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Book Thirteen
Part One
Emancipation From The Light
A broad ray of dim light penetrated shyly through the door of Naor'rin's cell. It did not spread all the way across the room, leaving the bed she was lying on in sheer darkness. The Jaridian lay awake, on her side, looking blankly beyond the door. She had awakened from a deep sleep feeling like she had been forced to work out for days in a row, though strangely enough, her muscles were overly energized. The feeling of sickness was gone; the cramps had ceased. But there was something worse than physical torment festering in her. For long minutes she had laid there, feeling the wetness between her legs that made her aware that her mind had not played an evil prank on her. It had been true ... she had seen all those images. And Sc'orr had raped her ... no, he had done worse than that. He had killed what was left of her that was capable of suffering because it was the same part of her that could feel.

 

And he had made her lose Zo'or. Permanently. 

 

Her life had been a lie. Years of sacrifice to a cause unworthy of her efforts had taken her to that moment. She was alone, not just in that cell, in that universe. For a moment self-pity had taken over, but quickly she shunned it away. A cold shower helped her awaken from her dormancy. And now, with her wet hair as her only cover from stark nudity, she waited.

 

There was sound down the hall. The time for action was now. Quickly, she pressed her long nails to one of her wrists and pressed until it hurt. The pain was liberating. She even smiled when the blood finally trickled down her fingers. Then, calmly, she lay on her back on the bed, letting the injured arm hang where the light still reached. The blood flowed to the floor and she relaxed completely and closed her eyes.

 

The sound of footsteps came closer ... and closer. Almost to the rhythm of her own decelerating heartbeat. The door opened; the luminosity in the room increased. She heard a clash but did not move. Soft slow paces became hurried and thundered in the room. She heard a cussing human word and felt a warm hand touch her neck. She knew her skin was freezing from so much Taelon energy in her system. The human's heart was beating fast. Naor'rin could almost see it, pumping the precious blood into his veins, taking the oxygen to every cell as well as the adrenaline. She could almost smell it through the scent of human that he carried. A male, young, full of testosterone. It was a newly found perception. With the feelings gone, her body could focus on instinct; on what made it animal.

 

And as an animal, she knew precisely when to strike. The human rose and turned to reach for the global and her eyelids opened. His form was framed in light, but her snake-like golden eyes did not need to see much. She knew where to strike; exactly where to strike. Without giving it any second considerations she moved in the shadows, her arms and legs making her rise slowly, the motion as graceful as that of a stalking panther.

 

Naor'rin saw him open the global. She saw her reflection on the screen and knew that the gleam in her eyes had betrayed her. The man turned and with a wicked smile on her face she made her move. He was given no chance to defend himself. Her hands were already around his neck, the nails pressed hard into the jugular just as the Shaquarava lit against his skin. The stench of scorched flesh filled the room, along with his scream.

 

There was not a sound from her. The Jaridian acted as a mere spectator to the human's death. She was left looking blankly into his face, now devoid of pain. She let him sink to the floor. His face had been in her dreams for many days. He had been the one to drag her away from Sc'orr; he had been the one to promise her further pain. Petty little human. 

 

Without any type of ceremony she undressed him and jumped into his uniform. It was too large for her, but it would do. She grabbed the global from the floor. He had dialed the entry code already, leaving her the freedom to scan about the files and even access some information of the Mothership. It seemed the Synod gave him a level 5 clearance. That was extremely convenient.

 

She gazed the purple wall next to the bed. Her hands were covered in blood: her own and the human's. She pressed her fingers to its cold surface; it tingled against her palm and her fingers and she wrote the prophetic words "The sleeper comes... Embrace the void" in her own kind's writing. Revenge would be hers!

 

She was wrapping a cloth around her injury when her nose picked up the scent of food that rose above that of premature death and blood. This time she ate, wanting the strength that the food could provide. With her stomach finally comfortable, she exited the room, moving in the shadows as much as possible. Calling up a map from the global, it was easy to point out a few hidden passages. There was something interesting beeping in the corner of the little screen that caught her attention. She zoomed in on it. It had the same reference as her own cell. There were two beings contained there. It wasn't hard to access the information on the two other Jaridians.

 

A smirk spread on her lips, and she made her way down the hall and toward a small hidden passageway that would lead her directly to the other two cells. She saw no one on the way. No one saw her, even when she opened the two pods in the room. The first pair of eyes to take in her image were the green ones of an old acquaintance. They had not been exactly friends back then, but it felt good now for Naor'rin to look into Vedra's eyes and see herself. Liberated. The other Jaridian woman faced her with scorn and hatred. But it seemed Naor'rin's own wild look stopped her from striking, even when Dra'val himself had stepped out of the pod.

 

Not a word was spoken for a while. They just stood, studying each other, waiting to see who would back down and who would dominate amongst them.* I want your help. *she said at last, her voice cold and devoid of emotion* I want your help in killing the Taelons. *her closed fist rose, showing off the bloody bandages* Every last one of them.

 

Ved: *It took her muscles some time to react properly to her brain's command. That was probably the only thing that had kept her from striking without asking questions. But now ... she could not help to feel curiosity towards such change. Had she crossed that Jaridian in a corridor on Jaridia, she would have never taken her for Naor'rin, the Taelon's pet. This one exuded power. Exuded hatred that hovered around her like a pitch black aura!* Naor'rin ... what a surprise. We thought you were too busy fucking your Taelon to even pay us a cordial visit.

 

N: *She smirked, not at all injured by the venomous comment* Life is made up of priorities. Mine is not to lay with any Taelon now ... it is to kill it. *her eyes gleamed* We have to get off this ship. And we have to find survivors and return to finish what our people have started. And those who have betrayed us will burn along with the Taelons!

 

Dra: *He exchanged looks with Vedra; what an amazing transformation! And how convenient too. It was hard not to believe in Naor'rin, even if they knew her to be the Taelons' whore. Even if this was a trap, they had nothing to lose. They were two. Naor'rin was just one ... even if a rather impressive individual. And downright appealing too. Grinning, he spoke out.* Those are just wonderful words to hear Naor'rin. Our Commander would be just thrilled to hear them from your lips.

 

N: *She turned her attentions to the male Jaridian, doing nothing to pretend that she had not caught the innuendo in the gleam of his eyes when he stared at her* Your Commander might well be dead already. It has been many months since you were captured and frozen.

 

Dra: I doubt it. He had still many years ahead of him. 

 

N: Much has happened on Jaridia.

 

Dra: Perhaps, but our base was not on Jaridia. Lyra 117 was not the only planet we took to build a military installation. There are many scattered across Jaridian space. Bases that not even the High Council is aware of.

 

N: *A ray of hope! Maybe all her kind had not been lost. Maybe ... just maybe, there were rogue Jaridians out there just waiting to be commanded ... just waiting for revenge.* You have my attention. Speak up, fast. My opening your pods must have triggered an alarm.

 

Ved: Let us head to Orus 03. It's no more than a little satellite. The underground base must still be there. It was Ha'thor's favorite.

 

N: *Her betrothed. The one Jaridian with whom her kind had wanted her to mate. What an interesting twist of events.* We are 5 decks away from the shuttles' docking bay. *with a press of her thumb, the global opened again.* There is a way to avoid unwanted attention. *she exited the room, uncaring about the looks her two followers cast each other, and headed through the empty and narrow passages to the bay's floor. The last corridor they'd have to be seen. That meant many other humans would die that day. Her palms tingled at the thought of it.

 

They stopped by the last door. Beyond it they could see a long large corridor heading to the shuttle bay, as well as a few humans walking in it* Can you fight? *she asked.*

 

Ved: I want to do nothing else but to shoot these pathetic creatures!

 

N: You'll have plenty of chances. *and without another word she opened the door and lunged forward. A volunteer spotted her, but was taken by surprise when she saw who followed Naor'rin. The woman was down before she had the chance to fully understand what was happening. A blast flew by Naor'rin's cheek. A group of volunteers was attempting to gather around and form an organized attack. Poor things were given no time! The three Jaridians moved quickly and they struck to kill leaving a trail of destruction in the short meters that separated them from the shuttles. 

 

One was already prepared. The pilot was frozen in his seat as the three Jaridians stopped by the doors. Naor'rin was the one to move, her body undulating sexily with her steps. She stood by the man, who was still looking at the other two aliens as he trembled.* There is only room for three. If you'd be so kind to leave, we might just not kill you for the fun of it. *her lips brushed against his ear as she positioned herself behind him.* He stinks of fear. *her fingers followed a droplet of sweat on his temple.* 

 

Vol: Please don't kill me, I'm just a pilot...

 

N: *And T'lana had only been a child; Cadence had only been an innocent; her kind had wanted nothing but to survive; Naor'rin herself had wanted no more than a normal life beside the one she loved. And that woman ... that Jaridian woman in the corridor, had wanted nothing but to protect her cub.* Life is not fair now ... is it? *and without another word both her hands moved quickly and decisively. There was the sound of a snap ... and a body fell limply to the floor of the ship and then onto that of the Mothership's docks.* Shall we go now? *she asked, amused by the look on the two Jaridians faces.* It is about time I leave this forsaken place. Take me to this base of yours. Take me to Ha'thor.
Book Thirteen
Part Two
Emancipation From The Light 2
*The journey took little time. During its duration, Naor'rin briefed both Vedra and Dra'val of all that had come to pass. They acted as defeated as she had at the beginning, but they were skilled and well-trained warriors, able to use or discard emotions as better suited them. The ID tunnel closed as the spotted blackness of space reappeared before them. They were approaching the small satellite.

 

Dra'val relieved Naor'rin from the ship's controls. He opened a communications channel and was promptly replied to. There were others alive after all. Others that seemed quite pleased to see them arriving. Naor'rin did not miss the surprised look on the Jaridian on the other side of the channel when he spotted her in the back. Dra'val exchanged looks with him and soon they were landing on the sterile ground. A door opened in one of the mountains nearby to let them in. Dra'Val went ahead, followed closely by Vedra and Naor'rin.

 

They entered the complex. There were many Jaridians working there. The group did not stop. The same male that had given them clearance was waiting down the corridor and he led them through several rooms and into a large chamber in the heart of the mountain. It was opulent, even in its dramatic simplicity. It had been carved in the rock itself, the walls were rough as if whomever had built it had been in a hurry to see it finished. Still, the ceiling was high, and the light that came from the many lamps on the floor barely reached it, giving the impression that the room had no end. Naor'rin was accustomed to her species' building and had to wonder how much of that was mere illusion.

 

But she was over contemplating her surroundings when her green eyes captured movement just ahead of her. A Jaridian was walking towards them. A large male, followed closely by two others. Even with the strange illumination reflecting on his stony features, Naor'rin recognized him at once simply by the way he moved and by all the darkness that he seemed to exonerate. By her side, Vedra and Dra'val both nodded with a submission that Naor'rin did not anticipate they could feel for anyone. Ha'thor's eyes though gave them little focus, finding hers instead as if they were a beacon in a moonless night.

 

She tried not to let her tension show. In fact... once he was closer, Naor'rin discovered that whatever fear she had had, was gone. Gone along with the love she had once harbored for Zo'or. A smirk grew on her lips, lighting her features in dire arrogance. He responded quite in the same way, but one step further revealed anger and hatred.*

 

Ha'thor: Our little fugitive returns. How amusing. 

 

*Without further warning, the two Jaridians that had walked behind him each sided Naor'rin and held her. Strangely enough, she did not flinch. Instead, she met his gaze even as they dragged her away. She knew her time would come. Her time would come to speak to Ha'thor in a language she was certain he would understand. So, her smirk persisted even as they turned her around and dragged her unceremoniously out of the room.*

 

Ha: *Ha'thor turned to Dra'val.* I had expected not to see either of you after your failure in Lyra 117... 

 

Ved: *Vedra walked further* We had not anticipated such opposition. We were not ready for...

 

Ha: *He turned only his gaze to the female* I care not if you were ready or not! After that incident I spent months trying to remedy the situation and diverting the great council from the fact that there had been Jaridians present... Jaridians that should have been dead by their accounts. Our entire operation could have been uncovered!

 

Dra: We realize that sir. *Dra'val interceded* However, our time with the Taelons has proven useful. Apparently Naor'rin did a good job keeping them from turning us both into lab rats. They were also too entertained by the Taelon-human hybrid that had been conceived. Who was to say that the great General T'than would...

 

Ha: That hybrid should never have been conceived! *Ha'thor's eyes flashed* According to our intelligence, it happened on Lyra 117, shortly before your intervention. Now, we shall have to move ahead of schedule. If the Taelons have found their hope of survival, they will become dangerous. I do not like it that they have a reason to want to live, and an answer to their crisis.

 

Ved: But sir... *Vedra's face showed deep confusion* Have you not attacked the Taelons yet?

 

Ha: Of course not. But we are short coming to the day that we will. Preparations are at their latest. *the hulking Jaridian replied, facing the female newcomer with an expression that clearly asked where she had gotten that preposterous idea.*

 

Ved: Naor'rin told us that the Jaridians had already attacked... with our full force, and that the Taelons had fought back and won.

 

Ha: *Ha'thor laughed aloud; the sound enhanced to eerie proportions by the emptiness and largeness of the room.* Defeated? No my dear... the Taelons could never fight back what is coming. *his grin bore malice* Though, this which you say is rather interesting. Was she fully convinced of that?

 

Ved: Yes. We were both surprised by the fact that she rescued us and asked to be brought to you. We would have been deeply suspicious, had it not been for the fact that none of us read deceit in her. *Vedra replied.* She was being honest; and it was honest hatred we saw in her when she fought alongside us against the human drones.

 

Ha: Hm, perhaps so... thankfully we have buffers that can divert any signal sent out by the shuttle. And as we speak, Naor'rin is being taken to the infirmary... the Taelons enjoy games such as these. It would not be the first time that they would use her to be their eyes and ears... *he cast a last glance at the door behind which she had disappeared.* Report to the infirmary too. I want to make sure Zo'or has not made use of his knowledge of human history and sent us his version of a Trojan horse. *for indeed... he had been sent something he had greedily coveted... and frustratingly been denied!*

 

~*~

 

N: *The surroundings of sickbay and all its paraphernalia of shining objects and smells were something Naor'rin had been quite used to. She sat stoically as the healer ran the scanning device over her nude body. There were other scents in the room... like those of the other Jaridians present. They were... interesting. She could see one of the guards over the healer's shoulder. He was doing a remarkable job of staring back into her eyes. Such strange power it was... and she had been so foolish not to use it before.

 

Alas her little game was put to a rough end when the door dematerialized and the guard stepped aside. She was given a sheet as the healer turned to meet Hat'hor by the door and two others escorted Vedra and Dra'val to nearby rooms. Naor'rin wrapped it around herself and slid to the floor, leaning on the table as she did so.* Great General... *she nodded with a smirk.* I must say, this one time, I rejoice in seeing you alive.

 

Ha: *The healer had just whispered something rather interesting at his ear. So he had been right...* So lovely... *he whispered as he went closer. He stopped only when he stood mere inches from her.* So lovely indeed... *a massive hand came to caress the line of neck, and then suddenly clasped around it.* You must think me stupid Naor'rin, to fall for your little vixen tricks!

 

N: *She looked him directly in the eyes. This was the trial by fire... if she did so much as flinch, he would never come to trust her and she would be as good as dead* Why is it so unbelievable that I have finally come to my senses? *it was getting hard the breathe, and to talk properly for that matter.* That I have realized I had been working for the wrong side the whole time. *she leaned up against him* Kill me if you want. You have little to gain from my death but... *her knee rose to gently graze against his leg* you may have plenty to lose.

 

Ha: *He let her go and moved away.* You had your chance and wasted it. 

 

N: No Ha'thor... quite on the contrary. *suddenly she realized they were both alone in the room. Even the healer had left to tend to the other two newcomers.* There has never been a better opportunity, for either of us. You have something I want... and I may have more than one thing you desire. By my calculations, yours is the better deal.

 

Ha: *He paced the room before her. Easy. It would be so easy... but he liked the game, and despite the CVI in her brain, he was still quite intrigued by the fact that she truly believed most of her kind was dead. Or did she...* Please, elaborate.

 

N: Simple... I want revenge, which I am sure you have the means to supply. And you... you want secret intelligence on the Taelons. And I know plenty of their little secrets.

 

Ha: I would not think Zo'or such a fool as to let you in on details that could compromise his species.

 

N: Maybe he hasn't. *she ran her fingers, almost seductively, over her skin just above her cleavage.* I did my share of homework. And as you said once, I was his whore. You would be surprised at what can be learned during pillow talk... or rather, during ... wild... unabashed... sex... *her eyes turned to slits as the smirk broadened on her lips* I know that mothership like the palm of my hand, and I know their weaknesses. He underestimated me... they all did. Now, I want them to pay the price. For what they did to our kind... to my family! *images of the Jaridian female humiliating herself came back to haunt her; as did her time with Sc'orr, nearly a day ago.* You have the weapons and I, the knowledge. Together Ha'thor... we can make them pay!

 

Ha: *Such heat in those words. Such anger! He found himself repressing the thought that Naor'rin looked rather appealing when she was angry... almost as much as she had when frightened. Indeed, this Naor'rin hardly resembled the one he had nearly had a few months ago.* I do not need your knowledge. We have everything set.

 

N: You will fail then, and the last chance to avenge our kind will be lost. *her tone was somber* We have failed before because we trusted our pride alone would grant us victory. But the Taelons have found hope. The hybrid, T'lana was born. They have conducted experiments on both she and the mother. Cadence is able to breed for them... and they are making good use of that ability. The Taelons can procreate again Ha'thor... *she approached him, her voice still burning with passion as images of what she had been shown flooded her mind.* We must not allow them to multiply and spread their venom! They must die, all of them! *her eyes darkened* and for mercy's sake, so must all their offspring. 

 

Ha: What of you? *he arched a brow and faced her* Paler and fairer in skin; voluptuous in shape but yet... delicate in body. Behind that amber I once saw turquoise blue...  *he touched her lids, with surprising delicacy* And underneath this Jaridian shell once lay a Taelon soul. Shall we destroy you too?

 

N: You would do me no more than a favor. Once the Taelons are gone... I will have earned my rest Ha'thor. But right now, I want to live. I want to wipe out all that is Taelon, as fully as I did my beliefs that they were ever suited to become allies to our species. *she grabbed his hand and slowly pulled it downwards, without ever letting his fingers leave her skin.* Is it proof you desire, Ha'thor? *her eyes never left his.* You defeated me once and I denied you your rightful reward. Claim it if you wish... *her voice had lowered to a whisper as she let the sheet fall and his hand nestle between her breasts.* 

 

Ha: *The little whore! Resourceful though... and he had to admit, his throat had gone dry at the prospects of having her for himself. Still, he couldn't fall for her trick so easily. This was a battle of wills, and he would not let the head between his legs decide for the one resting on his neck!* Cover yourself. *he said dryly, as he moved away.* You will be made to prove yourself, but not in this manner. No... this would be too easy for you, wouldn't it? You have gained your place beside a leader before by lying on the same bed as he. I will not fall so easily...

 

N: *She picked up the sheet from the floor and held it against her chest.* Have it your way. *She tried to be as stoic about it as possible, but she had to admit it was hard. If she felt nothing still... why... why was she relieved that he had denied her advances. Though, strangely, at the same time, she had wanted him to take her up on her offer so much. It would kill whatever indecision was left in her and that would help. It would help a lot!* Give me a way to prove myself.

 

Ha: Very well. Vedra and Dra'val have briefed me in on everything. I want you to submit to surgery... I want you to allow us to pry into your deepest thoughts, to strip your mind of barriers and see everything that lies beyond them. Everything...

 

N: *That would mean... offering her entire life in his hands... it would be giving him all she could and the entire access to her memories; for them to tamper with and manipulate if they so wished. All her memories; or her life on earth... on her life as a child... of her child.. of her love. No, that love she would be relieved if they erased* You merely ask for what I have already offered, Ha'thor. *Naor'rin remained calm, despite the turmoil she felt inside* I place my entire life in your hands. I ask one thing of you though: do not tamper with my memories. I want to remember why I want them destroyed so much. It is the pain to feed my revenge!

 

Ha: That... can be arranged my dear. *he smiled at her, gave her a mock kiss on the lips and turned away to call the guards back in.* Escort Naor'rin to her chambers. *he turned back to her.* We shall meet again, my dear... and perhaps then, if you prove worthy, I shall take you up on your offer. *the smile on his lips was slick as Ha'thor turned around and left the room.*

 

Book Thirteen
Part Three
And Baby Makes Three

GT: *T'than lay reclined in his chair, his gaze lost in the starfields beyond the large window of his office. Finally, he had caught up with every pending issue! Well, not every issue. It seems that during the birth of T'lana there had been a lot of commotion on the ship. News of dead volunteers and words written in blood had reached his ears when he had come back from the infirmary. He had sensed the tension long before that though. The few humans in the infirmary seemed strained, preoccupied and maybe even overly excited. Yes, something had been in the air.

But T'than could never have anticipated the dimension; the three Jaridians had escaped. Those had been the words on the report he had read. By his accounts only Vedra and Dra'val had been considered officially prisoners. But of course, after that last meeting with the Synod, Naor'rin wouldn't be the liaison anymore. It seemed she had escaped from confinement and taken the other two with her. That brought a sense of déjà vu. It was not the first time she had escaped him... and this time T'lana's birth had been the diversion she needed to run, though not without leaving a trail of destruction behind.

Now, Naor'rin was as distant to him as any of the stars that filled his field of vision. It was another rock kicked into his past. There were so few elements of what his life used to be prior to Cadence's appearance. And now, with T'lana born, everything seemed so different. It was as if a new light had been cast over the path he knew he had still to walk. A sense of utter peace invaded him. Even after a week, he was still not used to such positive and innocent sensations. Unadulterated innocence was something altogether new to him, and he had discovered rather quickly just how it drew him.

His child was beckoning him.

~*~

*Cadence stepped into the bedchamber, her skin still warm and damp from the heat lamp she had so recently lain under after her bath. She stopped to look at herself in a huge mirror framed in the same luminous material that had surrounded the one in the quarters she used to occupy. 

She brushed away coiling golden tendrils that were now almost long enough to shield her breasts from view, but not quite. She thought about cutting it and putting it back to its original shoulder-length style but then she grew distracted by the view of her own image and her hands absently ran over her body. It was hard to believe that she had given birth just eight days ago. Her shape revealed nothing but a flat stomach and uplifted breasts that seemed to Cadence to be a little fuller than before.

Her face showed nothing of the traumatic labor or the mistreatment she had experienced at the hands of the Healer Ne'shir months ago. The girl staring back at her was full of innocence, her large green eyes sparkled and were unencumbered with the look of tragedy.

A tiny cry made her aware that the newest member of their family was awake, and probably hungry. Starlight made her pale skin glow when she stepped into the alcove where T'lana lay in the unique, suspended cradle. Cadence reached down and stroked the infant's head and back gently before pulling back the shimmering blanket and lifting her naked child and taking her to hers and T'than's large bed. This is where T'lana had actually slept over the past week, nestled securely between she and T'than, while they watched and touched their perfect little girl with unabashed adoration.

As Cadence rocked her she thought of the irony that Taelons were so tall, and yet as infants they were smaller than humans. Her baby had the look of a large doll, though she had grown a little since her arrival. She was so small and fragile that Cadence had worried that there was a problem, but Jor'rel had assured her that her baby was as normal as could be...if such a word could really be used to classify T'lana.

Even with assurances of the child's health Jor'rel had been hesitant to allow them all to leave and return to the War Minister's quarters but after three days T'than had insisted...testily, and the healer had relented, but only with the promise that he would be making weekly visits to check on them for the foreseeable future. Cadence smiled to herself; she knew that T'than did not enjoy the intrusions, but that he was not willing to take any chances where T'lana's health was concerned...and neither was she.

The baby brought her out of her reverie, her tiny limbs flailing and kicking as she fussed, impatient that her mother had not acknowledged her hunger and Cadence kissed the top of her head before bringing her to her breast, watching in near amazement as the child blushed so brightly that she had to squint if she wanted to take it all in. Feelings of unadulterated contentment spread outward from the infant to her own body and Cadence blushed in return, looking up just in time to see T'than standing at the foot of the bed watching them. She had been so involved in her own thoughts she had not even sensed his entrance.*

GT: *He had glided in, intent on not disturbing mother or child. His thoughts of before vanquished the second he laid eyes on his treasure. They were well guarded in his quarters. For as long as they remained together and just the three of them, without an alien element to disrupt their connection, everything would be as perfect as it was at that moment. He allowed his lips to stretch somewhat with the sketch of a smile* Do not be distracted by my presence Cadence... 

C: *She offered him a welcoming smile and then looked back down, watching as T'lana suckled. It was now Cadence's sole responsibility to nourish her; T'than could offer energy if she were ill or otherwise incapacitated, but otherwise Jor'rel had said it would be best for T'lana to receive sustenance from her mother, in the form of breast milk that was not anything close to what Cadence herself had been raised on when she was a baby. The slightly milky substance that fed her child was laced with energy and Cadence had noted that in the dark it glowed softly. That discovery had rattled her at first, but now she had accepted it as just another part of raising a baby that was more Taelon than human, or so it seemed to her.
T'than's responsibility had not diminished however; he still shared his energy with Cadence. The energy shower was simply not enough to replenish her sufficiently to sate the needs of the child, and she spent much of her time taking advantage of T'lana's sleeps to sleep also. A ten-minute feeding session was enough to leave her winded and feeling as though she had run a marathon. It was clear to her that birth had done nothing to weaken the bond between she and her mate; if anything, it had brought them even closer.*

GT: *He walked around the bed, his leg brushing softly against the soft fabric of the sheets as he moved towards the head. The baby shifted in Cadence's lap when he entered her field of vision, and he offered a small blush in return for the recognition.*

C - *Another blush flickered beneath T'lana's fragile skin, and Cadence blushed a second later. She looked back up at T'than.* Are you going to just stand there and watch us, *she asked teasingly,* or are you going to come and join us?

 GT: I enjoy watching you. *there was almost a hint of flirting in his tone. It had been a week since T'lana had came into this world and despite their new title of parents, united by that small fragile being that Cadence held in her arms, the Taelon's desire had not diminished. Besides being T'lana's mother, Cadence was also his lover though as of late he had kept the lust at bay. T'lana was to be his only focus for some time...

Slowly he crawled onto the bed, taking a seat beside Cadence and pulling her to him, as to have her lay her head on his chest as she breast-fed T'lana. His lover held T'lana, but he was the one holding them both and seeing to them both.

He kissed her on the face and let his fingers play with T'lana's hand for a while. The child caught and squeezed one of his fingers and he let a tiny jolt of energy pass through it. She blushed a little and kicked as he placed a kiss on Cadence's temple.* Do you need sustenance as well?

C - Yes, *she said, the word barely audible.*...but don't let go of me. *She raised her free hand waiting for him to join it with his own.* I feel like T'lana...I just want to be held. *Her words were soft; she felt warm and relaxed. It was one of those rare and perfect moments; the baby was quietly content and so was T'than, and she would not squander such a precious interval with him.*

GT: *His hand found hers without him needing to look and know where to move. They were drawn like magnets, the attraction purely natural, obeying its own physical law. They remained two pieces of a whole entity, diminished and feeble when apart. The touch of her skin remained as alluring as always, and the gates in his palm opened to let his essence flow when their skin made contact. It was pure osmosis.*

C - *Energy flowed into her, not in a hot rush, but over her like rain on a summer day. The child blushed again as she fed, and this time both of her parents echoed it.* You are so serene T'than. I sense that you feel a sense of great accomplishment over ... something... *she tried to look further into his mind but he was too disciplined to allow it.* It's more than pride over T'lana isn't it? Won't you tell me what it is, so I can share in it with you? *She looked up at him sweetly.*

GT: There is no need to speak of it. I can only tell you that I have found completion. *he looked at the child, then slowly withdrew his hand from her fingers to brush away a curl from Cadence's face* But much of it has to do with the two of you. *indeed, they had all suffered so much. It made that moment all the more precious.*

C - *Pouting softly, she was about to pose an argument, but T'lana distracted her with a happy gurgle and tiny hands reaching to grab at her hair. Smiling down at her she placed her into T'than's arms and then kissing him on his lips in an almost longing way. Her passions rumbled within her like a restless volcano, and like any volcano, eventually she knew they would erupt. Soon they were back to gazing at the child, Cadence running a playful finger over her tiny eyeridge as she marveled at her eyes and how brilliant in color they were - such a bright turquoise that they glowed. Right now, the baby was staring at her other parent, capturing one of his slender hands and sucking contentedly on his thumb.*

GT: *He had not missed the longing. It awakened his own for a brief moment ... before T'lana stole away his focus by stirring in his lap. He had held weapons capable of killing; instruments that needed careful handling and a firm hand. But holding T'lana made him feel ill-at-ease in the sense that he feared she would shatter in all her childish frailty. She was life. A part of his life, his own key to immortality. And unlike the others, she had survived and struggled to be there with them.* 

C - You never thought it would be like this, did you? Did you ever believe for a moment, that you could be responsible for bringing such perfection into the world?

GT: *Cadence's words reached them as a faraway echo. He looked away from the child and into his lover's eyes* I am quite used to causing the end of life. I have to admit, this life-giving is a discovery. *if he had understood this long ago, perhaps he would not have caused so many deaths. A species that did not bear children anymore could never come to value the meaning of a new life. The meaning of hope. But on the other hand, ironically, he was aware of the need to kill more than ever. For surely, he would not hesitate to kill in order to protect T'lana or her mother* T'lana is still a gift to me, and to my species. I feel however, inclined to remain extremely selfish and keep the both of you for myself alone. *his tone was almost playful. But a dark shadow crept over his features just as he realized the subconscious meaning of his words. The others ... they had remained at bay for the moment, but surely they would call for him and T'lana... The Synod would want to see them, judge them, scrutinize them.

He held the child closer to him and rose from the bed so that Cadence could not look into his face. He knew somehow that she would sense his distress ... through him, through T'lana's own skin or maybe see his eyes in the bright turquoise of their daughter's. He cast away his thoughts.* Jor'rel should be coming by later today to see you both. *he said, the words still not matching his thoughts.* 

 C - *She had followed him and now stood facing him, her eyes squinted a little at the corners.* Yes, *she said offhandedly, but her eyes were locked on him steadily. She assumed his thoughts had returned to the issues she had sensed in him earlier.*  What is it T'than? I want to know what you are thinking about. *She stomped a foot softly, looking petulant.* You know I won't leave you alone until you tell me. *She was playful, but her words hinted at the truth, reminding him that she could be quite bothersome when she wanted her way.*

GT: *He sighed, not raising his eyes from the baby to look into Cadence's.* I know you will not. I was hoping to spare you the news, but I might as well lay the cards on the table. *He played distractedly with T'lana's fingers with his own for a while, before finally facing his mate.* It is about the Jaridian liaison.   

C - Naor'rin? *She frowned worriedly; she hadn't seen her Jaridian friend in a long time, and the trials of her late pregnancy had made her negligent in asking about her ... until now.* What about Naor'rin?

GT: She is no longer the liaison. *somehow, holding T'lana and playing his games did not seem at all appropriate. He turned to lay her amidst the pillows on the bed and then rose to get closer to Cadence.* Surely you noticed her disappearance. I was always suspicious of Naor'rin, and in the end I was proven right. She deceived us all, speaking of peace when all along her kind prepared for battle. *he held Cadence's hand in his own.* Two months ago I revealed to the Synod the fraud that she was. I did not speak of this to you before because of your delicate condition. I never trusted her around you. I feared she would manipulate your mind, maybe obtain information on you and T'lana so that her kind could know how to breed with the humans.

*Slowly, he began to walk, pulling away from her.* That hastened my investigations. It was not a surprise that I discovered her to be spying and misleading us. So, I took the necessary precautions to have her exposed and incarcerated. 

C - 'Spying and misleading us?' *Her forehead furrowed as she thought about the kind and ever-calm woman that Naor'rin had always been in her presence. She could not help but trust her, and be comforted by her wisdom. T'than's words went against everything she had come to know about her.* You're wrong. You must be wrong! Naor'rin isn't like that. How can you be sure?

GT: We interrogated her, and in the end she confessed to her betrayal, and to be using Zo'or... *he snorted* Very clever. Our esteemed leader never saw it coming. In all his blinding arrogance, he judged us when in fact the danger lay in his own bed.

C - I see, *she said, the bulk of her hurt not escaping from the quietness of her words. Naor'rin had admitted to betraying the Taelons, and that meant that she had betrayed Cadence too, because she was essentially a Taelon herself. She had promised to be there - to watch over her from a distance, and she had even expressed a closeness to T'lana, wanting to see her and make sure she was happy. Had she lied about... everything?*  What...happened to her after that?

GT: We held her in detention for two months. *he turned around again to face Cadence* On the day of T'lana's birth, Naor'rin released the two other Jaridians, Vedra and DraVal, and together they escaped this ship. 

C - *Those two names inspired a fear Cadence had hoped never again to feel. T'than's words were true, all of them, because, if Naor'rin could ally herself with those renegades then it could only mean that she had switched her allegiances at some point.*

GT: I am sorry... *those last words seemed the fittest and the most truthful ones to say. Not that he cared about what happened with the Jaridian; he simply cared about ruining the moment of utter peace by bringing the news to his mate and causing her distress.*

 C - You don't have to be sorry, *she said tersely, turning away and picking up the baby from the bed.* You merely related the events. *She turned back to him and spoke while she walked closer to him.* Naor'rin made her choice; if it makes her happy, then...then I am happy for her. I can't dwell on it beyond that. I won't. 

GT: *Despite his mate's sadness that T'than felt in his own skin, he couldn't help but to smile inwardly. That was another rock put on his past, permanently. He would never again have to worry about Naor'rin relating the one thing that could still shift the perfection of his relationship with Cadence. The Jaridian was dead to him, as was his connection to her. He felt that despite his outward indifference, inside he had always felt a certain weight. A child of his had died once; a hybrid child. Naor'rin leaving was the end of that curse.* Nor will I. *he whispered truthfully.*

C - This little person commands all of my attentions at the moment, *she looked back over her shoulder as she began walking toward their bath chamber.*...as do you. *Her look beckoned to him and she waited for him to follow. Not an hour ago she had been submerged in the warm and bubbling water but she suddenly felt the need to return to the soothing pool. Her feet made small splashing sounds as she descended the jagged, rocky steps, sitting on one that was deep enough to let water rise over her waist and submerge the infant partially as she rested in Cadence's arms. T'lana was too young to enjoy baths yet, but it was clear that the water relaxed her, the liquid environment probably reminding her of the womb she had inhabited up until last week.*

GT: *Step by graceful step he made his way after Cadence. He made sure to watch her get into the tub, his intense stare on the shape of her body and the ethereal shift of her aura as the water made it change in shape though not in intensity. The energy her body released gave the pool a preternatural glow. He was for a moment sorry that Cadence's human eyes could not pick up such beauty: she and the child were bathing in a pool of light. T'lana's own aura was already discernible and strong after the feeding.*

C - *She did not need to look back to know that T'than had indeed followed her. She waited for him to enter and sit by her.* In this place, I can almost forget that there is an outside world... *she looked into his eyes then,* Touch me. Make me forget that there is anything else except you.

GT: *Somehow the light lost all its interest when he entered the pool after them. His irises contracted to narrow the sensitivity of his sight and focus only on Cadence; on the beautiful shape of her flesh-made body. A body built for lust; for his pleasure. But also for nourishing of the child Cadence held in her arms. He touched T'lana on the forehead, his wet finger leaving a trail of water in its path, and then his eyes moved to lock onto Cadence's when she uttered her request.* In here ... in our home, there is no need to give the outside world any thought. *with the same hand he had touched his child, he pulled a golden lock away from Cadence's face before he leaned forward to kiss her forehead.* Clear your mind Cadence... *it was close. He could feel her energy narrowing down to that of her emotions and sensations. There need be no reason involved in the sharing of each other's company and touch.*

C - *Cadence envied T'lana at that moment; her parents' arms and a blanket was all that she needed to feel safe. She smiled and let her head fall back, enjoying the warmth of his affection, wanting the peace he felt to be hers and wrap around her like a soft blanket. Like the child, Cadence too needed objects of security, though the ones she sought were not as tangible.

The baby shifted in her arms and fretted with little, soft sounds. T'than's movements against her mother had disturbed her light sleep.*

Shhh...it's okay...go back to sleep little one...

GT: *T'than's hand once more came to touch T'lana; the energy in his palm sending the child into an immediate sleep as if he had sang her a lullaby. The Taelon then leaned down as if his lips were aimed for the child, but he missed T'lana just barely, letting the kiss land on his mate's breast, just above the nipple. A trail of kisses was left in the path from her chest to her chin* Let go ... you are still tense.* They finally reached their destination: Cadence's full, bud-like pink lips. T'than kissed the lower one first, tentatively taking in the flavour and softness of the moist skin. His tongue lapped softly at the upper one before his two lips enveloped it and suckled gently before he pulled away to let her eyes focus on his.* Let my lips wash away the worry from your soul. I want to feel nothing more than your contentment, just as I feel T'lana's...

C - *She smiled softly at the irony; it was usually she telling him to relax.* I feel it too ... and I won't worry anymore, I promise. *She returned his gesture and sucked on his lower lip before pulling away and stepping from the pool to place the baby in a cradle nearby that was the same in looks as the one in the nursery. T'lana was deeply asleep and Cadence leaned over to kiss her before turning back to face T'than. 

GT: *He remained in the pool, sitting on the ledge with both his hands and elbows on the edge in a rather human fashion. He watched her every step, the way the curves of her hips and waist danced as a flame in the wind. The motion was hypnotizing for one who had cut himself off from such wonderings for so many a day. His eyes gleamed in a smiling sort of way when she turned to him and the corners of his lips rose just slightly in an inviting smile*

C - *The cool air on her wet skin made her flesh prickle with goosebumps and her nipples were fully erect. Her fingers moved over them, pinching and pulling them while she looked at him with anticipation. She stepped back into the warm water, wanting to just sink down into its heat but only going in to her waist. 

GT: *He did not move an inch. This was the beginning of the game and for the moment, he was the spectator merely enjoying the tease of the warm-up exercises. She looked goddess-like in the dim light, her silhouette not the least changed by her recent pregnancy. She was dancing for him.*

C - *Thick white foam oozed onto her hand from the soap dispenser and she began rubbing over her breasts and stomach suggestively while taking little steps closer and closer to him until she was looking up into his blue and glowing eyes.* I'm ready to let go now...to forget about everything...except you, and your touch. *She placed his hands on her slippery flesh and laid hers over them, feeling her heart beat faster in time with the circles they were making on her skin.

GT: But Cadence ... in here, that is all there is. *his voice was slithery, almost in perfect synchrony with his touch. He let his palms wander on her skin, feeling the outlines of her flat stomach, the curves of her waist, the soft piano of her ribs. T'than's fingers spidered over her back and pulled her closer to him, playing with her...* Come here... *he rose to his feet, letting her slip away for a moment, only to take the chance to grab her again and pull her closer so that his chest pressed against her back.* Slippery... *he whispered seductively into her ear*... but still not quite enough.

C - *Her back was to his chest now and her hands, which had fallen back into the water, took hold of his again and began to pull one of his lower, until he caressed her over her womb and then, she pulled it beneath the water...*

GT: *He let her guide his hand where she needed it. The other was still quite free to roam its own path, and it knew exactly where to go ... over the small line of her belly, up and between her breasts to capture her neck, grabbing her hair to pull her head roughly backwards. T'than felt her gasp just when the hand she had guided reached its destination. At once his fingers snaked between her moistened flower just as his teeth nibbled seductively on her neck ... over her jaw, until at last he gave her a kiss that took with it all the torment of his pent up passion.*

C - *She moaned, but it sounded more like a sigh of relief. In a way, it was. She and T'than had lain together on many a night, just holding each other and touching affectionately. It was all they could do during the final duration of her pregnancy. But it had been weeks since they had engaged in sex, and for two beings with such strong drives, those weeks had been tormenting! Her body was raging with pent-up desires that now leaked out of her onto his fingers.*

 GT: It seems I was wrong... *he said teasingly.* You _are_ indeed very ... very ... slippery... *he let his hands move on her as his words echoed in her mind. As one played with her erect nipples, the other had taken full advantage of her passion juices to play with her clit, sometimes tracing the whole line of her inner labia up and down until it penetrated her.* Just as I like you...

C - *She turned back to face him, skillfully managing to keep his fingers inside of her.* Yes! *She said, kissing him fervently and wrapping her arms around his neck. Her hands roamed over his body, feeling every subtle detail of his shape; for a slender and delicate-looking being he was incredibly strong - she could feel his strength in his arms that locked her to him, in his chest, its muscles flexing as his body pushed against hers in a seductive dance making her tremble with anticipation. The waiting was over; he was going to take her.*

GT: Hmm... *he mumbled, the shine in his eyes a tease to her intensity.* Such urgency. May I inquire as to the reason for it? *His speech was of mock Taelon-like coolness. There was a smirk on his lips as well, but his hands kept themselves busy, exploring the curves they knew ooh-so well as if feeling them for the first time.*

C - I've been wanting you, *she teased,* ...wanting to please you ... so bad....*One of her hands moved down and between his legs, urging the apex of his main pathway to swell with rushing energy, ready for him to open it into her body and become one with her as only Taelons can.* 

GT: *He gasped, his teeth gritting for a moment when the intensity of his body's reaction to her touch caught him totally by surprise. The long wait had resulted in a need greater than he had realised.* 

C - And... I know that you want me too... *She batted her eyes innocently with an impish smile as she was urged to walk backwards toward the steps that led from the pool.*

GT: Really? *he arched a brow, a gesture that took as great of an effort as it had uttering that word and hiding the tremor in his voice.* Whatever made you believe such a thing? *he let his fingers energise as they grazed against her clit, only to slide quickly downwards in time to feel the muscles of her sex contract. He let his lips glue against hers and then travel over her cheek. He laughed as he let go; a genuinely amused and at the same time, seductive, laugh.* I think I have had enough of this tub... 

C - *She didn't resist as she was made to walk backwards. The chill of cool air against her skin as more and more of her body was revealed to it made her shudder, but she was too enraptured by him, and the promise of what was to come, to consciously notice.

They passed by the cradle, each looking there for a moment, only to return to staring at each other intently when they were satisfied that T'lana was deeply asleep. He looked like the hunter, moving forward, his gaze locked on her and she looked as one hypnotized, caught in the thrill of being his prey...but so very willing to be...*  

GT: *He took each step very carefully, guiding her perfectly so that their bodies were not too close ... but never more than a few narrow inches apart either. His lips had a constant smirk printed on them, but the message he wished to convey was in the depths of his stare. It was unwavering, blue on the deepest blue; an engulfing wave of want that had captured her just as her aura had captured him. She could not see it though, could not know it. But she was pulling him along as much as he was pushing her backward.

At last his hand came about her waist to pull her close. He did not need the control of that tiny distance anymore... He would be letting go of that tormenting self-restriction very, very soon.*

C - *Soon, glossy flooring was replaced with softness that her feet sunk into; soft, warm lighting came on automatically to caress them. They were in the drying area. Airy little breaths left her parted lips as he gently, but insistently, pushed her down onto her back. Her legs opened automatically to receive him atop her. His skin nearly vibrated, making her glow with a fleeting blush. There was heat below - he was ready....so was she. Her lips begged to be kissed, and she lay her hands, open, on either side of her head.* Take me...*she chanted.* Take me ... please!

GT: *His energy was running amok in his pathways. It was almost painfully overwhelming if he did not welcome the pleasure of it so much.* I have... *he placed a kiss on her neck* every... *kiss*  intention *his lips landed further down as his hands moved over the sides of her chest.* of doing... *another kiss, in the valley between her perfect breasts*  just... *his hands were at her wrists*  that... *again his eyes were deeply locked on hers. The tease of his smile was erased the moment he sank down to steal the most urgent of kisses from her, just as his palms glued to hers.

 The shock made him pull back and gasp for air. His whole body ignited with his ecstasy and hers combined, the echo repeated a million times, enhancing itself rather than dying away with each repetition. He discovered his body was moving, pressing urgently against her, even before he could order it consciously. Again his lips sank down against her skin, their ethereality allowing the kisses to truly penetrate into her skin as they ravished her chest and breasts.*

C - *It was beginning and colors began to swirl at the edge of her vision. Her head was thrown back, her body arched upward, caught at the precipice where want and need became dominant over all else. Her ears were ringing - she was about to receive him but then the mists parted, her vision cleared. The ringing was real. She looked around, disoriented; what was it? She went to rise but T'than's palm was flat against her chest. A datastream was forming above her, and T'than was disappointingly ... dressed.*

GT: *It had been like running into a wall! His body ached, literally, from the shock of pulling away. But he had, the moment the deafening cry of the datastream's alarm rang in the back of his mind. He had let go at once, his body reacting with the speed of instinct as it once more covered itself. More for his own isolation from her energy and the temptation that Cadence was, than actually for decorum's sake.* Stay put. 

Sc: *His head tilted when T'than came into view; he looked ... strained, and one of his arms was taut, as if pressing against something that was out of the range of the stream.* T'than? *pause* Euhura...

GT: *He wondered if his despair showed somehow in his features, or if it was the extreme annoyance that ruled the expression on his face.* Sc'orr... *his timing was, as usual, the worst possible.* Euhura. *had that truly sounded like a greeting? Somehow, T'than hoped not. He was definitely feeling ... frustrated! He hated it.* I was in the middle of something... highly important. *he thought he heard a small chuckle behind him, but he decided to ignore it.*

Sc: I apologize if this is an inconvenient time sir, however, I am in your office and need to speak with you, and I am afraid that it cannot wait.

C - It can wait...*she mouthed silently, grabbing his hands and sucking on his fingers one at a time, her fingers expertly finding his other pleasure zones.*

GT: *His eyes narrowed. He was feeling Cadence's hands teasing him; her energy like tendrils pulling him down onto the lush carpet again. The desire rising like the mercury of a thermometer on a hot summer's day. He grimaced.* Stay put! *he commanded. The look on Sc'orr's face was still not paying enough for the interruption...as those words had actually been meant for another. T'than waves off the stream just in time.* Sha'bra! *he growled as he turned. *

C - T'than, *she said in a cajoling voice,* Please stay! Sc'orr is just being his usual self. Everything always has to be this big drama with him.* She tilted her head and looked at him most appealingly.*

GT: *Cadence was looking impish as always, her pouting lips teasing him ... and beckoning him at the same time.* I do not like this anymore than you do, but Sc'orr's tone implied great urgency. I have to go. *he rose, leaving her laying in the drying area. He glanced at her one last time, and had to force himself to look away quickly lest he change his mind and ignore Sc'orr's presence in his office.*

C - *She exhaled loudly, rolling onto her stomach to watch him go, inwardly hoping Sc'orr would be afflicted with an itch and have no nails to scratch it! She had come to the bathing chamber seeking the peace of the warm water and now was left effectively needing a cold shower.*

GT: *He glanced into T'lana's cradle as he walked past it. The noise of the stream had not awakened the child. An agonizing feeling of concern gripped his throat tight. Something was about to happen... the outside world had invaded his and Cadence's to wreck havoc on something that could easily be perfect if not for the interference.

He was his stern self again when the door to his offices dematerialized to let him pass. Sc'orr was waiting, his composure perfect. He was somewhat tense it seemed. Not quite his usual "friendly" self.* I hope you have not overestimated this matter you wish to discuss with me. *he walked closer to the other Taelon.* What is the reason for such urgency that you interrupt my duties?

Sc: Apologies, *he said simply, clasping his hands behind his back, not stepping back from the other Taelon.* The interruption was necessary. There is to be a convening of the Synod tomorrow morning. The time has come to present the child.

GT: *He had been expecting that, though for all that had just been happening in the last minutes, Sc'orr's words came as a shock. It was a call for T'than; a call that he should become only his Taelon self in that instant. He might have been able to sever Cadence's past from her, but his was still quite a part of their life. His eyes wandered the floor thoughtfully for a moment, before he lifted them to meet Sc'orr's.* It was to be expected. *he wanted to scan Sc'orr, to know what he could expect from such a meeting. He was not completely aware of his kind's response to T'lana.* What do you know of their intentions?

Sc: Overtly they just wish to see her, which is understandable however, *he paused and then continued.*... she will be under scrutiny as well. They will want to know if she has joined the Commonality as of yet, or, if not, if she will eventually have the ability. Put simply, they want to know just how Taelon the first Taelon born to us in a millennium, is. I wish that I could spare you this intrusion in your life, however, I am sure that you always knew this day would come. You did say that you were expecting this.

GT: *He nodded, both his hands behind his back as he paced the floor before the older Taelon.* I reckon their concern. *and dreaded it even more. He stopped to look the other Taelon directly in the eyes* I shall comply. *not that he had much choice. It was hardly an invitation.*

Sc: *He nodded solemnly and turned to go.* Very well then. I shall see you and T'lana at 0700. Oh, and General? *He looked over his shoulder, as if trying to deliver a particularly bad piece of news and then leave swiftly.* You are to bring Cadence also.

GT: Sha'bra! *he made no ceremony in displaying his displeasure over it* Whatever for? We have seldom allowed non-Taelons into our meetings! Besides, Cadence is still recovering. *he knew Sc'orr would see past those simple words to the true reason why he didn't want Cadence there: because she was too volatile, and because it would defy his own self-control and remind all in the Synod just how changed he was, and just how far from the Synod Member and the Taelon he had been. That was especially bad if L'syr were there. T'than needed L'syr to remain under the impression that Cadence was ... inconsequential. Bringing them all into the meeting, presenting them as a whole, would not bear well with his pupil.*

Sc: Please do not broach an argument with me. *His hands had come up slightly as if to ward him off.* The order comes from Zo'or himself. There is nothing to be done. You must ... comply.

GT: *The General wondered if his growl was somehow audible to Sc'orr's ears.* So, now you do Zo'or's bidding. 

Sc: That is not true, *he replied calmly to T'than's vent.* I am merely relaying directives from the one who leads our governing body, just as you would were you in my place.

GT: *Zo'or ... always Zo'or, the annoying rock in his platforms. The worst was that with Naor'rin gone, the Taelon leader was surely back to being 100% his old cunning and vengeful self. Probably worse now because of her betrayal.* Very well. But I shall summon Jor'rel to ascertain if it is indeed safe to take them both with me...

Sc: *He nodded. How ironic that the healer who had once been the being to invoke T'than's ire was now the one he would go to seeking protection. Inwardly though Sc'orr was pleased that Jor'rel had finally won his trust. Turning, he went on his way to his other duties.*

GT: *His tone was dismissive, just as Sc'orr's had nearly been. Leaving little room for any other word to be said, T'than walked towards the door to his chamber and disappeared behind it. The entry hall to his room looked as tidy as ever. Annoyingly so for someone tormented with the want to wreck the entire place and reduce it to little pieces. He felt the blistering anger inside him rise, making his hands ball into fists and without his notice ended up moving to shatter a jar that had been laying on the table.

He wondered if the noise of the crash was heard inside his quarters. With several deep breaths and a short exercise of meditation he waved open the door to the room. He did not look for Cadence and strangely enough headed straight to T'lana. The child lay asleep and unaware of her destiny. To think of Zo'or possibly holding her, taking her from his own arms, made the anger rise again. A blush coursed through his entire body, and his hand gripped too tightly on the cradle's edge.

The baby awoke at once, startled, and the immediate cry that was heard in the room muffled the sound of the footsteps behind him.* The time has come. The Synod has called for us Cadence. They have called for us all ... tomorrow.
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*T'than already had T'lana in his arms when he had called Cadence, for the second time, so they could leave. For someone who had not seen the outside world in months, Cadence was far from rushing and she thought to herself how truly unfair it all was! If she was going out it should be for something fun, not for this horrible Synod meeting! She didn't know what would happen there and it filled her with apprehension, and it didn't take a psychic link with T'than to understand that he felt the same. He had not slept, that Cadence knew for sure. In between fitful bouts of sleep she had awakened each time to find his side of the bed empty.

She had risen earlier than necessary and spent a long time in the bathing pool. Upon reentering the bedroom she had discovered that T'than had left the compartment containing her clothes conspicuously open. Once, being nude had been the odd feeling but now it was strangely reversed. Wearing clothing had been confined to special occasions. She had listlessly rifled through what was there and then discarded it all and instead, tried an old trick he had shown her once. The jumpsuit had appeared at once, and despite not having practiced the technique at all since becoming pregnant, she felt more focused. No more did she need to exhaust herself just to create a plain white outfit. Now, barely an effort had clad in her a red so deep it was almost black, and the material sparkled as though it was coated with oil. The V-neck allowed the pale skin of her cleavage to show, and her blond hair, vivid against the dark color, was left down around her shoulders. 

She was dressed like a Taelon, though no Taelon jumpsuit had ever known the curves she possessed. The dark color also lent her youthful features a seriousness that did not seem to fit her, and yet, it suited her even so.

She heard him call to her for the third time and she finally appeared in the doorway, pausing momentarily before coming toward him, letting him look at her. She handed him an extra blanket to wrap around the baby and said simply,* I'm ready.

GT: *The night had been long. Meditation had not helped, even though he tried several times. Still, as the hour approached, the Taelon thought to himself that it still had not been long enough. His species could bend time if they so wished, but in those moments the General had felt nothing more than insignificant in the grand scheme of things. Not that he had ever believed in such a concept. After all, your destiny was yours to control.

 

Still, in just a few minutes he would once again be placed into the hands of his kind. Cold, ruthless and rather cruel hands at that.  

 

T'lana had slept peacefully. He had seen to it that his own restlessness did not transpire to the child or to Cadence for that matter, though he knew that the link with his mate was not easily severed.

 

Much like a ghost he had wandered. And now as he waited for Cadence to come out into the lounge, his eyes roamed over T'lana's features. The baby was content in his arms, her restless hands seeking out to touch the gleaming fabric of his jumpsuit where it reflected the light in the room. It was all so simple and all just fun for the child.

 

Again he made a little test to search for her in the Commonality. There was nothing. They shared a strong bond, but he could sense her voice nowhere in the common thought.

 

He could not tell if that was good or bad news, either; he could only face it as being a fact. She was Taelon in her looks - in her eyes; Taelon in the energy that made her body colder than that of a human infant, and paler too. But that was where the resemblance stopped. Much like Umrathuma... maybe the Taelon in T'lana was just a deceit.

 

The shards of the jar still lay broken on the floor. He had not called anyone to pick it up, nor had he done it himself. His thoughts were again roaming to how long Cadence was taking to get ready when she finally stepped through the door.

 

He nodded his approval, but still his eyes mirrored some surprise. She had learned much about his kind's ways. Her garments were simple, making her pass unnoticed but at the same time, stating the difference between her and the Taelons in her choice of colour. It was neither pretentious in wanting to blend completely -- and display arrogance in wanting to rise to the level of a Taelon -- nor was it eccentric.*

 

Jor’rel should come by in a few minutes to walk with us to the meeting. I have requested his presence and the Synod has acquiesced since his findings as healer are of importance in this meeting. 

C - *She nodded. Jor'rel had come to their quarters the previous evening at T'than's demand and she had had to submit to a complete examination only so the healer could tell T'than what she already knew: She was in good health - recovering from childbirth but still quite strong. There was no reason to keep her from attending the presentation.

T'lana was making a few sounds of protest when she saw her mother so close.* I can take her now...

GT: *She was by him, but he did not hand her T'lana as the child seemed to request.* I shall carry her. It is also best if you walk behind me rather than by my side. The illusion can make the difference. *he was visibly tense, but still he leaned over to plant a small kiss on her forehead* # I love you # *words whispered plainly, but softly, like a breeze.* We should go now.

C - *His gentle thoughts extinguished her green glare at his earlier statement. Cadence was still unaware of what would happen that day but she had a feeling that whether or not she trailed behind T'than, it would not make any difference...*

Jor: *Jor'rel was already waiting in T'than's outer office when they arrived.* Good day, General. *Then he saw Cadence.* Cadence, you look...Taelon... *His words were full of admiration; to him she looked almost like another of his kind - distinguished and noble. He smiled down at the sweet face of the infant and then turned as they all headed to the bridge of the Mothership.*

~*~

Z: *All Synod members were in attendance when T'than and the healer stepped over the threshold and onto the bridge. He returned Jor'rel's nod but not his small smile. He did not think it was possible for the hush of the room to grow deeper than what it had been, but a silence that was absolute in its weight as all eyes turned to the tiny bundle cradled in T'than's arms. The infant had no idea the magnetic power she possessed. Behind T'than walked Cadence and Zo'or smirked at her pitiful attempt to look like one of them, though he did not look away as he thought he would. She was ripe as Naor'rin had been, her green eyes possessing a similar fire as she eyed him bravely. He kept his expression cool as thoughts of revenge burned at the edges of his self-control; he had been the one to discover Naor'rin's betrayal, but it was so much easier to nurse his pain by telling himself that it was T'than's interrogation that had been the impetus for her confessions. 

T'than had taken his mate. 

Perhaps soon...very soon, he would return the favor.*

 

GT: *He found himself holding T'lana a little more tightly from the moment they stepped onto the bridge. His place in the circle was still occupied by L'syr's own pupil. T'than's eyes found those of each and every Taelon as he scanned for their thoughts. He let the common thought echo more strongly in his mind; the restlessness was easily perceived. T'lana's arms peeked from the blankets as again she played with his jumpsuit, innocently unaware of the eyes watching her scrutinisingly. He soothed the child and beckoned her silently to be still. Then at last the General focused on Zo'or. His nemesis. He did not miss the look that the younger Taelon threw his way. For caution's sake though, T'than restricted his own arrogance. Too much was at stake. More than his life, and more than Cadence's.

 

His steps had taken him to the very centre of the circle. He glanced down at T'lana for a moment and held her closer to him instinctively. His features betrayed nothing though, as his chin lifted to fully face the one his kind called leader.*

Da'an: *The North American companion nodded, his composure placid as T'than was ushered forward to stand before them with his child. Though outwardly cold, it was clear that the War Minister felt the instinct of protectiveness toward the child. He understood as he searched the blankets for a glimpse of the tiny face. One-thousand years ago, Zo'or had been as vulnerable. He had not been allowed to indulge his feelings for the infant, which was normal. But he had never spoken of his sadness the day Zo'or was given over to the Commonality... or his guilt for allowing it, despite the rules.*

Ls: *L'syr watched as the one who had instructed him on the stricture of true Taelon life stepped forward with the fruit of his terrible indiscretion. The female was just a pace or so behind him.* You. *he said coldly and she looked up at him with her childish face.* You do not belong here. Remain outside the circle with the healer.

C - *She quickly swallowed her shock and dared to stand her ground.* I will not, *she said softly.* 

 

GT: *Voices. T'than noticed he had been distracted. His mind had escaped his control and had been trying to seek T'lana in the Commonality again. But the psychic signals from Cadence had quickly ushered him back.*

L’syr: You will. Your place is not here.

C - My place is with my child. Nothing you say will dissuade me from being with her.

Ls: *His features hardened to crystal and he stepped forward, but the girl raised her chin arrogantly as well as her hand, palm out. He did not know what she intended but there was something about her that he could not place - a power, as if she generated a field of it around her. Before he could investigate further, T'than had taken her place and faced him.* I was merely ascertaining the appropriateness of her presence T'than...

 

GT: *He found his tone tainted with sarcasm. How very appropriate for him, and how very automatic too.* Her presence is quite appropriate, since she is the mother to this child, not to mention that it was a request from the Synod, L'syr. *In truth, he did not like the situation of Cadence's presence anymore than L'syr did, only they had different reasons.*

Ls: *He nearly snorted. He held Zo'or in nearly as much contempt as he did Cadence.* 

 

Z: *He watched T'than and L'syr, mildly entertained even though their words did not reach his ears. T'than maintained his composure, which was good; if the War Minister was to fall today, he intended to be the one to push him over the edge.*

The Synod is now convened. T'than - come forward. Cadence Blue may accompany you but she will maintain our standards of discipline or she will be ejected from these proceedings.

 

GT: We agree. *he cast her a tiny gelid glance to reprimand her, only this time, he did not dare use their bond to speak of his true feelings on the matter. They were being watched. The Commonality surrounded them both completely. There was no telling who might tap into their own frequency and see his feelings for what they were. He had to rely on her remembering their talk about keeping the illusion.*

Z: *From the floor only a few feet from where the General stood, rose a long appendage of bluish bioslurry at the top of which was a large globe. Once it was chest-high, the globe appeared to ripple and then open like a strange, metallic flower, the curved petals joining to create an oval basin.* You will place the child there T'than. We wish to see her.

 

GT: *It pained him incredibly to do so. He could feel the anxiousness coming from Cadence. It was no different from his own as he willed his arms to relax and lower the child into the small bioslurry cradle. She shifted somewhat once his hands came away from her. Maybe in all her childish innocence she felt that something was the matter. She had never been outside his and Cadence's quarters before, or far away from them either. Right now T'than was being told to leave her and to move backwards in a gesture of trust toward his species; it was a trust he did not feel, at all.*

Z: *He waited for the other Taelon to comply. The infant was gently laid within the small orifice and Zo'or beckoned for the membership to step closer. He reached down and gently peeled back the blankets that swaddled her. T'lana was awake and calm, looking up at him with her brilliant eyes. Tiny flickerings of light moved beneath her naked alabaster skin; she was a girl-child and yet she was...* Taelon... *The word escaped, sounding too awed and tender. It should have been his child laying there, not his enemy's! He amended his statement swiftly.* Taelon in appearance, but is she in appearance alone?

GT: *The struggle had been immense; T'than found himself tensing up incredibly once Zo'or's hand had reached for the blankets. But thankfully all the Taelons in the circle were too enthralled by the little, but commanding figure, of his child.* T'lana is my child Zo'or. *Was that frustration he read in Zo'or's cold blue eyes?* And as such, she is Taelon. *it did seem logical* Cadence was merely the vessel for her conception. *words some would just love to hear. Had he become some kind of pawn to his species, broken to acting accordingly to their wishes?* 

 

*His icy eyes met T'than's.* We have searched the Commonality since the day of her birth; even the strongest and most disciplined of us have been unable to sense her presence. We ask you, as the dominant parent and the one to offer Taelon lineage, have you been able to sense her entrance into the common will? 

 

GT: *Cunning... and straight to the point.* No. *the answer was plain, simple and remarkably, spoken without hesitation.* I sought for her myself, and I could not find her signature within the Commonality. Both myself and Jor’rel have been puzzled by this, since she shows no psychic or physical sign that would justify her distance. She is quite Taelon in all aspects, with the exception that she is gendered.

 

Do´quar: *He had until that moment kept to himself. But he too had been among the ones to immediately scan the child after news of its birth. Indeed... though some had felt her entering this world, none had since felt touched by her essence in the Commonality. And it had been no different when T'than had entered the room. Some had thought it to be due to her extreme youth and to the physical distance, but there they were, standing inches from the infant and still he felt nothing. Though in truth, there was something quite appealing about the little one. But visual recognition was not all it took for a Taelon to recognise another Taelon. Strangely akin to animals that had to smell their cubs, Taelons needed to feel them.

 

Hesitantly he reached out to touch the baby's skin with the tip of a finger. Energy! Alive, pulsing, self-renewing and strong, as all Taelons should be. In all her alienness, that young one was quite remarkable.* We have received the healer's reports. The issue of her distance is quite preoccupying. If it is proven that she has the ability to join it could be possible that the closeness to her biological parents is delaying her. *he looked up to the Taelon General and to the small human that stood not far from him.* You both seem quite attached to her, and she to you. For the sake of all, I believe that link should be severed. If T'lana is to join the Commonality, she must be delivered to it with haste, or she may be lost to us permanently.

Ti'el: *He had been standing and looking down at the baby looking as though he was enthralled with the image of an alien species, and it had nothing to do with the fact that T'lana was a hybrid. Ti'el had never seen an infant before. So few had been born over the last centuries, and he had never been nearby when such an event had occurred.* She is human though, *he said in his delicate voice, and then he looked up at Do'quar.* While I am in agreement that we need to do all that is possible to encourage her to enter the Commonality, is it not also possible that taking her from her parents could halt the very thing that we seek to happen?

Sc: An accurate assumption Ti'el. The trauma of separation could be detrimental to her.

Ls: Trauma of separation? *He asked, his tone dripping with sarcasm.* If she is that weak that she would be traumatized by such an inconsequential occurrence, then she is definitely not Taelon and we may as well adjourn and conclude that T'than's union with this...*he gestured to the girl,* inferior being produced an offspring of substandard quality.

Sc: She is a living being L'syr. To ascribe value to her in such a way is beneath you, and is the behavior of a less-evolved being. *He ignored the Defense Ministers searing glare and his eyes moved over each of the Synod members.* If you recall, during T'than's trial I spoke of evolution - that our race might have to take a step backwards in order to move forward - that we need the humans, and even though the children who are born from these unions will be different from us, that they will become true Taelons - the next step in our evolution. Yes they are different and as such may no longer fit in to our standards of normalcy. 

Ti'el: What do you mean Sc'orr?

Sc: Put simply, the standards, and not the children, need to be changed.

Ls: Nothing of what you speak has been proven Sc'orr. These are postulations drawn from a delusional mind, and the mind of one formerly outcast, I might add, for heresy against established doctrine!

Z: *He raised his hand to silence them, not hiding his amusement.* Sc'orr, despite being well-spoken, you do have a penchant toward the dramatic which is ill-suited at a meeting of this body.

Sc: I apologize if speaking the truth is now considered inappropriate because it is contrary to those who cling to a doctrine that is outdated.

Z: Your....apology...is noted. I am aware that this child is not entirely Taelon by accepted standards. We need to discover if she can overcome the...*he looked at Cadence and smirked,*...handicap, of her humanity.

C - Handicap! *she shouted and stepped forward.* Being human is not a disability Zo'or!

GT: *He had felt it rising - the anger. But it had been pulsing so strongly in him over the past few hours that he had missed the fact that it was Cadence's as well. It was too late to reach out and too late to silence her. The words had been spoken, and the illusion shattered. His eyes darted from his child to Zo'or, the expression in them changed within milliseconds. There was only so much he would take from Zo'or... from any of them.*

Z: *His eyes glinted with wicked amusement; she had reacted as he hoped that she would.* Are you certain, Miss Blue? It seems to be for you.

C - You bastard, *she said lowly.* Go to Hell!

GT: *His eyes closed and a momentary grimace showed in his features. Thankfully his hands were away from Zo'or's view and clasped behind his back as his palms felt quite tingly and not for the right reasons.*

Z: T'than, control the... your mate, at once. 

GT: I would not need to exert such control had you not bothered to be involved in such a petty argument. In any case, those are hollow words, as they come from one who until recently harbored a traitor. *he did not wait for a reply, simply turned to Cadence. He had to hope she would read the anger in his face for what it was: despair. He was not too bothered with what Zo'or might think. On the other hand, he did not wish to incite the others from the trial - of how only their lenient curiosity had allowed T'than to live.* # Cadence, you know Zo'or means nothing but to anger you, and by all means he accomplished that. Focus on the child so our own feelings do not transpire to her... lest it dooms us.# *He was amazed at how much that sounded as a request rather than an order.*

 

 Z: *He had to work to hide his glee as he watched them argue, T'than attempting to maintain face and Cadence just being her normal self. When it was over and it was quiet again he spoke.* Our healers have told us that Cadence Blue herself has been changed by the War Minister, and that she too is now a hybrid of sorts. That is a comforting thought when we were led to believe that the resulting offspring would thus inherit more of our lineage than that of the human. We now need to determine this percentage; for all we know, the child may inherit her mother's predilection toward abnormal emotionalism. *He gestured to Cadence, still red-faced with barely controlled anger.* Would we truly wish for the generation that is supposed to be the, *smirk*...next step in our evolution to be like the creature who stands among us?

 

*His statements had been well-timed and precisely aimed. Suddenly some of those looking at the infant wistfully pulled back, their faces now clouded by uncertainty.* 

Do: *He found himself evaluating Cadence once more; The human looked fragile in her Taelon-like garments, and her eyes gleamed in a nearly Taelon way. But still, to him the border had always been underlined by the fact that such beings were too much of an individual. Too detached from the common will. They were individuals, unable to recognise the greater good as a motto. And the proof of that had been Cadence's own loss of control before Zo'or's statements. If anything, she had proved him right.* I find reason within what our leader speaks. We cannot be fooled by appearances alone. However, if we are to control this hybrid we must bind her to us. I believe the inferiority imbued into her by the human genes will make her easier to control for her spirit should be diminished by it. But we cannot be certain of what will happen should the infant be allowed to grow under human influences.

Z: Yes Do'quar, you may be correct in the necessary course of action. But before we render our final decision... a test. Da'an. Pick up the child and remove her from visual range of her parents.

 

GT: *He had to close his eyes and use all his might to repress the blush from being noted. It ached in his pathways, the pressure of the increasing flow rising even more by his own restriction. Cadence's fright did not help either. His anger boiled like molten lava, darkening his skin somewhat and even tainting the colour of his blue eyes with a slight hint of green.*

D: Da'an nodded and hesitantly stepped forward, his eyes meeting the glowing ones of T'than and then the worried ones of Cadence who stood just behind him. He offered them a small comforting smile before gently picking up the baby. He could not disguise his tender expression; the infant was beautiful, even by Taelon standards. He cradled her in one arm and caressed her, letting her grab at his delicate fingers.* Zo'or, what is the purpose of this?

Z: Is it not obvious? A Taelon child would not suffer the absence of its parents. I wish to see the degree of influence of her humanity. If she is upset without the proximity of her parents, it means that either she is far more human than the healer Jor'rel wishes to admit, or that the influence of being raised by a human is detrimental... or both of these. Now, remove her from this chamber. Return here in twenty minutes. Do not return sooner under any circumstances.

 

GT: *His hands were tied; if he struggled, than he would openly admit that Zo'or was right! That he had grown attached to the infant in a way that was not Taelon. It would show Cadence's human influence on him. He reached out for the child and soothed her, suddenly feeling the fright coming from the little one. It was something hard to do given his own rampant and rather dark emotions.*

D: *His look was silently apologetic to Cadence, but then he nodded and silently walked away with T'lana, who was quiet for the moment, to an antechamber off the bridge.*
C - *She felt T'lana's absence; it shook her as though the very floor had quaked beneath her feet.* T'than, *she whispered behind him.* You promised me that we would never give her up. You promised me this!

GT: *T'than was struggling with his own instinct to strike down the one who was taking his child when Cadence reached for him. It was stronger what he read from her aura than the actual content of her words.* I intend to abide by my word. *he spoke the words without ever facing Cadence. He needed to look well into Zo'or's face to keep the anger alive in order not to let his newly discovered feelings of parental love win him over.* This is unnecessary Zo'or. Jor’rel has made all calculations. By all accounts the child was not even born according to human standards, but rather, our own. The medical reports suggest that the human part of her ends with her gender and with the fact that her energy is self-sustained, unlike ours. Is this not what we have intended?

Sc: *He turned to look at Zo'or.* Evolution, as I said. T'than and Cadence's child will not be afflicted by our weakness. She will not be chained as we are to core energy. As such, she may not be chained to the Commonality, either. Her generation will not need it; they will be stronger and not fall into the chaos as we did.

Z: *Speaking to T'than and ignoring Sc'orr.* For one who used to cling to the ideal that Taelons needed to be bound by the Commonality you have indeed changed, and not for the better I might add. I always believed that your connection was weak, and it grows more so each day that you are exposed to the influences of the human.

 

GT: My connection to the Commonality has always been strong, unlike yours. 

Z:  What are you speaking about T'than? *He demanded, his eyes narrowed with suspicion.*

GT: *His eyes glittered with malice.* Do I need to invoke issues of your own past to demonstrate before this committee just how the handicap of the second parent may not be so detrimental after all? *his features were disfigured with an evil such as he had not felt rising in many a month. The silence in the room ushered him on.* Are you not the living example that it might be overcome? And who is best to accomplish that than the very pupil of the one who corrected you? I am certain there are still some here in the Synod who remember your, shall we say, unusual, upbringing? *he looked to some of the Taelons in the circle; few met his gaze without looking downwards shortly after. It was also fortunate that Da'an was not present to defend his child.*

C - *She had stopped looking between the floor and T'than, her eyes and mind focusing interestedly now on Zo'or. She was feeling suddenly invigorated, like a child overhearing a private and sordid conversation and now having a juicy secret to hold.*

 

GT: Not only was the joining that led to your conception one that disagreed with the Common will, the fact that your parents denied delivering you to the womb despite all saying to the contrary could have put us all in great jeopardy. Only when the moment to do so was passed were you delivered to the Commonality to be raised as it should be. And a difficult one to raise you were; it has always been clear that your connection to the common will is among the weakest. Yet, as preposterous as that may be, you sit in the Leader's chair. *it seemed that the physical distance between himself and Zo'or had shortened significantly. They were both ready to jump at each other's throats in a rather un-Taelon way.* So, do not call upon that argument again. Your own case opened up a precedent for T'lana.

Z: Your futile attempts to depose me are... amusing, T'than, however the Synod will only be lenient for so long. *He was a pillar as he gazed around the room, his outward arrogance the shield to protect tender wounds that had never healed. A few of the Synod members would remember and even their practiced looks of neutrality did not hide the shame that settled like a thick fog in their eyes; they had allowed Zo'or to be elevated to leader, ignoring his unorthodox conception and early upbringing. Zo'or had never been bound by conscience it seemed; he had stepped out of their banality and had pursued a pro-Taelon agenda with a lust that was shocking to them.

But the younger members were not so shy in their expressions of surprise or disgust. Zo'or could almost hear the word "hypocrite," falling from Sc'orr's parted lips, and he only nodded to L'syr's disapproving glare.* If you check the records, War Minister, you will see that the Synod later sanctioned the events that you are referring to. 

GT: As we do, whenever it suits our interests. *Curiously enough, he knew why Zo'or had been chosen over Da'an, and why even he had once taken the leader's seat even though it rightfully belonged to Zo'or's parent. They had what it took to act, no moral to stop them and no consideration for the inferior forms of life. Still, his own child and Cadence did not belong in that category. It was that logical for him.*

 

Z: I shall forgive your misstep this time, *he said, gesturing and nodding to T'than benevolently,*...however, it will not be forgotten...*his eyes lingered on Cadence a second too long before he turned back to the others. He did not know the severity of the damage that T'than had inflicted, but he would make sure that the General paid for it in full... and he would be collecting the first installment now it seemed, for the antechamber door had dematerialized and before Da'an could even step through it the entire room was filled with the high-pitched and distressed cries of the child, T'lana. Things were indeed going well...*

 

Do: *It was a disturbing sound, even for him. Some in the room acted as if alarmed whilst others were merely preoccupied or surprised. He found himself amongst the first, recognizing the cry of the infant as alarming. Curiously enough, he had not felt such... emotion, in a long time. Above all, it was unsettling for it had been instantaneous. Nearly, instinctive. He watched the Taelon General, recognizing in him the same signals, only enhanced tenfold. It would have been curious had it not been a terrifying experience.* The child grieves. *despite her being away from the Commonality, somehow, it was abundantly clear to his senses.* But no harm has been done to her, and she is of good health. *his words were just the audible echo of what he received from the Common thought.*

C - *She had felt it before she saw them and it took great effort on her part to remain in her place and not rush to take T'lana from Da'an's arms. She noted the looks of either confusion or worry from the other Taelons and recalled that T'than had told her that Taelon babies did not cry unless something was terribly wrong.*

Z: Da'an? Please explain this outburst from the child. 

D: *He frowned at his child but then looked down sympathetically at the flailing and squalling bundle he held.* I cannot. The infant has been upset for several minutes. I have tried to calm her without success. *He felt rather helpless confronted with this tiny being that screamed and brightly blushed. Zo'or, in the short time he had been able to care for him, had never made such a demonstration, and he was the most emotional Taelon that he knew!*

 

GT: *The cry beckoned him with such power that he felt exhausted just from the effort of staying still, of saying nothing, of moving not an inch despite the titanic urge to reach for his daughter. He called out to her in silence, but T'lana was indeed too distressed to calm down so easily. He felt as if the floor was being pulled out from under his feet even before Zo'or spoke.*

Z: *He moved in for the kill.* I see. Can you suggest a solution to her apparent... anguish?

D: Perhaps... she would feel more comfortable with her parents.

Z: Indeed, and I see no reason why we should not allow her to be returned to them. *Da'an nodded and offered the baby to Cadence.*

Do: *The anticipation grew. Many wanted to see it end. The emanations from the child were clearly reaching them. Even if she was not in the Commonality, she knew per instinct how to reach them. It seemed though, that others did not feel that.*

 

Z: No. Give her to T'than.

 

GT: *Cunning. Zo'or did just as T'than himself would have to prove his point. He also killed two birds with one stone: not only did he demonstrate T'lana's strong connection to her father; he proved that the reverse was true as well. His hands had balled into tiny fists behind his back as if refusing to move.*

Z: Hesitancy to comply will not help your case, General. Take the child.

 

GT: *He wanted to, direly. At the same time, he knew he shouldn't. But it was not something he could deny. He turned away from Zo'or and his eyes went over Da'an's shoulder to find Cadence's. The eye contact was brief. T'lana's adamancy, the audible cry for help was torturing him! He held out his hands and waited for Da'an to deposit his child into them. He held her closely, gently, his mind at once reaching for hers just as his energy did. It was not something he could help. There was really no point in seeing the child suffer any longer. This bout, Zo'or had won.*

Z: *Zo'or watched and waited and he could feel the anticipation in the air getting stronger, bursting in a way that was nearly audible when the child's cries became small hiccups, soon replaced by blissful silence, interrupted by a few soft coos. 

Ls: Pitiful. Weak. What you have produced is an abomination! To allow it to live would cause a blight upon our race! *There was a sharp noise; Cadence had slapped him.*

Z: *He motioned for two volunteer guards to come forward.* Escort Miss Blue to the back of the room with Jor'rel. See to it she stays there.

 

GT: *He blushed, and the child in his arms kicked and grimaced again. She would cry soon if he did not stop it. But his own emotions ran rampant, making him blush despite his attempts to keep his composure. He tried to ignore the volunteers, tried to ignore the beckoning of Cadence's voice. He was slowly bending... and it was clear in the rage burning in his eyes*

C - Let GO! *She kicked at them; her arms were completely immobilized.* Stop it!

Z: *He looked in T'than's direction.* Intervene and I will see to it that she is made to go somewhere far more unpleasant. 

Do: *Unpleasant was that entire scene. He had first not understood why Zo'or had wanted the human there. Now it was clear that she had been wrongly brought to that summit. Humans had no place in Taelon affairs... T'than had made the worst choice in mating with her. It was nearly... disgusting. And that was another feeling that Do'quar had hoped he would not be made to experience again.*

Z: Miss Blue, I suggest that you avail yourself of my benevolence, as it will not last much longer.

C - *She did not look at him, but the tone of his voice made her stop, her shoulders relaxing and she complied as she was led to stand next to Jor'rel. Even the healer's warm calmness could not spare her the chill of threat she had felt coming from Zo'or.*

Ls: *He waited until it was quiet again, Cadence with the healer, but flanked by the volunteers.* So tell me T'than, did you tell her to aggress me, or do you still insist that she is just a pet? If so, is it not common procedure to put down a pet that has become vicious? *His tone was taunting and he grinned antagonistically. But T'than was not an easy one to affect.*

 

GT: Yes. But we have committed similar mistakes in the past. *he turned from his pupil to Zo'or. T'than wore the intention of murder in his eyes, and even with the comfort of having his child close to him, there was no pulling the reins on those dark emotions.*

Z: T'than, please step forward with your child so we can all observe. 

 

GT: *His hands were tied. In her impulsiveness, Cadence had seen to it. The only comfort was that the child was once again calm, even if what he received from his mate was in itself enough to wreak havoc in his system. And the temptation to just let go was enormous! After all, why play their game any longer? The truth was out.*

Z: We all concur that after more than a week of existence that no incursion into the Commonality has been made by the infant. Even T'than has confirmed this. The child is obviously bonded to the parents in a way that is abnormal, as was demonstrated to us. T'than, do you have anything to offer in her defense?

 

GT: I have nothing to say that you can comprehend Zo'or. Nothing is wrong with my child. She is healthier than ever a Taelon child has been. The little energy that is required to feed her is not lost in her body, but rather added to her core. T'lana is strong, but her emotions do defy our Taelon standards. The genetic knowledge she inherited from me is mixed with emotions, and as such, she is even more alike what we once were, than what we have become.

 

There is nothing I can offer in her defense, because I find no need to subject her to comparisons. T'lana is by definition unique. If none of you can embrace that - if none of you can truly grasp what she means, then I waste my time with words that are too complex for logical and simple minds.

Z: *He remained outwardly indifferent - to T'than's insults and to the child, though within he was more affected than he wanted to be. It infuriated him!* Do any of you wish to offer final comment before I render my decision of the future disposition of the infant?

 

Do: I speak for some when I say... it is preoccupying that the infant has such a great connection to the parents. It is not unseen in the Taelon species, except by the intensity of that bond. But it is not so much that which worries us; we are not indifferent to her. It is impossible to deny that part of her is Taelon... a large part of her. We believe that the mother's influence is very detrimental on the infant. Her emotional outbursts already brand the child, but... such can be amended. *his eyes were on T'than.* And you should consider undergoing the cleansing ritual, General. We are none too satisfied with your conduct. In the past you were a great supporter of our ways, but we see now that that has changed.

 

GT: I have never denied delivering my children to the Commonality... or to the womb when need dictated so.

 

Do: Can you speak of clear conscience and say that our decision has always been the right decision.

 

GT: In the past, yes.

 

Do: It has not changed. Our ways remain the same yet now, you see things from a different perspective. Emotion clouds your reasoning, General. The same emotion that drove you out of your seat within the Synod, and that probably passed onto the hybrid child. She cannot be seen as Taelon unless she shows the right Taelon traits. *he paused, his hands fluttering gently before him.* We cannot jeopardize our evolution for the sake of curiosity. Either the child is ours to control and mold... or she becomes too erratic, like her mother, and as such, it leaves us no other solution. *he blinked softly, his demeanor unnervingly calm.* We cannot repeat the mistakes of our past. And you, as a Taelon, should recognize where the good of your species lies, instead of what you own self-centered individual emotions dictate.

D: Your arguments are valid Do'quar, however, we are still uncertain at this juncture of what the future will hold for this child. You could be correct, that removing her from the care of her parents could be beneficial to her demeanor, as well as help to her join the Commonality. But the reverse may also be true; she is Taelon, but with the addition of an emotional template that will likely make her reactions to approved teachings unexpected. We know so little of emotions; we have stripped them from our doctrine and meticulously excised them from the core of our beings. Soon evolution took over practice and we became what we are. Is it not an accurate assessment that we are ill-equipped to make this decision - to summarily declare that by taking their child, that it is the right thing to do?
 
Do: Perhaps so. But how can we expect her to be the portrait of our future if we cannot see her as one of us, Da'an? Our legacy is lost in that hybrid, as it seems to have been in her Taelon parent. *he blinked, gazing at the small infant again. What a perfect illusion she was. Had it not been for Zo'or, he would probably have believed the ruse rather than facing the cruel truth. That child could never be their future* No, the humans are not the answer. *he looked at the leader for the confirmation to those words*
   
Z: Thus far, no one has been able to determine the answer, Do'quar. But your reservations are understandable; the infant is the first of her kind and as such could present dangers yet unforeseen.

Sc: She could also present miracles as yet unseen. She is the first of a new race, Zo'or. She does not need energy to the same extent as we do. She may not have need of the Commonality either. This is not necessarily a negative thing. Perhaps... perhaps, she and others like her, will be more than we are - better than we are.

Ls: Or perhaps... they will be even worse than the Jaridians.

Ti'el: *He was staring, first at Sc'orr, his close friend and then, at L'syr, one whom he found brutal and intimidating and yet, he saw the logic in his statement.* I must concur... with L'syr. A being such as Sc'orr speaks of, who has no more need of the basic things which have kept us from falling into chaos...could be a danger. *He looked back at Cadence* While I sympathize with the parents wanting to care for her themselves... I believe that... it would simply be too dangerous.
 
GT: *Dangerous... T'than listened to all the words being said, his eyes focused on the little child lying so quietly in his arms. How... how could they see her as dangerous? Perhaps T'lana's innocence frightened them... her childish simplicity. He recognized her power though; the control she exerted over her own parents. How that same beauty and naiveté that only an innocent could have, caused feelings of protectiveness. He was willing to die for that being, willing to die so she could live - willing to give away his soul. She would be his ticket to immortality, not eternal life.*

Z: *He listened as the members spoke of their thoughts and concerns, but finally he brought his hands up and allowed them to fluidly fall back to his sides.* The time to speak is over. I have heard your arguments, as well as felt them resonating in the Commonality and I am ready to render my decision. *He looked down slightly at T'than, his feathery lashes fluttering as he briefly beheld the porcelain features of the delicate infant who rested, unaware of his plans for her.* In all of T'than's frivolous statements today he did manage to make one point that applies to the current situation: He is correct that my beginnings were under unfortunate circumstances... *He saw Da'an grimace but continued,*...but the wiser among us intervened on my behalf and thus I received all that the Taelons had to offer. T'than had a hand in this decision, and I am sure that he wants only what is best for his offspring. *It was so difficult to keep the sarcasm from coloring the perfect, neutral clarity of his voice...*
 
GT: *Finally he looked up and away from T'lana. There was outrage in his eyes, anger at himself and at Zo'or's reasons for doing that. It was merely a happy coincidence that what the vengeful Taelon wanted, was the same as the majority of the Synod. He could feel his nemesis' contentment at that victory flooding his system like poison! His was a look of warning... a look of desperate threat.*

Jor: *His hand went to Cadence's shoulder, gentle, but his fingers curled softly when he felt her tense.* Remain calm, *he said quietly,* and do not move. We do not know what will happen yet... *He had to hope she would cling to those words for now and he did not want the brutish guards to injure her.*

Z: General T'than, I have decided that it is in the best interests of the Taelon species that the child, T'lana, be raised in keeping with current standards. Thus, you will surrender the infant immediately to us where she will be raised and instructed by the majority, and hopefully one day join her thoughts to ours and overcome the human... disfigurements... to her character. *He extended his arms, not masking his haughty smile.* I shall take her now. You need not be concerned; she will be well cared for.
 
GT: *T'than growled, audibly, and moved backwards cautiously. He felt the heat rise to his features like a blush, only that no light was released from his body. Instead, it seemed the tone of his skin had gone darker, as if his body absorbed the energy around it rather than unleashed it.*
 
C - NO! *she cried. Jor'rel's hand was like a vice put she pulled out of his grasp. The two guards turned and blocked her, their large hands holding her back.* You have no right! NO RIGHT to take her from us!

D: *He caught a glimpse of her face, pale and distraught, peeking from over the much taller volunteer's shoulder. One slim arm reached and flailed between the two men, the small hand reaching outward as if she could magnetically draw her child back to her. Jor'rel was attempting to whisper to her but Da'an had a feeling that Cadence was only aware of the panic she felt at the impending loss of her baby.* Zo'or...*he said, stepping forward a bit,* Do not do this...

Z:: Do not do what, Da'an? *he spat* Give T'lana everything you attempted to deny me? *He turned back to T'than, still awaiting him to give over the infant. Da'an could have fought harder to keep him but instead he was weak and gave him to the cold indifference of the Commonality. His revenge would be to make T'than's child suffer the same fate, at least for a while, until he maneuvered things so control of the child would ultimately be his. Finally after so long he would avenge his hatred of what Da'an had allowed to happen to him, and finally, he would have his revenge against the one who had connived against him for centuries, at last achieving his public humiliation and taking from him the one being he had ever dared to love. T'than would know a loss so wrenching that it would tear at the very fabric of his core! He emerged from his hateful ruminations; T'than still held the baby, and she was responding to her mother's screams by uttering small noises that were growing in their intensity and fright.* Give her to me. Now!
 
GT: Never! There is something else none of you understands... you cannot sever the bond between myself and this child, or her mother. The truth you are so afraid to admit, is that T'lana is far more than you can ever expect to become Zo'or... *his eyes flashed for a moment.* I will not allow you to take her out of spite for being barren! 

Z: Be silent, War Minister! *Was that contempt in some of the members' eyes as they were reminded of his own disgrace? He would erase it from his history; T'lana would be a true Taelon - powerful, and it would be because of his guidance. Eventually they would forget.*

GT: *He held the child close to his chest with one arm, the other hand burning with what had laid dormant for too long. He felt the strength of it - felt it pulling at the pathways in his arms, feeding on his energy like a starving beast. And without the barest hint of conscious thought, he prepared to escape.*

D: He has Shaquarava! *Da'an had verbalized the shock that rushed through the room in a palpable wave. Mating with the human had not only changed her but T'than as well, and he could see that some of the Taelons were coming to the realization that despite original opinion, there had been some benefits relating to it and unlike Ro'Ha, his regression had not been so severe as to cause insanity.*

Z: *He watched as the other turned away, his stride purposeful, intent on escape.* Very well, since you refuse to comply to the will of the Synod I have no choice but to alter the terms of your release. You will recall that the sentence that was given at your trial was mutable and that I would alter it if you did not cooperate with the terms of your probation? *he did not wait for an answer* War Minister, you will report to the stasis deck, by choice or by force, where you will submit to stasis until such a time when it is deemed advantageous to release you.

*He turned to L'syr.* Defense Minister, you are to take the hybrid, Cadence Blue, into your custody and use whatever means you deem appropriate to determine how and why she has changed, as well as how she is able to breed with one of us. I will allow you leniency as to how long you may have to deliver me your report.

Sc: You cannot do this! It is not necessary...

Z: Do_not assume to tell me what is necessary Sc'orr! I can do it, and I have. Guards, take Miss Blue to the offices...or rather, to the laboratories, of the Defense Ministry.

Ls: No. I shall escort her there myself. *He kept his eyes on his mentor as he walked toward Cadence and took her firmly by the arm as the volunteers stepped back. He doubted that T'than would make any extreme moves and endanger the infant he still held, but it was never wise to turn your back on him. Those who dared often paid for it dearly.*

Jor: L'syr, I can keep her and run whatever experiments need to be done.

Ls: Your sentimentality for her is revolting, Healer. *He squeezed her arm so tightly that she gasped in pain, eliciting an expression from Jor'rel that was extremely satisfying. He pulled her along but she pulled back.* Struggle, and I will kill you right here. *He smirked when tearful green eyes dared to meet his and she nodded once. Making sure that T'than could see her face, he leaned to whisper into her ear, his tongue almost grazing it with each word.* I have waited for this day. I look forward to us getting to know each other better...Cadence. *She shuddered and shrank away, but it mattered not. They were by the door, but he turned so she could watch what was going to happen.*

Z: General T'than, are you ready to cooperate? *He once again extended his arms.*
 
GT: *He had stopped in his tracks, his back still to Zo'or. He could grasp L'syr and Cadence in the corner of his eye. Lying close to his chest, T'lana was restless and struggling, her sounds those of distress. He straightened up as gracefully as only a Taelon could. Slowly, he turned around, his arm rising so that his palm could aim at Zo'or.* That which I have to offer you, Zo'or... I am quite certain you are not willing to accept. *the extent of his transformation lay in the palm of his hand, burning with the ancient fire of the shaqaravah.* You will order L'syr to release Cadence. And you will lay down your hands, for there is not a chance I will ever let them pollute the innocence of my child *his head tilted warningly* lest I have to forge my own modifications to this body so that only the enlightened survive to see the future.

D: T'than, *he said, stepping down from where he had stood with Zo'or and slowly moving forward.* This course of action is extremely unwise. *The other members parted, opening a path for him to walk along, yet no one moved to offer any possible assistance. Da'an was the diplomat and they would leave the art of cajoling and debating to the politicians.* You endanger the ones you seek to protect. 

GT: How so? *his palm itched and felt like it was burning with the energy restrained there, ready to be released and consume its victim. Regrettably, Zo'or was standing behind Da'an now.* You menace to condemn us all to fates worse than death! 
 
D: *He could see the Shaquarava flaming - pulsing a little brighter with each step forward that he took.* I am certain that a satisfactory solution can be reached. I will help you. *He thought he saw T'than relax somewhat. He was listening, and so Da'an made an offer.* Surrender the child... for now... I will speak on your behalf as will my caste. I believe that your child will be returned to you after such time when the matter has been debated properly. *He was just about to reach for the baby, but his words had enraged the other and he nearly fell back as T'than raised his hand high, aiming in his direction!*
 
GT: *He laughed bitterly* You will do nothing Da'an! You were weak in the past in surrendering your own child, and you spent your entire life atoning for that mistake! *his eyes flashed just as the shaqaravah in his palm* You will sell T'lana to receive Zo'or's approval, such as you have sold yourself! *the moment the other Taelon moved, even if so softly by human standards, was enough to trigger T'than's self-defense mechanism. He would have struck the other dead had it not been for something else. A warning... a scream in his mind from a familiar voice that told him to move away. And he did... right on time!* 

D: *Suddenly there was a small explosion just behind the War Minister and the child screamed in terror. One of the volunteers, now no longer having to restrain Cadence, had activated his skrill, firing a warning shot when he perceived imminent danger for the North American Companion.*
 
C - NO! STOP! You might hit the baby! *She was panicked and she could feel her shoulders straining in their sockets as she frantically pulled against L'syr's iron grasp.*  

GT: *So this was his kind's notion of a satisfying solution! Automatically the rage he felt was converted to energy that his palm could no longer contain. The first blast hit the floor close to where Da'an was standing, another followed to strike down the human volunteer that had dared to shoot at him. The next thing he knew, he was again facing the Synod, his pathways burning so intensely with anger that instead of calling up the restraint he could achieve from the Commonality, he unleashed his own rage into it, letting all of them know who would fall next.*

C - Suddenly T'than lunged forward. More explosions and then everything seemed to slow down, the shouts around her being drowned out by a thunderous roar in her ears. There was smoke and she saw glimpses of colorful Taelon jumpsuits as they rushed for cover wherever they could. The exits had automatically sealed; they were all trapped.
 
The sound of her rushing energy was deafening but it failed to drown out the sound of T'lana's horrified shrieks. In a burst of outraged energy the hands grabbing her arms were gone and she ran forward, but like everything else around her she too was moving in slow motion. It was like trying to run underwater but she finally reached the second volunteer who was now confronting T'than. Her hand seemed to float down onto his shoulder and he was suddenly lifted from the floor, floating away. How odd. But T'than was free at least. Her hair floated and coiled languidly around her face and shoulders as she spun just in time to see the one who still stood at the forefront of the room, watching it all, still assuming he would have victory that day. She stepped in front of her mate and child, the barriers holding the gates of her mind closed falling away. Like shimmering doors opening outward she let go of the control she had been exerting for more than a week.*

# YOU WILL NEVER TAKE OUR CHILD! # *her voice rang out like a crystal bell into the Commonality, perceived in both her language as well as the Taelons' own tongue. Time seemed to speed up and take its proper shape again. The man approaching them stepped back and the Synod members came out from the edges of the chamber and began to converge back into the center. Twelve different yet angelic faces gazed at her with identical expressions:

Amazement.

She looked at T'than; he looked as though he was seeing her for the first time.*
 
GT: *It had made him halt, as if he had suddenly hit rock bottom after a long fall down. At once the arm that had been extended lowered to rest at his side. He hushed the child in his arms, suddenly feeling as though the fire of anger had been washed away by a flood. But there was something left behind in it, a little presence just there in the chain of his thought, enrooted somewhat deeper than before... a tiny blue orb that stood out significantly in the middle of all the others. He let himself relax, somehow knowing his time had come to step back.* Cadence... why? *the words were whispers that he doubted would receive a direct answer...*

C - *Leaving him at the back of the room with their child, who was as quiet as the rest, she walked forward slowly, and like mountains being eroded away by the river's merciless, cutting flow, the Taelons parted so the small human could come face to face with Zo'or.* You think that you are so smart, *she said lowly.* You all do. SO advanced. SO evolved. And yet, in all of your great perfection you never were able to penetrate the shield around T'lana that protected her from your prying minds. 

*Cadence turned to face them all then.* Our child was ready to enter your Commonality at the very moment when she escaped my body. I was worried that you would take her from us if you could sense her so I stopped it, using my own mind to block her innocent explorations. But now I see that my protection had the opposite result.
 
GT: *It probably would have, if that had been Zo'or's designation. The young Taelon, and all the others, would have found of a way to distort that fact so that they could rationalize their fear of that little infant. His initial shock, and even slight anger at Cadence's lie quickly washed away. She had done the right thing... she had waited to see what they would do, waited to know their arguments and their intentions. If T'lana had been part of the commonality from the start... then there would not have been a solution had they called upon that reason to doom them all. And his mind, still so Taelon, had failed to see that far. If ever he had had doubts on his choice of his mate... how could he ever again in the face of that revelation?*

C - T'lana is as Taelon as you are. FEEL her! Feel her now that I no longer shield her!
 
GT: I feel her. *he spoke lowly but his voice was steady. Strangely so for one who had seconds ago been ready to kill.* I felt her the moment you let go. And I know they do too.
 
Do: *There were no possible arguments against the facts. The child, T'lana, was there. Far away, for he was only remotely connected to T'than, her parent, but still there. Strong, the thoughts fresh and pure; curious and innocent. It had been too long since such energy was felt in the Commonality. Too long since he had known such optimism in the entire web. The others knew as well... from the Synod it spread to his entire species, and from all of them the reaction was the same. He thought he felt his entire species freeze in that moment, and as strangely as it appeared, awe was a sentiment that stood out from all the others. He blushed as he took a step further. Somehow, the fear he had felt before was gone.* I feel her. A small, yet strong presence. Strong yet different. We have access to her thoughts, but a part of her is closed.
 
GT: Not closed. *he offered, as though arguing could once again be his weapon.* It is spoken in a language many of you simply do not understand. The message is soothing though, is it not?
 
Do: It is alluring, yes. *he nodded briefly* 
 
GT: That is merely her innocence, Do'quar. Feelings, emotions... all offered to you with the unselfishness only a child can possess. *he paused, daring to take a few steps backwards.* T'lana is a hybrid, gathering the good qualities rather than the defects of both our species. You need only to reach out to her and feel it. *The baby in his arms was making little noises, among some were tiny giggles. Her expressive face moved with each discovery of that new world beyond the physical, now that she knew that her parents were more at ease.* So, Zo'or. Do you still intend on taking her from us based on the argument of Cadence's so-called barbarism and T'lana's inherent disability to join the Common web? *his chin rose, and this time both his hands came to rock the baby in his arms.* Because if those remain your arguments for separating us, I believe we not longer have an issue. Because on the accounts of barbarism, we have shown we can be far more primitive than my mate by allowing fear of the unknown cloud our judgment... or in your case, spite. *he focused on the others then.* Release us.

Z: My reasons remain true, T'than, *he said, but his voice was strangely somber.* My actions are motivated solely by duty to my species. *He looked to Cadence, who stood in front and just below his position on the dais looking as if it was she who now led the meeting. In a way she did, for every Taelon in the room had his eyes on her.* Miss Blue. *she turned and looked up at him.* Return to your mate. I have no doubt that there is much to discuss between the two of you.

Sc: And the child? *he asked.* What of T'lana?

Z: The child will accompany them.

Ls: You are a fool Zo'or! *The Defense Minister had stepped into Cadence's path, stopping her.* There is now a greater opportunity for study than ever. The secrets within both hybrids...

Z: ...will not be discovered today L'syr. Stand aside. *He watched the other Taelon swallow back his anger and step out of Cadence's way, his eyes never leaving her, though she never looked back as she went to stand by T'than.*

 

GT: *He greeted Cadence with the barest hint of a smile and gently placed T'lana in her arms.* You have more than earned this right. *it was a symbolic gesture: the Taelons and their new life, their future was now in the hands of that small human named Cadence.* Let us return home.

Z: *The Commonality was rippling with opposing thoughts; some remained wary or afraid of what the new child represented, but a great wave of renewed hope, bordering on jubilation, was sweeping the Taelon web of consciousness. Perhaps this new kind of Taelon would not be the horror that they had at first predicted. If the Jaridians had been a leap into darkness then it was logical to assume that there could be a leap towards the light.

Maybe T'lana was that leap. Change was on the horizon.

As he watched the bridge empty, Zo'or found himself desperately wishing that he could be a part of it all, with his own small bit of Heaven. But Naor'rin was gone. For him there would be no miracle child who would spring from love. His loneliness was complete.*

Jor: *He watched T'than and Cadence go, but made no move to follow them. They needed to be alone, and the questions over the extraordinary events of that morning could wait for now. He had a feeling that Cadence did not have conscious control over her new abilities. He knew from T'than that she had also shown great power at the end of their struggle on Lyra 117 but it had come due to an imminent threat against their lives. Protection of a child could induce the same stresses, and until the day when she was focused enough to have steady control she would be vulnerable to those like L'syr, whose eyes burned with hatred and want of revenge. He could only hope that T'than kept him at a distance, and that the Defense Minister's fear of what Cadence could do would keep him from seeking she or T'lana out for study.

He smiled softly as he walked back to the infirmary; such dark thoughts were inappropriate for today - a day of victory. T'than must be rubbing off on him. He shook his head and sat down at his desk. All would be fine; T'than would protect them.*
Book Thirteen
Part Five
Fathers and Daughters
*Logan Blue eased his large frame into the cushioned executive's chair and eyed the folders full of paperwork still awaiting his attention spread over the large, black marble desk. There was nothing there that could not wait until tomorrow, and it had been a long day already. Hayley would be waiting for him anyway; he had promised to take her to dinner. His eyes roamed to the ornate silver frame that held a picture of her beautiful and smiling face. His heart still skipped a beat when he thought of her. After almost a quarter century of marriage, she could still urge forth his passions as if it was their first night together. And he still felt that great swell of emotion over her; Hayley Blue was the one great love of his life.

He looked to the second photo - the one on the other side of the double frame. There, smiling back was the one other person who could inspire emotion in him - his daughter, Cadence. He tried not to mention her to Hayley and while his wife was good at pretending anger at her child, Logan knew that inside Hayley was as heartbroken as he over the loss.

But unlike Hayley, he deeply regretted his behavior during their last visit with Cadence and the Taelon, T'than. Logan had always been more of a free spirit, more accepting of new ideas. Cadence was just like him, hence her desire to serve the Taelons and apparently, her desire and ability to love one of them.

Everything had ended so badly and even the weekly reports from Chandra had stopped so now he found himself in a near constant state of worry; Was Cadence well now? Was she happy? Did she ever think of her family? How was her pregnancy progressing?

Had he kept his cool he would know these things but instead he had stupidly lost his temper and as a result was now left in an information void! Lately he had been having thoughts of attempting to contact T'than on his own. He would need to do something soon; it was becoming more difficult on Hayley to constantly have to lie about Cadence's life to her own friends, and he knew that despite T'than's original threats, and the later, more soothing reports from Chandra, that the woman was becoming desperate, and desperate people did unwise things.

No, he could not allow anything terrible to happen - to his wife or his daughter. Whether T'than liked it or not, he would have to offer up some information about Cadence.

Perhaps the gods had been listening in on Logan's thoughts that day because at that very moment his global announced an incoming, private call. Opening the channel, the man's green eyes widened in surprise as he looked into a pair of blue ones which showed no shock or even malice, as they looked back. He wondered briefly how T'than had discovered his global's private number but then realized that T'than probably had access to information about whatever he wanted to know.*

General T'than, *he said, not hiding his surprise. But then there was worry; T'than might only call if something was wrong!* Cadence... is she... all right?

 

GT: *He had taken some time to make the decision, weighing all pros and cons to it. In the end he had come to the realization that he owed Cadence that little prize. A part of him had felt somewhat deceived by her hiding her true abilities -- had she not trusted his ability to protect them entirely? --  while another had been proud. On the other hand, Cadence also needed completion in that matter.

 

She would not admit it, but she was still connected to her old life, and in a sense, well, she was still partially the Cadence he had met in the past. A rather interesting human being that had defied his own certainties about the insignificance of her species. 

 

Now, General T'than stood face to face with one of the humans responsible for bringing the original Cadence into the world, even if it had been T'than's own hands to turn the dark coal into the shiniest diamond.* Mr. Blue... *he nodded, at first disregarding the question the human had posed him.* I am aware that you were without news of her for quite some time, since Miss Sheridan has left our service and no one replaced her in informing you of your child's progress.

 

However, that is not the purpose of this call. What I have to say pertains to you alone, and must be discussed... in person. *a small group of numbers and strange symbols appeared on the bottom of the screen.* Those are the coordinates to a portal that will lead you to the Mothership. Use them. *no matter how much he tried, he still saw in that human a mere... human. And one that had once harmed his mate and child, even if unintentionally. It was difficult to hide the harshness in his tone.* And Logan, come alone. I know well how an overly spirited presence can wreck havoc in the most simple of conversations. *he allowed a smirk to play on his lips.* I shall be expecting you in a few minutes. *without even allowing any question from the human, T'than simply waved the stream closed.

He pushed the chair with his feet and made it turn. The door that led to his quarters was closed. Cadence was quiet, and so was T'lana, her presence a soothing voice within the Common thought. Interestingly, the Taelons had been curious of his child. He could feel them closer, leaning towards him and his family, wanting to understand and to commune. He let Cadence protect the child from abusive invasions and he too was alert to them, but so far, no one had sought to harm the child. Not even L'syr, and above all, Zo'or. The volunteer he had called was arriving; he could hear the footsteps in the distance and swiftly turned around to face the woman.* You are to go to the nearest portal and escort Mister Blue to my offices. *he watched the drone walk away in a quick pace and leaned back, waiting.*

Logan: *He had downloaded the coordinates right into his global even before T'than had told him what they were. He had instinctively known. Under normal circumstances he would have been irritated with being ordered around and summarily dismissed, but these were not normal circumstances and instead of feeling resentment, Logan felt relief; he was being given a second chance - an opportunity to make things right and put his family back together.

He had been told to come alone and even though he would have liked to have Hayley there, he knew all too well what would occur if she were to come along. She would be furious when he finally told her that he had gone without her, but for now, he needed peace so he could find out what was wrong, if anything was. T'than's lack of an answer to his blatant question had left him feeling uneasy.

For the sake of finding out everything he could about their daughter, he called his wife and lied so easily to her that he had to stay at his office later than he planned to finish a project, that he knew his conscience would be whispering in his ear until he told her the truth. Fortunately, Hayley was occupied with one of her friends and they would go to dinner together, lessening the chances of her getting bored at home and calling to look for him.

The portal he was to use was just a five-minute walk from his office. He entered the code he had been given and in seconds was standing in an anonymous corridor onboard the great Taelon Mothership. A tall, blank-faced female volunteer was waiting for him. After greeting him flatly she asked him to follow her and in moments he was in T'than's office, facing the Taelon who was once again seated and looking like a monarch in his chair. The volunteer left and once they were alone, Logan nodded and there was just a hint of wariness in his voice.* Hello... T'than. 

 

GT: *He was not the least surprised that the man had come. He had made sure to keep him wondering and veil his intentions in mystery. Humans were ones to love mystery... and dread it too. The General's head sketched a nod, but still his features betrayed not the tiniest inclination to speak.*

 

Lo: Your urgency in calling me here has aroused my concern. But I have come as you have asked, and come alone, so will you please answer my earlier question? I need to know - is my daughter all right?

 

GT: That would depend on your criteria of what is right. On the previous occasion in which you were allowed to visit with her, despite her perfect health, you still felt she was not "all right", so much so, you attempted to take her by force from this ship. *his lips wore a bitter smile that was complemented by the darkness in his eyes.* Fortunately for the lot of us, we were able to rectify the consequences of that error.

Lo: *He grimaced and looked away. The Taelon did not even need to mention it; he himself regretted what had happened more than he cared to think about. It was his greatest shame as a father.*

 

GT: I will tell you that Cadence is of perfect health once more. The only thing separating you from her is the door behind this chair. But this is the only hand that can open it for you. *he figuratively raised his right hand, as if in an Indian gesture for peace, but then it lowered onto the console* I am granting you a privilege that I am not certain you deserve. However... she does. *his fingers played with the buttons for a brief moment, and he looked aloof during that time too, for his eyes had gone blank as his sight turned inwards, to Cadence and their child.* # Cadence... please meet me with T'lana in the lounge.# *his lips curved somewhat with a smile.* #Dress properly... you have a visitor #.

Lo: *Like one acting on instinct alone, Logan moved toward the door. Soon he would see for himself that his daughter was well.*

  

GT: Mister Blue... *he called demandingly as he rose from his chair, making the man stop in his tracks.* I am not one to forgive errors a second time. *it was a warning, so coldly spoken that the temperature of the room seemed to drop several degrees in a few milliseconds.*

Lo: *He was about to merely nod but then he halted his step and looked seriously at the alien standing in front of him.* If you believe for a moment that I do not regret what happened that day then you are vastly mistaken! My actions, and Hayley's as well, were driven by a desire to protect our child from what was and still is an uncertain situation. Your very attitude of protectiveness now means that you must have some understanding of how we felt.

 

GT: You may say I have always had a greater understanding of what protecting them really meant. *he retorted, blatantly as he stepped down from the small dais*

 

Lo: I will tell you now, as Cadence's father that I will forever be sorry for the pain that I caused her... and you. But *as* her father I make no apologies whatsoever for the motivations behind my desire to protect her.

 

GT: *He could somewhat understand that. In a sense, the human felt for Cadence much the same way he had felt for T'lana during the presentation. T'than had also attempted to escape even though he knew the chances of succeeding were slim. Still... it was in his nature to be controlling, and he had very much hated being disobeyed by that human.* 

Lo: *Their eyes met, each hard - believing themselves each to be right and yet there was something behind the stares of blue and green - the foundations of fragile understanding as well. Logan nodded finally to the Taelon and stepped into the sitting room and at that very moment, the door to her bedchamber vanished and there stood his beautiful daughter. She was clad in a jumpsuit similar to T'than's, even in the color. Her figure was back, so much like her mother's, and held in her arms...*

T'than, *he whispered, frozen where he stood,* she had the baby already?

 

GT: *The human had walked in front of him. T'than followed much as a shadow, silently, without interfering, merely observing events as they unfolded. It was a rare choice for the Taelon. He greeted Cadence in his own way, a reassuring glance thrown over Logan's shoulder from behind his back.* I would say that is quite evident... 

C - *Cadence was also frozen in place across from her father. She had never expected to see him again and T'than had not disagreed. She was uncertain as to what to do or how to react. T'lana gasped and uttered a small cry when Cadence, remembering past events, squeezed her a bit too tightly. One part of her wanted nothing more then to hug her father, but the other part was concerned that he was there to try and take her away again. Her eyes moved back and forth between her mate and her father, and the baby cried once again from her grip.*

Lo: When you were a baby, no matter how determined you were to fuss, I could always get you to stop. *He was moving forward as he spoke.* You always loved it when I rocked you and sang to you. *He gently lifted the tiny bundle from her arms and looked down into the soft blanket, his chiseled face softening to something youthful, even boyish as he beheld... his granddaughter.* Oh... she is beautiful, *he said in clear awe.*

C - How did you know she was a girl? Did T'than tell you? *She was smiling, her body relaxing.*

Lo: No, *he said, looking over at her.* I knew right away; she looks just like you did Cadence - the most beautiful baby I had ever seen, and who captured my heart... even to this day... and fills it with remorse when I think of how I hurt you... of how I hurt you both. 

 

GT: *He had moved to stand several feet from Cadence, by her side. He needed to feel her aura, to make sure all was well with her again. He had very much disliked the initial tension, as it had also transpired to T'lana but now... all seemed strangely well. T'than felt it, and as Cadence, he too found himself relaxing somewhat. That however, did not mean he was not alert to what the human might do.*

 

Lo: *He looked at the infant, and then finally at T'than.* Of how I hurt you all. *He turned back to Cadence.* Please forgive me. It was an accident. I thought that you needed me to protect you but I can clearly see now, from the way you each look at each other, and from this child who looks like a miracle, that you have a new protector now. *His free arm slipped around her shoulder and he kissed the top of her head. Her body shook slightly; he knew she was trying not to cry, but she was nodding.* I want you to know that I believe you Cadence.

C - About what? *she asked, never looking up, her voice cracking.* 

Lo: When you said that you loved him. I believe that, and though T'than is trying to appear stoic and imposing over there, I can also see that he loves you too, very much. *Her face was wet but she smiled, nodding through her tears. He kissed her again and then began to rock the baby, who was obviously still unhappy. He hummed a soft tune he knew Cadence would remember and within a few minutes, T'lana was quiet and staring in that amazed way that babies do, at her grandfather, who looked nothing like a grandfather, at least in Cadence's opinion.* Her eyes are incredible, and, like you Cadence, she doesn't seem shy at all. Oh look at her little Taelon spots! *he cooed, tracing over her temples to her eyeridge.*

 

GT: *His ridge arched somewhat. Humans were transfigured by the sight of frailness and youth. His kind has always known that... and explored it well too. But it was still odd to see them changing into... children, themselves. But... if he thought of it, in Taelon standards, his own reactions were quite similar. T'lana was indeed beautiful... and inspiring. She had brought out the best in his kind again, dragged them away from the darkness that had engulfed them for millennia. T'than being the one who had the privilege of being closer to the new light.*

C - *She wiped her cheeks, now trying to stifle a giggle as she watched her father, all muscles and broad shoulders, reduced to a sentimental puddle over her baby.* Where's Mom? *She saw his face shadow briefly.*

Lo: T'than asked me to come alone Cadence.

C - *She looked at him curiously* You did?

 

GT: Yes. *he looked directly into Cadence's eyes.* I did not want this meeting to suffer any disturbance. I observed in the past the effects your mother has. All her extreme emotions are... destabilizing. I asked your father to come alone to prevent any sort of bitter argument. *his attention turned to the human again.* Furthermore, she blatantly rejected T'lana before. I did not want our child to feel that again, or you. *he exchanged looks with Cadence.* I believe it is safe for me to leave you alone, if you so wish, to engage in father-daughter bonding. *somehow, he had a feeling they would not have many such chances in the future.*

C - *She nodded slightly and they both watched as T'than turned without ceremony and walked out to his offices. She led her father to the long sofa and they sat down together and Cadence turned to look at him; he was still enthralled, rocking the baby who, though awake, seemed content to just listen to their voices and look up at the new face in her life.* She will never forgive me, will she? For not leaving with you.

Lo: She is angry yes, but also... sad. She misses you; we both do, and she would really like for you to come home.

C - You know I can't do that, for more than just the obvious reason that I am, for all intents and purposes, married, now with a child. But even if I wanted to return I can't. I think that you know it wouldn't be safe for me on Earth anymore, and I could never take T'lana there. She is an alien and would not be accepted. I am an alien.

Lo: But I don't see aliens, Cadence. I only see my daughter and granddaughter.

C - *She touched his face softly, her expression overflowing with emotion.* And that is why I love you so much. But the rest of the world isn't like you.

Lo: I know, and I also know that you can't return to us. The saying that you can never go home again is true, but that doesn't mean it isn't painful...for me. *They sat in pensive silence for a few minutes before he spoke again.* T'lana - such a pretty name. Makes me think of my mother.

C - *She was letting T'lana play with her fingers, saddened over the pain she knew the man was feeling, but she suddenly smiled.* T'than, Alana, T'lana. I took the names of two people I deeply love and respect to give to my child. I'm glad you like it.

Lo: I do... *He was bouncing T'lana gently in his arms, enjoying her smiles as he made a few funny faces at her.*

C - I'd... really like to see Mom, and for her to see T'lana. I don't want things to remain the way they are. Once she sees the baby she would see that T'lana isn't a monster, I know it!

Lo: You are right, but she isn't ready - not yet. *He pulled Cadence to him and cuddled her,* Just give her time Cadence. Give me time to tell her what I've seen here today. I know my wife, and I know that I can make her understand, eventually.

C - She hates me now... *she said, quietly crying.*

Lo: No Cadence. She loves you very much. Do not ever doubt that. *He kissed her cheek and gently laid the child back into her arms. T'lana looked up at her mother's tearful face and grinned broadly, her bright blush making Cadence's tears sparkle like liquid diamonds. Then his daughter looked at him as if wanting to say something, and then he saw her green eyes light from within, luminescence spreading over her before disappearing. It was like sitting next to an angel.* 

C - I'm sorry! *she whispered,* You probably want to take back saying that you don't see aliens when you look at us... *She looked down, distressed.*

Lo: Hush, *he said, lifting her face and making her look at him.* You have always glowed Cadence. You have always been our bright star. Always. It's just that now everyone can see it...even you. *He kissed her forehead and then did the same to the baby. He heard the door dematerialize; T'than had returned.* 

 

GT: *He was not physically present, but still he watched from his offices all that went on in the room. He could easily foretell Cadence's reaction just by intimately knowing her and easily tapping into her emotions, though this time he locked himself out. When it was time to return, he rose from his chair, his fingers brushing the console to pick up a small disk. He walked gracefully toward his offices, arriving as if on a cue. A perfect timing.

 

Lo: I have to go now, but I promise you that you will always be in my thoughts. *He looked tenderly at the infant* I will cherish my memories of today forever.

GT: *He approached Cadence and her father, his hands surging from behind his back to show a tiny metallic disk.* Take this home, to your mate. 

Lo: *He looked at the tiny, proffered disk uncertainly and then extended his hand tentatively.* What...is it? 

GT: *He waited for the human to hold out his palm as if by reflex, though he looked at a loss* I believe that it is an Earth custom to save pictures of moments that are dear to you. I trust this qualifies as such a moment. *he gazed at Cadence, than faced her human parent again.* That disk contains photos as well as a small video recording of your meeting with Cadence. I have edited the background as to erase all traces of Taelon architecture, for safety purposes.

C - *Her eyes widened and she stared openmouthed at him; T'than had genuinely shocked her with this small act of generosity toward a person she knew he did not trust. Such a small kindness and yet it was immense; Logan could not know what a large step it was for T'than to take...but Cadence did.*
GT: You may show that to Cadence's mother, whenever you feel that she is ready to welcome the news of T'lana's birth. But I recommend you speak to no one else about it, and make sure your wife understands that as well. My species is not yet ready to make this announcement, and it could put us all in great jeopardy if my kind were to learn of such a mishap.

Lo: You have my word, sir, that no one else will see it. *He looked over at his daughter, pressing his large fingers beneath her chin softly.* Close your mouth Cadence; you'll catch flies. *He did not stifle his laughter when she finally looked over at him, still openly stunned. He stood and pulled her and the baby into a warm embrace and answered the question that Cadence only asked with her eyes.* He loves you; he said that you deserved this day and so he called me. 

GT: #Cadence... it is time.# *time for farewells. He had allowed the human to remain enough time. His gift would appease him, perhaps buy them further time. T'than was not one to trust human discernment, but he knew the man would reveal nothing for fear of bringing his child any harm. After all... they were both fathers; despite belonging to different races, they had that much in common.*

 

Lo: *Her look changed; she looked over at the Taelon and then back at her father and though Logan had not completely understood T'than's words at the time, he could see that Cadence evidently did because she nodded.*

C - I love you Daddy.

Lo: I love you too, darling, and I will be in touch. You have to keep me up to date about my little granddaughter, okay?

C - I will. I promise. *She hugged him tightly, leaving his cheeks damp with her tears and kisses and then she smiled softly and stepped back, watching him go, T'than following behind him.*

Lo: *Once they were back in T'than's office and alone, Logan turned to face him.* I have no words which can adequately convey the depth of thanks I want to offer you. The only thing that I have ever wanted since the day Cadence was born was for her to have a happy life, with someone who would love her as much as we do. You were definitely... unexpected, but I want you to know that your union with each other fills me with pride. 

 

GT: *Not that it mattered to him to be accepted in any way, those words were a reassurance, and comforting to know at least for Cadence's sake. He had seen how that acceptance was important to her. It had been the reason for this last chance he had given her parents.* Calling you here had little to do with proving anything to you. We need not do that. *he paused, the noise of the door closing behind him was for that moment, the only sound echoing in the room.* Cadence has always been beyond your simple plans for her.

 

Lo: *He said nothing for a moment, but then he nodded.* Perhaps you are right. *He dared to lay his large hand on T'than's slender shoulder.* I know it is not necessary to say, but as her father I would like to say it. *His voice was a bit gruff as he strained to hold back his emotions.* Please, take good care of my little girl. *He nodded and turned toward the door to leave.*

GT: She is no longer little. *the touch of the human still bothered him somewhat. Taelons had no physical touch with each other, except in times of joining or communion. It was strange how despite the fact that Cadence's background was that of humanity, he still felt the others were just... aliens.* Be assured she can take good care of herself, and her own child. 

Lo: That I can believe.

GT: *The volunteer was already at the door to his offices. He had called her before returning to the lounge.* Sinaui Euhura, Logan Blue. *he gestured a nod and without waiting for the human to be escorted away from the room, he walked back into his chambers.*

Lo: *He watched the other disappear behind the door - going back to his daughter. He opened his hand and looked at the shiny disk and then, pocketing it, he followed the volunteer back to the portal.*

 

GT: *Cadence was sad, but at the same time, as happy as he had felt her in a long time. The small sacrifice of acting toward her parent as he would towards an equal had been worth it after all. Strangely though, T'than felt the need to hold her... and with that thought in mind, he waved open the virtual glass door to rejoin his family.*
To Be Continued…
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