Earth: Final Conflict

A Space Opera

Book Nine
An erotic story written in the style of role play

based on the television show

Gene Roddenberry’s
Earth: Final Conflict
Main story authors:

T’than

Cadence Blue

Zo’or

Naor’rin Of Jaridia

With supporting storylines by

the respective names listed within

Book Nine
Part One

Mischief
[Takes place one day after T'than's Trial ]


*Jor'rel had lived many thousands of years, and none had ever seemed as long as the past twenty-four hours.

Upon returning to the medical wing he had ushered an extremely upset Cadence to her room and sent Med-tech Jenny Madden to stay with her for awhile. Cadence had cried a lot but eventually fallen asleep and he figured that when she woke up that all would be well. Her emotions moved through the infirmary like quick summer storms that cleared to reveal the bright sunlight afterward.

This had been different, more like a hurricane and he had merely been lulled into a false sense of well being while in its eye. The girl had awakened and dressed and attempted to leave, when she was immediately stopped by two husky volunteers who were still stationed at the exit. Apparently she had believed that once T'than was freed that she would be free to move about as well, which was not the case.

She had reacted...badly, to say the least. Jor'rel had nearly run from his office when he heard the commotion - a crash and someone yelling. He stood, lips agape with several other staff members and watched the little human boldly try to assault two men twice her size with small fists and words the likes of which he had never heard before. Even the large men were taken completely by surprise by the ferocity of her outburst, stepping back, but not out of the way as they looked to the Taelon silently questioning what they should do.

Jor'rel nodded in the direction of her room but when one man attempted to pick her up she promptly bit him and he dropped her, to Jor'rel's shock. But she had not landed in a way that would harm the child inside of her, instead landing on agile feet and running back into her room.

Sending the moderately wounded officer to get attention from a physician, he told the other to remain where he was. Then, he went to have a stern conversation with his young patient. She was weeping inconsolably on her bed, her face buried in the pillows.*

Jor: Cadence. Your behavior is profitless and will not send you to T'than any sooner...and it is unhealthy for you in your present condition.

C - I want to leave! *she said, turning to face him.* Why won't you let me go?

Jor: There are reasons, not the least of which is that T'than wishes for you to remain here for now.

C - You LIE! He's free now and I want to go to him! *Her anger seemed to melt into helpless crying and her hair fell to cover her face, her shoulders shaking with her cries.* Oh please...PLEASE let me go to him...

J: *He smiled sadly and went to her.* Soon Cadence, very soon I will....*His words were cut off as she leapt away from his stroking hand and off of the bed.*

C - Soon?! SOON? Do you know how TIRED of hearing that word I am? DO YOU! I have been trapped in this god forsaken room for over two months, made into a guinea pig first for that bastard Ne'shir and now for YOU! 

Jor: *He blinked his eyes slowly, maintaining his calm quite well against her tirade.* You are not my guinea pig Cadence, I promise you that. I have never harmed you in any way, have I?

C - HOW would I know? Maybe you are! For all I know you have engineered my stay here to last all this time!

Jor: And did I engineer T'than's incarceration all this time? Did I create the circumstances for which he was tried? *His voice had gone sharp, his tone angry. He never should have said it, but it was too late to take the words back or apologize. He could tell by the look on her face that the damage had been done, extremely so.*

C - You BASTARD GET THE HELL OUT! *She picked up a tray loaded with scanners and small medical devices Jor'rel kept there for frequent use and hurled them his way.* GET OUT JOR'REL! Get OUT! I HATE YOU! I...*she picked up a chair*...HATE...*and hurled it*...YOU! *It went astray and hit a wall, falling onto a table and sending it crashing down.

Jor: *He backed out of the room as she picked up anything not tied down and threw it at him. He was utterly speechless! He had never thought to witness such fury from her, and he had already seen her quite angry several times, but not like this. It wasn't healthy for her and he wanted to sedate her for awhile but knew well of Ne'shir's propensity for doing the same, and so he merely stepped out and closed and locked the door, speaking into the com.* Cadence I apologize - I did not mean what I said.

C - *Scream and a crash is heard.*

Jor: I cannot allow you to get your way by this means. When you have calmed yourself you may hail me and I will come and open the door...IF you have returned the room back to its original condition. *Something crashed against the door for the response. He arched his eyeridge* I am familiar with your culture and I have to say that, at the moment, were it approved, I would administer a sound spanking to your backside.

C - *Through the com* Come in here you twerp and TRY!

Jor: I am returning to my office now. You may call on me when the room is repaired. *The Taelon had truly thought that this approach would work. He had studied many tests on human psychology and he was sure that, with no audience, she would soon get bored, and she would be so desperate for company that she would clean the room and call him back. He was only slightly perplexed at the fact that he seemed to be the only one who was believed his tactics would work. Jenny had only looked at him like she knew something he didn't and gone to a group of young nurses and Jor'rel had heard their giggling moments later. What did they find so amusing? He was following what the books has stated was a tried and true method for gaining obedience, albeit for children...but she was acting like a child, so why not treat her like one?

Several blissfully quiet hours passed allowing the healer to work in quiet efficiency, Jenny giving him twice-hourly reports on his patient. All was quiet in her room. Cadence had probably fallen asleep and would likely be in a much better and more repentant mood when next she awoke. Jor'rel felt vindicated.

Suddenly there was a small popping noise and he looked over just in time to see his door solidify. Before he could even rise to see what was the matter his datastream went down and his office went dark. Feeling around over the large surface of his desk he found his global and hailed the main lab unit. Jenny appeared, looking a bit disheveled.*

Jor: Miss Madden? You look...distressed?

Jen: Sorry Jor'rel, but the lights just went out in here and when I went to answer my global I bumped into Dr. Marcus.

Jor: Oh I see - they are out in my office as well, hence my need for the global which is why I hailed you. *He went to the door to wave it open and nothing happened. He tried again and still he was a prisoner.* Miss Madden, it appears that my office door has also malfunctioned. I appear to be trapped.

Jen: None of the doors are working, and our volunteer guards are trapped outside the unit. They have called for assistance and I'll send them right to you when...well, when they figure out how to get in here. *She smiled sheepishly.* 

Jor: Thank you. It is probably just a minor malfunction and I am sure the bridge has been made aware. *He thought to himself with amusement that perhaps their testy young leader was trapped in his chair. No, that was indeed too much to hope for.

A moment later a glittering datastream descended from above - at last, the malfunction was repaired, and quite quickly at that! But the face that appeared was not one he had expected to see. Cadence smiled at him smugly, waving at him.* Jor'rel, you look positively....what's the word I'm looking for? Afflicted...or perhaps maybe a better word would be subjugated.

Jor: Cadence, now is not the time - we appear to have suffered a few malfunctions...

C - Not the least of which was your mouth! *His stunned silence made her smile broaden maliciously.* Let's see how YOU like being "locked in your room!"

Jor: I do not understand....

C - Of course you don't you stupid dolt. You completely forgot that I am a volunteer...and VERY familiar with certain ship's systems, one of my favorites being its bio-circuitry. *Head tilt* Did you know that by opening this one teeny-weeny panel in the wall in my room that I can reach a much BIGGER panel that controls doors, lights and streams for the ENTIRE Infirmary A Wing that we now so amicably occupy together?

Jor: *His shoulders sagged and he rubbed at an aching temple as she continued in a sugary and placating voice.*

C - ...So, when you feel like being a good Taelon you can hail me and IF you have cleaned your office to my satisfaction I'll let you out...IF I'm in the mood! 

Jor: *She laughed and the stream vanished. He wondered how he would live this incident down with the rest of the medical staff when they found out that the culprit was not malfunctioning ship's equipment but rather his playful young and pregnant patient showing that she had a rather ironic sense of humor.

An hour later he was free, thanks to the help of two volunteer engineer techs. An hour after that the entire A Wing was back into working order. Jor'rel looked up from thought when Jenny walked in, her look sympathetic...or perhaps it was pity. *I do not understand, *he lamented* I followed what the psychology texts stated to the letter!

Jen: *She laughed good-naturedly* You were looking at child psychology, and you missed one very important part, and that is, when children are quiet, always beware. *smile*

Jor: Yes, she was rather quiet. I took it as a good sign...rather than all_that_noise! *smirk*

Jen: Yes, but at least you knew what she was up to.

Jor: *Shaking his head* True...I still have much to learn about your species. So I suppose now she is celebrating her victory?

Jen: *Another small laugh* Au contraire....she is asleep. *She turned and left Jor'rel feeling more confused than he had ever been. Awhile later he hailed T'than to let him know that a sharing would be required to nourish the child within a few hours...and when T'than queried why he was being called well in advance of the appointed time, the old healer, looking a bit embarrassed, had to relate to him the entire story.* 

*~~* 

GT: *There was so little to be done despite his long absence. After a few hours of rest T'than had awakened to go over his console in search of things that needed to be done. Work was a way to divert his other thoughts, thoughts that lingered and haunted him whenever he was given too much time to wonder. But, Taelon efficiency had seen to it that whatever was requested of the War Minister had been reassigned to other Taelons... L'syr, maybe B'Lar, his pupil's trainee.

Fortunately, he had enough as it was to prepare for Cadence's arrival, and he started out with just that. The first thing he did was to cleanse his console of any remnants of old, possibly incriminating files. The name Gabriel was erased from any of his recordings, as were the files pertaining to his initial prying into Cadence's personal life. He found no need for those now...

He set out to clean the lab all by himself. A matter disrupter was all it took to reduce the several devices to atoms, and a few orders to his console should do to erase all evidence of the secret passage. But, to his surprise, the authority to change the conformation of his room had been revoked. He discovered that on his own when dialing the commands on the panel and getting an "unauthorized command" for a response.

It was enough to send him haywire. His fist crashed against the panel and he cursed aloud, speaking that all so meaningful *Sha'bra!* He would need permission for that, the simplest thing. He had not had those setbacks for centuries! It was outrageous...

Fortunately, the passageway to Cadence's quarters belonged to a system he himself had created into the main computer. Getting across the block to get to it was not so difficult. He got rid of it quickly, and watched with a smirk as the long corridor marked in red vanished from the map of his room.

Next he would have to call Sc'orr... however he loathed doing that, for he would after all be requesting a favor. After the words exchanged the previous day, T'than looked upon it almost as defeat. He did not like it at all...

He was sitting at his console, ready to make such call when it beeped with an incoming message.* Display... *he said aloud while sitting in his chair, both hands on the armrests. He had not lost his impressiveness despite his ordeal.* Jor’rel. *he acknowledged the healer with a slight nod, but from then onwards, his composure was always at risk from a fit of laughter. Jor’rel had had his first meeting with Hurricane Cadence, and the healer seemed most distressed...

When closing the datastream the General thought to himself why he had not felt it... but then again, he too had been rather touchy and nervous, and had had his mind on reducing several objects to atoms in his lab.

With a smirk, he rose and made his way out of the room. He discovered this time it was actually easier to walk amongst the humans and ignore them. He was off to meet Cadence, at last without the fear of reprimand. Or at least... they were in a slightly more comfortable position.

On his way in he passed by the same volunteer that had addressed him the day before, in the corridor. He noticed her, but did not show any sign of recognition. It was best to begin to put them all in their due places. He would have to work himself up from the bottom again, and well, it was always somewhat entertaining to remind those meddling aliens where exactly they belonged in the evolutionary ladder.

Finally, he reached Jor’rel’s office. The panel by the door seemed to have been tampered with. Maybe when they had been struggling to open it. T'than found himself repressing a smile as he went through the doorframe. Jor’rel was just sitting there, apparently still trying to make sense of something that had no sense at all. That, allied to his rather peculiar looks made it even more difficult for T'than to keep the smirk off of his face.* I was not expecting to be summoned for another day or so Jor’rel. I do have important matters to attend, especially after such prolonged absence... 

 Jor: *He frowned and looked up, not missing T'than's smirk or his gaze on the wrenched open panels in the wall. Repairs were still in progress.* I realize that General but it could not be avoided. Due to Cadence's...outburst, her energy levels have ebbed and the child will need sustenance sooner rather than later.

GT: *The look on the healer's face was a mix of anger and annoyance. T'than took another step into the office, glancing at the door panel behind him and at a few cables that were still loose.* Hmm... though I acknowledge your urgency, you had a rather rough introduction to Cadence's... *he rolled his eyes* shall we say, tempestuous side. *he stood, hands behind his back.* She tends to be somewhat volatile when exasperated, but I trust it has not brought any harm to the child?

Jor: *He rose roughly from his seat, robes of flowing blue and teal fluttering around him in a nearly agitated manner.* I am well aware of her emotionalism! *he said snappishly.* I have been her healer for weeks now but this episode...*he turned back to look at T'than,* ...well it was simply...unexpected. As for the child, she is well. I would have sedated Cadence had I felt it was in any danger. I should have.

GT: *His tone as well as expression went blank, and a moment later they were perfectly serene.* How is she now?

Jor: *He lets out an exasperated bark of a laugh and tersely waves on a stream. Cadence lies sprawled on her side, one arm flung outwards above the covers that shroud the rest of her body. Her skin had paled from its earlier angry blush, and now only her cheeks and lips glowed a healthy pink. She looked as one at complete peace with the world.* Asleep! *he snaps* Can you believe that? 

GT: *He turns his eyes to the stream. She looked peaceful as he had not seen her for quite some time. She was resting, much unlike what he had been doing the previous night. There had been too much on his mind, and disturbing thoughts had troubled his sleep. His lips curved only slightly.* Yes... it is quite unbelievable... *but it wasn’t really. It was just like her, but the words came as if to placate Jor’rel, and though T’than really had no reason to do that it had seemed... merciful.*

Jor: She sends my medical bay into complete chaos, which we are still repairing, and she sleeps! *He folds his arms. Jor'rel knew he needed to gain back his control, but only meditation, a long one, would restore his serenity.* Tell me T'than, while she is lovely and quite charming most of the time, how do you manage to remain sane at times like this? I had thought myself a master at it...until today...

 GT: *His eyes turn to Jor’rel at last as the datastream evanesces, becoming hazy white and then nothing, a vortex consumed by itself.* Cadence is a challenge Jor’rel. Forget about everything you have read about the humans. She is unlike them all... *and that was true, for why else would he have fallen in love with her when all the other humans were no more than nuisances to him?* In time you will learn to deal with her... *his lips curved up with a smirk again, as he observes Jor’rel’s exasperation. His head tilted somewhat as he added a final word to his statement, the one that would make it truthful* Maybe... *he paused for a moment, just the needed time to appear serious.* A word of advice:  do not underestimate her. She knows your weakness and she will be capable of exploring them to get her way. But enough of this... I have not been summoned here to give you the key to controlling her. That simply cannot be done. I want to see her.

 Jor: Yes, of course. I assume that you wish to take her into your care now? *He winced; he had not meant the statement to sound so hopeful. He chided himself - Cadence was not that bad and he truly liked her. She had simply found a way to drive him to the end of his patience more than she had ever done before...but it was over now and soon his medical bay would be as quiet as it would be under more normal circumstances. 


GT: *He was again one step from laughing aloud... though somehow, what he was to answer bought him a little melancholy as well. Perhaps that had been the one thing to hold him from openly expressing his amusement at Jor’rel’s hopefulness.* No. *he answered curtly, but then added* It is not yet time. I have first to see to some changes to my quarters before I can take her there. They are not suitable for a human, and her old chambers are not a safe place for her. She will have to remain here Jor’rel, for the time being. 


Jor: *His shoulders slumped, ever so slightly, his hopeful look evaporating into apprehension. If T'than went to see Cadence, and then told her she could not go with him the girl would be furious! And he shuddered to think of how she would relieve her anxiety *this* time...* I see...perhaps I should request an additional complement of Volunteers... 


GT: If you feel it will improve _her_ safety... *but he knew full well that was not what Jor’rel had in mind. For someone who had lived with alien beings for so long, the healer was showing quite the problem in dealing with the antithesis of Taelon nature.*

Jor: *He went to the door and beckoned for T'than to follow. Once at Cadence's closed door he entered the unlock code and nodded.* I shall return to my office. I do not believe that I am the face she would wish to see right now. *He smirked softly and moved gracefully back the way he had come.* 


GT: *Her room was only a few paces away. T’than lowered his psychic emissions as he drew closer to her. He could already feel her presence, soft but strong in her sleep. Just looking through the glass his eyes could already pick the shimmering of her aura, a soft blue that turned to a faint white as it dissipated. Only Jor’rel’s voice bought him back from the vision. He nodded at the healer and stepped inside, as silently as he could muster, until he reached the side of her bed. *


C - *Cadence was in one of those sleeps where she felt comfortable to her bones, the covers soft and warm, the pillow as fluffy as a cloud.* 


GT: *She looked so fragile laying there, her lips half-parted nearly begging to be kissed; her golden locks spilled on the pillow in perfect curls. He reached out, tentatively, touching her hair, the slowly tracing a line down her cheek, until his fingertip rested at her lip… until the touch was replaced by that of his own lips, as he leaned over to kiss her. Sleeping beauty, a sight he would revere always. #Cadence...# he whispered softly as he withdrew and merely stood, looking down upon her and at the colours that vibrated and covered her more warmly than the blanket as they changed and danced with her awakening.* 


C- *Something tickled at her subconscious then and she turned onto her back, stretching languidly and yawning before opening her eyes, her lips parting in happy surprise.* T'than...*It was a tentative whisper. Sitting up she said it again, an uncertain smile forming on her lips.* T'than... it's... really you! 


GT: *He nodded at her and offered no more than the flimsiest and wondering smile. He was still trapped in her beauty... how long it had been since he had been able to freely contemplate it, to cast away all thoughts and focus only on her.* 


C - *So she had gotten her way after all - she knew she could get Jor'rel to see reason! She looked at her door - it was closed, the glass windows white and opaque. She rose up on her knees slowly, covers falling away softly. She wore a little medical gown, white with Companion symbol over one breast, letting everyone know she was still a prisoner of that facility. Her arms went around him and she covered his cheeks with soft kisses. They were alone at last and soon they would leave... together.* 


GT: *He let her go on until he could hold it back no more, and imprisoning her face between his cold hands, he held it still so he could kiss her. Just a small tender kiss, but it seemed to calm her for a moment.* 


C - We missed you so much! *she whispered, taking one of his hands and placing it over her swollen stomach and then looking at him.* I missed you... 


GT: *He placed a finger against her lips, his eyes following it as it drew their contours. He was silent for a moment, drinking of her charming looks, completely at loss for words. He had missed them both so dearly, but he could not reduce that feeling to words. Instead, he grabbed her hand and let her feel it as his blue eyes rose to meet her green ones. *

C - *Her eyes closed and her head fell back as his emotions practically crashed over her like a wave. All at once she was aware of the sheer intensity of his feelings as he felt to her all of his despair over their prolonged separation, his anger and frustration over the verdict, and yet his ultimate relief about it, and finally, overwhelming joy at being with her again. She shuddered, a little whimper escaping her, for all of this had been delivered simultaneously in a hot burst into her mind.* 


GT: *Then he simply pulled her close into a warm embrace, his aura involving hers and vice versa. He sighed, warm breath bathing her neck like a whispering kiss.* I have missed you... *he complied with her human nature to listen to his voice by saying it, whispering almost as one who had been blind awakened once more to the most beautiful of sights. *


C - You will never have to miss me again! *she said on a trembling voice which matched her body.* Never, for I'll be there now always and it was the verdict - NO one can stop us now! *Her arms were around him, her lips joining to his. She had ached to kiss him for so very long, and if his tight embrace spoke for him, he had felt no less denied.* 


GT: *He pulled her away after a while, realizing he might have been hugging her too strongly. His hand then moved on its own up her back and behind her neck to pull her lips against his. It was so hard to let go... so very hard. But he did, to give his own child her share of attention, touching Cadence’s swollen belly in adoration. And even as he watched his hands trace the roundness that was T’lana’s shelter, he whispered.* I hear you caused quite the havoc before I was summoned. *his tone was almost that of reprimand, but when he lifted his chin there was a warm smile playing in his lips.* 


C - Havoc? *she asked, all fluttering eyelashes and innocence.* Don't listen to Jor'rel - he is old and just has no sense of humor. I didn't really do anything....*but her eyes moved to where a table had been moved in front of where a wall panel used to be, the gaping hole awaiting repair, and she suddenly bit her lower lip, looking down and blushing.* 


GT: Cadence Deanna Blue... after all this time you are still the same... *and to him it was incredible just how much she was the same, despite all the changes he had induced in her and her life.* 


C - Yes still the same...*she said, the fingers of one hand stroking the back of his neck and his ears before she pulled him to her for a kiss.*...because I still love you! *Her tongue went into his mouth and a flickering blush moved over her pale skin from her complete happiness, his hand over her belly causing their child to send out vibrations of contentment that moved through her as well, but soon the little being was sending out other signals, making Cadence grimace slightly.* Ooh... she is very hungry! 


GT: *Her flavour was still in his mouth, or at least it seemed to him that way. Sometimes all it took was the memory of her taste and smell that he had acquired in that human body, but it was more taunting than fulfilling. He couldn't get enough, simply wanting more, wanting to know when he would be able to experience it all first hand; the carnal joining as well as the psychic one and the lovemaking between their energies. He was left staring at her, his lips burning with thirst for more of her until she spoke. At once there was a lapse in his thoughts, an echo of a sensation that had nearly been overwhelmed by his hunger for her... the child, needing yes, hungry as the humans would say it. But he too was no less deprived, though his need went beyond the physical, and was well within his control. His longing would simply have to wait... T'lana had to be their priority now.* It seems she is as demanding as her mother, and I might add... that she has also inherited a few less subtle techniques to get her way... *his hands caressed Cadence's belly, seeking to feel the child's energy* Yes, she knows exactly how to get our attention... 


C- *And then her mouth opened and she gasped, blushing again and looking at T'than awestruck.* Do you feel that? *she laid her own hand over his and pressed it down more firmly to feel the definite fluttering under her skin. It stopped for a moment and then, a moment later it was back, like a little drumming rhythm.* She is kicking! *Never before had the child done that.* Our baby... is kicking... 


GT: *His expression was no less amazed. He had never known Taelon babies to do that.* Is everything all right? *he asked, looking up at her, a shadow of worry settling over his features. Maybe Cadence's earlier emotional eruption had somehow affected the child,  as well as all the stress she had been through. No, that could not have been good* Maybe it is best if I summon Jor’rel. 


C - *Her eyes twinkled and even though she had never raised her face from its downward staring at her stomach, her eyes moved up to look at him, her smile teasing.* You are so silly T'than. *little affectionate laugh as her fingers stroked his.* All is well, I promise. Don't Taelon babies ever move around inside their parents? 


GT: *He looked up and he saw the expression on her face, he pulled back somewhat as if his pride had been hurt. He felt... mocked, but at the same time relieved because instinctively he knew everything was all right. He just couldn't grasp what he had missed.* Taelon babies do not move, not until the time when they are ready to be born. They remain still as not to disturb his parent. This is... unprecedented... *he looked down again, as his hand came to a soft rest on Cadence's belly.* 


C - *She smiled and caressed his face comfortingly. The Taelon was truly addled from this new experience.* I'm afraid that human babies are not so...considerate. And it certainly appears that she has some of that in her. *He still looked...nervous, and she pulled him to her and petted him, like one would do to a child, her voice melodious and soft.* It is natural T'than, I swear. Now please stop worrying, and enjoy. *She put his hand back and as if on cue, the baby kicked again.* 


GT: Why do you reckon she did that? Just out of hunger? 


C - *She couldn't take her eyes off of him. She was afraid if she looked away for even a second that he would vanish.* Perhaps but, I have my own theory, romantic as it may be, as to why she chose this particular moment to let us know that she is growing and getting stronger. *She blinked and looked down at his hand on her.* I think... she knows you're back. I think, that this is her way of telling you... that she is happy now, because we are together again. 

GT: *Yes, it was such as romantic concept, but then again, he could find no better explanation to it than the one Cadence had just offered. It was not reasonable, but it brought a strange comfort. Maybe that was why she tended to think in those patterns, for the warm feeling of comfort. But he was never really allowed to know it completely. He could understand through her, know through her, but never alone, never by himself. 

T’than looked directly into Cadence’s face.* She can feel what you feel... *but then his expression changed. It was as if he’d only noticed how pale she looked underneath the pink blush of joy that decorated her features. In fact, that contrast was precisely what made him realize that they both needed more than his presence. 

C - *She saw his look of worry and knew he could well perceive her weakness, but she ignored it for the moment, just smiling contentedly and enjoying him holding her.* If she feels what I do then she is indeed elated...contented....for my wish has just been granted, at last. 

GT: *He raised his hand to her face now, his eyes baring that lost gleam as he stared at her face, going over every outline, every soft wrinkle that made up her expression. She was cold, not on the surface, but he could feel it, underneath her skin. And then he remembered that it had been so long since he had given them both energy.  Not since he had been purged of Ne’shir’s energy – the thought of which had him shiver for a moment – and not even for days before that.* Have they been neglecting you nourishment? 


C - *She shook her head, looking down uncomfortably.* No...*The word was unsure and guilty. No the doctors and nurses paid her constant attention, making sure her every need was met even when Cadence herself did not desire it, and in the days leading up to the trial the lack of sustenance had been caused by her own listlessness, and sometimes even stubbornness. Her time under the energy shower had been sparing, her food intake even less...* 


GT: *Already his fingertips tingled with energy ready to be transferred, almost as if by osmosis. And her skin reacted, her very aura reacted, clinging on to him, warming where he touched it.* They should have called me sooner. It is one thing to deprive us both of each other’s company, but another to keep from you what you both so need... 


 C - *She pulled him down next to her on the bed, her hands joining with his.* To keep me from you is deprivation! *she fretted, snuggling closer to him. She needed him, but what she needed was more than the strength he offered her and the child, and it had moved beyond her need to just be physically close with him. That was there certainly - she had missed him so much! But her body was already stirring. It seemed that their desires were never quenched, and T'than made love to her in a way that no one else ever had, or could, be it in Gabriel's body or his own. She longed to feel him on top of her, his energy inside of her feeling like more, and his hands and mouth ravishing her... Passion, she missed it so.* 


GT: *He sat on the bed and soon he was laying by her side, his arms enfolding her protectively until his palms grazed her and an indescribable feeling filled him from the outside in. Then slowly he felt the soft pull of her body as if sucked the very life force from his body, sparkle after sparkle of energy flowing into her body. It was not painful for him anymore, in fact, it was even relieving and he took the chance to let more than just energy flow: there, dancing amongst the energy particles were bits and pieces of his own sentiments, seeds that could find the right soil to grow inside her. And they came, in all myriads... desire, love unlike that of a human, stronger and yet different, as well as longing, and melancholy too. Abstract words that filled her and nourished her soul somewhat as his energy did with her body* Is it better now? *he whispered, the words reaching her mentally even before he had actually spoken them. *


C - *His energy poured over her, into her, and T'lana reacted instantly, her kicking stopping, and she sent out warmth to glow in Cadence's aura and it flowed outward to envelop her other parent as well. Cadence put aside her carnal thoughts and opened herself even more to his energy, luxuriating in it as one would in a warm bath, a thousand colors flashing behind her closed eyelids and she reveled in the incredible sensations she had almost forgotten.* It feels so good, *she said, nestling her head against his chest,* so very good.... *You* feel so good. 


GT: Then drink... take as much as you need. *for it wouldn't take much for him to replace that energy, at least partially. He was only ten minutes away from his room, from his energy shower. But for her... yes, he knew it was bliss; it was for him too, that giving. It made him forget for a moment that he was actually a monster to others. But T'than knew her emotional state and he had felt it, everything, even the lust, but it was up to him to set it aside, to choose to ignore it however galvanic the effort. Already he felt her calmer, already he could tell the child was being soothed.* # Take as much as you need # he repeated the words, sending them to mother and child carried by his own life force.* 


C - *T'lana began to slow her intake and Cadence felt the gates to their essences begin to close. There was always something bittersweet about it - satisfaction and yet ending at the same time.* 


GT: *The pull strengthened until such time when it began to slow and moment by moment, it became weaker and weaker until it was no more than a suckling... and then came to a halt altogether. But more had been transferred than he thought. At some point his eyes had closed and now, upon opening them again, the Taelon actually felt dizzy. He sighed and rested his head heavily against the pillow, his hands sliding from hers and nestling in valleys of her curves and again he closed his eyes.* 


C - *Soon her arms were around him and they rested, Cadence awake, but floating in her own dreamy fantasies.* It's hard for me to believe that in a few minutes we are going to be walking out of here, *she murmured*... I was beginning to think I would never see the outside of this unit again! 


GT: *There was silence for a moment. One would think he might have been pondering the way to break the news to her: that they were not going home because there wasn't a home for them... not in the smallest sense or the broader one, which was too depressing to consider at the moment, so despite the persistence of that thought, T'than cast it away. Hearing his own voice was his way of forgetting it and going back to reality, to that one moment. Blue eyes stared down at the figure that rested against him, cold fingers bushed the rough fabric of her gown wanting actually to taste the soft warmth of her skin underneath it.* You will leave this place soon. *he whispered as his eyes traced the path his fingers were making, over her until they reached her hair and distractedly played with a golden curl.* That is my promise... *he paused, as if scanning her, to know if she felt what was coming.* But not today... you have to remain here Cadence, for your comfort and your safety. 


 C - *Her body stiffened and she looked up at him, pulling away slightly.* Not today? *she said, her tone clearly demonstrating that she had not expected those words... not at all!* You... can't go and leave me here again! 

GT: *His eyes did not waver; nor did they change in their blankness. But inside he actually felt sorry. He wanted her with him, but it just wasn’t possible at the moment and T’than knew she wouldn’t understand. As far as he could tell, she would be willing to sleep on the floor just to get out of the infirmary; but he wouldn’t put her through it. And they had waited so long... all it took were a few more hours, granting that Sc’orr gave him the permission to change their quarters.* 

C - *Her voice was shaking and she felt absolutely devastated... and frightened.* Please? Please take me with you! *she held to him like a child pleading, not wanting to sound so desperate but not being able to help herself. She had been there for so long, spending so many frightened nights alone, at Ne'shir's cold mercy, then later with Jor'rel who, though warm, still had made it clear with actions rather than words that her life was not her own.* 

GT: I cannot. *he said, simply, his hand caressing the back of her neck.* 

C - Don't leave me! *she cried against his shoulder but it soon became evident that her tears would not melt him and, feeling betrayed she pushed him away and got off of the bed.* 

GT: I will come for you tomorrow. What is another day compared to what we have been forced to wait? *his tone was slightly demanding; demanding that she accepted it as truth even though she was in a state in which she would not understand. The deadline he presented her was only half-truth though, for he had no idea what Sc’orr’s answer would be. It might very well be a no... especially after what had come to pass after the trial.* 

C - It's another day, that's what! *she shouted at him.* NO! I won't stay here another day! *She crossed her arms over her chest, petulant, yet defiant.* You can't MAKE me stay here! 

GT: *His eyes changed; they became colder. Yes, he could make her stay there, that is what he told her. And she would stay there. It was not a matter of choice.* 

C - You are free and so am I! If I can't go with you I will return to my quarters and I couldn't care LESS if you ever come for me or not! *She grabbed her robe and shoved her arms into it, tying the belt around her waist. She cast him a rebellious look and opened the door.* No one can lock me up anymore! *With that she stepped out into the corridor, intent on also stepping through the exit in the main lab.* 

GT: *He watched her jump off the bed and walk out the door. Indeed, her aura was much changed and she was much stronger now after the infusion. But, even though he still felt somewhat weakened, he was on his feet faster than would be expected, but he moved with the elegance of a feline as he reached her, easily, and grabbed her wrist. The pull was mighty and sent her crashing against him. His arms enfolded her quickly and he looked down at her face until he finally captured her eyes in his.* You are not going anywhere! You are staying here, where it is safe, until such time when I come for you. *blue fire was making his eyes gleam. 


C - *She looked up at him, shocked, and one pull against him let her know that his grip would not allow her to pull away. The fire in his eyes was like blue ice to extinguish her own and she found her next words issued on trembling and tearstained notes. He was in control again...perhaps he had never lost it.* I just miss you so badly! Oh please! I promise I won't cause any trouble for you - I'll be as quiet as a mouse! I just want to go with you! 


GT: His lips stretched with a smirk* It is not an option Cadence. I ask you one more day until I have everything prepared to receive you. Until then, you will wait, or you will throw everything we have gained to the wind... *he let her go* You have T’lana to think about too, remember that! 


C - I know that! *she cried, turning and walking to the open door but halting, just standing there, not willing to cross the threshold out of the room and make him angrier.* I never forget about T'lana. 

GT: *His eyes were fixed on her, but he changed nothing about the coldness of them. * 

C - *She spun back around* She is my child - I live with her every day so don't you say that! But she doesn't stop me from wanting to be with you. 

GT: I cannot receive you at the moment. Accept that. If you cast your emotions aside, you will see that I am right... *he said that as he turned to face her again.* Know how to wait Cadence. Some battles are won that way. 

C - *She walked dejectedly back to her bed and sat down, hanging her head sadly.* Just... come back for me soon...*she looked back up at him, a few tears moistening her cheeks.* Okay? 

GT: *He had forgotten how tears became her; how they made her gleam with a hypnotic kind of light. It drew him in, the temptation so great it was nearly maddening. And she looked so young, so fragile... so in need of his protection. Such charms she possessed that rendered him totally mute. He stood there for a while before the words began to form in his mind and then his lips* You must know that it will never be soon enough... for either of us. *the thought crossed his mind of walking closer, of kissing the lips that gleamed from the tears that has slid down her face and moistened her soft mouth. But he knew if he gave in, he would not be able to leave... not so soon, and he had to, if he was to come and get her the next day, as he had promised.* 

Tomorrow... *he said. Time had never mattered to him before, his life span was so large and most Taelons never did give it much importance. But she did not have close to eternity, so indeed, a day was precious, but this was the price to their future together. He whispered the Taelon word for love into her mind and turned around to leave.* 

C - *Cadence heard him in her thoughts, his tender thoughts too cold for what she really needed, but she nodded and sadly watched as he turned to go, knowing that her melancholy was reaching him, sharp as a blade if he felt it as strongly as she did.

Later that evening the medical staff found her quietly compliant, eating the light meal that was placed before her and later, putting herself to bed much earlier than usual. Jor'rel wondered what sort of psychology T'than knew that he did not as he checked her readings while she peacefully slept.

But Cadence had found her own comfort, figuring that sleep would make the hours pass by faster, and soon it would be the next day and she would get to...go home. Soon she would be free - free to be with T'than - free to come and go as she pleased about the ship.


Oh yes, all would be well. Life would be perfect.... 

~*~

Sc: *Barely a day had passed since T'than's shaky victory in the trial room and Sc'orr had returned to his chambers for several hours of much needed rest. He had been awakened by his console alerting him that T'than had sent a message marked High Priority.

He listened as the War Minister spoke of needing to convert his chambers to accommodate Cadence and their child. Sc'orr could easily perceive T'than's bitterness of having to ask permission for what had once been a basic privilege and indeed Sc'orr thought that Zo'or and the others were carrying things a bit too far. They knew T'than would need to make room for them and Sc'orr could just imagine Zo'or's gloating face at humbling his adversary.

He also thought he saw apprehension in the general's expression, albeit hidden well and Sc'orr knew why:

T'than was worried that he might deny his request, probably because of their argument after the trial. Sc'orr smirked; T'than probably also believed this was his way of enacting some kind of perverse revenge for it. Shaking his head he sent T'than a message, text only, with the code that would allow him to access the ship's biomatrix and reshape his rooms into any form he wished. But he didn't want T'than to be able to read anything negative into his facial expressions or words by sending a live transmission. There would be nothing negative in either, but Sc'orr knew that the general would find something.

Shaking his head, he sighed softly. This was only the first step in T'than's journey to rise again amongst his people, and he still had many more to traverse...* 

GT: T'than was unsure just how long it took him to leave the infirmary and reach his quarters. He had not even said anything to Jor’rel before leaving the med-bay. The degree of his tiredness kicked in once he closed the doors of his quarters behind him. It seemed that for a moment his legs would give up and he would scatter right there... but something caught his eye, a gleaming coming from his console. 

The answer... He strode inside, not worrying about calling the lights. The room was nearly empty; he could not trip in anything and he knew his surroundings too well.* Computer, display message... 

*It was only text, and T'than actually preferred it that way. But the important thing was the answer itself. Yes. He would be able to keep his promise. And with that in mind, he cast away the tempting idea of sleep and got to work on what would be his and Cadence's home in the future.. *
Book Nine

Part Two
Gilded Cage
Jor'rel: *It was early afternoon, and Jor'rel had recently released the team of volunteers that had faithfully guarded the A-Wing of the infirmary for two-and-a-half-months. T'than had hailed him; Cadence was leaving, to be escorted to T'than's offices by the healer at any time. The old Taelon thought that he would miss her.

He had confirmed the War Minister's message and he sent along the schedule for Cadence's future health visits during her pregnancy. Thereafter he had cleared admittance of several new patients, for A-Wing would no longer be private, nor would it need to be. After over an hour of tedious deskwork he went to Cadence's room and sounded the chime. When there was no answer he became concerned and opened the door and found the room empty. He noticed the clothes that had been left for the girl were gone and it didn't take a genius to determine that his impulsive charge had taken it upon herself to leave - leave and go walking about freely on the large ship.

Jor'rel closed his eyes and tried to maintain his calm. T'than would not be pleased. Not at all....

Returning to his office he hailed the general, who upon appearing assumed that Jor'rel was alerting him of their impending arrival. Jor'rel pursed his lips and looked away for a moment and then composed himself into a businesslike manner.* I... regret to inform you that there will be a delay in my bringing Cadence. 

GT: *The last of the volunteers that had been working in his quarters had been gone for several hours. They had left a great amount of boxes scattered about the floor containing the last few items that T'than himself had put in their due places. The room was now ready to receive Cadence, but as much as he was impatient about seeing her again, he had not hailed Jor’rel to bring her. Instead, the general had preferred to take a well earned hour of rest... When the chime that announced an incoming call got his attentions though, he had already been working for a few minutes... He nodded at the healer, but something in Jor’rel’s features and tone of voice triggered his instincts. Something was not right...* How so? 

Jor: I dismissed the Volunteer guard and returned to complete several tasks which demanded my attention. Apparently Cadence grew impatient... she appears to have left on her own. 

GT: *His hands gripped at the rests immediately, and he nearly jumped forward from his chair* Sha'bra! How could you allow this? *his blue eyes were glittering with fire; worry, concern and a great anger were consuming his thoughts* I left her in your care Jor’rel. Such failure is unacceptable!

Jor: *He closed his eyes for a moment.* I did not anticipate her response - I assumed since she was well aware that I would take her to you today that she would be more than happy to wait. *His tone was just slightly exasperated.* I now see that that was not the case. 

GT: Obviously! *but he too was angry with himself... maybe he had grown soft on her. The thing about Cadence was that she never did know her limits... she would always test them, no matter what. He had always been the one to restrain her... maybe he would have to resort to his old tactics to keep her under control. And he would, for their sake. He appeared to ponder for a moment, and then he sneered* When did this happen? 


Jor: I do not know how long ago she left, nor where she is. *He did not need to voice his own concerns - unless Cadence had just left the unit she should have already been at T'than's office. Thoughts of the trial and the disapproval and even anger on some of the Taelons' faces slithered over the backs of his eyelids. But certainly he was just being paranoid! Yet, if one of them came across her, alone... would they avail themselves of such a prime opportunity?* 

GT: *He paced the room back and forth before the hovering screen. He tried to focus on her, to determine where she was, but there was nothing... he was either too nervous to be able to pinpoint her location, or Cadence herself was blocking him somehow.* I warned you not to underestimate her Jor’rel! She is no simple human! And this close to the end of the trial, the danger is greater. You should never have allowed this! NEVER! *his eyes flashed in the screen's direction for a moment as he came to a halt.* Your duty as healer is to see to their welfare, not to assure their doom! *he looked away again and took a few steps to the side* Have you any clue as to her whereabouts? 


Jor: *He listened to T'than, not even trying to defend himself. What was the point? In this instance, he had erred...badly!* I could attempt to locate her myself, but on a ship this size it would be highly inefficient. I am sure she is on her way to you T'than. Where else would she go? 

GT: *It was not so obvious... Cadence could very well have gone searching for her human friend. She probably knew that if it were up to T'than, she would never again lay eyes on Chandra Sheridan.* I have told you to cease all logical thought when it pertains to Cadence... I cannot contact her. *he spoke, as if to himself.* As far as I know, she could be anywhere. Even in danger! *for indeed, it was most unnatural that he couldn't tell where she was, and that made him uneasy.* 


Jor: There is only one suggestion that I can offer that would allow me to locate her whereabouts directly... and I believe that you know what it is. *He blinked slowly and tilted his head to the right slightly.* 

GT: *His head turned ever so slowly, keeping his eyes in shadow even as he turned them the healer's way.* 

Jor: You seem to forget that, as her healer I am well familiar with her body, and I could not help but notice in one of my earlier scans the small device that lies deep within her body. *His look becomes somewhat severe.* Upon further study I discovered that aside from being a locator it has other... nefarious qualities. I do not know why you would wish to cause her pain and I certainly hope that you will discontinue its use for that purpose, and let it be known that I disapprove completely with "tagging" an individual in such a way...but I cannot deny that at this moment, it would be a valuable tool. *He was being a hypocrite - he knew it, but he simply could not figure out another discreet way of dealing with the situation. Calling a search team might very well make things worse.* 

GT: What I do with it is my concern alone Jor’rel. Up to this moment, your tactics in aiding her have proved to be a disappointment, so you are not exactly in a position to give me any sort of... counsel. Let me judge just how far I need to go to see to it that she is under control... *that said, he turned his back on the screen and paced his room towards the panel by his chair. His fingers danced over the console as he brought up the Mothership’s map and superimposed it with Cadence's whereabouts. He quickly forwarded the data to Jor’rel’s own console.* It is best if I am not seen with her so soon, so I will leave it to you to retrieve her. It is the least you can do... *he waved his hand over the panel and closed the map, turning his attentions to the image of the healer hovering just over his head.* Do not fail me again Jor’rel... 

 

~*~



C - *Freedom. It had been so long since Cadence had experienced it that she barely remembered what it felt like. Even before her incarceration in the medical area she had not been free; at that time she wandered the ship freely...as T'than's tormented prisoner. But not now - he loved her now and she him, and their lives would improve tenfold now that he had stood victorious and they could be together freely.

She had waited for Jor'rel that morning but the old healer had sequestered himself off in his office for what seemed like forever. Didn't he understand that she had waited for so long already that even another hour was torture? She had slipped into the dress Jenny Madden had brought for her - it was long with flowing sleeves and a gathered bodice which left flowing material that draped over her growing stomach in a very flattering way. She had wandered the lab restlessly, everyone around her busy with their own duties, and when Cadence noticed the open door, and no guards in sight, she could not resist stepping through it! She figured Jor'rel would be upset, but she would be at T'than's office before he even realized she was gone.

She stayed away from some of the main and well-traveled areas, but there were still people around, many passing her by and giving her rather curious looks. Being locked away in small and confined areas for so long made everything look rather immense, and suddenly she began to feel uneasy and lost. All of these rushing volunteers made her feel unnerved, where once the urgent bustling had made her thrill to be a part of it all. She quickened her pace and turned a corner, wanting to be with T'than more desperately than before.*

V. Thomas: Cadence! *Cried Officer Sandy Thomas. She was in a rush but the sight of the girl in a long rose dress amongst a sea of the black and silver clad was hard to miss. She shoved through her peers and hugged Cadence tightly, not sure if she pulled away because of the lack of recognition her the other girl's eyes or something else. Something was making the hair on the back of her neck stand on end. It was as if...a Taelon were around. But looking in both directions she saw no alien presence. She shook it off as mere imagination, until one of Cadence's former boyfriends came up and picked Cadence up, spinning with her until he too seemed to become uncomfortable and set her back on her feet. What was going on? *

C - Sandy! *she said, forcing a smile, and then she was floating and the world was spinning. When the man released her she looked up at him. Shaun Peterson was over a head taller than she was, blond and handsome...or at least...he had seemed handsome to her once. Now...he seemed...different...alien?*

Shaun, *she breathed.* It's been a long time.

V. Thomas: Where have you been? Everyone asks about you. We thought maybe you got on some Taelon's bad side and...well, we were worried. *Her eyes found Cadence's stomach and she smiled* But I can see that was not the case. *teasing* Someone missed her shot I see!

Shaun: Hey Cadence, if you wanted a baby you could have asked me you know. *He winked* We could have at least played at making one.

V. Thomas: Peterson, you are a real perv, you know that? *Shaun merely winked at her and she snorted and looked back at Cadence* So how far along are you love? You look around four months.

C - *She looked down at herself. Yes, she had seen pictures of her mother, pregnant with her and indeed she looked to be four or five months along, even though Cadence knew she was only a little over two.* Yes, about four months....*Another Volunteer had run up to Sandy and was whispering into her ear urgently, both women's eyes on her and Cadence saw happy surprise turn to shock and suddenly she felt angry. They were talking about her right in front of her!* What? What is she saying about me? *she demanded.*

V. Thomas: *Sandy looked down, ashamed, though the girl next to her eyed Cadence unwaveringly* C...Cadence....is it true? Is it true that....the father of your baby is...*she bit her lip and looked down*

C - Is what? Go on Sandy, spit it out!

V. Thomas: My friend, *her eyes move to the girl next to her* Valerie Phillips...she said there is a rumor that...a Volunteer got pregnant by...a Taelon.

C - No it's not true! *she said, but the abruptness of her answer had brought up doubt and she saw them, and Shaun too, look at her as if she was some oddity in a circus freak show.* Stop looking at me like that! It's just a rumor! *Other volunteers, hearing the heated discussion stopped to listen, some whispering to each other and one even so bold as to point at her, wrinkling his nose. Cadence ignored him and looked back to people she thought she knew. They were so different - everyone was different. Could everyone have changed in such a short time?* It's just a stupid rumor, and you shouldn't believe EVERYthing that you hear, *she said softly enough that their small audience would not hear. Sandy is right - I forgot to take my shot, that's all.

V. Thomas: Yeah...okay, *she said, though it was obvious she didn't believe in her own agreement.* I knew a girl once who forgot her shot and the same thing happened. *What a lie - she had never known that happening to anyone, but she just wanted to get back to her duties without a scene and get away from Cadence. She breathed a sigh of relief when her young friend nodded, seeming to accept it.*

C - *Her large green eyes moved to the side; a Taelon was near...not T'than but another Taelon, and he was very close from the feel of it. And then she saw Jor'rel from the corner of her eye, but when she looked over her shoulder he was gone. She needed to get out of there, and Jor'rel had come for her to make that possible.* I....I have to go. I'll see you guys later. *She waved weakly and turned, not missing Shaun and Sandy's words whispered behind her to each other, echoing her own thoughts about them.*

Shaun: She sure has changed...Maybe it's true about the Taelon...

V. Thomas: Yeah....didn't you get the creeps being around her?

C - *She fled around a corner before she would hear his answer...*

Jor: *Jor'rel was waiting for her and ignored her small yelp when he grabbed her arm and pulled her into a wall, watching the seam melt together after them.* Cadence! *He said sharply.* How dare you leave the infirmary without me? How could you be so irresponsible?! *He was beyond irritated! It was hard enough dealing with T'than, but the task became absolutely impossible when he was angry, which he was, at Jor'rel himself, when it should be Cadence receiving the reprimand, and he was just about to administer one to her when the girl fell into his arms, sobbing. His arms were out, fingers waving - he had not expected this. Defiance would have been easier to scold but not this - not the sound of her defeat and so, with a sigh he embraced her, stroking the back of her head.* All right, *he said, resigned.* All right I will not say anything to make you feel worse than you already do. *He was sure that T'than would take care of that himself and so he soothed her.* Would you like me to take you... home, now, Cadence? *He felt her tense at the unfamiliar word and then relax, nodding but not looking at him. He walked slowly using secret pathways behind the walls, giving her a chance to compose herself. By the time they reached his office door her tears were dry but she was quiet, looking rather chastised.* 

GT: *Her presence was becoming clearer to him. He knew for sure they were approaching; he needn't look at the red dot moving in the maze of corridors that was the Mothership’s schematics. He picked up something disturbing about her, a sense of sadness and sorrow... maybe she was already regretting running away; maybe she was afraid of his reaction because she had dared to disobey. T'than thought to himself that she should be... that situation could never again repeat itself. And he would go to extremes if need so dictated.*

Jor: *Jor'rel waved open the door and stepped inside, passing through T'than's outer office and into the expanse of his main one. The War Minister was seated in his chair and Jor'rel found it difficult to think of him as a deposed Synod member, because the Taelon radiated sheer power and authority.* Here we are T'than, *he said lightly, attempting to lift the oppressive mood that dampened the air around them. Looking at Cadence he noted her tenseness too, but she affected a soft and innocent smile herself and Jor'rel continued.* As the humans' would say, better late than never... 

GT: *He was still silent after several moments. His eyes were on Jor’rel, cold and full of warning and without the slightest tint of thankfulness. And then they turned to her. His lips did not move, not to greet her with a smile nor to reprimand her with a grimacing smirk. He was still tired, deeply annoyed and not over the stress that her disobedience had caused. Things would have to change... being lenient was clearly not an option he could explore as often as he had allowed himself to in the last two months.* Indeed... *he whispered at last.* but one can hardly rely on what humans say. *he looked directly at her then. She had promised that she would wait. She had lied. He did not like that at all.* And in this instance, never might well have been the outcome... *his eyes turned to Jor’rel, who was still protectively close to Cadence.* I will no longer require your services, Jor’rel... *that said, he rose, ever so slowly. On the platform he seemed all the more impressive than before.* What follows is strictly Cadence’s business and mine. 

C - *She kept her soft smile, but his demeanor was shaking her resolve to play innocent. He was upset and she knew it, but at the moment she was unable to ascertain the depth of the emotion. Perhaps that was a good sign - perhaps he would understand her impatience - it was after all, only to be with him, and let the incident pass. She comforted herself with that, but took a step closer to Jor'rel, who looked down at her and smiled reassuringly before responding to her mate.* 


Jor: Very well, but you have her schedule. *He arched an eyeridge* I am afraid that you will have to put up with my "services" for a few months longer. *He nodded politely* Good day. 


GT: *He curtly requited the nod, glad to see the healer go.* 


Jor: *He looked down at Cadence,* I will see you soon. *Another nod and he turned away.* 


C - *Both she and T'than stood frozen, looking at each other and finally there was the sound of the doors to his offices being waved open. Soon, they were thrown into uncomfortable silence, Cadence's expression registering uncertainty. The feeling took her back to times past, standing before him, his unwilling servant. Taking a deep breath she managed a sweet and impish look and, walking to the dais where he stood, she joined him and put her arms around him and looked into blue eyes that reminded her of another T'than and said simply,* Hi.. 


GT: *He was silent again, his features pale and seemingly turned to stone.* Is this how it is going to be? *he said at last. Having her so close to him was driving him nuts... she probably knew it, even if subconsciously, that that was the way to bend him. But he wouldn't be so weak... for their sake, he couldn't, no matter how strong was his will to hold her and kiss her and make her his again... He moved away, placing a hand on her shoulder and slowly pushing her a step backwards so he could better look into her eyes.* I make a simple request of you, appealing to your good sense and you disregard it out of a childish whim? 


C - *She frowned and pouted her lips appealingly.* I wanted to be with you - I missed you! Not to mention that I am well able to walk from one place to another you know. *She folded her arms in an irritated manner.* 


GT: *His fingers curled against her flesh, pressing just a little too hard on her shoulder* Have you any idea of the recklessness of your actions? Have you any idea at all of the danger you put yourself in, and our child? *he was angry, but there was also sadness if one looked deeply into his cold blue eyes. Yes, he would have to take drastic measures.* 


C - I didn't! *she cried* I only wanted to be with you! You should be happy about that! *She paused and looked away* Please...stop yelling at me! *She looked back at him mournfully and took a step in his direction. Things were not going as planned at all! First the callousness of the humans in the hall and now this! All she wanted was for him to hold her and be affectionate to her and toward that goal she reached out for him...* 


GT: *T'than just turned away and started walking towards the door to the former lab. It was nearly as invisible as before; one would have to know it was there to notice it. He waved it open and stepped inside, assured that she was following for he could hear her soft steps and feel her energy not so far from him. How appealing; it was sheer torture to have to deny them both like that, but she needed that small lesson. Nothing was for granted.* 


C - *Her entire demeanor drooped at his cold rebuff but she followed him. He wanted to confine her in the lab again, but she thought perhaps once they were there that she could calm him down. 


Once she stepped into the narrow corridor she knew something had changed; there was a row of cartons containing some things she didn't recognize but also...there were items from her room! A statuette of abstract art cast in pewter, some books, and a few things that had once lay atop her dresser. There was another moment of surprise when she saw a blank wall where the lab door had once been and noticed that the corridor continued further where before it had reached a dead end. A few paces more and there was a door, well masked like the one in his office. The Taelon entered a code and it vanished, leaving an arch from which rich bluish light emanated. He stepped aside and Cadence knew that he wanted her to enter. #Step into my parlor, said the spider to the fly...# She shook off the childhood adage and crossed the threshold...  *

GT: *He caught the whisper of a thought, but not enough to make it complete. He could nearly smell her apprehension, should that sense be available to Taelons. But in its stead was her aura, which could not lie and revealed her to him more profoundly that an open diary. He wanted to observe, and for that he stayed behind, letting her explore her surroundings without his interference. There was still a little to be done, but he would leave that up to her. Not that it seemed wise to let her partake in any decision that pertained them, at least not at the moment, but he had left empty places for her to fill with her own taste.* 


C - *Her eyes widened as she took in what was obviously the sitting area of...their chambers! The ceiling was vaulted and high, adding space to the already large room. Every corner was rounded, the lack of straight lines and edges making her feel like she had stepped into a bubble. A warm breath of air tickled her shoulders as the door rematerialized behind her and she heard T'than setting the security code. But she was too enraptured of her new surroundings to focus on him. 


There was a long and well-cushioned sofa along one wall, made of some Taelon fabric as black as onyx, yet as she moved she noticed that it seemed to also reflect the light in the room, giving the material a blue sheen that vanished teasingly when the approached it, her fingers stroking at a surface that felt like butter. Two chairs made of the same fabric and that reminded her vaguely of lotus chairs sat across from the sofa and between the seating area was a tabletop of clear glass that rested over a sphere of textured bioslurry. She touched it and discovered that despite its precarious appearance that it was quite sturdy. She wondered how the balance had been accomplished. Beyond the two chairs was a large window that took up almost the entire wall on that side of the room. It afforded a spectacular view of the stars and the Earth.. The window could be made to vanish, leaving just the wall with a sweeping wave of her hand and she played with this feature for several minutes before growing bored and going back to her exploration. 


There was no doubt that T'than had designed the room; it was elegant, but also Spartan - the epitome of what she knew the War Minister to be - functional with no frivolity. It was warm, but Cadence found that she was rubbing her upper arms - this place made her feel somewhat sad. Would the warmth she knew he was capable of not be demonstrated in the place where they were to live? She sighed softly, her fingers tracing over the virtual glass of the window-wall as she walked its length and suddenly a rounded corner caught her gaze at the other end of the living room. The pale lighting cast part of it into shadow, but upon her closer inspection she noticed a seam and, after a pause, waved her hand over it, only slightly surprised when it vanished and revealed another room, and after she recovered from the shock of what she saw, she went inside.* 

GT: *He was her shadow in that moment... a faint figure that followed her every move with incredible synchrony. He moved in the dim light of the room, a ghost of pale ivory, his hands behind his back. The anger of before seemed dampened by the sight of her childish curiosity, but then the feeling had an upsetting duality to it. Every new object she watched, every new feature of their room that she tested made him think that he might never have been allowed to cherish that moment had her little escapade gone bad. And then finally she reached the one room he was most eager to present her with... but once again he said nothing, merely walking behind her in the same tempo, the noise of his footsteps concealed in hers...* 


C - *She licked her dry lips and swallowed, her hand rising to cover where her heart pounded in her breast. At first Cadence believed she had stepped into open space, for the rounded chamber had no ceiling, or rather, it's ceiling was the eternity of starfields. Reddish light that became golden and then blue tinted her skin, though she could not ascertain its source. She had found their bedchamber.... 


She knew that she must be blushing for she could feel her cheeks burning as she padded up three wide steps to get a better look at the...at their...bed. Like the rooms, it too was round, and draped in sheets of black like the sofa, with more sheets and a thick comforter that were of an iridescent red so deep it made her think of wine...or blood. Many large pillows were tossed at the head of the bed, which ended at a wall so shiny it was like a mirror and yet it seemed to ripple like water in a gentle lake. 


Suddenly the sky above vanished and became like the wall - a rippling mirror, from which an energy shower sphere emerged. She turned to see T'than, his hand commanding a datastream. She tried to put away her desire to lie upon that shining bed, her eyes captured by the sight of them moving together in the ceiling's glimmering face. From all around the perimeter of the bed fell a rippling veil of opacity - a privacy shield though she couldn't imagine needing such a thing. A tiny kick inside of her reminded her that maybe they would...in the future, and she smiled and sent a comforting thought to T'lana to quiet her.* 

GT: *Now it was much easier to read her. She was broadcasting her thoughts now that her emotions were taking the best of her. And T'than listened, his fingers coming to a rest on the panel they had been moving as if it were her very skin he was caressing. And it had always been with those thoughts in mind that he had conceived that room. He had known enough of her wishes, of her tastes and her desires to freely explore the several possibilities of decoration. Not that he was too fond of the concept, but he understood enough about comfort, and she would need it in the next months. That would be her room... her house... her enchanted cell. T'than wondered if she realized that, or if the beauty of the place had done its work and veiled it from what it truly was...* 


C - *She looked over at T'than, her petulance of earlier forgotten, and smiled, nearly in awe. Waving her own hand she watched as the shield swept upwards and vanished. He had designed this place for her - the rest of the room was lovely - comfortable looking lounging chairs, a full-length mirror, carpet which her feet sunk into...it was perfect! And, in a small alcove off the bedchamber, she found the nursery. In front of an oval window was a small cradle, though she had to admit its origins were strictly Taelon; it looked like an egg-shaped pod, the top of which could be pulled down beneath the bottom part of it where it appeared to vanish. Her lips turned up in a soft smile as she caressed silvery sheets lying over a soft mattress. The most unique thing about it was how it remained suspended between two silver prongs, one on either side of it near its top. They met beneath it, looking a bit like a two-pronged fork. The little pod was held steady in the forcefield between the prongs, and yet Cadence could rock it. The technology delighted her and she laughed, clapping her hands together.* It's wonderful, *she sighed, looking over at him.* 

GT: *A flash of a thought hit him then... the image of her, her lithe figure once more hers to dazzle anyone that might behold it; the same sweet smile on her face, the same look of awe... and a child laying in that cradle that she now touched and explored more enthusiastically than the rest of the room... except perhaps, their bed. Luscious, yes... entirely human yet Taelon as well. It was what they were, in a sense.* 

C - *She turned and walked past him, her body brushing his as she did and went back to the bedroom, her insides lighting on fire when she was once more presented with a bed that was the symbol of sensuality, and she remembered visiting him once during his confinement and promising that, when it was all over that she would be waiting for him in his bed every night. Apparently, he had remembered...* 

GT: *He turned around himself, as if to follow, but his feet led him nowhere.* How do you like it? *he asked at last, perfectly aware of the frivolity of that question. He did already know... he had known live and in colour just by looking at her aura.* 


C - This room... it's so perfect! *she said in an excited whisper. It was so different from the living room but suddenly she understood; the living room was like T'than as he portrayed himself to the rest of the world - cold and indifferent...and the bedroom was the part of himself which he allowed only her to see - his emotional side...his sexual side... 


Unable to resist the call of the sheets any longer she fell upon them and stretched out languidly like a cat, her lips parting as she let a long breath escape her. It felt so good, so cool and smooth and her dress tangled under her as she rolled onto her stomach and rested a cheek against the silkiness of the comforter.* This room...it's like nothing I could imagine. It could easily be the room of my dreams. *she smiled at him happily.* I could stay here forever. 


 GT: *He smiled at the adage. And forever, yes, that was very close to the truth, now. She would definitely be staying there in the meantime...* There are still details that need your attention. I have not emptied your room of your old things, should you need to keep some of them. *though in truth he had ridded himself of everything that was a symbol of her former life. Things that had no meaning and of which he did not wish to remind her of.  *

C - *She blinked in confusion - she had not expected him to switch topics from their new home to her old chambers.* Oh...yes...I will have to go through them...* She would need to sort through her belongings that had been so neatly placed into the cartons that still remained in the outer corridor, awaiting her attention.* 


GT: *He finally walked towards the bed, the dark blue light following him as he moved, giving him a ghostly look and concealing part of his features in shadow. She looked dazzling lying in that bed, exactly as he had imagined it. A shining pearl amidst velvet-like darkness, her beauty enhanced by the contrast. Desire crept closer and closer to the surface of his skin, nearly stealing a blush from him. But again he steadied himself.* I am glad you fancy this room, since it is to be your home. *gold and blue danced in his features and then he stepped underneath the pale light that hovered over the bed and extended his hand to her.* 

C - *She smiled, warmth covering her from head to toe; she felt his desire for her, or perhaps it was her own for him being reflected back in her direction. But how could anyone not feel aroused in a bedchamber such as this whose creation was to stimulate every sense they possessed? She sat up and took his hand, allowing him to pull her close and so they remained, embraced in the mysteriously changing light. Just as their bodies touched, so did their thoughts, giving silence to words. Cadence began to feel terribly guilty; T'than had taken such obvious care to create a magical place for her and she had repaid him by ignoring his request that she not leave the infirmary. Couldn't she have waited just a little while longer? At the time it had seemed utterly unbearable to wait, and she cursed her own impatience. She finally looked up at him and kissed him, allowing her lips to linger for as long as she wanted. They were in their quarters and there would be no intrusions - they could do whatever they wanted to!* 


GT: *Yes, she knew so well how to appease him... his senses were confused whether to give in to that kiss or if they should bow down to his anger and ignore it. But he couldn't... he just couldn't simply ignore it. He kissed her back, the gesture unsure as if one day had wiped out all he had learned about that art. T'than knew that if he allowed himself to unleash his passions, he would not be able to hold them back and surely there was concern: there was the child to think about, and his own hurt as well... But still he let their lips glue until such time when she would have to pull back for air or out of her simple wish to do so. His hand did close around hers, keeping her fingers together as he squeezed them and his other had long went about her body to keep her close to him without any effort. It was all too tempting...* 


C - *It had been so long since she had felt this kind of happiness - the last time had been on Lyra when they had made love and created T'lana. But from now on it would be different! From now on they would only know the best and brightest moments! This was truly a beginning for them. Her mind moved over the image of their new home and she bit her lip thoughtfully, still standing contentedly in his arms.* You know, the living area is wonderful, and I promise not to clutter it for I realize the effect that you wish to achieve but still...*her eyes found his*...it's a little....hmmm...austere. 


GT: *He looked down at her; his fingers were distractedly playing with the tips of her hair that fell down her back... the clothes seemed to get in the way though. He much preferred the contrast between the simultaneous feeling of her silken skin and the strands of golden hair...* Austere... *yes, maybe that would be the word for a human. He had thought them practical, with as much of a human touch as he wanted others to perceive. But above all, it was simply: a Taelon room built with human furniture* Maybe so, but it is best if we keep it that way. 


C - *Even on Kiron you adorned your chamber with those interesting artifacts. Perhaps you could send for them? 


GT: Kiron was my ancient home Cadence. I do not think I will wish to keep anything that I have there. *and that much was true... it reminded him of glory that would take much time and work to regain. Maybe one day he would get those items, tokens to his victories as War Minister and Synod Member, but not today.* 


C -  All right…but, in the meantime, I do have one thing that I think would look very nice on that glass table in there. *she thought of the abstract lines of the pewter statue she had spied lying in the box outside. It had always looked rather alien to her, despite its earthly origins.* Just give me a minute and I'll get it! 


GT: *His hand slid to her waist until she pulled away. He did let her go fetch whatever it was that she liked. It would make little difference in the end. That control she thought she had was only an illusion. He wanted her to feel at home, and to rely on that concept to accept what was to follow.* 


C - *She bounced on her heels excitedly and then dashed from the bedroom and through the living room, exuberance turning to confusion at the only exit from their chambers. The door remained solid, which she had expected. What she had not was when she waved her hand and nothing happened. Going to a tiny panel near the door she activated the manual override and was confronted with a datastream which displayed a message that a security code was required.* Really T'than, *she chided with a lopsided grin*...anyone wanting to break in here would need to pass you by in your office first, and I highly doubt that you would grant them such a privilege... 


GT: *His features had turned serious and hard again. Knowing this, he took a step backward to hide it in the ever-changing shadows.* I conceived this place to be infallible in terms of security. *but as his eyes turned to the panel, the image of himself programming that console to open not with his energy print, but with a code that he himself had encrypted in his mind surfaced in his thoughts. He couldn't risk her learning it during a sharing... and he couldn't risk having her suffer from an impatience fit and decide to leave alone. And there were also dangers that might linger and knock from the outside...  After all, he would not be able to deny them all, not until he got his power back.* 


C - *She laughed good-naturedly and walked over to him.* You've locked us in... *she grinned playfully, her hands behind her back as she looked up at him.* Give me the code so I can get the box I'm thinking of and then, *she licked her lips*...I'll lock the door again and we can... decorate... together. *She giggled, but when he did not respond with even a smile she began to feel slightly edgy.* T'than? What's wrong? Why are you looking at me like that? It's only a little statue...you'll like it, I promise! Give me the code and I'll show you. 


GT: I can open it for you if you wish... *his fingers reached for her chin and kept her looking directly at him.* But I am afraid that is the only way you will ever cross that door. I will not risk you and T'lana by relying on the possibility that you might be far too anxious to leave to acknowledge the danger. *his features were serene, without the slightest hint of reprimand. He simply understood her nature too well...* I want you to remain here, where it is safe and where I can make sure no harm comes to you or our child... 


C - *She looked at him, her green eyes blinking as her mind took a moment to make the connection of what he was really telling her.* What? *The word was spoken with disbelief, her expression that of hurt and one who realizes they have just been betrayed.* No... you can't mean...You wouldn't... *But one look into his calm but un-malleable expression told her that he could... and that he had. Just as she had been, she was his captive once again, only her cage was much better appointed. It was a beautiful cell... but a cell nonetheless. She pulled back from his grip on her face and turned away, her feelings crashing together in a terrible maelstrom. She didn't bother to promise that she would obey him - he wouldn't listen anyway. She didn't bother to beg. She knew that she was impulsive too, but this... this was totally unacceptable, and so, would-be tears dried inside of her eyes, and hurt became a black ball of anger. T'than and his unending paranoia of imagined "dangers!"*


GT: *Her aura flickered brightly in the room, ignited with the kind of torrent of emotions such as he had not seen for many months. And he recognized them all; and he had anticipated them all. It was indeed best to let her storm, and stomp, and cry and yell if she so felt like doing. She would be calmer afterwards, and time, perhaps, would help her accept the confinement. His look was simply one that told her without uttering a single word or broadcasting a single thought that it just wasn't open to discussion.*


C - I won't let you! *she hissed, maintaining her distance, pacing to the other side of the room like a caged animal.*


GT: I do not require your permission. *he said coldly. He did not enjoy seeing her so disturbed... but yes, maybe, deep inside him, there was a side that thrilled at witnessing the spectacle that was the display of her strongest emotions.* You will remain here for as long as I deem it appropriate. Jor’rel can come by and see to your welfare here; I have taken every precaution.


C - Is this the only way you know to keep me with you - to confine me? I'm surprised that you don't keep me nude as well! *She rubbed at her stomach - the baby kicked at her, agitated, but Cadence ignored it.* Jor'rel tried this trick and I made it backfire on him and YOU ARE NO DIFFERENT! *Her hands balled into fists and she blushed brightly in her rage, rage she did not try to stop. Rage she did not *want* to stop!*


GT: I am VERY different Cadence... and you know that. *his eyes squinted. She would not break so soon, but he was willing to force her if that is what it took. There was no gentle way to tell her that she could not leave; not for a person like Cadence who every time she was caught in the spider's web, struggled all the more until it suffocated her; but she would always struggle.*


C - I am a Volunteer! I know the workings of this ship and I_will_spend_my_days looking for a way out. *Her eyes glittered and she dared to approach him, standing on her toes to whisper into his ear ominously* And I will... and when I do, I will run...and you will *never* see the baby or me again! 


GT: You are welcomed to try... but I have made sure the password is beyond your skills. Better than anyone Cadence, I know your limits. *he whispered back into her ear.*


C - *She raised an arm, the floating sleeve of her dress fluttering around it, and slapped him across his pale and beautiful face.*


GT: *He was not sure if it stung or not; only that his face turned ever so slightly with the impact, though his eyes were flashing and pale turquoise when they focused on her.* That was most unwise... *he hissed in a tone he had not used for a long time. Almost immediately, there was a smirk on his face.* You brought this upon yourself. Early today I still had my doubts whether locking you up was truly the answer. But you provided it by escaping the infirmary... *he took one step backwards. Her aura was nearly blinding him.* Until you learn that every action has a consequence, you will remain here... *he walked forward again, one, two steps, until she was forced to walk backwards.* and even if you do break the code after many months - which I doubt - you will still have to go through me. And, in the mean time... *he kept walking, until she had the back of her knees pressed against the bed.* one of your suggestions seems awfully tempting, so I shall embrace it... *this time it was he who raised his hand, but not to slap her, simply to grab the cleavage of her dress and give it such a pull that it opened a gash all the way down her belly, and the dress fell to the floor.*


C - *Time slowed down - a single moment stretching and reshaping itself into a never-ending tunnel which her thoughts began to traverse. They had come full circle; she was alone with him, captive and naked, and no one on the outside world knew. She wanted to hate the old days and yet... she could not get by the fact that they were some of her most cherished memories. In her entire life there had been no one except perhaps her father who could control her - no teacher, not even harsh commanding officers.

T'than could, and knowing that was the thing that kept her forever drawn to him - the fly who wanted to step into the spider's parlor because there was nothing more thrilling than the futile fight once caught in its web until she had to surrender to the rush of being conquered...completely.

But first, futile or not, came the battle, and she would not make it easy for him...and he would have lost interest in her long ago if she had. 

Time flowed normally again in her perception and the ocean of her anger and indignity of being his prisoner completely immersed her.* I WON'T LET YOU DO THIS TO ME! 

 GT: *His eyes were feasting upon her naked figure. Everything was in place still, her youth and vigour quite evident in every curvaceous outline of her body. A true sight; beauty crowned and burning bright with energy. The myriad of colours was all the more amazing now that T'lana was inside her; now that his energy was a part of her. She had grown and developed beyond his expectations...*

 C - *She shrieked, flinging herself against him and using his momentary surprise of the added weight to pull him down with her onto the bed. Unfortunately this now gave him the advantage of being on top of her, but she used the slippery sheets to her advantage and slithered away, only to fall upon him again, pounding at him with her fists.* You don't know my limits anymore!

 GT: On the contrary... *he hissed as he struggled to find the advantage again.* I know exactly what your limitations are. *the last words were spoken with eye contact already. The smirk was on his face, and he quickly discovered that anger was turning to desire. He had always mistaken both, maybe because she had as well. But no matter. He would punish her for her daring, and that she gave him a reason to do it was nearly commendable. Ah, the irony... that was the thing about emotions. It took a master to really understand them for what they were.*

C - You gave me your memories and I WILL find a way out of here... with YOUR skills! * The muted voice of her logical self told her how ridiculous the situation was - a naked and pregnant girl physically accosting a Taelon - but the voice was so quiet it was easy for her to pretend she hadn't heard it.*

GT: *He was still lying backwards on the soft sheets, his hands by his side using their strength to let him raise his back somewhat* I made you... *he said, eyes gleaming in the dim light. They were squinted, but not so much to emphasize the expression on his face as for the fact that her aura was gleaming too brightly; a red fire that had sometimes gleamed in pink, like the flush on her cheeks.* That code is never the same for more than a few seconds...

C - *She had no weapons, but Cadence was a resourceful one and, taking a length of blood-red sheet in her hands, managed to wrap it around his neck, giving it a nice pull.* Yes you are right, *she said with a haughty smile, thinking of his words from before* Every action does have a consequence! *she twisted the material in her hands a bit more tightly.*

GT: *That took him by surprise. And he so enjoyed the challenge... as she did, he granted. But she was wrong... the consequences of his actions would be her safety, and the certainty that she would remain his and his alone. As she was now, in body and soul, and he had one way to prove it to her...  *

C - I'll kill you T'than, *she panted*...I'LL KILL YOU! *She gritted her teeth and pulled the sheet tighter. *

GT: *The grip was getting tight; the scarcely needed air was barely entering his system. The combustion lowered somewhat and his skin assumed a strange paleness... the question was though: was it because of her actions? 


He let her think so. The smirk prevailed even as his eyes closed, but as his hands went limp, so did the "muscles" on his face that allowed it to express his emotions...* 


C - *She was shaking him, much as a dog does with its prey.* I am just as strong as you are! I am Taelon! AS you MADE me! I want to come and go as you do! I will, too! *She was enjoying her tirade until she noticed that... he wasn't fighting her... in fact, he wasn't moving...and he was limp. He looked...# dead # 


GT: *Focus... it took extreme concentration to begin his descent. He had felt every single aspect of it not long ago. The cold embrace of the void; at first soft, like a lullaby, luring him into the deepest of sleeps. And then the torpor; the nearly violent numbness taking over his limbs... and he knew, all too well, how Sam'had was achieved. He needed to lower his energy emissions to a near still. Slowly... slowly... let it slip, let the life shrink into a small central orb... the very core of his being. It was cruel, he so knew it, but a lesson she would not soon forget. Indeed, Cadence had been close to losing him once; but it had felt like a dream. And the trial, she had seen him struggle and prevail, despite his defeat... He was in control, and to win over death was the ultimate way to show it.* 


C - # I just killed my mate! # her mind screamed at her. 


# No, he is tricking me! # 


# You killed him and you know it! # 


# I did not! # 


# You can't feel him anymore...# 


She couldn't, and, silencing the arguing voices in her mind she said tentatively* T'than? 


GT: *Could he hear her? He was slightly aware of her presence. The last remnants of consciousness were still able to recognize her... but he was too far away to understand anything but a deep, almost painful notion of her distress.* 


C - *There was no answer* T'than... if you're playing it's an awful joke... *She swallowed and let go of the sheet. Still atop him she leaned forward, licking her dry lips fearfully as she brought her flushed face closer to his deathly pale one. If he was tricking her then why couldn't she feel him? She could see him becoming slightly translucent as she leaned down even closer and brought a trembling hand toward his cheek...* 


GT: *His body shattered as if it had become as fragile as a sculpture made of dry ash. The sparkles flew all around, a vortex of light that went upwards, incoherently at first and then flowing around her. It was almost a macabre dance of a million little stars that made the dark ceiling even more so by contrast. But he was well aware then. With dematerialized eyes he could see her; with ears that no longer were tangible he could hear her. The sparkles began to gather; at first, one could hardly realize it, but then a strange pattern began to take form...* 


C - *She was screaming, the sound high-pitched and frantic, interlaced with her sobs. Her hands were over her mouth and her eyes bore an unnatural largeness as they followed his sparkling essence, fairy-like flurries dancing before her gaze, the reflection of their brilliance turning the green to turquoise. She grimaced - her terror had reached the child who reflected it back in painful blades of sensation.* 


 GT: *A torrent of light flew from the ceiling directly towards her, knocking her down, forcing her back on the mattress. Their pressure was clearly physical and they involved her wrists, then put weight on her chest; unbearable weight. Then more energy gathered around her, a blanket of pure energy that pressed her down, restrained her every movement and nearly consumed the air that surrounded her. *


C - *Would he take revenge, even in death? Cadence could scarcely think of him as dead, or that she had been responsible, but it was true, and now cold energy fell around her, each particle bearing a terrible weight that she had no choice but to succumb to and as she lay, prone and trembling, the sparkling and diaphanous spectre began to change...* 


GT: *A few more seconds, and one could tell the shape. Legs, arms... torso, head, hands whose iridescent fingers were tightly securing her hands, palm to palm. The form of a smile grew on the still barely recognizable face. Darker sparkles with lighter ones making the contrast and the outlines... until a blush washed over that strange form; a blush that went through her just as it went through the bed that lit up with energy, almost as if fire were consuming it. And then the paleness returned, an ivory façade that covered all of his shell.* Do you really wish to come and go as a Taelon? As I just did? *he was speaking so close to her face, so teasingly close to touching.* I will not allow you to leave me... not for one second. Accept that... *he planted a single, very soft kiss on her lips*  Embrace that Cadence. 


C - *Her mind did not embrace it - she had been shocked beyond cognizance, but her body reacted instinctually and embraced him, her hands escaping his, accepting his kiss on her wet and salty lips. When it was over she just cried against his shoulder, releasing the fright inside of her a little bit at a time with each wrenching sob until it was manageable and she pulled away from him as far down into the mattress as she could, wishing it could swallow her so their bodies didn't touch.* How could you do that? You made me think that I killed you! 


GT: *He could well understand her shock, but not pity it this time. It was all a part of her education, which was far from over. In fact, he did not think he would ever be able to guarantee her total subservience. She did what she did because it was in her nature: both the blind obedience and the childish sulking.* You might have achieved it today, but not with the sheet... 


C - *She kicked and wriggled beneath him and again brought a hand up to strike him.* You are HORRIBLE! You are... you are....*she couldn't finish her sentence - her throat had locked up and she turned her head away, her only way to deny him at the moment, silent tears dripping off of her face to wet the soft sheets below.* 


GT: *This time he did let her hit him, as hard and as many times as she felt like it. It was truly inconsequential.* Understand Cadence, we are not yet completely safe. Your running away today, your escaping my control, that could have been misinterpreted by my kind. I dread the thought that one of them might have found you and used it somehow against us. And if something had happened to you... to T'lana... surely it would kill me. *his voice was so changed, as if the new break of dawn after countless months of darkness had broken the ice like a warm saber of light.* 


 C - *She allowed her eyes alone to turn to him - his tone had changed to that of despair of what could have happened. But her lips remained pouted, her expression sullen. She would not be won over that easily!* 


GT: *The outside world is not your home anymore, and I would spare you further heartbreak. There is nothing for you out there... *he kisses a few tears away.* Your future begins here, and it is here that you must remain. *he rose to his knees on her side and took her in his arms, pulling her close so her head lay against his chest.* 


C - *She remembered the cold and hostile words of those who had once called her a friend - it had hurt so badly! Could it be that T'than was right? He had said the same of Chandra, and look what had happened at the trial - she had done her very best to see to it that Cadence would never be reunited with him again, and that thought was unbearable in itself! These remembrances swirled around in her mind and she began to cry, though T'than would perhaps believe it to be tears of submission... and they were, just not completely. Everything out on that ship had changed - she didn't belong anymore and that he was right about it really stung.* 


GT: *She had taken the first step towards acceptance. He knew that was not her ideal future, but it was all they could afford. He would tread very carefully, he would make no mistake, and he would conquer back his power. This time, she could not come between him and the struggle to regain his position as Synod Member. It was also for her that he wished it back. T'than needed it as a crucial weapon of survival.* 


C - *She had made a pact with herself not to give in to him, no matter how sweet he sounded now but it was a pact she could not keep. Within a moment of being lifted against him her arms were around him, his face becoming wet as she pressed hers close, her kisses to his cheeks coming between her soft cries.* I'm sorry! *she said* I won't do it again, I promise! *And that was assured - the way out was locked* 


GT: *He didn't say anything; his hands were speaking for him as they travelled over her naked flesh. Apologies were not to be asked, but avoided... but he had gotten what he wanted. Gradually, he would begin her lecturing. Their new life demanded adaptations, and it demanded that he be strict. That did not change his feelings, maybe only his attitude. 


His lips pressed against her cheeks, flavoring more of her tears. How sweet...* I trust you will not. No place outside this room is safe for you; no place away from me is safe Cadence. 


C - But you don't understand! ALL that I have wanted is to be with you! I only left to come to you! I will never leave you! I want no one else! *Her words were impassioned with the kind of emotion that she was capable of feeling so strongly. She smiled finally, the sun through the clouds* I am yours... I swear it!  # I love you! # 


GT: *His fingers gently brushed away the few strands of hair that glued to her face due to the tears. She looked dazzling...* #Yes, mine indeed...# *and suddenly his arms became a vice around her body, pulling her close until they were kissing, their lips meshing as if wishing to become one and the same.* 


 C - *She took the kiss as if it was an offering from above, and her own hands moved over the Taelon and she shivered when her fingers noticed he had shed his uniform. They moved and caressed over his skin, enjoying the tingle of his energy rushing just beneath his facade.


 She fell back into the profusion of pillows, and he followed, their skin pressed together as their lips. She was hungry for him... so very hungry! She was sighing softly because he was touching her breasts, her nipples erect and virtually begging for his mouth.*


GT: *Tendrils of energy were surrounding her, a dozen slim tentacles of her aura gathering around him, binding T'than to her desire and pulling him towards her with greater strength than her hands ever could. The Taelon was nearly in a frenzy as his hands roamed over Cadence, touching, caressing... taking possession of her body.*


C - *It was over, and they had forgiven each other. All would be well now, and Cadence, though understanding that things on the outside were indeed different, still believed that he overstated the dangers. Even amidst her passion there was a tiny corner of her mind that was working on how she would make her new life more agreeable to her. Maybe she could work in his office, like she had once. She would still be with him, and, if he needed an errand run, well of course she would be the one to do it! And errands... would require her to move about the ship. She smiled with such a wonderful idea, as well as hands that so expertly were causing her body to positively explode with desire and delight!*


GT: *He picked it up... at first the naughtiness that had nothing to do with sexual drive, and then a few outlines for thoughts. She was already conceiving ways to bend the rules. He smirked at the thought and broke the kiss, stopping to contemplate her. Her breath came and went through her full half-parted lips, and she was so dire for air that her chest heaved, exposing even further her lovely round breasts... the prominent nipples that begged to be taken between his lips...*


C - *She smiled and laughed softly - his desire was mingling with her own and it made for a tickling sensation all over her body and her twinkling eyes captured his and she grabbed one of his hands and kissed his fingertips.* Don't you want me T'than? 


GT: I should not... *he whispered. For a multitude of reasons... for the thoughts he had picked up from her; for the danger in having allowed her to bewitch him in such a manner... But he was burning with desire. That was a fact, not at all hidden by the hissing moan that he unleashed once her lips touched his hands.*


C - *Her tone was playful and teasing and the hand holding his moved it to her hip and down so he could cup a rounded cheek* Don't you want to take me? Take me... in our bed? *It was just the first night and Cadence was already imagining being under him, offering him pleasure every night in that seductive bedchamber.*


GT: I will... because I can... *he leaned over to kiss her face as the words were spoken as soft whispering kisses* every time I want to... anywhere I want to... *maybe she was about to say something, maybe she wasn't. But he gave her no time to; he kissed her deeply, urgently, demandingly. Yes, she was his, it was clear in the way his hand grabbed her butt cheek, the way he pulled her to him... the way his lips began to travel down her neck to make one nipple and then the other a willing prisoner.*

C - *His penetrating kiss erased her playfully indignant look to his "every time/anywhere" comment. The thought of being taken at his whim with no choice in the matter was a little scary, and yet...her body became even more aroused at the notion too! She wanted nothing more than to open her legs and submit to him altogether but...arousing as his words had been, they also aroused Cadence's need to return the challenge. She began to slowly slither down his body, still under him, leaving a wet trail of kisses behind her until she held onto his hips, her lips flush against the skin between his legs. She began to thrust her tongue against him, moaning as his facade allowed it entrance beyond itself. She hoped these actions had distracted the Taelon enough that he wouldn't notice her legs dangling over the edge of the huge bed, her toes grabbing up her torn dress.*


Turn over T'than, *she whispered against him loud enough for him to hear.* Turn over and let me play...


*Once he was on his back she straddled him, the dress in her hands and with a jerk she ripped a strip of fabric away from it and, leaning down to devour his mouth with her own demanding kiss, slipped it over his eyes, tying it behind his head while allowing her breasts to dangle against his lips like a pair of ripe fruits.* This will be fun...relax...*she chanted in a sweet voice.

GT: *He took the nipple of a dangling breast into his mouth and bit down, locking it harshly between his teeth. * You had better make it good…

C - *She hissed and bit her own lip. Her entire body was buzzing with temporary pain, and when it subsided, she said, harshly* I will... and you shall pay, my slave for such daring! *Tearing a bigger piece of material from the dress she tossed the rest aside and took up his hands, kissing them and, at the same time, binding his wrists and then resting them above his head. She knew that he could easily escape, but hoped he would accept the bondage, at least for a little while. But she knew that he likely did not care for being in the submissive role.* 


GT: *The bonding he allowed because it was not real. None of it was... yes, to her eyes he was restrained, helpless, but they both knew both blindfold and the straps around his wrists were ineffective. He was playing along... and he did it out of mere curiosity... and simply out of the notion that if she slipped, he would have a reason to punish her. Not that he really needed that reason, he rather missed the "old days".* 


C - *On either side of the bed were glass tables, each containing long, glass-like sculptures of differing heights and thickness that made her think of futuristic cities. Each tower was cast in vivid or pastel color, and they gleamed beautifully, seeming to glow from within in the changing light of the room. Reaching over, she grabbed one of pale blue slimness. It was ice cold and that was just perfect. She began to gyrate her hips, moving snake-like over him, leaning over to kiss his lips and touching the tip of his nose with the tube of glass.* Take me whenever you want to? 


GT: *Her heat was so close to him; the core of her energy calling out provocatively and igniting in him the need to merge. But he responded with a smirk.* It is as it has always been. 

C - I think not, *she said tauntingly* You are MY prisoner now, and I shall tie you to the bed in this room, to be used at my slightest whim when I come back from out in the world! *she laughed and began to slide down his prone and naked form, again trailing kisses behind her, following their warmth with the icy touch of what had become a crystal phallus until she was once more between his legs.* I bet I can make you squirm my pet, *she said coyly, adoring his blindfolded face* Or should I call you, My Slave? 


GT: *The blindfold worked both ways really... for though he could not see her flesh, she couldn't see the glint in his eyes either. And it was so full of promise... slave, so wonderful of her to remind him, for if that was indeed a game and they had switched roles, wasn't she admitting that she was indeed his slave? That he was master... the owner of her body and her soul?  His mind was fertile ground for such thoughts, and his arousal did nothing to stop them from flowing. No, they ignited every pathway in his body... Revenge, wasn't it always so sweet? His throat let out a sound that had more of  laughter than a moan.* 


C - *She laughed wickedly and pulled away from his nether regions, hoping he could see her a little bit through the clingy silk cloth over his eyes and finally deciding to remove it.* 


GT: *His eyes closed immediately, as if the light that pierced through them again had injured them. When he reopened them they were daring.* 


C - *She took the phallus to her lips and mouthed it lustfully, her tongue moving over its length.* Oooh, this could be you, War Minister but no! I shall be the one to take pleasure tonight! *She smiled and licked over her lips, making them wet and shiny.* 


GT: *Ooh, yes, temptress indeed. Were it a fool in his place, certainly she would have gotten him to beg... BUT, T'than was no fool. He did not beg... he had no need. He would get what he wanted despite the lust that made his body ache with impatience and the will to take her.* 


C - I'm so wet....*her fingers stroked over her bare sex and then inside of herself.* See? The pleasure is... all... mine...*Her head fell back, her wavy hair stroking the middle of her back like a sweet lover. Then, holding the stem of glass in between both their gazes she blushed, making the tower light up to match her glowing skin and she stroked it suggestively* So warm...*she placed it between her breasts*....so hard...*she traced it over the curve of her belly*...so alive... 


GT: *He licked his lips when she was not looking. She was so ready; he could see it in her body, in the flush that tinted her skin in a lovely pink, and made her aura gleam in that same colour. But she was wrong: he was getting pleasure out of seeing her like that, out of her little game. Shame he would have to stop it soon... soon, but not immediately. He wanted to watch her, to merely observe... yes, that gave him pleasure.* 


C - *She caressed herself with it, moving the tip over her clit, making herself shiver.* Yes....oh yes....*Blushing even brighter now, she began to press it into herself but stopped - it was burning hot! She decided to pursue the dangerous game of toying with his power and she took an ice-cold tower from the table, now holding one in each hand. She brought the icy one down over his chest and abs and followed it with the other which still burned with her residual energy, watching his body shudder* Fire and ice T'than. 


GT: *Such as they were... fire and ice. His energy blue and glacial; hers, reddish and so warm... so warm over him, igniting his senses, making him feel as though every cell of her body that touched his was blazing!* 


C - I will torture you with fire and ice... and it will be for my pleasure to watch you squirm  *She kissed him full on the lips and then teasing him between his legs with the cold tip and then, offering him her most victorious look, she began to move toward him with the opposite...* 


GT: *His teeth came together as he bit back his groan. That time, his body did tense, from the surprise, from the strong contrast of her warmth and the cold of the statue at the most sensitive part of himself.. from the pleasure and the indignation. That was quite enough...  *


C - *Her face lit up with delight as she watched his reactions - her powerful Taelon mate now reduced to a shuddering captive.* Watch T'than...watch as I torment you for my pleasure... 


GT: *He did not even have to think about it; his body simply moved on its own, escaping the restraints that bonded it to the bed, moving them both so that he was once more on top of her, his waist pressing between her legs; his hands quickly grabbing her wrist, making her let go of the statue, and then finally, expertly tying her up in his stead.* Now, this is much more like it. I enjoy fantasy, but the real thing is so much more thrilling. *his body undulated against her, stealing a little of satisfaction as it teased her* Do you not agree, my pet... *he kissed her neck then, up towards her earlobe, where he whispered* My slave... 


C - *She glared at him for ending the game and pulled against her bonds; her wrists were now tightly bound above her head.* When I get out of this I am going to...*but the words died on her lips when she saw him reaching over her.* 


GT: *He grabbed the one phallus that was still hot and moved it before her eyes, then slowly he rose and sat over her knees so she could barely move.* Now, let us see who will make who squirm, hmm?! *He nearly mirrored what she had done to him. At first he provoked her by moving it over her face, then touching her still wet lips and quickly moving the statue to her nipples. It was still so hot, but not enough to dry the saliva from its surface, so it left two small wet kisses on her nipples. * 


C - *The heat of the crystal against her nipples at first made her inhale softly, but the sensation had been quite pleasant.* I won't squirm, *she said, a challenging smile on her face.* I much preferred dominating you...because you squirmed so delightfully! 


GT: *The other phallus was close at hand, so he reached for it. Yes, cold as ice. He knew that material for its amazing properties... slowly, he brought it to her nipples, rolling the tip around them and watching in delight as they hardened amazingly, turning dark red from the cold.* Your body wants nothing to do with dominating. 


C - Oh really? *Cadence asked coyly, though keeping the tremor from her tone was becoming more difficult as T'than progressed in his taunts.* What does it want then? 


GT: It so hungers to submit. *and while those words were being spoken, the second sculpture was drawing dangerously close to her clit.* does it not? 


C - *She didn't respond right away; she was too busy watching him move the heated phallus down her body. She could feel its heat still and decided that whatever those towers were made of, it certainly was not common glass. It still felt hot, but if her nipples could take it, her clit would be able to withstand its warmth as well. She was actually glad he was sitting on her legs because her most vulnerable areas were now quite protected.* Submit? *she raised her chin arrogantly* I think not, but why not untie me so I can capture you again... and enjoy your submission? *She was perspiring lightly, her words so opposite of her thoughts.* 

GT: Because... this is what pleases ME. *his eyes had been lost in her figure for a while, but they were now fixed on hers* Your place is not to command, or even to ask why, but to simply obey. *he arched an eye ridge.* I see you have forgotten much in the past weeks. *he was somewhat playful, but there was also a hint of reprimand in his tone. But it was not like he would mind re-educating her.* 

C - *He knew her so well, because from the moment the soft material had squeezed her hands together her heartbeat had quickened, and she could feel liquid heat accumulating inside of herself, ready to spill forth like the juices of an overripe fruit when her trembling thighs would finally be thrust apart by the Taelon when he had had enough of her resistance.* 

GT: *The smirk on his face had broadened to unsettling proportions. He was letting her know just how right he knew he was. Under him her knees had tensed a few times; maybe she wanted to break free; maybe her body had simply shivered... or maybe, just maybe, her desire had heightened so much that her own body had wanted to open to him. 

And yes, he would make her reveal herself in all her splendour as his slave. It could take one session; or two. He could even take it mildly at first for T’lana’s sake, for that was truly the only thing that made him softer right now; the one thing that kept him from punishing her direly for her disobedience. Lost in the dreams of a fairytale romance, Cadence had forgotten her nature... as well as his. 


C - *He was still, his eyes fixed on her, but it was not necessarily an admiring stare. Or rather, it was admiring - the admiration of a cat looking at its helpless prey and indeed thoughts of their past settled over her, and suddenly she felt smothered by them!* Please...stop.... *But stop what? He wasn't doing anything...but the look in his eyes....* Please! 

GT: *The Taelon leaned forward, relieving the weight on her knees and shedding the cold statue. It was now his iciness that teased her nipples; his pale lips that tormented the tender flesh; his teeth that nibbled on their hardness... 

And as he worked on breaking her defiance through such simple ministrations, the warm phallus sought space between her thighs... forcing itself between them, rubbing softly even though they were still so tightly together. * 


C - *Pleasure, pain, it was commingled. She moaned and arched her back, trying to take the pressure off of her stinging nipples as he pulled at them and bit down, and below, an intruder bade entrance though she kept her thighs tightly together against it. There was truly something different about these phalluses - they did indeed feel warm and alive, and she overflowed - her body begging for its touch.* 

GT: *T’than captured the right nipple with his teeth and pulled on it as his chin rose to look into her face. It was increasingly easier to move the phallus between her legs; was she parting them? Or was the wetness reaching her inner thighs? He could not see, but he could so easily tell she was giving in. *


C - Oh please! It hurts so much! *The words were barely a breath, joined by the hiss of her body as it writhed against the sheets, and still hardness was drawing closer to her insides.* No.... 


GT: *He pulled up, letting the nipple go only after it had become impossible to hold it without biting it off. His left hand was still quite busy with her other breast though, and he just wanted to look upon her face. How beautiful she became in her torment…* 


C - *The room had begun to sway; Cadence wondered if the inertial dampeners of the ship were functioning properly. Everything appeared at odd angles, even T'than's grinning face. Was she so lost in ecstasy that her perceptions were being affected?* What are you doing to me? 

GT: Consider it an… awakening, my slave girl. *his lips were free to utter those words for it seemed that if they went back to their savouring of her flesh, she would achieve release. And he did not want that... he wanted her to break, not to bend to that lust, to that desire that devoured all thought and reason without an ounce or mercy.* 

C - *Insistent prodding below and she pressed her legs together, but a hot tip was already teasing her sex.* I'm not your slave! I do not exist solely to please you! 

GT: *He merely grinned, an evil grin that could chill one’s soul. How adorable she looked in her futile struggle... how foolish yet how endearing. He put her will to the test, knowing it would not abide by her words. Yes, he could almost feel it: the throb of her sex, as fast and urgent as the beating of her heart; the nectar of her core, welcoming the phallus closer and closer to it.* 

C - *She gasped then; he had pressed the tip of the tower against her already oversensitive clit, and her reaction had been immediate: she had opened her legs against the momentary pain. Now vulnerable she looked up at him with glistening eyes. She wondered if her tears still aroused him.* I'm sorry! 

GT: Sorry? *he spoke, his tone teasing* Apologies are not to be asked... *he pressed harder and his fingers pinched her sore nipple* not even begged... *he bent down, his eyes still capturing hers in their glare, and then he whispered into her ear* ...but avoided... and you... disobeyed! *he rose up again, fast, his ministrations becoming rough and invasive, his fingers once more pinching her nipple until her face flushed even more.* 

C - *She cried, now wishing her hands were free to rub at her clit that now felt like it was on fire...a fire that burned to lick her flesh with tormenting flames, as well as those that burned her very soul, making her hate him and love him because he was the only one who really knew how to decipher the language her body spoke in its want of being utterly conquered, no matter the torments wrought by the conquest.* I'm sorry... I... should not have said that... 

 GT: *His hands went up her chest, until a finger gently touched her lips* Hush, I want no more talking... unless you need to beg, but your body can do that for you, can it not? *white teeth gleamed in the dim light, his eyes sparkled with lustful malice.* Show me Cadence. Yield, and show me your true nature… *

C - *A tear rolled down her cheek and caught in the strands of hair over her ear. She tried to brush it away by turning her head into her upraised arm, her small whimper muffled somewhat by her bare skin. Her mind told her to keep challenging, but her body told her to give in - obey him so he would allow her release.

But no! That would be his pleasure... and possibly her pain. And yet, wouldn't giving in and becoming that which would please him be pleasure in itself?  # It always had been before...#  Her mind answered, betraying its original idea. *

GT: *The struggle had begun, galvanic, her will against her nature. Of course he knew which would win, no matter how she prolonged the battle. She was just confused... and T’than so adored that naïve confusion. He loved how it made her pale flesh iridescent with the energy of her aura; he loved how the tears rose to her eyes and lent them the kind of light and beauty that made it look like the rainbow had sought shelter in her irises.

He cupped her cheek with his hand, forcing her to turn her face to him. There was not the slightest change in his demeanour, not the slightest change in his demand, but he did so love what he saw in her face, and inside her, past her beautiful green eyes.*

C - *But still, Cadence had believed that their relationship would be different now - that the old days would be forever that - in the past. Now they would be equals, in a loving relationship, together in each other's arms every night. He would allow her choice; no more would she be forced to his will. No more would she be bound while he took her body as he wished.


She would be clothed - never again to be his naked slave to kneel before him if he so demanded it.


Never again...


Her heart raced... not with excitement but with panic at the thought. The idea of being captive to a stifling and mundane relationship like that would be more torturous than any torment he could ever inflict! Of course she wanted love and tenderness, and the rare moments when T'than would offer that made those times all the more precious, and she knew those feelings were there - she could see them in his eyes when he spoke of T'lana, and when he held her.*

But she also needed the kind of incredible excitement that only he could offer her - the lust he inspired in her...and the fear. *

GT: *Ah, the change... that change made her bloom. She was a rosebud achieving the moment of perfection. He smirked, impatience rising in him. But he waited, savouring that tingling feeling that was growing inside. The victory, the kind of pleasure that was instinctive and strong enough to be sexual. It was lustful and caused his insides to stir with want.* # Yield... yield...#


C - *He was holding the crystal tower still, pressing it against her sex and it was still warm, until a burst of his energy made it hot again, making her grimace. She wanted him - and she wanted to please him!*

GT: Yessss, my pet... *his hand was letting go; their gazes were locked together and so his fingers were once again free to feel her skin, to marvel at the tingling that grew at the surface of her flesh; such energy, such sexual drive, such will to submit. He wished she would feel it as he did... but no, he couldn’t make her understand. It could never become rational or it would lose all its magic.* Show me... *his voice was adamant, but smooth and seductive.*

C - *Steeling herself she took a deep breath, opening her thighs and showing him her true nature to be his, by sliding down onto the glass thickness in his hand and releasing a shuddering breath against the blazing heat now tightly inside of her.*

GT: *He grimaced with the torrent of pleasure that coursed through him. The phallus was able to conduct energy to a certain level, as hers had been taken to the hilt of its intensity. The first penetration; the relief and torment of her submission, the hunger of her unsatisfied body. *


C - *It was like sliding down onto solid fire, but barely a sound escaped her lips as she obeyed his will not to speak.*

GT: *He laughed, the sound almost a sneer as he waited for her to open her eyes again. He slowly leaned down, pressing his forehead to hers and planting the smallest kiss on her lips* Now, show me more... 


C - *She shook her head in confusion; had she not already given him all that she could?*


GT: *Slowly, he began to withdraw the sculpture from within her.* I want to see the length of your need Cadence... *was that the smallest hint of panic that he saw in her eyes. He smirked, his lips still in contact with hers. He was moving the phallus back in and sending a new jolt of energy through it* Did you know that this material dissolves when in contact with organic fluids? *he raised his back again, dismounting her to he could lie on his side by her. He was slowly pushing the hardness in until it could go no further.* It gives the most tormenting of pleasures, I hear... an aphrodisiac such as no human has ever experienced...


C - What! *she cried, forgetting to be silent. The will to submit to him was being thrust back by the tide of her indignation and anger, despite the discomfort of the toy being pushed up into her even further than she thought she could withstand.* Aphrodisiac?


GT: They say it is like fever... *he pulled it out, moving it in a semi-spiral to the right then the left* blazing, consuming... *another jolt* quite the powerful mixture... *his eyes followed the line of her cleavage, down her slightly swollen abdomen, until they fell upon the phallus that was once more being withdrawn. It was gleaming with her love juices under the dim light...  *


C - *She recalled how her vision was blurred and it still was, and now she knew it had not been her imagination or her tears. She was feeling tense and tight all over - a violin string pulled so taut and waiting for the final pluck!*


GT: *He brought it up, moving it over her face teasingly, then beginning a descent until he touched her nipples, first one then the other, rolling the tip over the hardness and around it. They too now gleamed with the sweetness of her nectar, and she would soon begin to feel the effects...*


C - *She pulled away as best she could in her bound state.* How dare you! How dare you drug me! I already want you! I don't need any help! Is my own desire not enough for you, you devil! *Her tears came even stronger and she cried as a wave of terrible need swept over her - a chilled wind that cut to her bones.* Why... oh why?


GT: Hush my pet... *he looks down at her mockingly.* Need I also remind you who fetched these from their resting place? *his hands touched lightly at her cheek, moving a stubborn lock of hair from the way.* Your action... *he moved the phallus inside again, pressing it until it met the limit of her depth.* and the consequence... *he leaned down again, stealing a kiss from her. It was almost cold, detached, but therein lay the fury of his want for her.*


C - *Forced back into silence again she shuddered - his motions with the phallus were sometimes harsh, and he kept making it hotter just when it cooled enough for her to bear it with some semblance of grace. She was now writhing on the bed, all hope of that former poise dissolving like the crystal inside of her, which had the terrible and circular effect of dissolving faster the more aroused she became, the drug heightening her desires ever further, thus increasing her wetness, thus increasing the amount in her system in a never-ending spiral of need travelling upward and upward.*

GT: *It was lovely the way she gleamed on the bed; the way the sheets themselves had been infected with her energy making it seem as though she was lying in a bed of shimmering light. He leaned down, hunger to taste of her. Kisses were trailed down her arms, just barely missing the armpit... then going slowly from her breasts... he did not touch her nipples; not until the moment when he rose somewhat and let only the tip of his cold tongue antagonise the heat of the aphrodisiac’s effects on them. One small lick to send her shuddering against him, and then he was once more devoted to the observation of her bittersweet pleasure.*


C - *Her breasts felt hot and swollen, her sex no less affected, flushed and throbbing as she would slide forward when he pulled the toy away, shameless in her need and beyond caring. She was beyond speech, beyond thought, beyond herself! *


GT: *Her dance was driving him crazy. He could feel everything she felt by proxy. And still he had his own lust to tend to, and that was also being communicated to her. All around him energy particles danced and collided as if a vortex of desire were locking them both away from the stillness of the outside world. Maybe his façade looked calm, but his pathways ached with the rushing energy.*

C - *The room seemed to light up all around her and there was a sound... a soft sizzling noise and suddenly everything was its usual dimness again, T'than's face still smirking and partially in shadow. But something was different - her hands... she could move them and she was shocked at what she saw:


The delicate material from her dress that he had used to tie her hung in shreds, the edges burned through. She felt very frightened for a moment - he could blush like that, but to her knowledge she could not. What had this drug done to her? She never answered her own question though for another intense wave of need made her cry out, her body stiffening in a shuddering spasm, which caused more warmth to wet her inner thighs.*


GT: *That was it... the climax such as he could not have anticipated. Not the orgasm of her body, but of her senses and her energy. It rendered him weak, powerless even, so enthralled he was by her, by the beauty of her submission to that ecstasy. Events took place that he did not care to stop; it was her moment now.* 


C - *Shaking away her ruined bonds she flung herself against the Taelon, wrapping her body around him in a steely embrace and nearly growling into his ear before she bit it.* Here is_the_length_of_my_need! I need you! You DID this to me and by the gods you are going to fuck me until it subsides! So TAKE your pleasure... take ME! 


GT: *He laughed, genuinely. What else could he do in such situation? He felt happiness, despite her demeanour. She had always craved that control, craved their joining. He had molded her so well that she had become like a child, sulking and demanding when her sexual needs were not met. 


C - Stop laughing! *she hissed* Dammit...take me! *she tightened her bodily grip of him* Fuck_me! 


GT: *Despite her strength, he still managed to break free, just enough to cast the phallus away. She had never needed it, of course, but he had quite enjoyed the game.* The aphrodisiac must have confused you. *he said, looking down into her eyes. Her arms involved him like tentacles and her legs were so tightly around his waist that if he had a spine, he might have been afraid she would break it.* I take no orders from you... *but he did lean down in an instant, he did kiss her passionately until her lungs cried for fresh air, and he did move against her sharply.* You must learn how to suffer with grace... or I might just leave you to your torment... *though he knew fairly well that he could not bring himself to leave. Not that he did not possess the strength; it was merely because he had taken too great a dose of the best aphrodisiac there was: the sight of her sweet torment.* 


C - *She went limp in his arms, pouting her lips and blinking her large eyes as she looked up at him.* Please don't leave me! *she begged him in a whisper.* I don't know how to suffer with grace... and that is not what you really want, anyway. 


GT: Really? *his lips molded the word without ever abandoning the shape of his smirk. It was true, he enjoyed her battle, and though she did not know, there was much grace in the way she struggled; and much beauty.* 


C - *It was true - had she known how to suffer stoically Cadence had a distinct feeling that she would not be here with him now. She released him, one hand snaking between them and between his legs, pressing and rubbing his main pathway. *


GT: *He moved somewhat away. He did not want to break, not as she had, or he would admit to be a slave to the pleasure as well. And besides... he could not let her know just how weak he was feeling; just how he felt on the verge of crumbling and becoming what she wanted him to be: the object of her satisfaction. * 


C - Why do you resist? *she asked through a passionate kiss, trying a new tactic to make him give into her desires, and his own. She knew he wanted her badly, but he was still enjoying the lust that rocked her body in swift, hot intervals - the drug was still alive in her.* You have me... *kisses*... warm, willing and wet in your arms... *kisses* ...all yours... *she thrust her tongue deeply into his mouth*...no one else's... your... slave... 


GT: *Ah, the magic word, the word spoken by her lips and carrying the deepest of sincerity and meaning. The word that was now a part of her, a word that defined her. Slave.* Indeed... *he hissed, much like the snake ready to bite. It was in no way a warning; she had earned her prize and he had gotten what he wanted...* 


C - *She fell back, bringing him with her and again wrapping herself around him but this time not as a demand, but instead she had become like the soft, velvet glove that stretched and yielded to create a snug and perfect fit around the hand that wore it, and she fit him perfectly. Everything about her now was yielding - her body, her voice, her kisses, and yet her fire was still there, waiting to be released in the only way he would permit - passion...* 


GT: *For a moment he just stared down at her, as if he had not actually agreed with the decision that was already gleaming in his eyes. Yes, he would take her now, ravish her. But his body remained still as a statue made of marble, seemingly frozen on the outside, but completely on fire on the inside.* 


C - *Her hand still moved below, feeling him begin to burn - his energy ready to spill over, his main pathway swelling with it and ready to expand into her and she pulled it back and once more wrapped her legs around him, her hips gyrating slowly, pressing her sex against him.* You want this...*she whispered into his ear*...to take the one you love... the one you own... in your bed tonight....*she took his lower lip and sucked it softly and then let it go.* Let me give you pleasure...anything you want... anything!


GT: This is truly you. *he seemed to move forward to kiss her again, but swiftly he moved downwards, a hand grabbing her right breast as his lips enveloped her nipple, sucking on it as if wanting to drink her very energy through it. He groaned as he felt it harden, her whole body lifting him in the wave of passion that made her back arch. *


C - Yes...me........Yours....*her words were broken, her eyes closed and she pressed herself against him, hearing her own heart racing in her ears like pulsating thunder.* Please...oh please make me yours!


GT: *He went on, one nipple then the other, his ministrations becoming more feverish as his lust increased. He needed her already, desperately he hungered to become one with her. 


His hands slithered over her body, urgently exploring curves they already knew so well. They moved as if summoned by hers, and still his body had become one hot living coal over her. Finally he reached her hands, and roughly he pinned them down to the mattress. Palm to palm, they were as they should be. *


C - *Her eyes opened and she took a deep breath of thrilled excitement - he had begun it - the final conquest of her body and her soul. She welcomed it and again pressed her aching sex against him.*


GT: *He groaned again and rose on his hands, his fingers entwining with hers, leaving no room to escape. Her own heat against his body stole the lightest blush from him; a short flashing of energy that gave his pale skin an iridescence that his facade usually hid.* Mine... 


C - Yes...*the word was nearly wept.*


GT: My slave... 


C - Always...*a single tear glittered in the corner of her eye.*


GT: My love... 


C - Yours....


GT: *A kiss, rough and as conquering as it was urgent.*... my precious... *the words died as a hissing moan; the portals to his being had opened to her... and he too had plunged into her depths below… *


C - *The sudden intrusion of his energy was always hot and painful, though she was never burned, and yet she begged for it, like the bee drawn to sting even though it meant its own death. She was helpless to fight it, and he had bred the need into her. She was arched up and frozen against him, her hands locked into his so hard they were shaking. But pain is so close to pleasure and now it was - first the small agony of invasion stabbing into her hands and her sex, and then the ecstasy of completely merging with him. She would always be a virgin and forever it would feel like the first time.*


GT: *It was bliss and it brought a grimace to his face. It seemed his body was being stung within as millions of tiny explosions celebrated the joining of their two bodies; the invasion of her sweet yet alien energy. He was left frozen for a moment, struggling to open his eyes and behold her beauty; he was breathing through slightly parted lips, his look still one of desperate hunger. He wanted more! And his body knew just how to act on that; more energy was redirected to his arms and his hands; more energy was being concentrated where their bodies were truly merging into each other and he started to move...*


C - *Her lips sought to join with his as well and she moaned into his mouth and even laughed when her own energy bloomed outward and flowed back into him. He was gorgeous! His body was lit from the inside in glowing rivers of a million colors and she could feel her essence carried on each one, in a million places at once and yet she was one with him. The sensation was without equal!*


GT: *Her essence and his were becoming one; it invaded every tiny pathway of his body, wanting to reach every sparkle of his being igniting it with pleasure. It flowed from him into her, and traveled everywhere in her body to return to him, energy carrying her ecstasy as her blood carried the oxygen that would relieve her strained muscles. And he needed it as badly. Deeper he drove into her; deeper into her mind and deeper into her body... but he had become gentle, his features were nearly concerned and the torment of holding back was visible in his eyes.*


C- Harder...*she said urgently* Take me harder! 


GT: *He rested his forehead against hers, as if the effort had drained him momentarily* Cannot... the baby... *he groaned and rose on his hands again.*


C - The baby is fine... look! *Within herself burned T'lana's essence, now given perfect form. The child was literally surrounded by a burning halo of white light.* Positive energy T'than... she feeds on our love, so take me harder! *He was moving against her and she could feel a thick column of his essence stretching the walls of her core exquisitely.* Take me as you desire and we will explode together... in sheer bliss!


GT: *His arms were trembling. He would have pulled back had she not reassured him. The pressure was mounting up to proportions he could not fight back. And he stopped the fight altogether. A harder plunge sent him groaning aloud... then another, and another, faster and harder, the energy sharing in intensity and speed until it looked to him as though their bodies were melting from the heat and coming together. Blush after blush came over his facade, one with each thrust of energy into her, until his body was one shiny blue form moving against her; a body made of pure energy and light that kissed every cell of her skin, penetrated every pore to bring her to full bloom and to total ecstasy.*


C - *Her legs, once locked against his hips, opened widely to allow him a complete freedom of movement and she met each thrust with an arch of her back until he was taking her so hard and fast that she could not match him and could only allow him to finish, the pounding of his body against hers making her moan and whimper. But she was as happy as she could be; her adored mate was taking her, and taking pleasure in her body as he wished, and knowing that it was she who provided it made her shudder in ecstasy herself.* Take me... take me as you need...*she chanted, her voice shuddering whenever their bodies met.*


GT: *He felt so light, as though close to exploding into a million tiny sparkles. But still they were confined to his form, to the shape of his body. Their only release was Cadence; so into her his essence went, into her with such force that it seemed that if he gave any more he would lose consciousness. But his self-awareness was long gone; lost to the lust and the ecstasy of unleashing the passion that had been welling up for so long... so very long...*


C - *She was glowing, but whether it was from the enormous amount of energy he was pouring into her, or whether she was reflecting the brightness of his body, now over hers in its natural form she did not know. Seeing him like that, a humanoid made of pure energy, was incredibly arousing; Cadence loved his true form. It was so alien... so alluring, nearly too beautiful to behold.


Her palms were burning next to his, channeling his essence, hers rushing back to him. Her stomach felt full of butterflies, the feeling building to unbelievable proportions every time he pounded against her and she began to feel a familiar but long-missed sensation: the walls of her sex tightening, preparing to clench him inside of her until her orgasm would bring on his climax, sending their essences into a billion shards of exploding bliss before hurling them back together as one.* I'm... going... to... come!


GT: *He had been staring fixedly at her, as if blind, but now it seemed he was once again looking at her from behind his irises. Yes, he knew the signs, he felt them all maneuvering his body as would a puppeteer. He could not stop any of it, and he discovered it was becoming too strong to withhold any further.*


C - *She kissed his glowing face, and then deeply on his lips.* Do you feel it? 


GT: Yessss... *he growled, the word not only sound, but feeling as well that was poured into her.*


C - *She began to shiver* Oh yes... it's happening... come with me! Feel what I feel! *Her head fell back and her body tensed, her sex shrinking around him as she blushed in pure delight!*


GT: *He growled aloud, the sound broken and animalistic. The climax was like a vice, crushing him, making his back arch up and pressing his hips against her, making him sink too deeply into her body... into her very core... and into her soul. It felt like he too was being ripped open, exposed, filled with warmth and light and pleasure until he had no other remedy but to scream from it. Eternity and melted into that one moment when time seemed to freeze; where there was no sound and so feeling at all... until it sent them both crashing, exploding in bliss that froze him completely turning him into a living statue of light... and then slowly it subsided... a cruel departure but a needed one. One could die of too much pleasure... too great a bliss for the soul to withstand...*


C - *Wordless sounds escaped her as he too reached the pinnacle of his ecstasy and endurance. She wanted to hold onto him but her hands were still firmly pinned by her head, her fingers splayed and dancing to the soundless music of his rushing energy. Her orgasmic energy swelled in the center of her body and shot outward to spear him all over with pinpricks of light, and between her legs she was covered in slick wetness - the results of the human part of her achieving climax.*


GT: *His movements slowed and slowly his arms gave in until he was resting his forehead against hers. He planted one single kiss there before his facade returned, a pale porcelain mask that hid his true form. Then he came to a total stop and leisurely let his body slide down on hers. He needed the distance; needed to recover...


When his head rested against her chest and his fingers finally slackened their grip on hers, it seemed like the remnants of his forces had left him. T'than was left lying completely atop her, breathing fast for the oxygen that would help to calm his system...*


C - *Her hands were finally free. Flexing her fingers for a moment she then touched his head tentatively in places before embracing him, pressing his cheek into her breasts. Her hand found one of his and lifted it to rest over her stomach; the child was sending out warm waves of contentment and peace and Cadence smiled. For weeks they had dreamed of lying together like this, feeling each other, feeling their child, and now it would be so. T'than would be there and together they would experience the changes occurring in T'lana as well as in Cadence's own body.


She slithered upwards so she could lay her head on a plush pillow and he came with her. Energy began to fall over them and she snuggled into his arms so they were face to face on their sides and she smiled as she was drawn close. When the lights went out her eyes moved to the door...she knew it was locked...forbidden and she shivered. She decided that now was not the time to worry about it and nestled her head under his chin and closed her eyes, utterly content until the day when the door would become too much to resist, as would the temptation of his punishments...*
Book Nine

Part Three

Ghosts

*A day had passed since the trial… Naor’rin lay in her bed, her hair still wet from the shower she had just taken in hopes of relaxing. The night had been quite unpleasant. For some strange reason her dreams had caused her consciousness to claw its way back into control, and she had awakened with a start, her heart beating furiously in her chest as though it wanted to burst through her ribcage and flee.

It felt like it bled. That was all she knew - the sheer pain of it. Something was very wrong but she could not make out what it was. Naor'rin often remembered her dreams. She often understood them. But this was much deeper, and she had lived it keenly in her sleep, and still... there was not the faintest memory of what those night wanderings had been.

The flow in the energy conduits on the ceiling brought her a strange peace. The movement of the energy on its surface was nearly hypnotic, like blood flowing evenly in blue veins, and the freshness of the cool air in the room against her bare and wet skin was pleasantly refreshing. The towel was sprawled underneath her and open wide on the bed; her arms were by her sides and her legs dangled from the knees downward on the bed’s edge. Her long black hair was a tangled halo surrounding her face and shoulders. Her expression was blank, but not thoughtful... just distant... She just looked lost, a body empty of its soul and life, discarded on that bed as if the host had decided to leave that prison of flesh.

But then a hand rose, a movement that had so little of the quality of life. It was as if the Jaridian were trying to reach for something that hovered over her... To her eyes, the blue lines of the ceiling’s conduits had taken a shape, and her lips trembled and curved into a smile as if her mind recognized it... Yes, everything in that situation looked so familiar...

She sighed and blinked, and then a chill came through her suddenly; life again, felt so keenly through terror... there was an image lurking behind her lids. An image that superimposed another; the truth vanquishing the fantasy that her heart had built. Not Zo'or... but another Taelon...

Naor’rin gasped and sat up sharply. Her heart was once more running in her chest and she held her hand to it, as if that would somehow calm it down. But it didn’t; her own breath was fast and urgent; her insides churned with the memory of that ghostly image. But she could no longer make out what she had seen in it. It was once more hidden behind a misty veil.

The thought occurred to her that she was losing her reason. The console remained silent, no message to her from her family, no message to her from her consort. Nothing...*

You have to get out of here. You have to start doing something Naor’rin or you will go nuts locked up in this luxurious prison. *Naor'rin whispered to herself. Almost immediately the image of Cadence rose to her mind. Yes, she should visit with the girl as promised. She had nothing to do as liaison, but she could always tend to her friendships.

Swiftly she made her choice on clothes. The usual robes, long and bell-sleeved, which clung to her waist quite agreeably and hid just enough of her form to make it discrete. Her hair she wore loose, black waves cascading down her back, except for a small braid on each side of her face that did no more than keep it away from her face.
 

With stealth and grace she made her way out of the room, trying to keep her mind entertained with thoughts of what she would say, or what she might do afterwards. Perhaps a walk in the Mothership’s gardens; a trip to the lunar base... And those thoughts were fortunately enough to keep her from her ghosts until she finally set foot on infirmary grounds.*

Jor: *The A-Wing of the infirmary was a quiet and orderly bustle and Jor'rel smiled to himself as he watched the casual efficiency of his staff as they attended to the needs of those who needed tending. His duties were relatively light now - not many Taelons ever needed medical attention and the few who did would be split between himself and Mit'gai. 

He stepped back inside his office, now completely repaired from Cadence's mischief and sat down at his desk to peruse instructions which had been sent recently by the War Minister. They were quite explicit: Unless he himself was dead, Cadence was to have no contact with Mit'gai. Jor'rel wondered what could have happened between those two to create such animosity but the other healer was tight-lipped and seemingly indifferent to the request and so Jor'rel decided to leave well enough alone.

Next, until the birth or unless there was some kind of emergency, Cadence was to be administered to exclusively within the chambers T'than and she now occupied. Jor'rel found the depth of T'than's paranoia and need for control annoying, but lacked a good reason to offer resistance. He waved off the report and sat there quietly. It was too early to make birth preparations and so, for the next seven weeks or so he would have little to do.

Deciding that a walk would relax him he stepped from his office and smiled softly when he saw the familiar face of the Jaridian Liaison, Naor'rin. He moved forward and saluted her.* Greetings Naor'rin. It is pleasant to see you again, and so soon after the trial. *The soft material of his light blue tunic and pants whispered as his rounded body strode forward. Beads from two bracelets clicked together as he gestured, the multi-colored crystals sparkling in the soft light.* To what do I owe this unexpected, yet pleasant, visit?


N: *Even amongst all the strangeness of the devices in the bay, the sight of Jor’rel was always quite awkward. But Naor'rin found it refreshing as well. She offered a smile and a slight nod and waited for him to come closer* Greetings Jor’rel. *she whispered as she performed the Taelon gesture with incredible grace.* I was hoping to meet with Cadence today. She seemed quite upset after the trial, and to be honest I would rather speak with her without having to be a subject of T'than's scrutiny. Could you please point me the way to her room? *She looked around but immediately saw the answer in Jor’rel’s face. The dismay she felt was impossible to hide.* 


Jor: I am sorry, *he said softly.* ...but Cadence is no longer here. *He decided not to elaborate on his young patient's recent exploits.* 


N: I see... I would have liked to speak with her about the future... *the future of that child. She wanted dearly to follow its progress, to learn and teach if she could if it meant helping it to survive.* 


Jor: T'than has taken her into his custody... his care.


N: *She smirked, a gesture quite unlike her. She had missed her chance to meet Cadence, and she knew T'than well enough to realise that Jor’rel’s first choice of words had been accurate.* Perhaps it is best if I go then, I would not wish to interfere with your duties. 


Jor: *He raised his hand gracefully* It is no interference, Naor'rin, and perhaps now... would be a good time for... our talk. *He looked at her archly but then smiled again*


N: *Her head tilted somewhat, but then she remembered the intrigued look on his face when they had been at the trial room. Ooh, yes, neither of them had forgotten it, but she was not quite in the mood to revisit old ghosts. Her lips parted to let out the words that would excuse her when he spoke again, and this time, it was she who was intrigued.*


Jor: And also...I have a task for which your knowledge may be useful. 


N: Task? *what could he require of her? Naor'rin knew better than to ask again... the Taelon's answer would come soon enough, and by other means than words*


Jor: *He turned, knowing she would follow and led her from the infirmary, to a lone unit much further down the corridor. Two volunteers who stepped aside immediately when they saw him approach guarded it. It was a science unit, empty but for some tables of equipment and several closed doors. Jor'rel went to the third on the right and entered his energy print and the door vanished. Within the dim and cold room were two stasis chambers standing side by side at the far end of it. The Taelon went to them, caressing one with his pale hand.* Your people, I believe - the renegades that you and your rescuing party encountered on Lyra 117. 


N: *Her heart jumped a beat when she entered the room. How could she have forgotten them... her species? And it had been so long... so long since she had seen a Jaridian face other then her own reflected in the mirror.* Yes, they were captured alive. The only survivors I believe.


Jor: *He looked down at the rounded chamber he touched, at the sleeping female Jaridian.* Vedra...*he looked to his left*...and DraVal. I have read your report as well as the others... and Cadence also spoke of a disturbing incident...


N: *She lowered her eyes and looked away from Jor’rel. She could not help but feel responsible for what had happened. She always felt her failure more keenly than ever when she recalled the events on Lyra 117.* 


Jor: Torture.


N: *She looked at DraVal, her face hidden in shadow so Jor’rel could not see as her eyes closed as did her hands.*


Jor: You all suffered much at their hands.


 N: Not all of us are capable of inflicting that kind of pain. DraVal and Vedra were... misled. *that was putting it mildly, though in a deeper sense, it was quite true. They had grown up to war, made into cold-blooded warriors because their kind had dictated so. And they had not had her own chances to change. Looking at Vedra, remembering the hatred in her eyes... yes, it always drove Naor'rin's thoughts towards that one question: would she have become like that if her past had been any different? They had become murderers, sadists, but they were still her kin. And she so hungered for the comfort of being amongst her own, amongst those who shared her blood, her genes and her ways, but no, they were gone; most likely, forever.*


Jor: Misled? *he asked, not meaning to sound as sarcastic as he had.* Who could lead them away from conscience, I wonder? To inflict such pain on those who were clearly helpless, and then to derive enjoyment from it is...unspeakable.


N: The conflict between our species has brought pain to both sides Jor’rel. Jaridians like them were not born hating, but they bear wounds too deep to heal. *Naor'rin knew of what she spoke. Only her love for Zo'or had helped her vanquish old pains, but still there were scars and some times they ached. After a moment, she looked at the healer again.* Why have you brought me here?


Jor: *His eyes moved from her hands, which moved in flowing grace like her long robes, to her green eyes. They were deep with many emotions and thoughts he dared not inquire of.* I have been studying them, as much as is possible while in this state. We have been trying for years to ascertain the dilemma that plagues your kind - your burning metabolism. 


N: *For years, yes... for thousands of years. Though before they had hoped they could make it worse. The Taelons had sought out their weaknesses, looking for the key to their destruction. Only since the peace treaty had been signed had they bothered to look at it differently. But then there had been the episode on Lyra 117. It made everyone suspicious of everyone. Despite the nature of her thoughts and how much they made her lips tickle with the will to speak, she remained silent, studying him thoroughly.* 


Jor: If we can solve that mystery perhaps we Taelons can solve our own... though T'than....*He did not finish his thought. T'than had solved their mystery, whether the others chose to believe it or not, which left no real reason for the Taelons to study the Jaridians any longer, and no one would believe that their intentions were noble. Jor'rel still felt however that the Jaridians could be saved, but even if he found the solution to their plight, would the Taelons offer it? If indeed it was found that children could be begotten between Taelons and humans, his species would eventually accept it, or some would. But help an ancient enemy to live to continue to be an enemy? Doubtful.* In answer to your question... I would like to know if... they have any specific needs I should know about? Is there anything to be done for them that is not being done?


N: No. *she shakes her head softly and looks away from Jor’rel. She knew quite well what he meant by the words he had not said. He had been uncomfortable for that moment, and the silence had been heavy and so deep she swore that she heard the echo of his thoughts. But no, they had just been her own. The Taelons did not need her kind anymore. The legend was crumbling; a myth was being reduced to the insignificance of foolish superstition. She sighed and approached Vedra's pod. It might well become her coffin.* These machines tend to all their physical needs. Their minds are active though. They dream still... *she touches the glass lid and closes her eyes for a moment. Sometimes, just sometimes, she was assaulted by memories of looking beyond such a glass at Taelons and humans walking on the other side. A crystal prison; how she had scratched at it with her mind, how she had felt locked inside her own body. She backed away with a shudder.* What they truly need Jor’rel, none of you can give them. *she paused, regaining her solemn look, but her tone was melancholy* We have tried, tried for centuries to destroy this malady. Do you see now why some of us became what we are? Lack of hope, the knowledge that we will die, all of us, death ever present and ever lurking, can drive one insane. Our escape from these thoughts was war. We are still, to this day, driven by a false sense of justice that those who brought this upon us should be punished.


 Jor: But, to die in a war over a false sense of justice offers no comfort to the death you will face regardless. Would it not be better to face it with dignity rather than shame? *He shook his head and looked down at the male Jaridian* They hide their fear of the inevitable behind false bravado. They would rather victimize the helpless than admit to being helpless themselves. *he grew thoughtful, thinking of what Cadence and T'than had told him of how they had forcibly drained T'than's energy.*  Perhaps that is why they hated them so...they saw in their helpless fear...themselves.


N: *She nodded*  Perhaps. *a pause and she faced Jor’rel* You have nothing to fear anymore. But we... *her eyes were on the female forms before her; not only that of Vedra, but her own reflected in the shiny surface.* ...we found no solution. Not with the humans, nor with the Taelons. Our children are doomed Jor’rel. *her eyes closed for a long moment, holding back tears that would do nothing but fully display her frailty.* No parent would want to conceive knowing he would be condemning the child to a premature death. I think this, even Taelons understand.


Jor: That my kind had no fear is debatable; the Commonality was created out of fear, so was our barrenness, and now we fear the results of that which we ourselves created. *He stepped closer to her, close enough that for a moment his own tunic kissed at her robes.* As for Jaridian children... what I would find most tragic is if your race consciously denied itself children and then a cure for its condition was found, but their would be too few of you left to continue. In effect, you would have doomed your entire species, as we did. 


N: You know not of what you speak! *her tone was angry, resentful. The Jaridian moved away, turning her back on the healer. It was not out of disrespect. She merely did not want him to see her face at that moment, so distorted was it by darkness.* In bearing children and seeing them die, we only feed our anger Jor’rel. It only nourishes the despair and hatred already consuming our hearts. These are wounds that never heal... and this is something the Taelons can never fully comprehend. You are not so attached to your children as we are... 


Jor: Perhaps, but... I myself believed that the Taelons were doomed to extinction... and then, out of hopelessness came T'than and Cadence. *He tilted his head and offered her a blue gaze full of compassion.* Who knows from where Jaridia's hope may spring? But it could happen... and probably from somewhere you would least expect.


N: *She was facing him again, her robes dancing around her as she turned on her heels.* Have you not heard what I said? *her voice was calm, almost soothing, but it bore a strange force to it: resignation.* Our solution is neither in you or the humans! Taelons and Jaridians are genetic brothers Jor’rel. Your solution should be somewhere close to ours, but it is not! We cannot achieve salvation through the same means you have...


Jor: I did not say that the solution would be identical, but I am not as ready to give up on your people as you seem to be. What of your own life? Do you not think about it?


N: I am perhaps the only one of my kind that need not bother with an impending death. The Taelon energy in my system sustains my metabolism, but it is still not the answer.


Jor: But you do not know that - nothing is certain. Who knows what the future may hold?


N: The future lies with the children... and... *her speech came to a halt, as though she was trying to keep from speaking the next words... but they were uttered nonetheless in nothing but a faint whisper.*... even mine has perished.


Jor: *He expelled a breath but was totally silent. After a moment in contemplation he dimmed the lights and rested his hand against her shoulder.* Come with me...*he said softly.*


N: *It had been such a long time since she had admitted it to herself aloud: that her child was no more. And now that the loneliness was always pursuing her like her own shadow, her mind tended to often wander towards the memory of Dor’mah. She was left staring emptily at Vedra, as though her eyes saw not the Jaridian woman, but another figure: lithe, of ethereal beauty, surely misplaced in the world they lived in. Not Taelon, nor Jaridian, something in between that was infinitely wiser and more powerful. Yet... in the end, she had accomplished nothing against death. Her child had died.


That thought slapped her back to reality, to the cold touch of Jor’rel’s fingers on her shoulder. She turned to the healer, but thankfully he respected her sadness and began to walk away. The Jaridian followed him, leaving her fellows behind. They were her past...*


Jor: They left the lab and retraced their steps back into the infirmary, to a section in the very back of it, with a small table and several chairs. There were small machines that offered coffee and juice and a few light snacks for the human staff in the unit. Jor'rel placed a small glass under the juice machine and it filled with a yellow liquid. Handing it to her he took a seat across from her. It was clear that her own words had distressed her.* 

N: *She had sat down, realising just then how close to crumbling she had been. Her eyes were on the glass, on the faint gleam of the liquid's surface under the light. She was studying it as though she had never seen it, and the fresh aroma did nothing to lead her to drink.*


Jor: Relax Naor'rin. *he sat back slightly.* You mentioned this child at the trial and I have been intrigued ever since. *he sat forward again, his blue eyes intent upon her* More than that, it is imperative that I know. 

T'than and Cadence nearly suffered a terrible consequence for making a child together and I need to know... did you and Zo'or accomplish the same? And if so, why is it not in the medical database and, why would T'than be made the example of if he was not the first Taelon to break our doctrine by breeding with an outworlder?


N: *She chuckled then, a bitter and nearly angry sound.* Ooh, but he was Jor’rel... *her tone was pure irony. She set the glass on a nearby table and her chin rose so that her eyes could meet with the healer’s. Yes, a mix of surprise and confusion was on his face; whereas on hers there was anger and a hint of despair.* I never had a child with Zo’or. We have tried, I will not conceal that, but it just never happened. *add two and two, that is what her expression was saying to him even before the words floated towards him.* Jor’rel... my daughter, my child of pain, was T’than’s child...


Jor: *The Taelon blinked several times as he digested this new bit of information. Of everything she could have revealed and which he could have been very prepared to hear, this revelation did not qualify. To put it simply, he was shocked, but his expression as well as his tone betrayed nothing of the feeling, keeping it locked behind Taelon neutrality.*


N: *She stared at him for what seemed like a small eternity, and then finally she rose from her seat, looking about and wishing for a window to look beyond, at the dark space that surrounded the ship.*


Jor: A child between yourself and T'than... So, before you and Zo'or began your relationship... you had one with T'than? Yet it seems that it was not a pleasant union. *He frowned, his eyes never leaving hers.* Would you care to elaborate on the specifics of the situation?


N: *She was walking back and forth in the room, her movements leisured as though she floated; but her apparent control ended there. Her fingers were playing nervously with each other and finally she came to a halt, studying a small object of human doing as if it was the most fascinating of things.* You found no record of this child, or of my relationship with T'than, because none was made. You see, I was the enemy at the time, just another Jaridian, one that could be tortured and defiled if it meant profit for the Taelon race. *her green eyes gleamed behind a thin veil of black hair, no more than a few rebel wisps, when she turned her chin ever so slightly towards Jor’rel.* I was still very young when it came to be. On my trip home my ship fell into T'than's hands. I was the only one of the crew spared to see another day, though sometimes I still wonder if such was a blessing. *she turned to him at last, wanting to look into a Taelon's eyes, wanting to see what he would think of the whole situation.* T'than wanted information; he wanted what I could not give him. He discovered torture would not bend me, so he forced it out of me by shattering my last few defenses and breaking into my mind...


Jor: *He looked away uncomfortably; mental rape - it was one of the last taboos of his species, but he knew well of its use to forcibly extract information from an unwilling subject.*


N: *She looked down then, a bitter and almost evil smirk playing in her lips.* It had greater consequences than he anticipated. Dor'mah -- that was the name of my child -- was born out of what became a joining. A forced one... *was that a shudder going through her body?* ...but still... a joining. *Naor'rin was silent again, her deep green eyes alert and glittering as she contemplated Jor’rel, or maybe visions of ghosts from another time that played before her* What happened after is, as they say, history. My captor tried to use me as the means to destroy another Taelon; it failed, and thanks for that very failure my destiny was turned 180º and I found myself home again...


Only, I was not alone anymore. I carried a child inside of me. A Taelon child. *she gave a few more paces, and continued, as if reciting the tale to the very walls that surrounded her.* Can you imagine, a young Jaridian lost months before to the Taelons, considered dead and then resurging, nearly unharmed... and pregnant? *her voice nearly trailed off to laughter. But she merely sighed.* My own kind was tempted to kill me. It might actually have been the merciful thing to do, but the child was something unseen, theoretically impossible, even though I had the old genes and was closer to the Atavus than most of my kind, and hence, closer to the Taelons.


Jor: *His back was turned to her now - he had risen from his seat when he know that he would not be able to hide the agitation and revulsion her words were causing to rise in him like a bitter and fetid tide.* Tell me of the birth...*he whispered.*


N: The birth was extremely painful; I nearly died from it. But the child survived... my child... *the words returned with a new strength after a moment's pause.* She was beautiful Jor’rel. Perfect. *her lips curved in a sad smile* But doomed. Her DNA was unstable, the flaws were just too many for the scientists of my kind to compensate for. I was forced to live away from her for quite a while. The power she harbored labeled her as dangerous, and as something dangerous she was locked away. 


Jor: I take it that...you were eventually reunited with her? *He looked over his shoulder and arched an eyeridge.*


N: We escaped; mother and child. She was fully developed by then, and they were unable to contain her any longer. *Naor'rin walked around the couch again. Her legs were suddenly feeling like jelly* We tried to find the solution here, on Earth; we thought that maybe the Taelons would help. I was willing to exact from T'than whatever she needed to survive, his energy, even if it meant his death. *she sat down then, leaning back in her seat* But it was not meant to be. We failed... I... I failed, and she perished, a victim of the genetic differences between our species.


After that, I remained with the Taelons. A prisoner at first, but I gradually won my freedom as well as the pardon of my kind. From there to becoming the liaison was still a great step, but being of the old lineage and accomplishing a close relationship with Zo'or and the Taelons in general helped. *her eyes came to full focus again, and they were fixed on Jor’rel’s.* So you can understand, I harbor no good feelings towards T'than, especially because he chose to ignore Dor'mah's existence. What he did to me was insignificant before this. But the worst part may be that he was allowed to do it to someone else.


Jor: Cadence...


N: I fear for T'lana Jor’rel, and I fear for Cadence as well. T'than has always desired emotion for himself; love and hence hate. I know that from what I felt of him back then, the pleasure he took from it, the sheer satisfaction to conquer and defile... To this day, all that passed from him and on to me still troubles my dreams, it still makes me cringe. But I was taught to resist - it is in my nature to do so. But not Cadence... he can destroy her if he so chooses... and he will, if he grows weary of her.


Jor: *Silence engulfed the little room as a few dark moments passed, and finally the Taelon returned to his chair directly across from her. Even then he regarded her for a time before finally speaking.* I wish... that there were something I could do to ease your pain Naor'rin, but I know there is not. Only time and its passage can help you, and I realize that you know that also. It is because of behavior like what you related in your tragic tale that I left my species for so long. I simply could not remain and witness the deplorable acts committed to pave the golden path to our perfection.

N: Time for me will not be enough to erase all that has been. The concept doesn’t mean the same for Jaridians as it does for you. I will be amazed if I live to see the age of thirty. *she grabbed the glass then, taking a sip of the orange liquid within. It was bitter and sweet at the same time. Acid would be the best way to describe it. It was not a flovour she was accustomed to, but she found that the physical sensation of it helped her to stay focused.* Turning your back on it is hardly the answer Jor’rel. *she set the glass on the table again.* But I understand why you decided to spend your life in self-inflicted exile. I face the very same problems with my species.


Jor: I had believed that we had begun a change for the better when Sc'orr informed me of the impending arrival of the child but ever since my return I have seen that the road to us becoming fully civilized remains a long and arduous one. I do have faith in such an eventuality though. While I do not deny what you have said, nor do I wish to make it insignificant or condone it, I must tell you that I have not witnessed anything similar to your circumstances between T'than and Cadence. He can be firm with her but.... *he paused; he was unsure of how much he could reveal without upsetting her further*...he truly seems to care for her and, at the trial, he was most distressed when she was.


N: I did notice that. My hatred is not so strong anymore as to blind my perceptions. T'than does believe that he loves her Jor’rel. But it may very well be passion that drives him. I know how it can infatuate a Taelon. *she makes a small pause and placed her hands on the sofa’s rests* I live with Zo’or. But I know T’than’s core, I saw it without love dampening all the evil he can embrace. It was genuine Jor’rel, and this is what keeps me skeptical.


Jor: *He dropped his shoulders and exhaled - if only he could impart what he had felt, what every Taelon had felt, but, words were the only way.* Naor'rin, it is my belief that T'than loves Cadence. However, I am sworn to do what is best for both she and her child. If you have witnessed anything that you feel I should know about, now is the time to speak of it. No matter how heinous I believe your treatment at his hands to be, unless you have something specific to relate... my hands as they say, are tied.


N: *She looked down at the glass. The memories were returning... a blink and her mind purged itself from that shadow.* No, unfortunately I have nothing except my own story to offer Jor’rel. I have known Cadence for very little time. *she remembered the first true encounter between them, in Cadence’s quarters, how the girl had been weeping and profoundly distressed at having been raped. A flash of a thought made her heart skip a beat. No, no, it couldn’t be. It would have been too much of a coincidence... and in any case, it would not have mattered much now, would it?* But, I do not wish her to suffer what I did over the loss of a child. I have my own personal reasons to protect this girl. I want to help her. I want to give everything that I can to contribute to the survival of T’lana... # I want her to have what I did not... someone to look after her.#

Jor: Then I will see to it that it is possible for you to do so. *He nodded resolutely, the vigor returning to his entire demeanor, the sun rising and casting its light over a dark and stony mountain* I notice in Cadence's file that you have been monitoring her since your return from Lyra 117?


N: I have kept myself informed of her progress, though I try not to invade her privacy. Cadence needs guidance, and though I have not offered much of it for lack of opportunity, I can always offer her my friendship and my counsel whenever she requires it. That is... IF T'than will let me near her, which you will agree, he won't agree to with ease.


Jor: *Another firm nod from his chubby face* You will continue to be her advocate. Outside interaction with those close to her own age, as well as her gender, would be beneficial. I will ask Sc'orr to... impart... to T'than that you are to be given broad authority in that you may visit Cadence. 


N: *She smirked* He will not like it... he will not like it at all. *but it gave her a little twisted satisfaction to know that.*


Jor: That may be so, and thus under the same token I would ask that you not abuse it and cause as little friction as possible while conducting your duties. *He smirked* I realize such a task will not be without its, shall we say, difficulties, but I trust that you, as Liaison, will find a way. 


N: You need not worry, I know how to be discrete and even if I do not harbor any friendship towards T'than, I respect Cadence. I will keep a... low profile as to not to unsettle her. *but ooh, knowing that he would have to answer to her in some way... the whole thing was like a small payback.*


Jor: *His eyes were sparkling as he watched her expression before he settled back into decorum* Is there... anything else you would like to discuss with me Naor'rin? How are things between you and our young leader?


N: *The change in her expression was immediate. She felt such heartbreak and loneliness whenever she thought of him. It was like... she felt that she had lost him somehow. Naor'rin missed him dearly, but for some strange reason, she knew she had been avoiding him lately... and maybe he had been avoiding her.* We have our differences. We've always had them, but I have not had a chance to be with him since before the trial. I take it that its preparation took much of his time. *she looked at the full glass again, tempted to pick it up and drink again and dampen the strength of her thoughts with the sensation of the cold liquid sliding down her throat* I have hopes of seeing him now that he is not so absorbed with his work. *but why was she even revealing that?  She barely knew Jor’rel... but she was close to speaking her mind altogether: how afraid she was that Zo’or might break away from her; that the distance that had grown between them could somehow become a cliff that neither of them could cross; afraid that he had lost interest in her and decided to embrace this new reality that was the possibility of conceiving a child, even if with a human... and how she had blocked the possibility of actually having a child with Zo'or for reasons greater than themselves: for the knowledge of what would become of such a child at the hands of their species... and that it would die in the same manner as Dor'mah had.* 


Jor: An undertaking of such gravity as the trial has taxed all who were involved with it. I am sure that you and Zo'or will have ample time now to yourselves. *His look showed concern but he smiled through it. He knew there were things she was keeping to herself and he respected her personal barriers, but out of politeness he asked again.* Are you sure there is nothing more?


N: *Naor'rin rose from her seat, turning around swiftly, her dress floating around her with the quality of pure lightness. Her eyes were burning with tears that she fought back* No Jor’rel, there is nothing more I wish to discuss with you. *Naor'rin only turned around when she was sure that the gleam in her eyes would pass unnoticed to the healer.* Please let me know of when it is possible to visit with Cadence. I have matters that need my attention with haste. *such a lie... but that had become a part of her life, hadn't it? The lies, the deception.* I have to thank you though, for listening and for caring so much for others. *she walked towards him, actually holding his hand in hers.* You are a formidable individual...


Jor: Why thank you Naor'rin. I would hate to be thought of as anything less than an original, but "formidable" will do nicely. *He smiled warmly and squeezed her warm hand in his cool one.* And...I am here to listen whenever you need to talk.


N: *She offered him the tiniest of smiles and then took a step backwards, that being all it took for her impeccable composure to return.* Shall we go then?


Jor: *He nodded and escorted her to the exit. Moments later he was back in his office speaking with Sc'orr, who promised to relay the old healer's instructions regarding Naor'rin as soon as possible. After that, he dimmed his office lights, headed for his chamber and a long interval of rest.*
To Be Continued…

