And indeed, she looked exhausted, at the end of her strength. * He is my home now... if he turns his back on me, I will have nowhere to go. 

Sc: Hush now...just rest....*he stroked her long hair thoughtfully, their bodies rocking, the sheets glowing like watercolors around them.*

N: *She paused, her eyes closing and causing a little stream of tears to be added to those on the sheets.* I have been banished... *Naor’rin spoke in a whisper.* My own kind has exiled me... 

Sc: *Their bodies stopped their gentle movement as Sc'orr froze, pulling her away from him to look at her.* What? Banished you?

N: *Her eyes closed tightly as if she were hiding away from him, frightened by his reaction. Her body was nearly limp in his hands and when her eyelids fluttered open, she was looking downwards.*

Sc: Whatever for? YOU are the direct liaison between your race and mine! Without you there would be....*He didn't finish because the thought was too tragic. Without her the diplomatic walls that had been slowly and painfully built between Taelon and Jaridia would collapse. There would be war, chaos, and death.* Tell me what happened...

N: *She could see from the look on his face that he had realized there was more; that the issue involved the Jaridians as a whole, and that her dismissal had indeed been for another reason. Maybe what had happened on Lyra was not at all odd. It had occurred to her that the Jaridian troop had been there on a mission and that Cadence and T'than had merely surprised them. She needed to divert him from it, to stop him from asking further questions... A half truth would be a good choice.* 

Sc: *His eyes squinted slightly and he looked at her steadily, trying to look into her as she chose her words.* Naor'rin? Please tell me.

N: I turned my back on them... I disobeyed their command. I chose Zo'or... *she blinked, letting more tears fall, but when she lifted her chin to look back at Sc'orr, the glitter in her eyes was from another nature and it seemed they had dried instantaneously.* Do you understand my anguish now? Do you understand the enormity of my mistake? *her voice was shaky, and her own body tensed.*

Sc: I had always thought that your joining was approved - that you had to go through a similar circumstance to what T'than and Cadence now face. *He looked down, and then back at her* But I do understand the calling....the calling of one's own kind. I felt it many times during my exile on Thasis. Do you...wish to return to your people?

N: *In a quick gesture, she pulled away, even though her soul ached to simply seek the comfort of his embrace. Holding the sheet against her body, she rose from the bed.* I can never return to Jaridia. I have betrayed them Sc'orr... *would he understand that her mission as liaison had failed? That all along the Jaridians had had other plans in mind as well? She had been a spy for both sides, and that is why they had closed their door to her. Keeping her isolated would stop her from knowing what was truly going on; that was probably why her own brother hadn't even contacted her again since her trip to Jaridia.* And now I have betrayed Zo'or... *her arms went about herself* and he WILL know. He is already suspicious that something is not right... He will force the truth out of me if he senses my distress around him... if he knows I am afraid.

 Sc: Yes, I know he would be well able...*his palm flexed unconsciously against the sheets.* But he shall sense no fear in you my love. 

N: *Green eyes shone from behind batting black eyelashes. The contrast brought out the color of her eyes and framed her feelings.* I cannot deny him Sc'orr... it would only enrage him further. 

Sc: *He could see she was perplexed and he hid the pain that crossed his face by looking down. When he looked back at her he was completely composed and serene, and that is why she never even suspected nor had time to resist when he suddenly grabbed her and pulled her against him, kissing her with such intensity that he knew she must have had to fight just to draw a breath. Her hands were pressing against his chest but his embrace was desperate. It was the embrace of a lover bestowing a last kiss.* 

N: *Her thoughts were thrown into a whirlwind of emotion and sensation. What he was doing made no sense... but after a while she ended up relaxing, giving in to the kiss that was as much wonderful as painful. Her heart was squeezed so tightly and yet beat so strongly against her ribcage that she feared it would burst. She could feel and relate to the despair imbued in that kiss... they shared it, she knew it. When finally their lips parted, hers felt cold despite the flush that added color to her tanned skin.* Sc'orr... *she was actually afraid from what she read in the depths of his blue eyes. He wouldn't do anything crazy, would he? His relationship with his kind had only recently been reestablished... and she knew he had been alone once, as she was now, and wished him no such suffering.* 


Sc: I love you, and I will not allow you to be afraid...*His hands moved over her, cupping her breasts, stroking her arms, running through her hair, where one hand stopped. Her eyes were wet and she looked so confused. There was fear in her as well - possibly of Zo'or and what he might do, possibly of Sc'orr himself and the passion which burned loud enough to give him an inner glow. He was holding her, gazing into her eyes, his expression never changing even when the hand in her hair blushed hot, making her gasp.* 

N: *There was a flash, that was all she knew. She was aware of a last beat of her heart, of the movement of her lungs inside her chest... and then there was just infinite, enthralling blueness. A little voice still echoed, begging him to stop, aware of what was happening.  Would he force entrance into her mind, to know more? Would he make her forget that they had ever been so happy together?

A last tear fell from the corner of her unblinking eyes, as if speaking of the sorrow that her lips could not.*

Sc: *They appeared to freeze, time stopping. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted in surprise, but she was completely focused on him, hypnotized by his sapphire eyes. * 

N: *Something grazed at her mind, she felt a soothing presence chanting to her, pulling a thought from her, then another... erasing image after image from the shelf of her memories. She was seeing what was happening but could do nothing about it. A wall was built around those selected thoughts, the door locked, the key taken away by him... and at last, even the image of those walls, that door, and that key was taken too...*

Sc: *There was complete silence, but finally, a moment later Sc'orr smiled softly, his vice-like grip finally releasing her, his pale fingers touching at her eyelids* Go to sleep now, Naor'rin... just sleep... just sleep... *He chanted the words well after she was limp in his arms. 

Picking her up, he carried her back to his sofa and lay her down, dropping to his knees to tenderly kiss her on the forehead and then one last time on her full, parted lips. He knew she would not remember after what he had done, and he whispered aloud,* I will remember for the both of us... 


~*~

N: *Her mind healed with a strange dream. Fragments of the memory had been left behind; small flashes that could so easily be mistaken for a simple fantasy. Her imagination was fertile enough to have made her wonder sometimes in the past, maybe her subconscious working when sleep was so near... 

A stronger beat of her heart, the sensation of air filling her lungs... of her eyelids heavy as lead... made her realize her own conscience's return. Green eyes reopened to the world, still shiny and confused, as if the tears had not dried and the confusion had not washed away. This time though, it was the light that made her eyes water; and what they focused on that gave her a perplexed look. 

She was not in her room. 

She rose with a start, not recognizing her surroundings. At least not immediately. She looked around; her mind reminded her of how she had come to be there. Sc'orr's quarters: she had trained in the gym and the Pad'ar ring and then she had walked her way to his quarters. Her hands moved over her face, and then slid downwards. Dressed... her clothes were a bit wrinkled and her hair disheveled. Naor'rin heard noise, ever so soft, and turned around swiftly... He looked so tired, more so than she had ever seen him before.* Sc'orr... I... what happened? *Her long hair was already dry... she did not remember doing more than squeezing it in a towel... how long had it been?*

Sc: *He turned back from the datastream he had been pretending to study; she had awakened more quickly than he thought she would which saddened him because, it meant that, this night, this dream, was over. She was dressed - he had seen to that, and now she stood there looking as confused as he felt mournful. In a way he had hoped his infiltration into her mind had not worked.* Welcome back, Naor'rin. # Please remember... remember me loving you. I do not care if it was wrong - I want you to remember...# Did you have a nice rest? 

N: I... *her forehead felt strangely heavy. She closed her eyes and took her palm to it. A momentary flash, like an acute ache came back to her. But it was too fast. She didn't have time to recognize anything.* Yes... forgive me, I should never have... *she was about to finish her sentence; but something in his eyes made her stop. Such heartbreak and anguish. But she fought it back... No no no... the temptation made her act cautiously.*

Sc: *His expression belied his heartbreak - the sharing had worked... just as it was meant to....* 

You... came here to talk to me about something, *he said, turning away and waving off the datastream. He swallowed once and with forced nonchalance, turned back to her.* I fear that T'than's impending trial has all of us troubled. 

N: The trial... yes... *she had just been with Cadence... she had just learned that Zo'or was making his moves, behind her back...* I have been so worried, I have hardly been getting any sleep. *which was true, just not for the causes they were speaking of. The thought passed by her mind that she should tell him, tell someone. She needed to vent so badly... but he was a Taelon. If she told him what was happening, he would stand by his kind and he would have to speak of it to Zo'or. No, it wasn't wise... however tempting. The worst is, seeing Sc'orr like that made her heart break. She wanted to think of his as always strong, always wise. She wanted from him what Zo'or wanted from her. It wasn't fair...* 

Sc: *He smiled with his lips alone.* You must not forget to take care of yourself though. 

N: I will try... *her expression mirrored his with precision. She didn't feel much like smiling... but he deserved it. She ran her hands thru her hair to distract herself from her own thoughts* You let me sleep for a long time. *and indeed, it had been quite some time since she had rested without her sleep being troubled and interrupted by bad dreams. Her mind felt rested somehow... but her body. She must have pushed it during the exercise.* 

Sc: I went to fetch you a towel to dry your hair and when I returned, you were sound asleep. Since it is obvious that you have neglected to rest, I decided to let you sleep and return to my research. *He walked over and bestowed a sympathetic smile down upon her.* Do you feel better now? 

N: *Her eyes picked up the white towel, not far from where she had been laying on the couch. It was dry... but... wrinkled, as though it had been used. But he said she had been asleep by the time he had brought it…

 No, she was imagining things. Green emeralds shone in his direction again and she spoke.* My mind feels rested, thank you. *she nods, everything about her had become politeness; the mask she wore at all times with all people.* …but I must have worked out harder than I believed... *plus, sleeping on the couch was hardly the best option if one didn't want to wake up with a pain in the neck or back. The casualness of those words vanished quickly enough.*

Sc: Yes...*he said wryly* I know well your stamina...

N: It must be late. It is best if I return to my quarters now... *she paces the room toward him, aware of the awkwardness they both seemed to feel at being closer* Thank you for receiving me Sc'orr... and I am sorry that had to happen. *she glanced at the couch* We could have used our time for something much better than work and sleep.

Sc: I would have enjoyed that, *he said, hoping she did not notice the trembling in his voice* but...I am glad that you were able to rest. Perhaps when next we meet, we can...*his words trailed off, his eyes moved to see his own reflection in the floor. The futility of the situation was wrenching his very pathways, making every breath painful.*

N: *She blinked, slowly, and her lips drew a sad smile.* I hope you win this trial. It would be a victory for your kind. 

Sc: Yes...

N: *Her hand sought for his, but... it stopped before they made contact. She took one step backwards, then another, as if somehow for some reason she was reticent about leaving... as though something was amiss and needed to be finished.* Sinaui Euhura... Sc'orr... *she whispered at last, in the goodbye fashion.* 

Sc: Good-b... Have a pleasant evening, Naor'rin. I hope to see you at the trial... for Cadence's sake. Your presence will calm her. # and me as well...to know you are there...# 

N: I will be there. It is my duty to witness it, both as liaison and as a friend to Cadence. *the smile she offered was most uncomfortable... as was his proximity -- Naor'rin hated having to lie, even for appearances' sake. She did not let it show though, even as he touched her.* 


Sc: *Taking her upper arm gently he escorted her to the door and waved it open, smelling her scent as she walked past him into the corridor.* Until we see each other again... 

N: The trial is only four days from now... *perhaps even less. She couldn't tell how long she had been sleeping... maybe a few hours had made the difference. Maybe Cadence's and T'than's time was now shortened to less than seventy-two hours. She nodded at him softly and prepared to leave... back to the loneliness of her quarters, back to the hauntedness of her thoughts, back to wishing for the comfort that would not come because she could not afford to open her heart to anyone. Even surrounded by so many, Naor'rin had never felt so lonely as in that moment.* 

Sc: *He nodded and the door solidified before him. Now alone he dimmed the lights and went to his lonely bedchamber. It seemed cold now without her there. Energy flowed over him the moment he lay down and the handsome Taelon closed his eyes and tried not to contemplate what might have been...* 

Book Seven

Part Four

Complicity

Timeline: Two days before T’than’s Trial


*It was nearly midnight onboard the Mothership and in the infirmary all was peaceful and quiet. The late shift performed their duties with crisp and quiet efficiency and the one patient who resided in the now private A-wing was fast asleep.
But one office remained lit, and those walking by Jor'rel's closed door could easily see that the Taelon was wide awake. 

Jor'rel templed his fingers beneath his chin as he waited. He had dispatched two volunteers to retrieve General T'than from his cell and they would be arriving shortly. He once more picked up his datapad and read over the results of T'than's energy scan. Once again he studied his own findings and once again he was faced with the same results. He blinked slowly and wondered what he was going to do with the information. If the Synod were to discover it they would cancel the War Minister's impending trial and likely force him to embrace the void, for the information contained in Jor'rel's files in itself was enough to warrant such a sentence, making the other charges inconsequential at best.

The murder of a Taelon by a Taelon would never be tolerated.

However, from what Jor'rel had learned of Cadence's former healer Ne'shir, the act had certainly been warranted. But that was only his opinion, and he was only one. *

~*~

GT:* Meditation wasn’t working as effectively anymore. He had the time to focus, the silence as well, for the Commonality seemed to want to distance itself from him as the day of the trial drew closer. T’than knew that Cadence was well now, but his many years of teachings, of self-control were still not enough to grant him peace… peace that was vital to vanquish the one problem that was haunting his mind.

The deadline to eliminate Ne’shir’s energy from his system was approaching... Seated in his chair, straight and impressive, T’than added to his melancholy look a smirk of irony. Indeed, even dead, the healer might accomplish their doom.

It was much to his surprise when the door to his cell was opened and two humans stepped in. He looked upon them with a rather annoyed look. The nature of this thoughts had been all but happy, but he still disliked the interruption. One of the guards stepped forward; the unsureness that he displayed at how he should treat the General made the Taelon even less pleased.

He didn’t like the doubts... it meant his power was gone, even to those so clearly beneath him, if only because, he was still Taelon... he was still superior.

T’than rose, ever so gracefully, his cold blue eyes glaring icily at the volunteer. The man lowered his eyes and gave him a simple explanation: Jor’rel had ordered that T’than be taken to his office.

The General struggled to maintain his blank façade, for his curiosity had been spiked. But, the smirk on his face was basically from a rather unevolved satisfaction that the human had understood his mistake... and would not commit it again.

Anyone that passed by them in the halls and glimpsed T’than’s attitude would wander who was escorting whom...

But underneath it all lay a deep concern. T’than hadn’t left his cell except to see Cadence when the energy shaerings needed to take place... this was very unorthodox and equally unsettling. *

~*~

Jor: *He looked up from his thoughts when the doors to his office were waved open and T'than stepped in, flanked on either side by two officers.*

Leave us, *the healer said in more of a brusque tone than most were used to. The two men nodded and left. Once the door was closed Jor'rel made the virtual glass opaque as to assure privacy. T'than stood before him, his usual smirk intact upon his face, though Jor'rel could see curiosity clearly emblazoned there as well for this late night summons.*

GT: *His cold blue eyes could not hide the tiredness he felt. Anyone seeing past the mask could tell. The General hoped Jor’rel was just as blind as the others had chosen to be. He stopped between the guards, both his hands taking their place behind his back as his eyes turned ever so slowly in the guards direction as they left. Then, they focused in all their glory on the figure of Jor’rel. His weirdness hadn’t changed one bit. If anything, it had increased, for the look of serious business in his face was somehow detached from his physical appearance. But T’than knew better than to judge by appearances, especially when it came to Jor’rel...*


Jor: Well General, *he said cordially* I am sure you are wondering why you are here.

GT: I have to admit that tours to other Taelon’s offices haven’t been a part of my day-to-day agenda lately. *he requited with a smirk on his lips.*

Jor: *He tilted his head slightly, keeping his demeanor rather casual as he gazed at T'than over the desk between them. His eyes moved to the chair across from his, but he wasn't surprised when the other did not take it.* Stand or sit - it truly makes no difference. 

GT: *He stood... just taking a few steps closer so he wouldn’t need to raise his voice when speaking. Besiedes... Jor’rel was still sitting, and that gave T’than a good perspective: looking down upon someone was always invigorating, and Jor’rel had caught him in the wrong mood.*

Jor: We need to discuss your recent tests, General. *He picks up his pad and glances at it before setting it down well out of T'than's reach.*

GT: *His heart, if he had had one, sank. He had wondered all too many times if Jor’rel suspected something... and if he did, T’than considered that the healer might have expected him to slip, make a mistake, confirm an hypothesis that was too unsettling and dark to even consider.* What is there to discuss about them that justifies my presence here? I believe we had reached the conclusion that I was of perfect health... *plus, he was wasting precious time with that discussion. Time he had not wasted at all the past few days, spent meditating almost furiously.*

Jor: The Synod will likely perform an energy audit during your trial, and if my readings are a demonstration of your very best ability to filter and mask our former healer's energy in your system, then you definitely have a problem. 

GT: *His eyes narrowed and even though Jor’rel could not see as his hands balled behind his back, the look of angry desperation was on his face. Jor’rel knew... and T’than had slipped in the end and confirmed it. Though somehow, the younger Taelon had known that the healer needed no such confession from his expression. He was right, energy couldn’t lie.* Meaning?

Jor: *He smiles, a knowing smile that lacks any sort of mockery.* You should not have taken so much of Ne'shir's energy when you killed him, for it is going to make what I have to do more difficult now.

GT: *What he had to do... what was that supposed to mean? In any case, T’than knew Jor’rel had the ultimate weapon against him. He had discovered the one weakness that all of his numerous enemies had sought for centuries... The flash of a thought reminded him of how Zo’or would delight in possessing that knowledge...* And... what is it that you have to do Jor’rel? *the look of arrogance was gone, but he was clearly tense. There was anger yes, for those who didn’t know him well enough to interpret it as the answer of a warrior at being caught between a rock and the hard place.*

Jor: *Despite his rotund appearance, he was as graceful as any Taelon when he rose from his chair and stepped toward T'than, not stopping until they were nearly eye to eye. He said nothing at first, just stared deeply into the other Taelon's eyes, as if looking for something buried so far beneath the surface that only intense scrutiny would locate it.* Do? Why, help you of course T'than...help you to rid your system of this most inconvenient....*he smiles softly,*...problem.


GT: *The thought crossed his mind that his problem was short to becoming Jor'rel himself. There seemed to be no secrets from that Taelon, and T'than didn't like nor wish such close proximity with anyone. He still kept eye contact, taking the healer's demeanor as a sort of challenge to his self control. He was silent as Jor'rel spoke, and not convinced at all*  Help me? Why should you? *he sneered. *

Jor: *He said nothing, merely arched an eyeridge and returned the other Taelon's sneer with a nearly ammused smirk that was gone in an instant.*

GT: *Despite the changes he had undergone, T'than's mind still thought as one of a Taelon. Yes, why should he? What was there to gain in keeping that a secret; especially if by any chance someone came to know and discovered that in keeping his silence, Jor'rel had become a sort of accomplice. On top of that, he had returned to occupy Ne'shir's place. That was most... convenient for a Taelon that had been gone for such a long time and wished to return to his kind. On the other hand... he could gain Zo'or's favor in revealing what he knew.*

Jor: *He walked back over to his desk and picked up a ball made of some orange, squishy material, turning back to him while kneading it in his hand.* You appear stressed T'than. Ever try one of these? *he tosses the ball, watching as T'than caught it easily.* But even so, your reflexes are excellent. 

GT: *He looked at his hand, ready to drop the small instrument or crush it.* Is this another one of your toys Jor'rel? What do you want to see that you have not already seen?

Jor: No, nothing like that. Just squeeze on that for a few minutes - it alleves tension. Pretend it is Zo'or's head. *smirk* Or perhaps a string of lapis beads...with some quartz, to direct any negative vibrations away from you. *He fingers his own string of lapis crystals that lay over a kimono-like garment of deep, jade green.*

GT: *Looking directly at Jor'rel, his eyes cold and defying, he lets the object fall at his feet* Skip the pretense. I have not the time to entertain you Jor'rel... Get to the point. What do you want?

Jor: I see that you do not believe in the power of crystals. There is much to be said for natural medicine.*He smiles and moves toward the door.* Very well General. Come along, and do be quiet here in the hallways... voices carry.

GT: *T'than knew he had no choice. He hated that helplessness. It made him feel weak... and most of all, utterly lost. He did not know how to act patiently or submissively in such moments. He had not cared to learn either. So he followed, too straight and graceful to pass for natural.*

Jor: *He leads T'than down the narrow hallway to the very room where he had rescued Cadence from her ordeal at Ne'shir's hands, but now it is just an ordinary lab, all of the previous healer's nefarious devices removed. Only a table remains, along with the normal interface panels that would be associated with Taelon medicine.*

GT: *A memory flash came as he blinked slowly, the image of Ne'shir fading into oblivion was printed just behind his lids. T'than repressed a blush.* Why have you brought me here? *but his eyes were not on Jor'rel's very bald head, but on the equipment in the room, none of which T'than remembered seeing in his life.* What is that?

Jor: Unfortunately, the solution to your current dilemma is far more complex than any primitive medicine can conquer and so, *he gestures to the padded table* we shall resort to modern technology. *He was well aware of T'than's shock that he knew of his secret, as well as his fear over what Jor'rel might do with the information, but the old healer acted as though he was not aware of it. T'than had an image to keep, as well as a good deal of pride, and so Jor'rel continued on blithely.* Will you be so kind as to lie down please?

GT: If you seek to help me, *and T'than's doubt about that was well noticeable in his tone* know that I do not need your assistance. I have been doing very well in my meditation sessions. *that was a blatant lie, but the General was not at all convinced or relaxed. He didn't trust anyone enough to place his life in their hands... at least, anyone that wasn't Cadence.* So if you do not mind, I think I choose to stand again. 

Jor: Actually, I do mind. *He turns and walks over to stand behind a panel, his fingers brushing over the interface quickly, eliciting a low hum which filled the room from everywhere. He looks up then, his eyes terribly focused, right on T'than.* I have not left my home of millennia and traveled all this way to help in this most miraculous birth only to have it all be in vain. 

GT: You are not helping Jor'rel. I am losing precious time by being here listening to your divagations. *he said arrogantly, his blue eyes becoming slits as he glared at the other. It was what he felt, though deep inside... he knew the healer was right. His time was too short... and could it be that they would hold her accountable for his crime? His kind knew well how to twist things when it suited their purposes. He should know: he had conducted their diplomacy for far too many centuries.* 

Jor: *He picks up a large device - a smooth, rounded handle that looked like it was made to fit in his hand and two long silver prongs that protruded from the front of it. It looked like a large tuning fork and he set it down on a nearby counter.* Your meditations are not enough to rid your body of Ne'shir's residual energy. The way I see it, when the Synod orders an audit, it will be over! 

GT: *His eyes fell for a moment, more in contemplation than actual defeat at the truthful sound of those words.* 

Jor: *He turns away, his words floating back over his shoulder like a stormcloud.* So tell me General, when you lie in the isolation chamber wrapped in your deathrobe, will you embrace Cadence before you embrace the void and instruct her on how to follow you... or shall I simply make things easier on her and put her to sleep first? *His words were harsh, and it was not an approach that he enjoyed using, but T'than's stubbornness was now becoming dangerous, and not just to T'than himself. And the simple fact was, that they were running out of time.*

GT: That is enough! You are out of line Jor'rel! *he was livid. How dare he even conceive such thoughts?! How dare he accuse him of wanting harm to come to her, after all that he had risked... sacrificed?*  No one cares for that child and Cadence as I do. I would... *he stilled his tongue, but the phrase was still built in his mind* # do everything... even kill...# *he stilled himself.  The flow of his pathways seemed to stop as T'than was hit by the weight of his words... he was letting his pride get the best of him again. Lack of rest, irascibility, too much time spent meditating had driven him away from what mattered. He needed help... desperately... if not for himself, he had to do it for her. He couldn't risk it... just couldn't... 

With his features more relaxed, but still a glint of desperation in his eyes, he stepped further in so his whisper could be perceived by Jor'rel* Very well... point taken. What miracle do you suggest? *he was concerned; the stress of the last few days had finally gotten to him and he looked tired, pale, as if a sudden illness had struck him down.* 


Jor: I am glad that you have decided to see reason, young General. *His tone goes back to its usual assured calm* Do not worry... I would not harm a hair on her head... as the humans say. I told you, I came a long way so that I could be involved and a witness to our race taking its next evolutionary step, and despite the opinion of some, that is what it is. 

GT: Maybe... but if they know that one Taelon has taken the life of another for this evolutionary step they will choose oblivion over this new chance. *it wasn't something easy living with. T'than did not regret it, it was not in his way of being to regret his actions. What he had done, he had done to protect Cadence and his child because his own kind had refused to do so. There could be no better reason and in a way, they held part of the guilt. They had driven him to do it as much as his love for Cadence.* But enough of speculation. Give me facts. We are wasting time... and that you have to agree, is something we do not possess in abundance. 


Jor: *He moved off and perused some readings on his datapad and allowed for the other Taelon to relax and get his thoughts in order before returning to stand by the side of the bed, looking down benevolently.* Before we begin this procedure, I must see to Cadence.

*He waved up a datastream and his fingers floated over it for a time as he made certain adjustments, but he looked back down at T'than, his hands never ceasing their work.* You are bonded to one another... you perceive each other on the psychic level, do you not? 

GT: *He assents with a nod. That was no secret though they tried to be as discreet as they could about it.* 

Jor: So it goes without saying that what one feels, so does the other. *He drops his hands as well as his eyes. He looks guilty somehow... regretful.* This procedure is not without some... shall we say, discomfort. It should be mild, however, we do not want to risk her awakening and coming here. I wish to keep her stress at a minimum and I am sure that you do as well? *His brow raises in question, and then he smiles reassuringly again.* 

GT: When the time comes, I can close the link from my side, though she might feel it and be disturbed. *he reached out to her. From the pattern of her thoughts, he could tell she was sleeping... T'than could envision her in his mind. He had nearly forgotten how beautiful she looked in her sleep. It had been quite some time since they had the chance to relax and contemplate each other. He enjoyed that immensely; it always filled him with a sense of peace his horrific memories did not let him enjoy very often.*

 Jor: I have taken precautions in advance as you shall see. *He touches at the datastream and images of text data vanish and are replaced by Cadence's sleeping image. Her back is to them but as if on cue she turns over in her sleep, long strands of hair falling away from her face to reveal a small, blue patch adhered to her right temple..* 

GT: *He walked closer, looking sharply at the screen as he sought to recognize what he saw.* Explain that. *he said curtly, almost demandingly as if he was threatening to give up on the temporary and shaky trust he had placed on the healer.*

Jor: I placed this on her after she had fallen asleep. It is a typical neural inhibitor, however I have altered it to reach much more deeply into her mind. When I activate it, it will block your psychic emissions. We must then proceed with haste, for if I block your link to one another for too long it could be damaged. I want you to prepare yourself as well, for you will not be able to feel her either and I have heard the effect can be... disconcerting.

GT: *It was... especially since the Commonality was so silent those days. Being alone was something extremely frightening for a Taelon. It was like asking a human to dive deep into the ocean and keep diving even as his air wore out just with the belief that he wouldn't drown. But he acted casual and confident about it.* Focus that concern on her. Isolation is something I have learned to cope with.

Jor: Very well. Once I activate it, I will need you to focus all of your energies onto the foreign energy in your body and direct it to your main pathway. I will then use this device, *he picks up the instrument with the long and dangerous looking prongs*...to draw the energy out of your body. Once gone, the Synod may audit you until they are blue in the face, *smirk*...so to speak, for there will be nothing to find. *He looks back at the sleeping image of Cadence which floats in the air and then back at T'than.* Are you agreeable to this?

GT: *However tempted he felt, T'than did not even glance at the device in Jor'rel's hands.* I have no choice, do I? *to him, Jor'rel's question had been moot; simply rhetorical, because indeed, he did not have a choice at all.

Jor: *He looked down* ...No....

GT: *The first step, he already knew. He walked to the table and lay down, immediately seeking relaxation. What Jor'rel proposed was madness, but he had to try it. Even if it didn't work to a full extent, it might still help. He looked Jor'rel's way, not actually focusing on the elder but on the image displayed on the screen. Yes, she looked beautiful in her sleep. He felt worry, love and a melancholy sense of peace... Then at last he closed his eyes as he turned his head so he was facing the ceiling. He focused... deeply... so very much so his energy seemed to come to a stand-still inside him. Then slowly, little blushes appeared here and there just underneath his facade...* You may proceed Jor'el... 


Jor: *He nodded, his eyes never leaving Cadence's image as well as a second datastream that floated up next to the first.* I am activating suppression... now...*He watched as Cadence shuddered slightly, a soft moan leaving her lips, but then she was still. He monitored her readings as well as T'than's. Both of their systems were registering a minor shock, and Jor'rel noted that T'than's eyes had widened momentarily.* Very good - all is well, and the suppression sequence is fully engaged for twenty cycles. *He walked over to where the General lay.* We have twenty minutes to complete our task.

GT: *Twenty minutes... Only a few seconds had passed and he already felt the iciness of being alone. The nearly perceptible whispers of the Commonality represented no comfort, even because, he had to force himself away from the temptation of reaching out to them, lest they discover something very wrong about his psychic signature. His hands balled on the table, wanting to grasp to something as it truly felt to T'than as though he was falling... and falling into a bottomless pit. He blinked again, trying to force himself to focus... reality was just there, and there was the presence of Jor'rel to help him make the distinction between what was in his mind and what was reality. The Taelon was adrift now that the bonds of his connection to Cadence and the others were nearly severed. And already there was a shadow lingering over him; one not even Jor'rel could see... primitiveness, and all the temptations stored within it.* Hurry... *he whispered hoarsely.*


Jor: *He walked over to the main interface and his hands skated over it. The humming in the room increased in volume, and a display of T'than's body floated into the healer's view.* I have isolated the foreign energy on my scanners, but it is dispersed throughout your body. When I tell you, you will need to focus as deeply as you can on making it flow to your central pathway. 

GT: *He had already started the gathering process. This meant doing the exact opposite of what he had been trying to accomplish thru meditation... and in record time. T'than did his best to close his mind to the beast trying to flee his confinement, opening his eyes and focusing on the ceiling... on the energy flowing in the many conduits... flowing from the womb... flowing into the womb... the very centre of the Mothership... and slowly, as if on a cue, also the energy began roaming towards his central pathway.*

Jor: *Another string of commands was entered and suddenly the metal frame of the table on which T'than lay began to ripple, silvery tendrils snaking outward to coil over his limbs and torso until he was tightly secured in what looked like a metallic lattice from his neck down, with the exception of a small, open rectangle over the center of his body. A graceful hand floated up in a placating gesture when he saw the War Minister's expression.*

GT: *He felt betrayed, tricked. It was enough to break his concentration and make him gasp. Only the urgency kept him from struggling against his restraints, but even though his mouth asked for no satisfaction, his eyes did.*

Jor: The restraining lattice is for your own safety and protection, T'than. If you were to inadvertently thrash while I am drawing the unwanted energy from your body you could be severely damaged. *He smiled good-naturedly, walking up to the side of the table, again holding the alien instrument.* But now, you are, snug as a bug in a rug!

GT: *He threw the healer a murderous sideways glance. That tactic might work for Cadence, but he for once was not in the mood for sarcastic jokes. For someone with a twenty-minute deadline, Jor'rel appeared to be quite reckless by wasting time and by disturbing his concentration. Still, T'than could feel the forsaken energy making it's slow way to the final destination. It was extenuating, it called out for his every force and every ounce of his control over his body. And he felt so tired as it was.*

Jor: *A light came on then, bathing T'than in vivid blue brightness.* Sterilization field engaged. You may begin, General. *He watched the monitor; Ne'shir's energy shone bright blue against a sea of soft pink in globules of all sizes. Sluggishly they began to move inward in all directions toward the brightly glowing A'keh'ra pathway in the center of his body.* Very good T'than, but you must concentrate! We must go faster if we are to meet our deadline.

GT: Perhaps... if you had spent less time with jokes... and more on allowing me to focus... *T'than stopped the moment he felt some energy slip his control. A grimace twisted his features as he tried to imagine little clamps reaching out for the particles and dragging them back on their way to his main pathway. His anger was strong though, as there was another struggle going on deeply in his mind... and it was so easy to give in...*

Jor: *Finally groupings of molecules began to arrive and flow down his main artery.* I realize that this is difficult T'than...and I wish that I could say it will become easier, but you will need to hold on to every ounce of your focus from this moment onward, no matter what happens... no matter what you feel. *Jor'rel's words had taken on an ominous tone.*

GT: *He didn't like the sound of that... not at all... As it was, he was already using much of his power of concentration, but Jor'rel didn't need to tell him how to go about it. He had too much to lose not to give his all. His facade had gone paler showing again as the little sparkles traveled just underneath it.*

Jor: *The fork-like device in his hand came to humming, vibrating life, the sharp tips glowing hotly as they lost solidity, though they looked no less threatening.* Do not look at it! *he nearly barked, but then calmed.* It would be better if... you closed your eyes. *Aiming it toward the exposed and vulnerable rectangle of the War Minister's chest, his blue eyes focused on his positioning in the monitor as he sank the prongs into T'than's body.*

GT: *He did not close his eyes, but he diverted them and looked upwards. The flowing on the ceiling acted as a sort of hypnotic device, making it easy on him to order his mind not to process anything but his orders of gathering that specific kind of energy. But how could he ignore the pain as it arrived, sharp and shattering. His whole body cried out as it tensed on the table. There was a muffled sound unleashed from his throat and his eyes did close for a moment. It was incredible... he felt his whole body being dilacerated as sparkle after sparkle was literally ripped from his insides without an ounce of gentleness. It was a rough procedure, because their time was so short...

Jor: Hold on T'than...*he said calmly, feeling the body which was now completely at his mercy tense. His eyes were on his displays as he positioned the prongs of the collection device so they grasped the huge central pathway in the Taelon's chest and abdomen. T'than's readings had changed and it was obvious that he was in pain and under pressure.* It is all right, *he said gently.* Focus on the energy...focus....focus...*the words were spoken in a gentle cadence, nearly a hypnotic one.*

 GT: *A voice inside his mind told him to reach out for someone, but he stilled it with a titanic effort. He needed to get past the pain in order to gather the energy and get it over with... but it took him several minutes to find the forces to accomplish it. The shadow followed him closely, waiting for him to slip, to give up... It was a sensation beyond despair and beyond the pain of a mortal wound...*

Jor: Very good, General...it is working...*There were several small spheres of coagulated foreign energy flowing down the river of energy in the pulsing and glowing main pathway, but unlike T'than's own energy flows which moved like a torrent unleashed, the blue of the unwanted energy traveled almost lazily, but finally, it was flowing up each silver prong and into the sealed container within.*

GT: *His body shuddered and blushed as more energy was pulled from inside it. He had managed to grab the end of the chain or particles and once more push them mentally to his main pathway. He was ordering his body to give in on its life force, when what was left of instinct in him battled to stop the bleeding. It was a battle of wills that was exhausting him too fast... They had less than twenty minutes... and there was still such a long way to go...*

Jor: *His look was becoming pensive; concerned. A shadow had come over T'than's face, physically darkening it. Jor'rel knew well the dangers of disconnecting a Taelon from the psychic plane, and with one of such strong emotions as the War Minister the danger increased exponentially. Though things were moving, they were not moving fast enough - not if he was to restore T'than's tenuous link to Cadence, and not if he was to avoid him de-evolving into his atavistic nature. He withdrew the device, eliciting an angry and pained expression from his patient.*

 

GT: *It all stopped suddenly... a wave of frustration hit him as the pain sharpened and then subsided. He felt deceived... he wanted an explanation.*

Jor: T'than... we have just under fourteen minutes. I had hoped not to have to resort to this but, I have gathered just over ten percent of the foreign energy in your body. 

 

GT: *He closed his eyes, not bothering to hide his disappointment. He was trying the best he could, but it wasn't enough... he was failing, again... he hated that weakness.*

 

Jor: *He waved his hand and from the ceiling came several slender cables, like black and shiny snakes. Each had a small pad at the end of it and Jor'rel began affixing them to key areas of T'than's body - his limbs, torso, and lastly, his neck and temples.*

 

GT: *He watched as the cables descended, moving about him like snakes from what the humans would call hell. He did not look alarmed, or bothered. He was too exhausted for that. Instead, in a tone no one would recognize as his own, he asked.* What do you have in mind to compensate for this failure?

 

Jor: I am going to bombard your system with a resonance field - one that is foreign to your own. This will cause your own energy to resonate in a different area of the spectrum, thereby completely separating it from Ne'shir's energy, which is slowly becoming yours. Such separation will cause it to flow with ease...however...*He turned away, adjusting his controls. He did not wish to make things worse than they already were.*

 

GT: Yes... *he demanded to know, even if by the tone of Jor'rel's voice, he knew it was nothing good. His struggle was just beginning.*

Jor: When I engage the device...your level of discomfort will... increase somewhat. 

 

GT: *T'than merely closed his eyes, a long and accepting accepting deep breath making his chest move against the boundaries of the lattice* Do what must be done.

 

Jor: *He looked back over his shoulder, his hand poised over the key that would begin the sequence. Changing a Taelon's energy structure, even temporarily, would be supremely painful. He could only hope that the General still possessed the discipline to focus and meditate under extremely adverse conditions. His finger brushed over the interface and he again prepared to enter T'than's body with the collection device. The prongs slid in and both Taelons tensed, and then Jor'rel began the countdown.*

Resonance alteration initiated and ready to begin in five...four...three...two...one...

GT: *He couldn't tell if what he was feeling was fear, or desperate resignation. The countdown echoed in his head along with the cruel laughter of his greatest enemy. He blushed, driving away the shadow that was slowly taking possession of him and held on to the table... He never got to hear the "one". The pain was too intense for that. His mind felt about to shatter, his ears could pick up on only an acute sound as if they were being pierced by a long energy needle. *

Jor: *Jor'rel had to keep a firm hold on his collection device when the new resonance sequence began its assault on the General's body. One wrong move and the prongs could sever his main artery, killing him on the table. But the old healer's hand was sure, despite the fact that he had been shocked at just how visible the sheer depth of pain that was showing on the other Taelon's face.*

 

GT: *His teeth gritted to stop the scream, and his eyes closed to hide the intense energy beam that escaped from between his lids. Weakness, he hated weakness. It was too tough to concentrate. His body was telling him to give up, recognizing the symptoms of his body bleeding to death. T'than knew it would stop, but right now, it seemed ever lasting. Fourteen minutes... incredible how torture made a short moment take on the dimension of eternity. *

Jor: *His eyes moved swiftly back and forth between T'than and his data, and suddenly his look became one of anticipation; T'than's energy, now showing red rather than pink, was literally pulling away from the blue droplets in his system, and those were being drawn to his center...and at a swifter pace than before!* Courage T'than...it is working. Focus!

 

GT: *Every ounce of his forces was being used into trying to focus, into driving the pain away. It was all a matter of discipline... or so he had been taught. But that kind of physical pain... was like having a million leeches eating away at his body, driving in their teeth, sucking even where there was nothing but vacuum.

 

His hands closed to fists, the back of them turning darker and darker. At a given point, he simply wanted to beg Jor'rel to stop, that he would prefer death to that but... the memory of Cadence, or her smile, of her aura... the memory of her smell. All could be lost because of his weakness... so he endured.* 

Jor: *It seemed to go on forever, time slowing down to lengthen T'than's suffering, while at the same time the clock moved forward, taunting them with minutes that slipped away from their grasp. The silver prongs were deep in the General's body, but now they glowed fiery blue as drop after incriminating drop of Ne'shir's essence was drained off...and yet they were still running out of time.* Seven minutes T'than...and I have only acquired seventy percent. It is good...but not good enough! *His hand touched at a floating and transparent display.* If I increase to full power your energy will separate further still...but...you could die in the process. It must be by your word T'than. I cannot knowingly endanger your life...

GT: Full power... *he growled, his voice changing already into something un-Taelon sounding.* I am... drifting... *darkness crept over his features, tainting them brown instead of blue for a moment. When T'than reopened his eyes, they were green, flashing, animalistic.* 

Jor: *He sent the full power of the resonance charge into the Taelon, focusing on the task at hand and not on T'than's face, which seemed to be changing - the smooth planes of his features becoming rough, his Taelon facade hardening into something from the past, threatening to pull him away from the common web of thought. Jor'rel had tuned himself to T'than's bond, and it was weakening by the second!*

GT: Hurry... *he thrashed against his bonds, an inner struggle taking full dimension... for a second his whole body became opaque, copper in color... a moment later, a blush seemed to wash it away, replacing the ivory tone to his skin... seconds later his facade was gone... he wouldn't be able to keep conscious for much longer...*

Jor: You must remain conscious General. Remember your discipline. *The foreign energy had clotted into huge clusters, and now Jor'rel pulled them out like liquid through a large straw. On his monitors he watched as T'than's computer-enhanced image began to become one color, with only a few stray particles swimming inward from the outer regions of his body.* Focus! It will not be long now T'than... I have captured over ninety-five percent. 

GT: *He could barely make out what Jor'rel was saying... his language had begun to sound unfamiliar, foreign. He thrashed again, growling as the effort ate away at his remaining forces; the pain was like an iron glove crushing him in a vice-like grip!* 

Jor: Focus on your limbs...the pain is unimportant...it is NOT there. Only the energy...coming inward.* He sent a final jolt into the thrashing and moaning body secured in Taelon metal on the table.* 

GT: *The convulsions were involuntary and violent. But the ache of colliding against his restraints was nothing compared to the energy drain. His body wanted to give up, and he was inclined to let go... just let go for the bliss of numbness. He was going into sensorial and psychic overload... the Taelon version of a full body shutdown. His shakaravah was well alive though, glistening through his dark fingers....* 

Jor: Hold on... do not let go T'than.... Cadence needs you, remember that... she needs you... *He watched as the final remnants of Ne'shir's energy began its descent down his main pathway.* Ninety seconds T'than....you are almost there....*But T'than's biometric readings were becoming weak. If he could not gather enough strength in the next few seconds to do what must be done, the stress of his own endeavors would kill him.*

GT: #Cadence... CADENCE!!!#  *he knew that word, he knew it in his core, felt its meaning. His back arched as his mouth opened as a lacerating scream left the very center of his being. One final effort... one final card played in that game of wills. Victory was unsure, but he wanted to survive... So he held on to life, held on to the thing that meant life to him and drove the cause of his pain from his system... *

 Jor: *His eyes widened when T'than screamed, but his hand remained steady, keeping his own focus on his work and not on the other's pain. It was not that he did not care, but at the moment, he could not. To get lost in that emotion could cause distraction, and distraction would cause T'than's death...if it was not already too late. His readings were dropping. Actually they were plummeting! 

With twenty seconds to spare, Jor'rel withdrew that last sapphire drop of Ne'shir's essence. Text flashed over T'than's red silhouette stating that one hundred percent of the foreign energy residue had now been purged and, slowly, he removed the collection device from the General's body and set it down while at the same time discontinuing the alternate resonance frequency so his body could return to its normal readings.

It was over.

GT: *His body shuddered, taken by spasms and then at last, it came to a total still... the echo of his scream faded to let the beep of the biometrics console sound in the room... The color of his skin faded, turning from dark brown to complete transparentness, revealing his pathways, faded and shimmering weakly, seemingly shutting down... *

Jor: *Lights flashed and alarms sounded, and Jor'rel knew that he had a problem; T'than was dying right before his eyes! He quickly disconnected the octopus-like cords from T'than's body and began infusions of concentrated core energy. He sent technician Jenny Madden in to begin constant monitoring of Cadence, who was now showing visible signs of stress in her sleep. He could lose them all if T'than could not fight his way back into reality. The healer had done all that he could - the seconds passed as he waited...and watched.*

GT: *The weak strands that tied him to life broke one by one. One last thought had him open his mind's eyes and see the last of them sever, thus erasing his connection to life... his connection to her. There was indescribable agony as he saw it stretch, become thinner... and finally breaking, the scream caught in his psychic plane until it was cut and there was only silence...

He knew he wanted to move, to return, to become once more attached to existing, but as the distance grew and he fell further into the void, that desire began to disappear as did his thoughts... a slow drifting... and the agony... slowly dissipating along with the other emotions...
And the silence... frightening and cold began to pull him further and further down. It was a lost battle... the final one.

On the table, his body was slowly becoming a crystalline, empty shell...*

Psychic Presence:  *With no input of thoughts or even dreams, the psychic plane is a very gray place. Not even the voices of the Commonality could be heard, nor the melody of Cadence's thoughts, for she was separated from him behind a barrier that she was not meant to penetrate.

But another was not so restricted and so in a flash of otherworldly light, she appeared, floating up, watching the figure fall from above. She was clothed in an aura of all-consuming brilliance that did not singe her long, silvery hair.

She enveloped him in the warmth of her embrace, which was shockingly strong for such frail and slender looking limbs, and they began to ascend, upwards toward an ethereal brightness.

GT: *Sensation... a last one, like a warning. His lids shimmered and parted, perhaps a last reflex.  Blackness became light; warm, appealing. There was not silence anymore, no utter absence of everything. Instead there was that sight... a last strand, beyond the physical bonds to the world, that had refused to be broken. He felt the need to say so much, but his mind was empty for the exception of that belief. He knew... just knew... no why, no how... it was just faith.*

Presence:  *He had so many questions but she only looked down at him as she cradled him against herself, pouting lips that were so familiar but yet set against a different face, turning up in a smile that conveyed so much more than words ever could. His head rested against her full bosom and perhaps the distant drumming he heard was that of her heart... or perhaps it was his own body, returning to life, his energy flowing again in its own rhythm. Her large, turquoise eyes blinked once and she tilted her head to the side, her pale skin glowing from within even as her look changed to that of farewell and she turned away from him. He wanted her to stay. He wanted to know if they would meet again, and she cast him a last, bittersweet smile and then her image became watery and faded, leaving only the chill of the lab behind... and a soft and sweet whisper to flutter in his mind.*

Someday....

GT: *His eyes shot open and his mouth parted as the sound of a first, gasping intake of breath echoed in the room. He had drowned and came back to life... Light blue eyes got reacquainted with seeing, at first obfuscated by the light... or was it by the sight in his dream. No, he had drifted, he was sure. *

Jor: *Five, very long seconds crawled by. Jor'rel was just about to turn and go to Cadence, to at least try and save her before she too felt T'than's shock and perished, when T'than's readings spiked. His surprise lasted only long enough to see the War Minister's body flinch, but then he was increasing the flow of concentrated energy and disengaging the restraining lattice, his eyes locked onto the other's eyes, watching as they began to look around in a disoriented way.*

GT: *Slowly, a wave of paleness washed over his body, returning the natural ivory of his facade, while at the same time dark pink strands began to sew themselves around him as he created his jumpsuit. His senses returned to full awareness. It wasn't but after a while that his own body demanded that its ties to the psychic web be reconstituted. First Cadence... then the Commonality. The silence was gone... *

Jor: T'than.....*he said quietly, and then more persistently,* T'than?

GT: *His head bobbed slightly to the side, and another leisurly blink brought his sight back. Jor'rel was there, his eyes wide and full of questions. Questions T'than knew he wouldn't be able to find the answer to. That was a secret.. his secret. A resurrection had happened and the old, ever so wise healer had no clue as to how it had happened. He smiled at the irony of it, his lips trembling as they tried to comply to his mind's command. Let him think T'than had done it on his own... *

Jor: *He saw him smile, but misread its meaning.* Welcome back, General. I must say that...you are a highly dynamic individual. I did not believe that you would return. Do you...remember anything of your struggle in the void? You must enlighten me as to what you saw....*His eyes are bright with curiosity, his lips parted slightly.*

GT: *He looked back upwards and focused on the ceiling, somehow hoping to see her there again. He breathed again, as if the gesture needed thought to be performed and then simply whispered.* Someday...

Jor: *He arched his hairless brow.* I see, *he said, his tone tinted with a bit of disappointment. But then he once more resumed his gentle composure and helped T'than to sit up.* Ever mysterious, as always.

GT: *He allowed Jor'rel to aid him, for he knew how to recognize when he was at the end of his strength. It would take him a few minutes to be able to use his energy properly. The shock of becoming suddenly so much weaker was still upon him, not to mention... what had happened. He laughed at Jor'rel's little comment, but it was confined to his mind. His attentions were distracted somewhere else quickly enough... He felt her now... she was well and relief paid for all the rest. They had made it again...*

Jor: *He turned and waved up Cadence's image on the stream again.* I have disengaged neural suppression. *She was awake, talking to the nurse, who was brushing her hair away from her face in a duplicitous gesture as she surreptitiously removed the small patch from the girl's temple.* As you can see, all is well. 

GT: So it appears. What of the other energy in my system? *he asked, his voice returning once more to its usual clarity. *

Jor: *He turned back and gestured at T'than's own readings.* You are clear T'than - I have removed all of Ne'shir's energy and your energy is once again, pure. A battle is still before you with the Synod, however there is now one less arrow they can hurl your way. 

GT: They have enough as it is. *he commented, his eyes moving to the console and then back to Jor'rel*  But by all means, you went through much trouble to assure that I was clean... *he looked directly at the healer. They would be bound by the secret, forced to build a trust from that. If it was known, it would be the void for the both of them.*

Jor: *His look was nearly arrogant, but then his eyes darkened.* I assume that my complicity in aiding you tonight will remain as unknown as what you saw during your journey of moments ago? *He quirks his brow.*

GT: *He smirked* There is no point in dragging you along with me to the void, is there? *he nodded, almost as if taking the moment to thank Jor'rel for what he had done... despite his will to just strangle the healer for his major understatement of how uncomfortable it would be...* But if you ever need someone to repay the favor, I will be more than glad to oblige... *then he simply moved his eyes to the screen hovering before him, dismissively. Cadence... had she felt anything at all of what had happened. She looked, felt, disturbed.*

Jor: *Jor'rel and T'than did not exit the small lab right away; the healer was eradicating the vial of Ne'shir's energy he had taken, along with any pertinent data, while allowing T'than to rest and recover himself. All the while he had left Cadence's image to float in the air. She had awakened instantly once her connection to T'than had been restored, though to Cadence, it was as though she had suffered a nightmare, and Jor'rel stepped over to watch and listen when her words suddenly piqued his interest.*

Jenny: You had a bad dream? Care to talk about it?

C - I dreamt that... I don't know... I think that... T'than was dying...

J: He is fine though Cadence, *she said, patting her hand as Cadence finally lay back again and pulled the covers up around herself.*

C - *Her green eyes met Jenny's dark ones, and her look was serene.* I know that... I know. *She smiled, looking like she had a secret that she was content not to share.*

J: *She smiled, just a little confused.* I don't understand. *girlish laugh* Tell me?

C - *She smiled back, and before she turned over and closed her eyes she uttered one word.* Someday...

GT: *Back in the lab, T'than noticed as the healer glanced briefly over his shoulder at him. He had had his answer, but Jor'rel was left with yet another mystery. He merely smirked and slid onto the floor. It was time to go.*

To Be Continued…

