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Book Seventeen
Part One

Welcome Back, Naor’rin

Despite the change of perspective, Naor'rin's routine remained the same. Jor'rel had explained that it was not safe for her to leave the premises, and they had been set so she could not leave and return to the ship. He had been careful to explain that upon discovering about her CVI, that they had hidden her presence from Zo'or. Naor'rin was forced to admit that they had done the right thing. In her former state of mind, it would have been a risk. Still, though his would have been the right choice of energy to feed the child... Sc'orr had taken his stead.

This confused her, when everything else seemed to make sense: Zo'or's attitude towards her, the violence of his payback...

She tried not to think about it much, but the sterile room brought little entertainment to her mind. The games and files that Sc'orr had given her had been brought to her new location, and offered some comfort: tiny moments of respite from the memories. They were whole now; and Sc'orr's face was not in a single frame. Nor was that of the Jaridian slave named Bee'sha. Strangely enough, since the CVI was gone, her mind had been able to filter some of the images. Her eyes had seen something that still had been recorded by her mind, despite the CVI's distortion.

There was noise, and Naor'rin seemed to come back to reality. She realised she had been stuck reading the same paragraph for minutes. Those mind trips lasted longer than she wished them too, and normally came without a warning. She looked to the side to find Jor'rel's assistant, Jenny coming in through the doorway. She had brought her food... even if that was not the nourishment she required at the moment.*

Jenny: Good Morning Miss Naor'rin, *she said cheerfully as she nodded. Her entire demeanor spoke of happiness, from her dark, bobbing ponytail to the bounce in her step.*

N: *Naor'rin greeted the human with a gesture that she had been unable to perform mere days ago: a smile.* Hello, Jenny. *there was even something mischievous about it. This time though, Jenny had brought something else. There was a small package that the girl set down on the bed.*

Jen: Here - a little surprise...from your faithful healer. *Grin*

N: A gift, from Jor'rel? *she got up from the bench in front of the small console they had been kind enough to install for her, and walked over to the bed.* Unless he means to buy my silence... What is the occasion?

Jen: Jor'rel says that you are 'blooming like a flower with motherhood,' and so he thought...we both thought, that you should look the part.

N: *Naor'rin had to smile at her answer. She had not become a mother by choice... but yes, it had been something that she had desired dearly; but to ask for a child or the moon, had seemed quite the same.* That old Taelon... *she turned to the human girl.* is something else. *her eyes smiled when she pulled the lid away from the box. Naor'rin was in awe when she lifted the dress from the box: the dress was completely white, sleeveless; the fabric was incredibly soft to the touch. It was cut to accompany her curves, but without clinging too tightly over her rounded belly. A closer look and she realised that despite the transparency of the cloth itself, the many layers of which it was sewn made it quite discreet. And it was so light, that no doubt a simple step would animate it, giving the impression that she was floating.*

Jen: You will look like a fairy, *she said, her brown eyes glittering brightly.* When you return to the ship you will have to show it to Cadence; the little thing will positively die of envy, *she laughed.*

N: *It was a dress cut out for an angel; or maybe, the purity of its whiteness was meant to symbolize the new days that lay ahead. Bright... not dark as she often envisioned them.* It is beautiful. A present like this deserves a personal thank you. 

Jen: You can thank him in the morning when he comes to see you for your checkup. For now, you can best thank him by having something to eat. *She waited for Naor'rin to sit and then brought in a tray.* Remember, you are eating for two now...

N: *And it could not have come at a better time either. While Jenny went about the night's readings, Naor'rin made an effort to eat part of her meal. The fruits were scarce on the base, but it was what better suited her taste. She was already feeling much better after a short, but soothingly fresh shower. She had not redone her braids, and despite having washed it in the meantime, her hair kept it's waviness.

She stepped out of the bathing room already prepared. The dress felt like a second skin, extremely smooth and light to the touch. Her hair fell down her chest and back, a perfect raven black to contrast with the pure white.*

Jen: *She came into the room, her work done for the night and her hand fluttered to her chest.* Oh...oh Naor'rin...you look so beautiful and...radiant! *Her eyes moved over the dress and the Jaridian's full curves enviously.* Oh he won't believe his eyes, *she whispered.*

N: *She walked closer to the girl. The dress caressed her skin and felt as soft and light as a breeze.* Who won't? 

Jen: Oh... I'm sorry - I forgot to tell you that you have a visitor. He's waiting in your room.

N: *It was not so hard to guess who her visitor was. Upon arriving to that base, she had only seen three people... by Jenny's words, Jor'rel was away. So, that left only Sc'orr. Naor'rin was surprised to find she was somewhat nervous about meeting him. Last time they had spoken, her words had come from the heart, but her mind had still been quite hazy, both from the anesthetics and the overwhelming revelations. Her mind was taking her in yet another trail of thoughts, when Jenny began to walk, and Naor'rin followed.*

Sc: *Sc'orr stood when they entered, gazing down at the Jaridian with more than mere appreciation.* Good evening, he said, nodding to each though his blue eyes kept returning to Naor'rin.*

N: *She was all politeness* Good evening, Sc'orr.

Jen: If you will both excuse me I...

Sc: Give Jor'rel my best, would you Miss Madden?

Jen: *She blushed deeply but smiled when he did.* Yes...I will...*She turned to leave and almost stumbled into the closed door. Looking back at them with embarrassment she straightened her uniform, took a deep breath and waved open the door.*

Sc: *Once they were alone he could not help the grin that spread over his face. It was accompanied by her laughter - a sound he had thought he might never hear again.* It is good to hear you laugh again, Naor'rin... even if it was at the expense of that sweet girl who I dare say is in the throes of a new romance...though likes to think that she projects naught but a cool exterior.

N: On the contrary. Jenny positively oozes joy. It is not at all difficult to see when one is in love... *she looked away from him and behind her shoulder, to a door that had already closed after the girl's passage.*

Sc: Humans are fascinating in all that they do; I never tire of being around them. I find them rather refreshing, especially after a day spent politicking with the Synod.

N: *In the old days, she would have received a report... and she too would have been drowned in politics* And what was the outcome of this meeting? *the subject of it was quite clear to her.*

Sc: They are deciding whether to wait until we have contact from Earth or to simply return and take their chances against the Jaridians...that is if they are even still there. It has been decided that we shall continue our hails and if after one more week we have still not received a response, then we will return.

N: You should never return Sc'orr! Although, you cannot reveal your sources, you can take my word for it and speak it to the Synod: if Ha'thor has conquered Earth, and that would explain their silence, he will not forfeit it. If anything... he will use it to lure you into a trap. And he will have the power to destroy you if you go. *was that sincere worry in her voice?*

Sc: It is a serious dilemma I admit however...*he took her hands into his own, pulling her towards the door.* I have discussed this all day. I came here as a retreat from it, so let us dwell on more pleasant conversation.

N: *She took a deep breath* You are right. It seems that I have not been able to cast off my own political skin and leave it where it should be: in the past. *Her fingers entwined with his and she let him guide her.* Where are you taking me this time? *but the answer did not come; they simply continued to walk. He did like the element of surprise...*

Sc: *He led her down a corridor to a lift. Once inside the tiny cabin lurched and with a drop he was certain would give her butterflies, they were headed down at a swift rate of speed. The door whooshed open and Taelon sterility was replaced by sparkling walls of the deep caverns.* 

N: *She recognized the place at once... only, their path this time had not included a few hours of blistering cold.* Why, doesn't this look familiar... Despite the fairly different means of travelling?

Sc: Oh, yes, I suppose we could have taken the lift down here before but I did not want to deny you the chance to vent at me and...you are extremely attractive when you are angry. I did not wish to deny myself the chance to see that. *He nearly had her pinned to the wall as he said that but in his eyes was only playfulness.*

N: Hmm... I am glad to have provided you such entertainment. *she rolled on her feet and walked away.*

Sc: *He stepped out after her, grinning at her exasperated expression.* Would you prefer to go back up and walk back down then? *he asked, teasing her mercilessly.*

N: *She stopped in her tracks and faced him, defiantly. The dress was delayed in following her swift motion, floating around her legs.*

Sc: I did not think so and, you look much too lovely for a hike. *His eyes softened and he offered his hand.* Come, you have yet to see everything down here. *Some of the walk was through tunnels that were much darker than before and he made sure that she did not trip on the rough surface.* We could not have walked here - this planet is comprised of many subterranean levels; this one is far deeper than the pool cavern. 

N: *It must have been. It was much colder, the water did not trickle down the walls, and there were no lifeforms that she could spot in the dark.*

Sc: *Emerging into the dim light he pointed toward a river. The water was so smooth and glasslike that it looked like a mirror, reflecting the hues of purple, violet and green of the sparkling walls. They approached a small inlet where a large inflatable raft with low sides was tied. It had no seats to speak of so they sat down on the padded floor and Sc'orr undid the ropes.* The water is deceiving - it has a moderate current despite its appearance.

N: *Naor'rin dipped her fingers. Yes, she could feel the pull, but the freshness as well.* You have some odd tastes, for a Taelon... *so far she had followed him. Whatever that small trip could provide, it was much better than sitting around in an empty room, exposed to all her ghosts and dillemas.*

Sc: That you find me different from the others pleases me to no end. *He used a small oar to row them out and at once the current pulled the raft forward and he set it aside and sat down across from her. She was surrounded in white, the dress picking up the colors of their pastel surroundings. She looked like she was wearing a rainbow and he dared to move a little closer, playing with a lock of her hair.* I hope you did not have other plans tonight; this river is nothing but a large circle, but it will be several hours before we return to the starting point. But I believe that you will find...*he leaned in,*...the scenery well worth the trip. *He kissed her tentatively and then with fervor and his tongue explored her mouth. He pulled away before she would have the chance and said quietly.* Forgive me. I should not have done that but... I could not help myself...

N: *Naor'rin had been too surprised to break away at once. She was left staring at him, her eyes serious and almost resentful. But part of that fury was directed at herself... for actually having allowed it to happen when she had known it would.* I want to know. *she spoke, her voice somber* Why. *she was staring deeply into his eyes. It was not hard, since they were one of the strongest light points in their surroundings.* All this time, Sc'orr, since I set foot on the Mothership... why did you play the part of the villain?

Sc: *He made sure to keep his voice casual. She had surprised him with her question, but at least she had not snapped at him for kissing her.* It was imperative that you be... eased back into reality. To do so too quickly would have damaged your brain permanently. After Jor'rel discovered what you had seen by viewing the data from your CVI it was felt that I should play the part that you were familiar with. 

N: I see... *she looked down at the water ripples as the boat floated on.* You appeared almost... comfortable in that role at times. It was very convincing. *now that her mind was clear, she had had the clarity to evaluate their moments together from a new perspective.*

Sc: I have to tell you that, it was not a role I cherished. But we wanted to do what was best for you. If I could at least get you to trust me as the villain then it would be possible for me to reveal the truth to you slowly and have you believe me when I began giving you bits of it. Then, you asked to see Cadence and her baby. I know that I was resistant at first but now I realize that seeing them was the best therapy for you.

N: *She smiled sadly. Her faint reflection in the water became distorted and she destroyed it with her fingertips.* It was a relief to know that Cadence was well, against all odds. Our stories are very alike, though the end to mine is still uncertain. *her chin rose, so she could face him. The greenness of her eyes flashed, as if animated by an inner light of their own. A shadow engulfed them, giving her the strength to carry on.* But there is more, isn't there, to explain why you took such risk? You were not moved by selflessness alone...

Sc: *The light disappeared as they floated down a narrow canal. He could hear her voice and see her expression but hoped that his face was hidden in shadow so she could not see him. His voice echoed in the darkness.* You are right of course - I did have...another...reason. *Could she hear his melancholy? Would it matter to her?* You are perceptive, Naor'rin. Can you not guess why I was willing to sacrifice your trust in me? 

N: *She could do more than guess. After all, the taste of his kiss was still on her lips.* I am done guessing... I want to know. *even if she could barely distinguish his form in the dark, she could sense his closeness. Her skin was taken by goosebumps, and the air in the room must have become rarer because it was somewhat harder to breathe.*

Sc: *Could she feel his breath on her cheek? He was so close to her now that her hair ticked his skin as the cool air moved it about gently.* I wanted you to survive, and I wanted your child to survive, even if it meant your despisement.

N: I hated you... *she whispered back.* I could have hated your for the remainder of my days...

Sc: At least you would live...*His lips moved against her face.* I would have done anything for you. *His arm went around her and then she was under him on the air-filled floor.* I played the villain because I hoped I could bring you back. *Her dress was all around him, it's soft layers fluttering softly in the breeze until his body was over hers.* I played the villain because I love you. I have from the day we met...

N: I... *her fingers brushed the contours of his face. She could not make out his expression, so she sculpted it in her mind with what her hands perceived.* I owe you my life... *but could she utter the words he wanted to hear? She felt strongly for him, that was true, but her feelings were a great mess. Her heart was wounded, bleeding still; she had little faith left in love. Deep down, Naor'rin did not believe she could bring herself to love wholeheartedly again. It was a commitment she dreaded to make.*

Sc: You owe me nothing, *he whispered, continuing to kiss her.* This moment - here - now - it is the greatest reward I could receive...

N: *It was almost unfair to let him go on. Though she wanted it - she had no doubt as to that. There was her child's need for energy after days of abstinence; her body's own command; her eternal attraction towards Sc'orr... but perhaps more importantly, a selfish desire to feel wanted, and loved.* And I have always known... *she grabbed his face between her hands and pulled him down for a kiss. When she finally broke it, the light bathed them both in his brightness and she could stare into his eyes.* It has always been mirrored here... *her fingers slid down his cheeks, gently caressing his lids as they did so.* But I ask of you, please... *now the torment was hers* not to demand the impossible. I am deeply wounded, Sc'orr. I know now, it was not by your hands that I suffered, but it was injured love that caused my pain. 

Sc: *He had been blushing; a final wave washed over his skin and it was brighter than the last but not with joy, but with the pain caused by her words. And yet he knew he could not expect miracles in a day, and he pulled back, gently.* I do not wish to hurt you further; tell me to stop, and I will not touch you again until you request it. And...if you never do, know that I will still be here for you...always...

N: *Suddenly, Naor'rin grabbed him; her arms went about his neck and she pulled herself up and against him.* I want you... *she whispered against his neck* I want you so much! But I am afraid... *a tiny kiss* afraid of my heart... and of how it might injure you.

Sc: *He gave her the most tender and reassuring smile he could, and now she would be able to see it because the raft had emerged from the tunnel into a large cavern with a low, domed ceiling. It was cool but not uncomfortably so. The humid air smelled fresh and earthy and on the rocky walls grew thick, wet-looking moss that gave the place an eerie blue glow from its bioluminescence. It was almost... Taelon.* Think not of injuring me Naor'rin, *he said.* I have lived a long time and endured much worse. 

N: *It was sometimes difficult for her to remember just how old he could be. For a Jaridian, whose lifespan reached only twenty years, to try and imagine the meaning of five-hundred times that age was overwhelming. Since he had been born, her kind had known moments of glory, of great grief, and of enormous change. The eyes that looked into his bore the gleam of marvel. Naor'rin felt tiny, almost insignificant, but safe as one would when standing on a rock that had witnessed change yet had stood proudly and survived.

She lay back down, as if the weight of his hands on her shoulders was too much for her to resist. And in a sense, it was... the energy in his palms was pulsing, awakening butterflies in her stomach, and a much greater need than physical contact.*

Sc: *He had slipped the dress down her arms, caressing her breasts and then nuzzling them, his lips cool and moist over her hot and erect nipples.* Your child needs the energy I can provide. 

N: Yes... *seemed to have been the only word her mind could conjure. His caresses had left her speechless. Naor'rin was still shuddering.*

Sc: *He had bared her to her hips and he now knelt before her in blue, shadowy light, preparing to reveal her completely.* But let us take pleasure in the act. It is a selfish desire I realize but, I do not wish to worry over what will happen tomorrow. Right now we are together in this precious moment in time, and it will never come again. Cast off your sorrow; be with me and forget your burdens and just feel the pleasure we can give to each other...

N: *She still remembered flashes from the remnants of the CVI-induced memories, but they looked so faint. What she saw now in his eyes, the expression on his face, the pure desire on his tone of voice... Naor'rin closed her eyes, relishing on the freshness of the air against her exposed skin. She felt him there, so close; the sensation of being watched was almost physical; like ghostly tentative hands roamed her skin to remind her where he had touched her, and how good it had felt.

She lifted her hand just as her eyes reopened, casting her invitation for him to come closer.* You are right. All we ever had were moments in time; but the fulfillment I felt during those times, nearly makes up for a whole life of sorrow. *her throat moved, unleashing a little moan.* I starve Sc'orr... for all that you can give me.

Sc: And I too hunger for what you can bestow upon me... *With a gentle tug, he pulled her dress off completely, setting it off to the side carefully. As they passed under outcroppings of rocks her body was painted with moving shadows that sometimes covered the intimate parts of her body, playing an erotic game of peek-a-boo for his eyes, making his energy rush through him.

Taking a long and slender leg he began his seduction, kissing her toes, turning his cheeks against her heels and slowly caressing upward, massaging her calves and following that with kisses.*

 

N: *Naor'rin lifted herself on her elbows, watching him intently. It seemed highly unfair that he kept his jumpsuit on, but in a sense, it was flattering, for she was his sole focus. He made her the core of that passionate moment. The tingling rose from her feet, up her legs, to nestle in her core, making her sex quiver as it was animated with her rising want.*

 

Sc: *His tongue fluttered against the soft skin of her inner thigh, one hand holding it open, the other tracing over her other hip bone and down so his fingers could nestle in the soft crevice of her womanhood.*

 

N: *Her head fell backwards and her purring moan called out for more; he was playing her so expertly that the very graze of his cold fingers against her sex sent shivers of ecstasy up her spine.*

 

Sc: *Cupping her buttocks he lifted her and plunged his tongue into her, his moans, and hers, punctuated by soft sucking sounds as he licked and kissed the pearl of her clit.* Come, *he said, urging her to ride against his lips,* I want to taste of you before I take you... 

 

N: *She raised her head to see him. Her eyes were hazy; that kind of pleasure was like a drug. Powerful, it took over her entire system, accelerating the rhythms of her body and erasing her mind from everything but the distorted images; the bright colours, the muffled sounds of bliss. And it was taking full control of her body, making it beg since words had little meaning left.*

 

Sc: *Energy flickered from his mouth to tickle her sex and bring on her orgasm.* Come Naor'rin... *His tongue plunged deeply into her and he shuddered, his clothing vanishing when he felt her undulate against him and he felt himself harden mercilessly.*

 

N: *She tensed up so much that the deep breath was caught in her throat and a gasping sound echoed around them. Slowly her elbows slid down the raft's surface as her perspiration increased. She was left lying in it, her body undulating against his with the fluidity of the water that ran underneath them; like a wave, it crashed against his lips, as the storm of pleasure dictated it to.*

 

Sc: *He was lapping at her, in and out, making love to her like that and suddenly her heat intensified - she was ready, and everything was turning red! They were deep in the planet and the water that splashed against them was warm as a bath. Volcanic vents loosed their steam making the water froth and bubble angrily at several points around them. Hot met cool and steam rose making it hard to see the craggy walls around them. Blue algae was replaced by the colors of anger... and passion, and their moans were lost in the hiss of steam around them.*

N: *The waters had taken them from Heaven... to Hell. Hers was a kind of sinful pleasure and total abandonment. There was no place for anything else but sensation. Still, his paleness stood out in the light, the blue of his blushes a perfect contrast to the bloody red that covered them in a velvety absorbing light.* Sc'orr... *she called out once, his name a moan in itself. He had taken her so far... too far. The tongue in her sex was taking her closer and closer to climax.*

Sc: *Her body was beginning to glisten with sweat but he did not stop what he was doing and he even pulled her against his mouth harder, waiting for her to rain into him...*

 

N: *Naor'rin was lost; nothing but the erotic tones of red entered her eyes, and the air she breathed was scented with fire. It burned in her lungs, just as her pent-up orgasm burned in her body. She could only writhe in fast, short frenetic movements. And then at last her back seemed to snap with a final thrust. He had gone deep inside of her, and her sex seemed to implode with ecstasy, flooding her in its indescribable bliss... *

Sc: *His smile was that of triumph though she would never see it because his lips were still glued to her flesh. HE was making her cry out; HE was giving her pleasure; HE would restore her ability to love!

N: *The echo of her passionate sounds was still dying out in the distance when her orgasm began to subside. Hazy eyes looked into his, and despite the soft shivers that still rocked her body, Naor'rin rose somewhat to grip his face in her hands. Wasting no time on words, she pulled him down for a kiss. Her flavour was still on his lips but her tongue went past them, into his mouth, to kiss him with the same fervor as in the heights of passion.*

Sc: *His hands slipped over her wet body as had he as she had pulled him up to kiss him. He could feel her belly firm and pressing against him. Her pregnancy served only to make her look exceptionally ripe to him and he wanted so much to melt into her and experience the new fullness of her curves - to savor them as one does fine wine.*

N: *Her lips were engaged in the kisses as though the air that he breathed out... was the air she needed to breathe in and sate the fire. After several days of energy abstinence, and a much longer time since she had experienced passion, her body was on call. Unsated by that one empty, though strong climax, her body was readying itself for more... much more. The pleasure he had provided had been no more than a tease; and a tease was how her body acted as it snaked invitingly underneath his.*

Sc: Touch me, *he urged, pulling her hand downwards between his hips to what waited and throbbed against her.* Touch me...*he smothered her face and neck with kisses.* Lead me... inside...

N: *As if on a cue, her hand obeyed his command... the thought did not even have time to be processed in her brain. Her head was thrown backwards, exposing her throat to his kisses when her fingers snaked between their bodies until they found their goal. Around his shaft they went, squeezing as they travelled upward towards the tip.*

Sc: *His entire body lit up in a flaring blush when he felt her squeeze his hungering organ and, drawn by the heat of her entrance his head plucked at her folds, first gently, than insistently. Pulling her hand away he locked it and her other flat near her temples, his own hands pressed against them.* Oh Naor'rin, I...cannot hold back!

N: *Nor could she... her heart did though. It seemed to freeze for a long-lasting second; but he was so close, and so shamefully right! Her hips pushed slightly upwards, as her body adjusted to his.* Then don't... 

Sc: *A sharp thrust and their bodies were a marriage of their flesh. She was hot and tight but also so very wet! Once he had parted her inner walls his assault became much easier. A geyser of steam and water sprayed over them and he laughed,* I feel so alive! *thrust* In you I am complete! *He sucked on her lower lip, biting it.* You are a beauty...*Waves of energy pulsed outward from his chest, bright, rippling stripes moving outward to his arms - to his hands. His energy would plunge into her as his cock was doing*

N: *It seemed to have been so long since her last bonding with someone that a cry of surprise left her throat when he reached deeper than her body had expected him to. It was uncomfortable, but soon the sensation morphed to an incredible feeling of pleasure. It was electrifying; her palms opened to him just as her sex had done mere seconds before, and a chain of pleasure was formed: from the depths of her womb, to her hard-as-rock nipples that pressed against his energized chest; up her arms to her gleaming palms... They had only just begun, and it was already overwhealming.*

Sc: *His expression changed to something intense and serious. He squeezed her hands hard, thrust into her hard, and all at once his life-giving essence penetrated her palms - pain... and pleasure, combined and they added their sounds to the crimson chaos around them...*

N: *Naor'rin was rocked between those two penetrating forces: one physical, pushing her body upwards on the floor with each of his thrusts; another electrical as his energy flowed into her in jolts. She was deaf to her own cries, but they came when the tip of his cock plunged deeply into her, just as the new wave of energy also reached her womb, making her tense up so much that the walls of her sex gripped his girth until it hurt. Her body had been made into a trap set to imprison him; his essence... his energy... all of him, inside so that both Naor'rin and her child could feed.

Sc'orr invaded her body; but the conquest was hers. The rhythm of her movements forced him to speed up his; fast and hard, their bodies collided as though they meant to defy the physical laws that made them two separate entities, bonded only in that little part of themselves. It felt like a cruel tease that he could not go any deeper...*

Sc: *His eyes were gleaming down at her and his grin was nearly evil as he channeled even more of his energy into her hands. She was calling it into her but he forced in even more; he simply enjoyed the sound of her cries that were caught between ecstasy and agony. There were wet sucking sounds as he rammed in and out of her brutally. He knew he should try and be more gentle but it felt so good and, he wanted to be the dominant one now - giving, and taking, the pleasure.* 

Tell me, *he panted,* what you want! Let me hear you say the words!

N: Morrr... *he voice was a purr. Ooh, yes! The energy... the sexual pleasure... it seemed that she had been dead for such a long time, and that lightening had struck again and again, awakening her to the very hilt of ecstatic perception.* All... *the whisper changed to a low growl.* 

Sc: All? *he asked. His pelvis slammed against hers in the shameless mating dance.* You want it in you, hard, like this? *Thrust* You want...me?

N: I want all of you! *the legs that had once opened to give him room, now closed tightly around his waist; and so did her fingers, her nails driving themselves into the back of his hands.*

Sc: Yes! Oh gods yes! *The blush was constant over his body now, and sometimes it was so bright it was blinding before retreating to a dim glow that was blotted out but the heated redness of the cavern. The raft stopped with a small thud; they had floated into a shallow inlet - he knew they would end up there. In a sudden move his disengaged himself from her - hands and cock lost their connection.*

N: *Naor'rin was so lost in the intensity of their physical and energy bonding that she was taken by utter surprise when he brought it to a halt. It hurt, and she cried aloud as though he had plunged back into her when in fact he had withdrawn altogether. The tingling that energised her every muscle became cold, and she felt truly empty. Long lashes fluttered as she tried to clear her sight and make sense of where she was and what had happened, and the Jaridian realized the boat had also stopped.* Sc'orr? *she raised her back from the raft and leaned on her elbows again.* 

Sc: *He lifted her with ease, careful not to injure her but urgent all the same. They were waist deep in warm water and he pushed her forward from behind to a low boulder whose domed top was visible above the water. The constant watersprays had eroded it to smoothness. Their bodies brushed against it as they made their way forward to where the warm waters lapped at a soft and mossy shore. Their feet sank into the spongy ground as he urged her forward toward a shallow cave. Ducking beneath a low arch hung with a curtain of colorful sea plants he pulled her down with him. It was dark inside, the hanging moss allowing for complete privacy, letting only flickers of the garish light from outside. It was significantly cooler here, and the cool squishy carpet beneath them was a relief to the senses.*

N: *The beauty of the place was almost lost to her. Her main focus remained Sc'orr... the promising energy that transpired from his body... the hardness that she felt touch her buttocks as he pushed her forward. She made not the slightest movement to resist him. Long vines tickled her shoulders and pulled back her hair as they went into darkness. Her heart was beating so fast; it took her eyes some time to get accustomed to the very little light of the cave. It seemed the only things that illuminated it were the reddish rays that managed to pierce through the curtain of plants, and the tiny star-like insects that walked sluggishly on the ceiling.*

Sc: *He pushed her forward, his voice harsh with need.* Naor'rin...*he said, but no words followed. Her name alone uttered by him imparted every swirling emotion he felt. He lowered himself on top of her, urging her legs apart.* Open to me. I will give you what you need, and what I need to give but first... it shall be rapture...*His erection was still demanding attention but her body was his sole focus. He kissed her all over - no inch of her flesh was neglected, down to her fingers and toes. Each received worship from his sensuous lips.*

N: *His lips were bliss on her skin; cold as ice, but soft as the ground where they lay, they left a trail of pleasure, but also, of a mounting need. Naor'rin's breathing consisted of moans and occasional gasps. She had never felt her body so open before. He was set on stimulating every inch of her skin, and it was driving her insane! When her chest and legs had received all the attention that his need allowed them to, she felt his hand reach for the small of her back and turn her over.*

Sc: Turn over. *He helped her into position on her hands and knees, his body pressed to hers in the same position, but his jutting member met resistance below.* Spread your legs, *he said, knowing it sounded like a command.* I want to take you from behind, *he bit at her earlobe. There was movement and he kept prodding her until he felt the hot opening to her soft center.* You are mine for these moments.

N: *She practically purred upon hearing his words. Her body was his; she was his, that had been their arrangement of days ago. It mattered very little whether she remembered her past or not; Naor'rin had prepared herself for that moment.*

Sc: *Positioning himself he prepared to shove his vessel deep into her.* You want what I can give you. 

N: Yess....

Sc: *Energy leaked out of him, teasing her entrance* So tell me this... tell me how hard...how deep you want it, my beautiful Naor'rin.

N: *Somehow, her body translated its own needs into words, for it seemed the thought never settled in her mind.* I need you... deep... in me. *yes, he was so close; and her body needed that!* As deep as you can reach. *her hips moved against him; she felt the tip of his hardness touch her entrance and her body shuddered with pleasure against his.*

Sc: *He thrust in, the ground cradling their bodies as they rocked, his slow and languid strokes becoming more aggressive as he urged her to give him everything...*

N: *The first penetration was nearly orgasmic! Their still wet bodies intensified the current of energy, and her core was met with tiny little shocks that made it contract in pulses as his entire length slid inside her. He felt sharp, cold and hard as a rock, and his tip touched the very limits of her sex. Naor'rin cried out his name, the sound dying in a whine as she leaned on her elbows, making her body entirely available to him*

Sc: *The deep arch of her back ending in the full rounded globes of her bottom was giving him a most enticing view of his sex plunging into hers but soon his head was tossed back, his vision sparkling around the edges as he blushed, his hands holding her hips and keeping the pace swift.*

N: *Her nails drove onto the soft blanket of plants they lay on... a muffled sound became a cry when her back arched so much that she threw her head back. He was reaching so deep inside her... deep in her womb, deep in her mind... and her need. Despite the incredible pleasure that her body shuddered from, there was also a void.* Sc'orr... *she purred as her head returned to hide against her arms.* I need... more... aaalll...

Sc: Soon Naor'rin soon, *he panted.* I will make you whole with my essence... but not before I bring you to the heights of pleasure! *Each stroke into her made his senses resonate like harp strings, needing only her moan or touch to pluck them and make more of their heady music of passion.*

N: *It was so unfair. She was at her limit! He was making her efforts to resist the impending climax downright impossible!* I can't... *the word was but a gasp.* hold on... *it took a titanic effort to pull herself away; had he held her in place a little longer, she would have reached her orgasm.*

Sc: *They were both at their limits of restraint, and he wanted to be close to her when they let go. He was only out of her for mere seconds and now she lay sprawled on her back and ready to receive him. Their dance continued and he could feel her shuddering, the act consuming her from the inside out.* Put your arms around me. *he said into her mouth, never ceasing his conquest but making sure to look into her eyes.*

N: *The turmoil that had taken over her body seemed to calm somewhat in face of the thoughts that ravished her mind. Her hand rose sluggishly to touch his face and the side over his neck, his chest, under his arm, until her fingers closed against his back. She held him tight, as though wanting to hold on to life itself as the storm approached.*

Sc: *The aspect of her expression was going through subtle changes, all her past fears playing out in a a single moment. She looked so lovely, but yet so fragile and vulnerable and he found the cocktail enchanting, as well as arousing.* Hold onto me and... let go... *Such opposing words and yet she would know what they meant; to cling to him and at the same time give up all the pain and anger that stained her.*

N: *it seemed that his words had not yet echoed in her head, when her body understood them. For surely, it was holding on to him; the same as her arms kept their bodies pressed together, her sex began to tighten incredibly of its own volition. Naor'rin gasped, and soon her entire body began to stiffen.*

Sc: Hold me and come; I love you...*his tender kisses came faster, matching his pace and he too enfolded her in his strong embrace.* Let go... and be reborn!

N: *Those words... one last powerful thrust... the combination unleashed havoc into her mind and body. There was light, blinding; a faraway sound of a purifying scream; and a force so great that it sent her body into a fit of spasms as the tension broke, each of her muscles shattered by the quake of her climax. Her sex gripped his shaft like a vice, selfishly demanding what it had to offer to fulfill its promise: Naor'rin's whole body shook with its need for Sc'orr's essence.*

Sc: *The great pressure within him crested and then loosened its hold as his life force drained out of him in several powerful bursts. He imagined he could feel her pulling it out of him; or maybe it was her unborn, demanding without apology the way children can. Or perhaps it was just his desire that the child would want what he had to give because it knew that he was its other parent - its father. He wanted the demand to be specific, not indiscriminate - he wanted that child to be his.*

N: *At last, true completion. Her whole body seemed to light up with an invisible fire as her temperature rose and then dropped, and as the ice took over her body, the strong spasms of her climax began to subside, giving place to an unsurpassed relief. She relaxed completely, as if her muscles had melted. But still, Naor'rin held on to him, the embrace strong despite the sudden weakness. Slowly, she let her lips kiss at his neck before resting back on the soft cushion-like vegetation.*

Sc: *Falling upon her he rolled them on their sides so she was facing him and he pulled her close, kissing over her damp, wavy hair. They relaxed in the afterglow, no words needed but finally words came to each of them.*

N: *Naor'rin rested her palm to his chest, playing over the contours of his muscles in a rather distracted fashion.* I am forever in your debt... *her green eyes were still hazy, as though she had just awakened from a long, but intense dream.*

Sc: It is I who should be thanking you... for allowing me to... For having me. If the future should take us on different journeys, I will always look back on these times - not only for the privilege of being close with you but also... for the new life you have allowed me to experience - to touch. You could give me no greater gift. 

N: *Her lips moved to draw a smile on her face.* If not for your energy, my son would not be alive. In a sense, you have earned a right to call him your own. 

Sc: If only it were so, *he said wistfully.*

N: *In a blink, darkness washed away the joyful gleam of her emerald eyes.* It is most unfair that his father is one who does not deserve such a gift. *as if suddenly cold, she pulled herself closer to him and nestled her head just underneath his chin.* Still... *she whispered. Her breath was warm against his chest, and despite being somewhat muffled, her voice was full of foreboding.* I must confront him. I could go on with my life pretending that Zo'or had died... but, I could never lie to my son. I must see Zo'or, if only one last time, I must see him. *Naor'rin knew those words brought an end to the magic of their moment, but they would never have peace unless she solved that issue of her past.*

I must see him, and decide.

Sc: *Yes, she would see him and decide whether to return to him. Sc'orr knew it was inevitable; it was Zo'or's child with her, no matter how much he might wish otherwise. Shards of heartache lodged in his soul but he said nothing. It must be Naor'rin's decision, and if she returned to the young Synod leader he would not stop her.* You will see him again I promise you, when the time is right. *He pulled her close, nuzzling her hair. He felt that his time onboard the ship might be coming to an end; he would not stay if she went back to Zo'or. It would simply be too painful. But for now he would enjoy their time together in the paradise of his former place of solitude.*
Book Seventeen
Part Two
The Hail From Earth

*Zo'or tapped his fingers agitatedly against the arms of his chair, his face set in consternation while he waited for those he had summoned to reach the bridge. They arrived in quick succession - first Sc'orr and then T'than. If he did not know any better he would believe they had walked there together and then stepped through the archway separately. The thought that they had become allies, plotting against him briefly offended his thoughts but he banished the idea away. One look at Sc'orr's tolerant serenity and then at T'than's impatient irritation and he comforted himself that they were too different in their ideologies to ever work together smoothly. Still...it never hurt to be alert; he would keep his eye on both of them. He offered them the barest hint of a nod before he spoke.*

Sc'orr. It is good of you to join us, since you did not deign to answer my hails of the previous days. I thought perhaps you might be absent for this meeting.

Sc: *He tilted his head and arched his brow, refusing to accept the other Taelon's invitation for an argument.* I apologize - there have been matters that have demanded my attention and full commitment of late.

GT: *It was most amusing to share the secret of Naor'rin's location with the others... and to leave Zo'or utterly in the dark. It felt like the old days. It was a rather un-taelon melancholic thought - but still, it gave T'than the upper hand. The general's good spirit was almost childish, but that one secret marked the Taelon leader's decay. Zo'or was losing control over him, and over other Synod members. He knew better than to display his amusement though Sc'orr's speech had bordered the joke.*

Z: *He saw T'than's eyes shift to the side and he thought the War Minister might smirk but he remained motionless. Yes, he should definitely watch those two...* I see. So, *he dragged the word out somewhat,* ...you have triaged my communiques to low priority status?

Sc: I am here, Zo'or, which would not be the case if what you said was true, *he replied dryly.* I should not need to explain that I too, have duties.

Z: You are the Ambassador to Taelon/Human relations, and for more than a week we have had no such relations while we float out here in this....void! *His hand went down hard on the arm of the chair.*

GT: Zo'or, I am feeling inclined to think of your summoning as low priority, since thus far you have done naught but waste our time. *he stepped somewhat forward, shoulders moving ahead before the rest of his body; his expression noting that he was rather unimpressed by the Taelon leader's angry display.*

Z: I am getting to the point T'than, *he snapped. The entire situation was intolerable, especially with the latest developments.* As you both already know, we have been attempting to contact Earth, without success. Sc'orr suggested that we may have been experiencing interference from the double sun in this quadrant. *His smirk became a sneer as he looked at the ambassador,* ...but the situation is far less benign...and that has been my suspicion all along.

GT: *He glanced sideways at Sc'orr. A fitful excuse, made to win time, but both of them knew otherwise.* Elaborate *he spoke, looking back at the young leader.*

Z: We have finally received a hail from the planet. We are to exit interdimensional space at a point just beyond their solar system in one hour. There, we will be escorted the rest of the way by the...Jaridian...warship...commanded by a General Ha'thor.

GT: *He made no effort to hide his smirk then.* General... *he made it his business to know his enemies. But last he had heard that name, it had not come with such great a title.*

Sc: *He closed his eyes; Naor'rin had been correct - Earth had been conquered...*

Z: It is utterly ridiculous - an insult, that we have such an escort when we could easily exit at the planet! *He stood and walked to the window and kept his back turned to them.* We ran once. I will *not* tolerate defeat a second time. The Jaridians will pay... and if I discover that the humans have had the temerity to collaborate with them I will see to it that the Jaridians will celebrate their victory over a blackened cinder!

GT: Nothing would give me a greater sense of accomplishment at this moment... but I fear that wasting our precious energy on destroying that pitiful planet is the lowest of our priorities. *he exchanged looks with Sc'orr behind the other Taelon's back. T'than would undoubtedly want to know more details, and Naor'rin would be a good source.* I do not trust the Jaridians to "escort" us anywhere... but the void. I have reasons to assume they have no interest in engaging in any kind of negotiation. 

Z: We shall soon find out. *He looked at Sc'orr* Prepare to engage the ID drives. The War Minister will man the weapons console with his usual meticulosity I am sure, and alert us of any activity that would require us to act in kind.

GT: *He had to cuss to himself. Zo'or must have suffered some kind of mental damage from the injuries sustained during the Jaridian attack, because that was the most reckless course of action he could have chosen. His arrogance could well doom them all... T'than was given no chance to offer a different proposal; the walls and floor of the ship were already shimmering with the vibrant colors of the ID vortex. All he could do was prepare the ship's resources in case of a new attack.*

~*~

Z: *They exited the slipstream in a bright flash almost an hour later. The great warship waited there ominously - a foreboding gray sentinel blocking the path to the little blue planet.*

Sc: I have signaled that we are ready to proceed. *From the large windows he watched in silence, waiting for the ship to acknowledge him. It remained in position for several minutes but finally the answer came as the great maw of its cannon glowed bright red before the shot was dispatched, making the ship rumble slightly.*

GT: *It was instinctive in him to react to a provocation. He had been waiting for a trap, and everything fit the profile. The hour it had taken them to reach Earth had not been wasted: the General was ready to strike back.*

Sc: T''than no! *he said, his hand up.* I urge you to not return fire!

Z: Are you mad! *he hissed,* They have fired upon us. They seek a battle!

Sc: Precisely. They are attempting to determine our strength; we vanished into ID space along with two of their cruisers. Those ships never lived to apprise them of our capabilities. T'than, recall your history - recall your own battles with them. Is this not one of their tactics? 

GT: *He nodded* On occasion. We do have enough energy to destroy them. But alas, that would compromise our escape should the fight be intensified.

Sc: That salvo was merely a tap on the shoulder and I suggest we treat it as such.

GT: Perhaps... But I would not trust a Jaridian to be so *he paused, looking for the word* mild, in his actions.

Z: *The fury in him loosened her grip; he relaxed ever so slightly.* T'than. Hail that ship and 'explain' to them that we are ready to proceed as well as the consequences for them if we are delayed any further.

GT: *He looked sideways at Zo'or. It was rather dangerous to rely on illusion. No doubt, if given support, that last ship was in a better state than the Mothership. So, it came down to how believable was his arrogance.* Very well. *his fingers played on the console until a bright square formed in midair.* I am General T'than, of the Taelon Synod. *he kept his cool during his presentation, but a rather provocative smirk began to grow on his lips as he continued.* We are rather unimpressed by your display of might. So, before we put aside our benevolent intentions, I suggest your leader should spare the precious energy he has left instead of wasting it on such an... amusing, greeting. *he straightened up on the screen, the coldness washing away any and all expression from his features.* Shall we proceed to our destination?

*The ship responded with silence for many long moments. Each Taelon was torn between checking his displays and looking out the window. Each showed complete inactivity.*

Z: This is infuriating! *he grumbled.* They wish to unnerve us into firing.

*Finally there was a shifting outside - the ship was turning sluggishly and then in a burst of speed that belied its size set course toward the distant planet.*

Sc: Rather impolite, but we seem to have our answer.

Z: Set course for Earth.

~*~

Z: *He had expected to find the planet surrounded by warships and other Jaridian traffic buzzing around its war-torn surface, but the only Jaridian ship there was the one which had come for them. It looked just as peaceful as they day they had left - not at all the conquered world he had expected.* War Minister, what do our scans show?

GT: Nothing abnormal. The readings I am receiving from the planet are no different from before.

Sc: There is one major discrepancy, however.

Z: Explain.

Sc: I have not been able to raise any of our embassies or other Taelon facilities such as the volunteer training academies.

Z: Are the buildings intact? *he asked T'than.*

GT: For the most part. *he pulled up the grid, letting it float before Zo'or's eyes.* At least ninety-seven percent of our embassies seem to be fully operational. The rest of our facilities never posed a threat or a major concern to us.

Z: Then why can we not establish contact? *He demanded.*

GT: Possibly for the same reason we have not been able to hail Earth before. The Jaridians must be deflecting our communications. *indeed, Sc'orr was right, all embassies were out of their reach. They could not even control them from Earth's orbit. And the systems were heavily protected too; no human could have done that.* The Jaridians must have assumed control over the embassies. According to my scan... the small percentage of the embassies' systems that are non-operational is precisely the defense grid. *he smirked* They locked us out, and if there are any Taelon survivors, they are probably also prisoners in their own offices. *he sounded positively annoyed, much more so than concerned.* What are your orders Zo'or?

Z: *He smirked but there was no humor in it.* We play their game; we wait and force them to make the first move but if I learn that they have killed any Taelon it shall be me who makes the last move.

~*~

Ha'thor:  *Several hours had passed since the Taelons had arrived on Earth. Ha'thor had been hailed as soon as his ship had reached the blue planet. He had been looking out the window of one of the Taelon's

embassies when the great Taelon ship made its appearance.

Outwardly, there was nothing that he could point out as a weakness.

He was glad to be stepping on Jaridian ground now though. Watching his enemies' ship from a closer distance also revealed nothing. Nor did their scans; there was only one significant conclusion: the Taelon Mothership was smaller than last they had encountered it.

That meant they were cutting back on their energy consumption -  Something he himself had been forced to do after the fight. Unfortunately, neither of the cruisers sent after them had survived to at least send back a conclusive report. 

They were both in the dark as to each other's capabilities. However, Ha'thor's was the upper hand. Earth was Jaridian territory now.

The Jaridian general was playing a game of patience with the Taelons -  making them wait. He had heard the recording of T'than's hail; the Taelon's impatience was merely paid back with waiting time. Ha'thor grinned wondering if they were boiling in curiosity already.

But then, surely not. After all, Taelons had no emotions. That they were proud of, that was.* Hail the Taelon ship. *he ordered.* It is time we roll the dice.  

*He stepped forward so he could be in full view when the datastream opened on the Taelon's bridge. He held back no arrogance in speaking in his own Mother language* I am Ha'thor, General of the Jaridian

troops. Do you stand prepared to, *evil grin* negotiate?

Z: *He swiveled his chair so he was facing the stream; he did not bother to rise, or to return the greeting in his own language. Each side was aware that their adversary spoke their native tongue, and so he spoke in basic English. Wouldn't it be amusing if the beast could not speak the language of the planet he had decided to lord over?* I am sure that *I* need no introduction, *he said, his eyes alight with challenge.* ...but, just in case you have missed current events I will bring you up to date: I am Zo'or, leader of the Taelon Synod as well as the leader of the delegation to Earth. The only thing that we have to negotiate is the speed at which you will leave this planet. Retreat now and we will allow you to leave as you arrived: in one piece.

 

Ha: *How... amusing.  Zo'or's reputation preceded him, but it was not for the reasons he thought.* Indeed... *the speech had turned to English. He wanted all present to hear and understand his words. Ha'thor offered the Taelon a rather calm, but mocking smile.* Your name is known amongst my species *his eyes darkened* as the name of the one Taelon Leader that we most easily deceived and defeated. 

Z: *A slight tightening of the muscles around his mouth was the only outward sign that those words had stung him. Naor'rin's image flashed across his thoughts, making his heart shudder with pain and rage simultaneously. How easily he had succumbed to her beauty, and how deceiving it had been.* A mistake I am prepared to remedy immediately if your ship does not disengage orbit of this planet.

H: *All amusement washed away from his features.* Verbal threats mean very little. Unlike what you believe, we have decided to be... benevolent and acquiesce to your presence on this planet for a short amount of time. Make no mistake though, this is a mere courtesy of my people, and it does have its limits.

Z: I am afraid that I am unable to lower myself to a level where I could understand the...*his hand rolled in the air and he smirked*... lack of precision of Jaridian speech. Please try and be more concise.

 

H: All in due time... *he had strong reasons... even personal reasons to want them all dead. They could have something he wanted: a child. IF, against all odds, Naor'rin was still alive. His thoughts were distracted when his ally spoke. He turned his head, for a moment disregarding the Taelons, then offered a small nod in acquiescence.* As you must have realised by now, your facilities are unreachable to you. However... the lives of those who survived, are not. Is this precise enough? 

Z: *He had launched himself from his chair and was now standing mere inches from the stream.* Those who survived? *he said, clear rage on his face.* If any Taelon's life was taken at the hands of a Jaridian you will all...

Ha: *He raised his hand, as if ordering the Taelon to halt.* We did not need to take any Taelon life. *his eyes bore a malicious gleam* Alas, some took their lives in panic -- quite appropriate for a cowardly species. *he saw that Zo'or was about to make a comment on that, so Ha'thor hastened his speech.* Whilst the others were merely the victims of, shall we say, the regaining of freedom from those you have so recently oppressed. *he grinned, rather victoriously.* Humans killed them before we had the chance. 

Z: No human would dare assault a Taelon. They do not possess the means or the will.

 

Ha: Oh, but that is where you made your worst mistake. You underestimated the Humans Zo'or, just as you underestimated my kind. And hence, you brought shame and destruction upon your species.*he paused to straighten his shoulders and let his words echo away before he spoke again* Free will. It is an amazing thing. We did not even have to aid them. All the humans have done was on their own volition. They turned on your lies and your deceit; over a third of those living in the embassies have been sent to the void. Um'rathu'ma has been vanquished!

 

Z: Do not insult my intelligence by saying they did not need your assistance; if what you say is true they did have the assistance of your lies about us! *It was a great effort to hold back a hot blush. Taelons were dead - over two dozen of them! Someone would pay, and he intended to make the price very high!* You appear to have forgotten that we have an alliance with the people of this world. *His words lacked their original fire, but he was not defeated - not yet!*

 

H: *He sounded as though he had just ignored what Zo'or said.* We have kept the others alive and in stasis. That was not my will, but I am not an unreasonable individual, and I honor our new _alliance_ with utmost respect. *he held his speech for a while, allowing it to sink in.* 

Z: *He had been facing off to one side for a short time but the gruff words from the Jaridian general were enough to make him snap back to face him squarely, his eyes squinted slightly with suspicion.* What new alliance?

 

H: *There it was, the victorious grin again.* That is perhaps something you should hear from the other party... *he looked to the side and nodded, then stepping away from the screen to make way for the North American president.*

President McGregor:  *Ellis McGregor stepped into view, adjusting one of the lapels of his dark and expensive suit. He had spent more than half of his fifty-five years in politics and, after succeeding President Thompson nearly three years ago had begun his quest to liberate the planet from its alien visitors. Thompson had been a puppet for the Taelons; many knew it but could do little about it. And some, had been made extremely rich through Taelon co-ventures and, though not openly spoken about, large payoffs begotten from Taelon gold which was still a hostage somewhere on their ship. 

But as Rome had not been built in a day, nor would the Taelons exit be. Much of the planet's economy was now symbiotically joined to the Taelons - financially and technologically. That is, until the Jaridians had arrived and shown them that Earth had yet another option...*

Good Afternoon Zo'or, *he said, brushing a few strands of his silver hair back into place with all the others that were brushed back to expose his chiseled features to their best advantage.* I do hope that we can resolve this...disagreement, amicably.

Z: *Inwardly seething, he maintained outer neutrality.* President McGregor, *he said, offering the Taelon salute.* Is that how you classify the deaths of your Taelon Ambassadors, and allies, as a 'disagreement?'

Prez: It was extremely regrettable what happened, *he said, though he did not sound in the least apologetic.* Unfortunately some in the world community mobbed some of the embassies after the Jaridians made us aware of certain things - things that the Taelons never bothered to tell us - things that, while unexpected were not entirely unbelievable given details that have come out over the years regarding Taelon schemes against the citizens of this world. However, once we realized what was happening it was stopped.

Z: *He couldn't believe what he was hearing, and from the looks on both Sc'orr's and T'than's faces he could see that they too, had been caught off-guard.* What lies has this Jaridian been telling you? I am sure that he has taken benign events and twisted them to gain your trust... and to suit his own agenda.

Ha: *That was his line to jump back into the conversation.* I need not say much, Zo'or. I just had to offer them the evidence that was missing to prove their suspicions. Evidence that they asked for. And we had the testimony of one of us to prove it. One known amongst your species, as well as the Humans. Her testimony proved to be the final key to this alliance, and I have only you to thank for it. *he knew he did not have to uetter the name.* 

Z: *He raised his chin but said nothing, though he was looking a bit gray. How could Naor'rin have tricked him so completely? No, he thought, she had not. Surely she had not meant to betray him from the start. It must have come later - perhaps during the time she had taken Sc'orr as a lover. Everything had begun to change then. He had to believe that - believe in a more comfortable timeline for her turnabout. To believe otherwise was to admit that he was not the all-seeing leader that he believed he was. He would have to admit that he was vulnerable!* And what did the...traitor...tell you?

H: She did an outstanding job. Discretion was not your forte, Zo'or. It was not at all difficult to gather information on your projects: genetic manipulation, political subterfuge, kidnap, murder, scientific experimentation, enslavement and deprivation of one's free will *there was passion in those words. The passion of one whose race had been through the same* And last, but not least... the creation of a Taelon-human hybrid, conceived without the knowledge of the human population, and most likely against the human's wishes.

Z: *What devastation! He had wanted to haunt Naor'rin forever by implanting images of her people suffering an agonizing fate, and instead, that same information was coming back to haunt him in the worst possible way - to haunt all the Taelons! It was getting harder to remain stoic as pressures within him built like the rising tide, but Sc'orr and T'than were there. He would not fall with witnesses.* Your spy tells lies with zeal to say the least.

H: It is too late to save face now, Taelon. But if proof of the wisdom in the choice the humans have made is what you request, one has only to inquire on what mercy means and which of our species is indeed the barbaric one. How many of the Jaridian soldiers sent after you in battle have been spared? *the answer was quite obvious to him; Zo'or's silence said all. Ha'thor made no effort to hide the passion in his voice. He wanted, after all, for the humans to see how much alike their species were* So you see, Zo'or, if I were to kill a Taelon for every Jaridian lost in battle... All the lives of those left in that ship and this planet would not do them justice. 

Z: Your soldiers' intent was perfectly clear Ha'thor; if we had shown them benevolence I would not be here now to tell the tale. We are not the only barbarians here. So tell me, what promises did you make to persuade the humans to so blindly follow you down what I am sure will be an egregious path?

H: *The Jaridian General bore all of Zo'or's remarks quite stoically. Both of them knew that war was war. There were no taboos. He exchanged glances with the shorter human by his side* We traded favours. The Jaridians provided the Humans with a way to rid Earth of your presence and promised them protection and technology, whilst they gave us access to the planet's systems and resources, as well as your embassies. This alliance was formed weeks before the actual attack, and you were too blind to see it. Earth is no longer yours. You have been granted permission to gather your belongings and be gone from this galaxy, once and for all!

Z: Your allegations are preposterous! The Taelons have no intention of accepting terms dictated by a Jaridian.

Prez: Then accept them from us Zo'or - the citizens of this planet you have tried to dominate. I have been authorized by my peers - those who speak for the other governments of the world, and we have decided that your reign is over. No more will we be ruled by a race such as yours who has given up feelings and faith for immortality. From this day forward we stand with the Jaridians, who are more our brothers than you could ever be. *He took a step sideways so his shoulder lightly brushed that of the General.* Do not make this into another battle. Like the others in your history we have been told about, you will lose. We ask that you leave, in peace, and...leave us in peace.

Z: And if we do not agree?

Prez: Then the nearly fifty of your people who remain here will be confined to stasis...and to their fate, when the energy keeping them alive runs out.

Z: *His blue eyes were wide, moving from side to side as he considered the human's words, but after a moment he responded. He needed to stall for as much time as possible.* I will need some time before I give you my answer; I must consult with others.

Prez: *He looked over at the General, who nodded once.* We understand and give you one day to come to a decision.

Z: *he wanted to argue for more time but thought better of it. Better to devise a plan with the others and then make his move.* I will contact you.

Prez: We will contact you Zo'or.

Z: Very well, *he said tersely and raised his arm to disengage the stream, and himself from this intolerable conversation when the president spoke again.*

Prez: Oh Zo'or? Regarding the human who gave birth to the hybrid...

Z: *His eyes flicked toward T'than; this was all his fault! Had he and L'syr never brought charges against Naor'rin none of this would be happening! He could easily deny Cadence's existence but instead...* What about her?

Prez: *So it was true, which meant everything else Ha'thor had told him was likely true as well. He was certain now that he was leading Earth on the correct course.* We want her returned to her rightful home.

Z: *Another glance over at the War Minister and just before he waved off the stream his lips curved into a vindictive smile.* I will consider it. *He sat back down in the command chair, his fist flying against the armrest.* Sha'bra! We shall not give in to their demands. I will see everyone dead on that planet - human and Jaridian, before I agree to leave!

Sc: The Synod must be convened to discuss this Zo'or.

GT: *He had not missed Zo'or's intent. How could he? The cruel smile on his lips of just a moment ago said it all. What Zo'or did not know though, was that T'than still held the key to his future: he would have to keep on living a hollow life, barren and bitter... or he could tell him of Naor'rin and the child she carried. Though obviously there would be not a chance of reconciliation between he and the Jaridian, there was still the gift that was a child. A gift T'than understood. If all the rest was still hazy, one thing he knew for certain: he would not give up Cadence, not if he had to fight all the Jaridians on his own. 

The thought played in his mind as the smirk did on his lips when he walked closer to the other two Taelons.* I agree. We must convene to ascertain what will be our course of action. Of one thing I am certain though, Zo'or: we are not in any condition to fight. Our choices are reduced to fighting and dying on this planet *and he would if forced to let go of Cadence* ...or leaving to live, defeated but free from the war. Either way, it ends now.
Book Seventeen
Part Three
The Convening

*The call to all Synod members had gone out and now they had all arrived on the bridge, many clustered in small groups, gesturing broadly, speaking in urgent tones. Change loomed on the horizon and everyone had an opinion of whether it foretold of hope or doom. A mere thought from Zo'or, directed into the Commonality was enough to silence the many voices in the physical realm as they all turned to him with eyes wide; full of expectation.*

Z: You have all seen the transmission from Earth and the conversation that followed between myself and General Ha'thor as well as President McGregor. For the past several hours I have meditated and communed in my attempt to decide an appropriate reaction when the Jaridians contact me again tomorrow morning.

Sc: And, what have you decided? *He asked in his assured, modulated voice, the fragile Ti'el nodding the question as well next to him.*

Z: You should already know; the voices of the Commonality are in chorus with the answer, and it is mere fortunate happenstance that all members were here to commune with me. Had we not been gathered here to discuss the Jaridian acts of insurgency against this ship more than half our membership would now be locked in stasis in their respective embassies. Had that occurred there could have been chaos now when we most need the strength of our unity. And it is in that very strength that we will prevail. We will not tolerate any further threats from these Jaridians, nor will we accept the outright murder of our species without meting out retribution to those responsible!

Da'an: Does this include the humans as well, *he asked, tilting his head, his hands flowing gracefully.* It is difficult to imagine gaining back their support if you only intend to annihilate them thereafter.

Z: They will be given the opportunity to surrender those responsible for the criminal acts against us, but if they unwisely choose war, then I will give them war!

Sc: *His shoulders slumped somewhat. Zo'or was speaking like one in the military caste, and it appeared to sit well with them; B'lar and T'than were nodding, though the War Minister looked pensive. He now had other considerations the other did not. The diplomats and scientists were each looking at each other and then back up at their leader. They were clearly unsure, but Sc'orr could tell that some of them wanted to follow him.

D: Would it not be better to contact the humans and attempt to show them the error in their choice to ally with the Jaridians? 

Ti'el: Yes, *he said in his airy voice, stepping forward slightly.* We must tell them that the things they have been told by the Jaridians have been twisted and inflated in their plan to sway their loyalties away from us.

B'lar: I do not care how slippery your diplomat's tongue is Ti'el; you will never persuade them to cast away their new allegiance so easily. Do not forget that this species is even less intelligent than the Jaridians.

Sc: They were not so slow-witted that they could not sign a treaty with the Jaridians practically right under our noses.

B'lar: That, is a matter open to debate Sc'orr. We do not know all the details of what transpired while we were away.

Sc: Yes, as I recall we were hiding due to the beating we took by that other inferior species. 

Z: If you are both finished with your useless bickering I am ready to entertain other suggestions, *he said, scowling deeply at them.*

GT: *He noticed that despite Zo'or's demand, his fellow member of the warrior caste was preparing to speak again.* We have lost because we have underestimated them. *T'than ignored the glare thrown at him by L'syr's pupil* As we stand, we have not the resources to survive another bout. This is not the last of the Jaridian ships; others would come. However inferior they might be, they outnumber us, and the remainder of our energy is far too precious to waste on a lost fight.

*The Taelon general looked downwards, pensively.* We stand here to decide whether to live with the knowledge that we lost; or to once and for all learn the meaning of survival and be gone from this planet.

Do'quar: Even if we do part, leaving the Jaridians alive, will that not mean a simple adjourning of the War? They seek our destruction; that has always been their primary goal.

GT: *He nodded* This new alliance of theirs with the humans is actually beneficial towards us, for it is the only thing standing between these negotiations and an open conflict. I would indeed prefer to bring upon the Jaridian's extinction, but the time when we had the means to accomplish it has passed.

Z: If I did not know any better General, I would ascertain that you have switched your caste affiliation to that of the diplomats. 

B'lar: Agreed, *he said quietly, but loudly enough for his superior to hear him.*

GT: My being of the War caste does not acquit me from logical thinking, Zo'or. *he did not even bother to regard B'lar's comment* I have run several case scenarios through the ship's computer, and the returned results of all simulations portent our annihilation. In the face of that, no General *he stopped to correct himself* no leader would send his people to battle!

Z: Are you suggesting that we accommodate Earth's demands and leave...and hope the Jaridians do not come after us at some later date?

 

GT: If that is what we must do in order to survive, then yes! It is not time for pride. *and it was already a huge step for T'than to come out and admit to it.* We must retreat, and regain our strength before we consider a new conflict. That is the wisest strategic move, and hence, it is my advice.

Z: I will not stand here and listen to your spineless remarks while you vacillate between loyalties! *He looked down on the shorter Taelon haughtily.* We are staying, and we shall fight.

GT: *He growled lowly, and his face set in a grimace. The foolishness of youth!*

Sc: And what of our people on the surface?

B'lar: *His slender body blushed with the passion of his words.* Casualties of war; their loss will be worth it if it means that we defeat our enemy once and for all!

D: No! *His hand fluttered to his chest when he realized that he had shouted and every face in the room turned his way due to the unusual outburst. He took a breath, steeling himself against the terrible fear the young Defense Minister's words had brought about.* We cannot sacrifice them! If we do our victory will be a brief one, because there will not be enough of us left to continue our species.

B'lar: Even if we are able to bring our comrades back here we still face extinction Da'an, or had you forgotten that during your fervent entreaty?

D: I had not. I was speaking of...the other option - the final one open to us: To take the humans as mates.

 

GT: *That was a revelation. His head turned to face Da'an, and he did not bother to hide his surprise.*

B'lar: Hybrids! *he spat.* We would not even exist as we are anymore.

Sc: Better to exist in a new form, than to not exist at all....

Ti'el: *Ti'el had never been entirely in favor of breeding outside of their species, but with each new report they had read about T'lana, each new image placed before them his feelings about it had become more temperate. In the silence of the room, between the stares of anger and resentment his peers were giving each other he nodded, and spoke.* I agree...with Da'an and Sc'orr.

Z: *Ti'el had always been the quiet one but Zo'or had respected the fact that, though he said very little, when he did speak the words were always concise, laid out with extreme thought behind them. His soft-spoken competence had served him well as Companion to the United Nations. Apparently others in the room had the same feeling, because there was a sudden shift in the thoughtwaves that rippled and stretched through the room on the threads of their consciousness - the majority was reconsidering the wisdom of staying.*

Do: *It seemed... much more was being spoken of than the simple possibility of a battle with the Jaridians.* It is logical... *he started, his words low as if he were muttering to himself.* that if indeed a new race is to be started, we will need as many individuals as we can. It is basic genetics. *he raised his eyes to meet those of the closest Taelons* The newborn, T'lana, she is... different. But promising. If a hybrid race is our legacy to this universe, so be it. Better to create, than to cause further destruction. Our people grow weary of War... we alienate those of our warrior caste because it is not in our ways to be aggressive. *he looked at both T'than and B'lar* It is my opinion, that we have fought enough battles. *he crossed looks with Da'an and Sc'orr, settling them on Zo'or at last.* I vote against, as it seems, so does the common thought.

Z: *He looked from face to face, his eyes stopping to regard each for several seconds. His peers had spoken.* Let it be known, that I am not in agreement with this decision, but as the thoughts of those who believe as I do that we should remain and fight are in the minority, I must concede to the will of the majority, and hope that their decisions were made judiciously on facts and not out of fear.

GT: It is not cowardly to chose to live. Not in this instance; not when the logical course of action is to leave. *he had three very big reasons to prevent that fight. He would not mind dying, but he could not make that choice anymore. It was selfish, knowing that he would take three more lives with him; lives too precious.*

 

Ti'el: There is still one fact that we cannot escape I am afraid...

Sc: What concerns you?

Ti'el: The Jaridians. When we leave Earth we will have the potential to make a limited colony, but we will be extremely vulnerable. If they decide to someday send a warship to hunt for us, and if they do indeed locate us, our fate could still be as grim as earlier predictions.

Sc: *Now it was his turn to nod.*

D: There is a way to safeguard the continuance of our species... *He saw Zo'or look over at him knowingly, and T'than did as well.* General, please call up the schematics for this ship. I believe it is time we show the others just how much presence of vision our ancestors had when designing this vessel.

 

GT: *The hands that once were locked behind his back came into view as he rested them, palms downward, on the nearest console. His fingers worked swiftly across the control panel to bring up the grid.*

D: *Before them the ship shimmered in three dimensions, surrounded by the twelve Taelons who were about to decide the future history of their kind. In their large blue eyes was reflected surprise as they witnessed the metamorphosis as the caterpillar turned into the butterfly....*
Book Seventeen
Part Four
Capitulation

*Zo'or's long fingers drummed against the arms of his chair softly, each tap ticking off the seconds one by one as he waited for the contact signal from General Ha'thor's ship. He could not believe that he was about to surrender to the Jaridians. The stony faces of T'than, Da'an and Sc'orr rolled across his field of vision. They were the only ones he had allowed to witness this moment of Taelon shame...and salvation.

 

But he had never been one to give up. He had been chosen as leader due to that quality. He stared at Sc'orr sullenly; perhaps he should make the announcement. Zo'or was certain that the old Ambassador could cloak the concession in eloquent prose as a way to try and save the vestiges of their pride but the younger Taelon knew that, for him, the sting of defeat would stab just as painfully.

 

He was still leader though, and as such it was his responsibility...and his alone.

 

The signal finally came and he closed his eyes for a moment and then, looking at the others once he turned his chair and engaged the stream.*

 

Sinaui Euhura, *he said, standing up and facing the Jaridian and the human.* 

 

Ha: *They had delayed communications, quite on purpose. And the Taelons made no attempt to contact them ahead of schedule... or even when the twenty-four hour deadline had passed. That said a lot about their decision. A simple nod was his reply to the Taelon's greeting* The time you were given to deliberate has come to an end. What is your decision?

 

Z: The Taelon Synod has considered your...request. *Those words were directed at both aliens but the next sentence was directed at Ha'thor alone.* We have decided that in the interest of peace, that we will agree to your demands.

 

Ha: *He had to stop himself from grinning in victory. It was tempting, though he knew Taelons were deceitful. Zo'or could easily be lying, though nothing in his demeanour suggested it. His expression mirrored the other Taelons he saw nearby; deeply humiliated but hiding it behind their stony facades.*  In the interest of peace we accept your... surrender. *he knew that was the word the Taelons did not want to hear.* I will leave it to my associate to speak of Earth's demands. My species' vindication will come with the Human victory.

  

President McGregor: *He stepped into view and offered a small nod, trying to keep his feeling of victory from showing in his smile.* Good Morning Zo'or. It fills me with pride today to see our three, great species' come to such an amicable agreement. You are indeed a leader of great wisdom who can see what is best for his people and make decisions that will benefit them long into the future. I almost wish I could have a glimpse of the Taelons centuries down the road to see what will spring from the seeds we are planting today.

 

Z: Yes, so you may gloat over our dead civilization no doubt.

 

Prez: Not at all...

 

Z: Spare me any more of your ingenuine speeches. I am not one of your constituents nor is the Mothership your own personal political forum. The Taelons are departing because it suits us to do so, not because of any threats that you or this Jaridian have made. I am sure that you have some final demands you wish to make so I suggest that you make them and stop wasting my time and patience. Each, has limits.

 

Prez: *The warm smile he had affected did not change, but the tone of it had chilled because of the change that hardened his blue eyes.* Very well, *he said, folding his arms and straining against the silk of his expensive jacket.* You are correct; I do have several issues that I need to discuss with you, regarding certain stipulations that are attached to your ship leaving our world peacefully.

 

Z: Proceed.

 

Prez: I have never enjoyed datastreams as a form of communication; face to face is so much more...meaningful. 

 

Z: Your opinions about the technology we have so freely given you and that Earth now so heavily relies on are...noted. I am still waiting for you to reveal the point of this conversation to me.

 

Prez: I wish to come aboard your ship with a small delegation of both human and Jaridian officials to conclude our negotiations.

 

Z: Request denied! I am not about to allow Jaridians aboard this vessel.

 

Prez: I knew you would not wish to come here...

 

Z: Of that you are correct, and I refuse to allow the reverse. Make your demands now!

 

Ha: *He had only to take a step backwards for his image to superimpose that of the human.* Consider that your first. *his voice was stern, almost demanding. His patience had its limits too, only he did not bother phrasing it. There was much more to be enjoyed in simply displaying it.* How are we to believe in your *he paused, to look for words* good faith, if you would not "allow" such visit. For one whom just a day ago was considering an open conflict against "inferior" beings, you do appear... stressed as to the prospect of the damage we might cause if we set foot on your ship. How interesting... *he grinned* But so be it, if incentive is what you need... *his massive hand waved over the stream, displaying the image of a Taelon, lying as if dead on a gurney. There was a human male standing rather close to him, his eyes resentful as he contemplated the alien.* I have only to say a word... 

 

Z: *His hands balled into fists out of sight of the transmission but his eyes were burning like two small suns. He looked back at the other Taelons, trying to gauge their thoughts on the matter. T'than was maintaining his usual military posture, Sc'orr looked irritated and Da'an, who was the only one to acknowledge his gaze, just looked morose. Turning back and facing the stream he gave one, sharp nod.* Very well. But be aware that for every Jaridian who comes aboard there will be two guards, and that any attempts by either of your kind to enter areas of this ship other than the meeting chamber will be met with severe retaliation.

 

Ha: You can trust you have nothing we want Zo'or. We on the other hand, have much to offer, so it is wise of you to concur. *he exchanged glances with the President.* The delegation will be composed of 4 members of each species. I do leave you a warning though, if by chance you wish to make our presence there an advantage I suggest you erase such preposterous thoughts from your mind. You, along with the rest of your species would perish in a blink! *his tone changed dramatically, from warning to annoyingly casual.* We will arrive in thirty Earth minutes... *with a nod, he simply closed the stream. Now, that would be a rather interesting meeting...* 

N: *She was finally back on the ship. From her room she had no windows to the outside, but she knew the feeling of interdimensional travelling. It had happened nearly a day ago, and she learned from Jenny Madden that they were back to Earth. Naor'rin tried to find a reason for that to happen in her mind, for it seemed rather suicidal to pilot a damaged ship in Ha'thor's direction.

Soon she learned that the humans and the Jaridians were proposing a sort of truce; demanding the Taelons to retreat, in exchange for the lives of the Taelons still on Earth. But it unsettled her; the Jaridians and Humans had very little to gain from such a bargain, except for the lives of the humans aboard - since all Jaridians had died in battle, except for herself. And by all accounts, the Taelons had already been outcast.

The console Sc'orr had installed in her room to provide some distraction proved to be a mistake. It was more than an instrument to log on to old history files; it could easily be used to tap into much more recent news. It took her less than a day to turn it into a mole that would provide her with access to all communications arriving to the bridge. After a long wait there was finally image, and sound. The Taelon ship was being hailed by the Jaridians, and Naor'rin was, for a change, a mere bystander of those negotiations. When Ha'thor's image appeared onscreen, Naor'rin sensed a guilty feeling of relief for his being alive. She had hated him once, but events showed her his side of the fence and she understood him now. He would make a good leader to her species.

But the next voice brought pain with it. It was not easy to hear Zo'or. It had only come in her dreams, haunting and faint as only the voices in the realm of one's subconscious can be. But he was alive, proud and bitter, tormented by the very seat he so adamantly occupied. Tragic. Just as she remembered him.

By the time the datastream closed, Naor'rin's heartbeat was on a spree. Ha'thor was coming aboard! They trusted her now; she could easily escape that room and go to him, join her species and leave the Taelons. But that would also mean her child's death... and there were other people and feelings to consider as well. The storm of emotions settled down; the ever cold snowflakes of reason fell over her impulsiveness and soon the fire had been made ice.

Still, for a last time... she wanted the chance to be close to her species. See them well before parting from them forever. She needed closure that only such close encounter could provide. But there could be a price to be paid if she did not plan it carefully: Zo'or could never know she was on that ship; the same way as Ha'thor could not know she was even alive.

Her mind worked as fast as her feet as she walked to and fro in her empty room. But as soon as Naor'rin believed that there would be no way, her eyes fell upon a bundle of objects by the bed. Of course! There was a cloaking device amongst her belongings, and they had returned them all!

Her first disguise was easy to acquire: Jenny was just coming in with her meal. To her own misfortune, the human spotted the still open console. Naor'rin was swift; a well-aimed blow to the back of the human's neck was enough to render her unconscious. The metal tray fell to the floor with a clang. Knowing she might she spotted at any time, she programmed the cloaking device. Disguising her disappearance from the room demanded a classic move: the Jaridian woman picked the girl from the floor and laid her on the bed, covering her with the long sheets.

Fortunately Jor'rel was not in sickbay - he would have been the only one who would know that the pretty brunette nurse leaving the infirmary and heading for the maze of corridors was not Jenny Madden.

Naor'rin used the many passages she knew to get to the portal. Zo'or had demanded two guards present for Each Jaridian. They were already there, waiting, like black statues. Like a lion she picked her prey; the volunteer had her back to the wall. A wall that dissolved and mysteriously engulfed her.

Recalibrating the cloaking device Naor'rin cast off her disguise as Jenny Madden to assume that of a guard. So she was standing by the portal when it finally filled with light and revealed the newcomers. 

The Jaridian woman was just a few feet from Ha'thor. He looked marvelous: a victor. She ignored the looks thrown her way by one of the Jaridians that was with him, and the humans. The Jaridian felt merely contempt over anyone who could serve the Taelons; the human's eyes spoke of pure spite and contempt over one of them whose allegiances were to an alien species, instead of their own kin.

The group of volunteers - she included - escorted Ha'thor and the others to the meeting room. It was not far. Naor'rin could sense the tension in all of them, heightened only by her own. She could already feel Zo'or's presence. Soon she would be witness to the final confrontation between two titans; two of her lovers; two leaders! They had reached a door and it vanished without the need to wave it away.*

Ha: *Finally, they were face to face. Ha'thor discovered that those circumstances were harder to deal with than simply datastream communication. He wanted nothing but to blast Zo'or's head off his shoulders, for many a life taken from his kind... and from lives taken from himself as well.* Send your minions away. *he began, sternly* If this is a peaceful negotiation, there is no room for armed soldiers. 

Z: *Pursing his petulant lips he regarded the Jaridian soldier coldly.* Do not believe that the invitation to come aboard includes authority to give me orders Ha'thor. Do not forget that you stand on *my* ship, and that you have no authority here whatsoever.

President McGregor: *Hearing the sharpness of the Taelon's tone he looked up at his muscular ally and then over at Zo'or.* In the spirit of amicable negotiations, it might engender feelings of mutual cooperation if each side sends their security forces outside. *He looked back at the General.* Perhaps...if you took the first step? To show the Taelons the truth of Jaridian benevolence...

Ha: *He made his growl well audible, but strangely a smirk broadened on his lips. He had no fear of those Taelons. However arrogant, Zo'or's threats were empty.* Wait outside. *he spoke, the sound of the order was almost casual. His companions appeared to vacillate for a moment, but a mere glance from the Jaridian General was enough for them to nod in compliance.*

Z: *He had secretly hoped that Ha'thor would have refused the human; it would have given him a reason to send them back to the warship meanwhile charging their weapons and blowing them back into the atoms of their beginnings! But instead the three huge brutes turned and silently walked out the door, leaving Ha'thor and President McGregor to stand, flanked by the compliment of six volunteers.*

Ha: *The General stood waiting, his lizard-like eyes never leaving those of the Taelon before him. Yes, there was hatred in Zo'or. So much hatred! That should be a capital sin for any Taelon, for any spiritually perfect being. He laughed inside, and the jeer was on the smirk he wore on his face.*

Z: *He spoke to the small troop of volunteers without looking at them, maintaining eye contact with his most hated enemy instead.* Leave. Remain outside with the Jaridians and make sure they stay there.*

N: *She observed; Naor'rin was possibly the only one who knew just how deep was the hatred between Jaridian and Taelon. It was a silent, motionless battle they fought: against each other, and against themselves! She found the flame of her passion re-ignited; she wanted to stay - to watch it all! Her troupe was already leaving, one of them calling out a name that said nothing to her while he delayed his departure. But her eyes were set on the two tall figures before her: Zo'or, Taelon, fair and beautiful, yet dark within. A fallen angel in all his splendor. While the other, dark, powerful; Ha'thor exonerated a paranormal strength. Consumed by the demon of hatred and passion he was. 

But just as her eyes were set on those figures, so were the blue ones of another set on her. It came as a shiver, that realization. Her gaze crossed T'than's, who was looking her way quite suspiciously. And it were those eyes that cast her away from the room along with the other humans.*

Z: *He gestured for them to sit down at a long table made of gleaming black bioslurry. He took a seat at the other end, between the other two Taelons who had watched them silently the entire time.* My associates, *he said without cordiality.* Da'an, my second in command and Companion to North America, and T'than, Taelon War Minister.

GT: *For a moment he was aloof to the human and the Jaridian in the room. His eyes were on the volunteer girl, until the door materialized behind her. It was like waking from a stream of thought. Anger made him forget easily, and it was with anger that he sat facing the treacherous human leader and his new associate.*

Prez: Yes, Da'an and I are quite familiar with each other. *He saw the North American Companion nod slightly. He had been the only Taelon worth the particles of which he was made in his opinion, lacking both the arrogance and hostility of the others, and so when he spoke to him, his words were uttered with gentleness.* You realize Da'an that, all Companions are being expelled from their respective embassies, and that their former titles as Companions to our planet have been revoked?

Da'an: *He nodded again, his large eyes closing for longer than it would take to blink before focusing on the man again.* In light of current circumstances I had assumed it would be so. This situation is regrettable. Is there no other conclusion that can be reached other than our departure?

Prez: *He was about to smile and reply but his resonant voice was lost in the gruffness of the Jaridian General's.*

Ha: There is one other. *his eyes spoke of words his lips could not utter. A preferable conclusion would be the death of all Taelons!* But I am quite certain it would be quite detrimental to your species. *Ha'thor quickly discovered he could hold Da'an, the model of a Taelon, in much greater contempt than even Zo'or whose allegiances were to his own pride and hatred.*

D: I see, *he said, now a hint of anger tightening the edges of his mouth. But he would not respond - it was exactly what Ha'thor wanted - an excuse to start an argument. They would likely do that anyway, without any coaxing.*

Z: Enough. It is time we proceed to the reason for your... visit, so that you may leave as soon as possible. *smirk*

Ha: *He smirked back at the Taelon's excuse for a leader. They agreed on one thing, at least.*

Prez: Very well. *He withdrew a global from his breast pocket and turned it on, his eyes glancing at the small screen from time to time as he reviewed his notes.* The Taelons agree to leave Earth and be gone from its solar system in a period no longer than eight days. In exchange of their compliance we will return all surviving Taelons - forty-eight in number, to you. They will be sent to your ship in eight waves of six each, over a period of eight days. Noncompliance in any way on your part will result in these forty-eight prisoners of war kept permanently on Earth in stasis until such a day when the energy sustaining them runs out. *His grave eyes met Zo'or's; he did not need to elaborate on that statement.* Do you understand the terms as I have laid them out to you so far?

Z: *Oh yes, he understood. The human was more devious than he had given him credit for. If the Taelons made any aggressive move toward Earth, at least some of the imprisoned Companions would die a death of being drained slowly. At that moment he wished he could kill with a thought!* Yes. *He could say nothing more lest he give away his fury, and he did not want them to know just how well they had put him at their mercy.*

Prez: Excellent, *he said, nodding.* Also, all humans in your employ on this ship, in your embassies and any other Taelon facilities are to be released from service, and returned to the planet.

GT: *A year ago, he would have welcomed that request... now, it was not so simple.*

D: President McGregor, may I interject?

Prez: Of course.

D: Should it not be the choice of those humans who work with us to remain if they so desire?

Prez: I am well aware that there are many Taelon loyalists, both here and on Earth. I suppose that they should be allowed to decide for themselves. *He looked at Ha'thor, raising an eyebrow.* Are you amenable to this? It might save us trouble on Earth in the long run.

Ha: I pose no objections. It is of your species we speak of, and I hold no claim to decide their future. *another point won; Ha'thor made no effort to hide it from his expression.*

Prez: *His head bounced on his shoulders cheerfully.* Very well then. The treaty will be amended to allow any human who wishes it to transport to your ship in the timeframe already outlined. You see my friends, this is cooperation at work!

Z: *Unimpressed* Are you finished? *He saw Ha'thor and McGregor exchange looks of worry. He was certain they were about to make a request - one saved for last, and one they were afraid he would not agree to.*

Prez: Ah well, there is one last thing...

Z: Continue.

Prez: The story of the human forced to conceive a hybrid for you has reached the planet. 

GT: *If he had a heart, it would have sunk to his feet!*

Prez: Even you did not deny her existence when I broached the subject...

Z: What about her? *He demanded tersely. This meeting had gone on for twenty minutes...and that was nineteen minutes too long!*

Prez: We want her back. You have eight days, however, we would be willing to take custody of both she and the child now if you wish to make the wise choice and not prolong this issue any further.

GT: *He had been silent thus far, but no more!* Request denied. *he held both the human and the Jaridian's stare, and simply ignored Zo'or's* You claim to want all that is Taelon gone from Earth. This child which was born is a Taelon hybrid.  *his child, no less!!!* She will go with us, and so will her mother.

Ha: *It was interesting to say the least, to hear T'than of all Taelons say that. But, of course he would: Ha'thor knew from Naor'rin's lips just who had conceived that hybrid.* General T'than. *he started, his voice strangely modulated.* We are aware of your "involvement" in the creation of this child. We are also aware that she was not the first Taelon-human hybrid conceived. *his eyes fell accusingly on Da'an then, but he quickly turned to the General again.* All the others perished, most unfortunately. However, it is not too late to save the mother, and we can help in prolonging the child's life, which is more than you have been able to do in the past. 

GT: *His palms were closed tightly and resting on the table. They were also tingling. Ha'thor was playing with him!* That is our business. In the interest of... peace... *he focused on the human, who didn't look intimidated at all.* you will forego that... demand!

Ha: *He faced the Taelon leader who looked even paler than before* Zo'or, this demand by your...underling...is nothing short of a declaration of war which will result in nullification of the treaty between us, and forfeiture by you of all Taelon prisoners on Earth. *Ah, such fun, such chaos!* 

Z: *He folded his hands in front of him on the table, his voice patronizing, his smile that of one who was feeling totally unthreatened.* I heard no such demand.

GT: *It looked like having allowed Zo'or to live was proving to be a huge mistake.* Then hear this: I will not allow them to be taken from this ship!

Z: *His eyes flicked to the Taelon General.* Enough T'than. Be silent.

GT: *In that moment, there was only he and Zo'or. On impulse T'than rose as his balled fist clashed against the table. His fury stole all reason from his speech* Do not provoke me Zo'or! This issue is not open for discussion! *he was fairly tempted to make use of his Shaquarava to silence Zo'or, once and for all.* I care not about their preposterous demands. *his tone lowered, and his voice sounded almost... Jaridian.* I am not forfeiting Cadence for their entertainment! 

Z: *He was standing in an instant.* You will be silent, lest I expel you from this meeting! *Da'an had also stood and while he was not attempting to touch him Zo'or had the distinct impression that he would restrain him if he made any move in T'than's direction. Sitting down slowly he glared at the War Minister.* Perhaps you would like to join the Taelon prisoners on the surface.

GT: *Only after both Zo'or and Da'an had reseated themselves did T'than follow. He wanted to make sure he looked down upon Zo'or. His silence had nothing to do with fear over that threat.*

Prez: *He had been dragging a manicured fingertip over the table, watching it leave little trails in its wake that vanished quickly while the Taelons had their small altercation. How interesting, he mused. Under enough pressure the Taelons acted no differently than the humans - going at each other's throats when the cards were down. 

And they had claimed to be so superior!*

So, are we in agreement Zo'or?

Z: *He was silent for at least a minute, finally glancing over at T'than and then looking back at the President.* We are.

GT: *That was quite enough! Zo'or was having fun playing his game, but again he was putting much more at stake than what he could afford. To lose Cadence now would be not only a loss to T'than... but to the entire Taelon species as well! She had been the first to conceive a healthy child; she survived to bear another. And now, Zo'or was attempting to take it all away from him! Fury rose in him like lava from a dormant volcano. He had one very simple solution in mind: to correct a recent mistake and see Zo'or dead!* 

D: *He did not recall rising a second time but suddenly energy was rushing over his hands because of the tightness of their grip on T'than's arms as he stared into a set of eyes that were not merely gleaming - they were blazing!* # Sit down T'than!# *He said, using the Commonality to carry the message.*

GT: *The voice reached him from very far away. It was so faint, the echo of dreams. The Commonality's link was weakening. His eyes had changed to reveal the first stage of the metamorphosis, as they turned to the fragile figure that held him.* # Release me Da'an. This has long surpassed the interests of our species! I will not allow him to use my family as the means to attack me!#

D: *Their guests had already been treated to far too much entertainment.* # You are not helping Cadence and your child with this display! Regain your composure and I will do my best to help you.# 

GT: *He pulled his arm back. Da'an's eternal weakness made him resent the older Taelon's words. T'than still looked in Zo'or's direction, as if measuring the odds.* #Succeed, or you will have a war on your hands!# *he made his intentions clear, and it was a rather tense T'than that sat back on the chair.*

D: *Once they were all seated the Taelon called on his rapport with President McGregor, wishing that he was not being called on again to repair a situation that was being caused by Zo'or's need to vent his rage - taking the anger and helplessness they all felt over this situation out on those who were even more helpless than the young leader was.* Mr. President, while it is true that the hybrid program did not yield promising results, it is indeed true that both the human female and her child have survived and are in excellent health. There is no need for attempts by you or the Jaridians to prolong lives that are already flourishing. 

Prez: But we do not know that for sure, since the Taelons conveniently neglected to inform us regarding the conception and birth. For all we know, she is a prisoner here, or even dead.

D: I assure you that she is well.

Prez: We will need to ascertain that for ourselves. Return her to her world. I have a complete staff of the very best physicians and Ha'thor has also promised to assist us in this verification with Jaridian technology as well as their medical staff. Allow her to return...and to return to her family. *His hands were out in a placating gesture.*

D: Forgive me, but it seems as though you wish to do the very thing you accuse us of - turn her and the child into prisoners for medical study, not return them to her family.

Prez: *He frowned, his eyes turning down at the corners.* She will be returned to her relatives...in time, once we are certain of her health. Your leader has already agreed to this. *He rose, followed by Ha'thor.* I believe we are finished here.

D: Wait, *he said, rising also.*

Z: It is over Da'an, *he snapped.* I will not sacrifice forty-eight Taelons for two lives. *He would have liked to have kept Cadence and her child - the ongoing medical reports were indeed fascinating. But they would have plenty of humans choose to remain onboard. The experiment could be done again. And also, T'than would suffer...just as he had suffered when the military caste had taken Naor'rin from him. At long last he would have his revenge.*

D: Three lives Zo'or. You are well aware that she is with child again.

Prez: Indeed. Another fact you neglected to reveal to us. You were extremely accurate, General Ha'thor, when you told us how they live for subterfuge.

Ha: Yes, but the truth is out now. And as you can see... it is not something they cope well with. *his eyes were on T'than. He was half-expecting the Taelon to break his statue-like stillness and offer another of his displays of fury. So much for spiritual perfection.* It is indeed best to take mother and... children from this ship lest they be infected with their lies.

D: And when the girl and her children die on your planet, will you reveal it to the population? Or will that be human subterfuge?
Prez: What are you talking about?

D: She is a hybrid herself; Earth would now be a hostile environment for her, as well as her offspring. Without the energy provided by her mate she would perish quickly, not to mention that she will have a reduced tolerance to bacteria in your unsterilized atmosphere. Her children will have no tolerance at all, as they were born here on the ship.

GT: *And perhaps, that is what Ha'thor sought. A way to destroy the Taelon's hope to have a future. Ingenious: taking Cadence, he would make sure the Taelons left, and died one by one, eventually.* No one has yet considered that she wants to stay. *he rose from his chair, so he could look both human and Jaridian in the eye* You have agreed to allow those who wish to remain to leave with us. Therefore, she stays, as well as our children. *despite the strength in his words, T'than looked weary.*

Ha: I rather doubt that a female of such a passionate species as the humans would agree to remain. Last I heard, she was a prisoner, and her union was not one that seemed to bring her much joy. *it was only half true, for he was aware of what had transpired on Lyra 117. Reports had stated that the girl was linked to T'than. Powerfully so. And it seemed to be the same with the Taelon, which was curious, as well as dangerous. If T'than had been able to form such a bond and breed with the girl, there was no telling if the others would not follow his lead, despite Zo'or's obvious contempt over such a prospect.*

D: The War Minister speaks the truth, Ha'thor. His mate is here by her own free will. The emotional trauma she will suffer if you force her to leave him will only hasten her demise from the things I have already mentioned.

Prez: I am not oblivious to anything you have said Da'an, however, there is no proof to back up your claims.

D: May I suggest... a meeting, between you and her? She could be brought here now.

Prez: *He rubbed his chin thoughtfully.* A meeting. That would be acceptable. But not here. There are too many, shall we say, influences. She and the child will come to Earth. I am sure that she could tolerate a short visit.

GT: But *I* will not tolerate it. It is too great a risk to expose her to Earth. She is well, but her condition is still fragile... furthermore, *his eyes focused on the Jaridian's* I will not entrust the lives of my family into the hands of an enemy. *especially since he knew Ha'thor thought he lost his own mate in the battle.*

Ha: *He smiled at the small provocation. T'than was right: it would be so easy! Still, for the moment, the Jaridian was merely enjoying the game.* We are not so barbaric T'than, as to take the lives of a mother and her unborn child. Which is more that can be said of you. *his eyes narrowed.* She will be safe.

GT: Safe? You risk their lives on a whim! 

D: *Diplomacy was proving to be nearly impossible when all parties were more interested in giving in to their anger and fighting.* I am well aware of your reservations, T'than. I share them, and you have heard me voice my concerns. But this may be the best way to dispel the rumors that have obviously gone out of control regarding your union with the girl. I ask that you trust me, and allow the visit.

GT: Sha'bra! *he turned, facing away from their "guests." T'than knew they had him against a wall. He could squirm all he wanted: the only way out pointed towards Earth.* 

Prez: She can portal to my office at the White House tomorrow morning.

GT: No. *his answer was blunt. T'than turned to face the human.* We will arrive by shuttle. The portal system of Earth is too fallible.

Prez: *He had been adding notes into his global but now his attention was fully on the War Minister.* You need not be there Sir. I would prefer if she were alone, and since portal travel unnerves you I can send an escort to pick her up and shuttle her down to the surface.

GT: That will not be necessary. I shall pilot the shuttle myself.

Prez: Your presence is not required...or desired.

D: *He had always liked McGregor, but the man's newly acquired smugness was wearing thin. It was a borrowed attitude from the strength he felt from his new ally. Da'an wondered if the man knew just how fragile the new bond he had forged was?* We have agreed to everything you have asked of us, including allowing T'than's mate to leave the safety of this ship and travel to Earth. Are you not willing to make the smallest concession, or do the Jaridians not allow you to make such decisions on your own? *He was being antagonistic, but he had to hope that playing with McGregor's pride would pay off in their favor.*

Prez: I am not a puppet for the Jaridians and I resent your implication of such. Very well. T'than may shuttle down with her but be warned that I will be prepared to deal with any trouble, and that any such trouble would jeopardize this new treaty between us. 

GT: Indeed. *he had returned both hands behind his back and looked more pensive than angry anymore.*

Prez: You may shuttle in to the landing pad of the new university campus in Washington. 

GT: No. That is too public a place. I am only agreeing to this if confidentiality is assured! *he took a few steps backwards, stopping just a few feet from the human. He was close enough for discomfort though. Ha'thor also appeared tense, and rather tempted to attack. The space between a Taelon and a Jaridian could never be too much.* I will not allow you to turn her into some sort of trophy.

Prez: Of course it will be a confidential encounter. The campus is still under construction so it will be empty, and it is not uncommon for shuttles to land there with construction supplies. Your arrival will not be noticed. On that you have my word. The library is finished and will offer us a comfortable setting where we can all converse.

GT: *He seemed to pause. A long time went by before he spoke again.* Very well. I will speak with her... and persuade her to accompany me. But be warned, if I detect any irregularities to the terms of this agreement... You will have a war on your hands!

Ha: Do not fret, General T'than. You may be assured, war is the last thing on our mind. *but he was looking past T'than's shoulder, over at the Taelon leader.* Very well, I believe this concludes our negotiations.

Z: Agreed. I shall be waiting by the portal tomorrow...to see if there is any integrity in this new Jaridian/Human alliance. 

Prez: When the first group of your people arrive unharmed, you will have your answer Zo'or.

D: *It was time to let everyone return to their respective corners. He would be glad when these beings had departed the ship.* General Ha'thor, Mr. President, allow me to escort you back to the portal. *The door vanished and they stepped out, Ha'thor's guards joining them, as well as the volunteers...all but one who had slipped away to wait, unnoticed by them, or the Taelon Leader who was the last one remaining in the meeting chamber.*
Book Seventeen
Part Five
The Calling

N: *Naor'rin noticed as T'than stormed past her, his features set in stony anger. He did not even seem to notice her presence. Which was not something she could complain about.

Da'an appeared shortly after, followed by the Human and Jaridian leaders. She watched Ha'thor from a distance; he who could have been her companion for life. A sense of unsteadiness took over her. It felt like her legs wanted to move, to follow him, but yet there were invisible chains holding her in place. Silently, she bid him good-bye, watching as the portal swallowed the group of eight and brought finality to her decision.

Or maybe, those invisible chains were just pulling her in a different direction. Zo'or had not passed her yet. And she could almost feel his presence in her bone marrow. Her own child appeared restless in her womb. It was time. Time to face him. Time to decide.

Before reason stepped in the way and stopped her, Naor'rin walked towards the reunion room. The door had been left open. She was standing by the doorframe, a tall volunteer woman of dark brown hair, cut short for practical reasons.*

Z: *He watched the planet below, turning so peacefully, unknowing of the changes that had taken place, and uncaring. He should not care either but still, he could not stop thinking of how Earth was no longer his. Bitterly he thought of how it was yet another thing he loved that had been taken away. And he had loved Earth, in his own way - not with the passion with which he had loved Naor'rin, and perhaps that lack of passion had been what had allowed the planet to slip through his grasp. But if that was true, then how could he explain losing Naor'rin?

No. No, he had not lost her. She had betrayed him and he had made her pay! He didn't want her anymore; he would cast her off along with Earth - remnants of an old # and better # life.*

Sha'bra! *He said aloud, though there was more defeat in his voice than anger. That is when he noticed the woman standing there.*

N: *The Taelon noticed her presence and turned, though something in his eyes told her he had a hard time seeing through the illusion. Just as she had, when he had portrayed Sc'orr and walked her through the ways of hell. Such was the degree of their separation.* 

Z: What do you want? *he demanded.* Why do you disturb my solitude?

N: Hello, Zo'or. *That was her voice, though. Naor'rin's lips were set on a smirk.*

Z: *He frowned when he heard the voice, its rich golden tones like sweet honey. It must certainly be fatigue that caused him to hear that voice...and loss of his rational senses to make his energy race with delight when he heard it. Seeing the human there instead of another only served to make him more angry.* Leave. Now!

N: *A touch to the cloaking device was all it took to reveal the greenness that hid behind brown eyes. The paleness of her cast off skin seemed to melt from top to bottom, just as the hat disappeared to reveal waves that grew like a raven cascade to the middle of her back. Ironically, the dark volunteer suit made way to the same white gown she had worn for Sc'orr just days ago.*

Z: Naor'rin, *he whispered, her name uttered with softness of breath. Wistful. Vulnerable. Heartbreak laced with repent. His entire world was wrapped in those three syllables. But then pain as her image mingled with Sc'orr's in a tight embrace... and anger embraced him.* So, you did not die in the battle. 

N: *To hear her name coming from his lips in that melancholy yet anguished way, sent her heart into an unsteady but violent beat. Still, she held her ground. After all, had she not spent enough time with the Taelons to act as cold as one?* I am not so easy to destroy as you appear to wish.

Z: I would have thought that you would have stood with General Ha'thor - celebrating your victory over deluding the humans that an alliance with Jaridia will actually benefit them.

N: All that I told him was the truth. As bitter as it tasted in my mouth, it needed to be revealed and the humans had the right to see through your deception. *her eyes squinted somewhat and she dared to take a slow step forward.* I was merely the voice. You alone brought this upon your species Zo'or. *she would not have spoken; she would not have sought Ha'thor's protection - or his bed - if in those two months of captivity Zo'or had extended his hand to her. Yes, she had been that desperate for his love. There had been a time when a word from his lips was all it had taken for her to turn her back on her own species. But no more!* Consider yourself fortunate to be alive. Ha'thor has great reasons to wish you dead, one of which, is me. Because... Zo'or, *she moved languidly in front of him, forward.* you gave him more than a victory. 

Z: All that I gave him was a whore, *he said coldly, not moving when she came forward. He watched her body sway under her dress and he finally noticed the swell of motherhood that the clinging material could not hide. Every life-force in him trembled in a terrible mix of surprise and devastation. His hand came up, the fingers weaving nervously until he made a fist and dropped it to his side. His only impulse was to reach out and touch her because...there was a calling - distant but definitely there. It must have been their bond uttering a last cry of their remembered union. He turned away abruptly, his shoulders heaving. He tried to cast a look of disgust over his shoulder though it was another emotion he was feeling. Would Naor'rin never stop tormenting him?* Indeed nothing but a whore. 

N: *It hurt more than she thought it would to hear him say it. It was quite obvious now that he knew she had been with Sc'orr.* Still bitter, I see. *but his initial reaction was still gnawing at her: had he felt it? Had he felt the pulsing life of their child? Her hand rested against her belly, as though the being resting within it could answer that question for her.*

Z: *He turned back to face her, his lips trembling.* Is that why you came back, to show me the proof of it? *And still the pull was there, growing stronger, even urgent...*

N: I came to show you... # your child # *the words almost left her lips, but she held them back. And it took all her strength to do that, and her words sounded shaky.* that despite your attempt to destroy me, I survived. In all his cruelty, Ha'thor was able to give me what you could not. *even if temporary, he had given her safety, and in a rather strange way, comfort and love.* 

Z: *Oh, she knew how to stab him deeply, using the very thing he could not give her as a weapon. Plunging an energy blade into him would have been less painful than showing him her body bursting forth with life! He shielded his pain behind a cruel smile.* Believe me when I say, Naor'rin that, had I meant to destroy you, you would be writhing in the agony of your own personal hell. 

N: *Her features darkened with a mix of hurt and anger* But that is my point. You did take me there. *her eyes shone, animated by a light that seem to come from the furnaces of her being, and at the same time, increased as well by tears that welled but did not fall.* But I rose above it. There is life in my body, and the light it sheds was enough to conquer the darkness you almost drowned me in! *her hand slid down her belly, as if it were sacrilege to speak the following words and be so close to a child that was Zo'or's as well.* Ha'thor... freed me. 

Z: *He stepped forward, his breath audible through his parted lips and took her face gently in his hands. If she hated him so much... and if he hated her, then how could he still be drawn to her so strongly? He leaned down, his lips ready to brush hers, and how strong the urge to do so was, but he stopped, barely an inch from her face, his whisper gentle...at first.* Ha'thor only gave you what I would not. Were there life in my seed I would never have delivered it into the body of one I find so utterly repugnant! 

N: *Her eyes were reptilian and cold as they stared deeply into his. So much hatred, so much pain. The blueness of his gaze was cold and savage as that of ice; not smooth and gentle as that of clear sky. And in her emerald eyes, his gaze found it's mirror.* The decision was not yours. I held back... In my depths I knew your soul was as barren as your body... *there was a pang of pain in her midsection. Betrayal! Her child knew its parent and it was agony to deny him.* Go ahead... prove me right! You know only how to destroy...

Z: *He squeezed her cheeks tightly and then he thrust her back so hard she stumbled against the wall.* Get out! *he hissed, his whole body shaking with tension.* I reject you with the whole of who I am! I hate you!

N: YES! *she screamed back at him.* Hate me! Hate me with all your being! Cast off your skin of a hurt lover! The truth is that you never knew how to love Zo'or. If there is anything tragic about our story, that is it. 

Z: I gave you everything, *he said, his voice trembling.* I exceeded what I was...what a Taelon is supposed to be, to be with you! What did you give me in return except betrayal?

N: *Her voice settled down as she regained her composure* I turned my back on my people for you. Outcast I was because I chose the loneliness of your arms over the companionship of my species. I betrayed them... *her words trailed off. She had never told him, but certainly he had known from T'than sooner or later* and had no home left but you. But I saw the enormity of my mistake when you chose your pride over me. You left me to agonize in that cell, only to take me from it and show me the many faces of hell. *she did not care if there was hurt in her eyes, or if her voice trembled.* This child could be yours. But you denied it the moment you denied me.

Z:  I merely gave you a taste of the agony you gave me. *He pointed at her midsection accusingly.* And that child is the child of my enemy. To come here and expect me to feel anything but disgust for you or it... *He paused, his face in profile to her.* You simply ask too much of me. *The lie was almost impossible for him to utter. The idea of a child - something he had desperately wanted for so long - was wrenching him to his core.*

N: I ask nothing of you. *what she was looking for needed no request. It should have been there, the recognition, in his eyes of his child. Instead, there was only the same anger, the same hurt and despair that were in hers. They had taken too many steps away from each other to be able to reunite.* I had only myself to give, but that was not enough.

Z:  *If she would apologize - beg him to take her back he would... and he would raise a Jaridian child as his own.* If there is nothing further my duties await me, *he said tonelessly.* As I am sure your new... mate... awaits you.

N: *The dismay was so strong. Through the intensity of her sorrow Naor'rin discovered that despite everything she had still desired to be reconciled. Zo'or had been her first love. He would be a part of her forever, even more than he knew. He had rescued her from darkness once. But they had both been like children then. Inexperienced, naive, blinded by a love so strong it consumed them. As time passed and their responsibilities grew, so did the rift between them. Each secret they kept from each other because of their duties ate away at their love. Suspicion grew, and where only a line had stood once, separating them, an abyss had grown. And neither of them could transcend it anymore.*

Z: *She was still there; he turned his head slightly to look at her. If she truly wanted nothing more to do with him then why did her aura call out to him so strongly? In the realm of the psychic plane it was nearly deafening!*

N: *There was silence for a long time. Naor'rin felt too weak to move.* I never meant to hurt you. *she said at last, her voice so calm it bore nothing but sincerity.* Unlike what you may believe now, in my heart, I never betrayed you Zo'or. *he looked incredibly fragile, making her even more aware of her own weakness. Months ago, she would have had the liberty and luxury of embracing him, of loving him. Not anymore. And it hurt so much!* I would have died for you. And in a sense, Zo'rak ... *she was already turning to leave* ...will always be ours...

Z: *He said nothing to her and in a single, fluid movement, he turned his back on her. His fragile soul tore and bled as he wrenched completely free of their bond, turning away from the light that was Naor'rin - the woman he loved.*

N: *Their son's name appeared to resound in the room still when she reached the door. One step; just one step would make the difference between staying and forever parting from him. A strange agony was consuming her strength; it was both hers and her child's; both physical and psychic. She had never felt such emptiness. In a final action of despair she turned and looked backwards. But he already faced away from her. At last the tears slid from her eyes.* Good-bye Zo'or... *her fingers brushed the cloaking device, and her image was once more that of Jenny Madden. Then at last, an invisible force - not anger, nor hurt - took hold of her body and made it turn... and thus Naor'rin walked out of the room... and out of his life.*

Z: *Once he was finally alone he locked the door so he would be assured of privacy. Staring once more at Earth he had time to reflect on the calling. There had been a final plea but now it was growing faint. Moments later it was almost imperceptible - a whisper lost in the wind. That was good. His perfect features were set in the marble of outward strength and vindication and she would never feel his despair. Behind the mask of Taelon stoicism Zo'or wept silently into the barren void.*
Book Seventeen
Part Six
From Heaven To Earth

C -  *The flight to Earth was a short one, but Cadence took that time to reflect on the past day while she stared through the clear bubble of virtual glass in front of her, occasionally watching T'than expertly maneuver the shuttle through space and into the planet's atmosphere. T'lana was securely strapped in behind them, just nursed and sleeping.

When T'than had told her that they were going to Earth and why she had still been recovering from the first shock - that the Taelons would be departing from her homeworld forever. Earth was Jaridian territory now; that thought made her shudder, memories of Lyra 117 lurking, blotting out the memories of she and T'than making love on the beach with the cruel faces of their tormentors.

She knew he was extremely unhappy about being forced to take her and T'lana to meet the President, and Cadence tried to keep her reactions muted for his sake, though inside she could not help her excitement. But even though he detested the situation he had brought her a box that morning. Cadence did wonder where he got the clothes but she was not about to ask. It was enough that, though he did not enjoy putting her on display for others, that there must have been some bit of pride within him somewhere that made him want her to look pretty. The dress was long, tied beneath her bosom with a ribbon of deep green velvet, each end of the ribbon ending in a tiny rosebud. It perfectly matched the pattern of green leaves that looped over white flowing fabric, and she was sure it was silk. There was another green ribbon like the one on the dress and this one she tied into her hair, leaving it down, held back from her face except for a few wisps that brushed her cheeks along with the pink rosettes at the end of the ribbon. She stroked the curve of her belly as she studied herself in the mirror, hoping he would like what he saw.

He had - she had felt it in his thoughts, and in his lips when he had kissed her softly - reassuringly.*

GT: *His hands were piloting the shuttle almost by themselves. Only hundreds of years of practise in controlling the tiny vessel could result in that; T'than's mind was elsewhere. Since he had risen from his bed after a restless night, he could not help but feel tormented by the prospect of that visit. The way towards Earth almost had a sense of finality: it would be the last time he would make the journey - diving into the infinite blueness of the small planet, then through a mist of clouds and then finally see nothing but the many lonely spots of green that were the trees in the midst of concrete, tar and brick. He had never liked that planet, and had opposed vehemently his species arriving going there.

Still, he had found her there. A treasure. She was light when all the others were a mere pale grey; dead and soulless to his eyes. He input the coordinates that had been given to him and the shuttle flew over the large city and towards the meeting place.* Be prepared Cadence. We are arriving.

C: *Cadence came back from her reverie and looked back at T'lana again; she too was sweetly dressed in aqua pajamas with feet, the collar, sleeves and ankles edged in white ruffles, as was the matching bonnet to protect her head from the sunlight. She looked positively adorable with her pouting lips and rosy cheeks. Unless one looked closely at her and noticed the eyeridge and spotting, each slightly more prominent than at her birth, the baby looked very close to human.

She knew however, that 'very close to human' was not human. Fortunately their arrival would be in secrecy, because some on Earth would never accept the little child, no matter how sweet she looked.*

GT: *He flew around the building once to make sure it was secure. The place was as deserted as the human had said it would be. T'than cast aside the irrational feeling that screamed the word "danger" in its most ancient sound: silent fear. Mechanically, his arms waved to order the shuttle into a slow descent.*

C - *They landed with barely a shudder and Cadence was up out of her restraints in an instant, picking up her sleepy baby and rushing to step out of the shuttle but T'than's strong grip on her arm stopped her.* What, *she asked innocently and looking outside.* It is quiet out there. *She could see a wide path made of red bricks, lined on either side with lush shrubs and trees. The path ended in four low steps that led to ornate double doors in a rather grand looking building - the new university's library.*

GT: We cannot be certain. And I am not willing to take risks. *there it was; he felt extremely uncomfortable on that planet. Especially now that the Jaridians had taken control of it. They were at their mercy - and T'than knew just how minuscule Jaridian mercy was.* Let us proceed with care.

C - Please T'than, there's no one here. Nothing will happen. *She wound up pulling him with her out of the shuttle and onto the smooth landing pad. She squinted, her eyes not used to the bright sunlight of the warm spring day. The library was a good fifty meters away - a five minute walk at best at the Taelon's brisk pace, but she wanted to enjoy it and so she lagged, stopping to admire some flowering plants.* Look T'lana, flowers! *Tiny fingers reached for the reddish buds as the baby said,* Fow!

GT: *His eyes were darting from side to side. He did not like it that he could only see a few feet around them. The bushes and heavy vegetation filled his field of vision, and sometimes it looked as though they were alive, and moving. But it was only the wind. T'than was divided between allowing Cadence to enjoy her walk - because certainly, he had noticed her innocent excitement about visiting her homeworld - and simply grabbing her and rushing her along the track.*

\C - T'than, she talked! Did you hear her? 

GT: *He had not. It appeared all his senses were focused elsewhere. The discomfort was growing. He felt almost suffocated by all the vegetation around them, and the path never seemed to get any shorter even as they walked. He tried to look casual though.* I was... distracted. 

C - *She smiled with glee and kissed T'lana's plump cheeks.* Say it again for Daddy! *The baby grinned and stuck her fist into her mouth.* Come on T'lana, *Cadence turned back to the flowers and shook one.* Say, flower. *Suddenly a man stood up from behind the line of hedges and Cadence gasped. The baby laughed. The bright day was eclipsed by the strobe of camera flashes as he thrust the device close to her face. She lifted her arm to shield her face, pulling T'lana close and she turned away, shocked, going to grab for T'than, wondering why he had not assaulted the man by now but he was involved himself...*

GT: *One second he had lowered his guard. One second Cadence's glee and the soft cooing of their baby had caught his full attention. One small second; one huge mistake. Barely had he heard the noise of footsteps on the soft grass, and already a human had stepped into his path. A human, other than Cadence.*

C - *A young woman with long brown hair had him in a firm embrace, and Cadence's full lips parted when she heard what she was saying!*

Woman: Please take me with you! I want to have your children! I have always wanted to have a child with an alien!

GT: *The situation and the words themselves were so preposterous and took him by such surprise that T'than was left speechless and motionless for a moment. He felt naught but disgust; the delicate thing that was a Taelon's notion of individual-space had been violated.*

C - *She didn't know whether to be frightened or laugh when the girl pressed up against him and kissed him passionately, more protestations of devotion escaping between her kisses. She was so focused on the unusual scene that she did not notice that the trees and tall shrubs on either side of the path had erupted with life - human life. Their visit was secret no more.*

GT: *That was quite enough. With not an ounce of gentleness, T'than pushed the woman to the ground. His senses were overfilled with alarm. All around him, a world that had appeared dead and quiet was becoming a whirlwind of movement. He saw them behind Cadence, felt them beside him. He had but milliseconds to act. His feet took him forward; his eyes were on her, blind to the faces and deaf to the voices. His goal was Cadence, and he pushed through the crowd until he reached her - a few steps feeling like a small eternity.* We have to move!

C - *They were rushing up the path, T'than having freed himself and Cadence cried over the many loud voices.* T'than what's happening? I thought... I thought it was supposed to be safe! 

GT: *Yes, so did he... T'than looked ahead: the path never seemed longer that in that moment. He could feel them coming closer, breathing away the air, forcing him to unleash his instincts, for no Taelon would have known how to protect her, how to act as no less than a bodyguard - however delicate looking he was - and forcing people out of the way.*

C - *She was jostled by a large man with a video camera, his television station's logo on each side of it. An attractive man with a fake smile shoved a large microphone into her face.* 

Newsman 1: Cadence, tell us how it feels to be home again!

C - How... do you know my name?

Newswoman 1: It went out in all the major papers last night, look! *The woman pointed to the crowd - many were waving papers and tabloids, each with a huge, full color photo of her face. In some, T'than's photo was beside it.

She pulled the baby close as T'than locked her arm in his iron grip, pushing through the cameras and microphones and the shouted questions.*

Cadence tell us, are you a prisoner on the Mothership?

T'than, tell us your feelings on lovemaking with a human!

Cadence, Channel Four viewers want to know what life is like being married to a Taelon!

Cadence, is sex with a Taelon better than sex with a human?

T'than, what do you have to say about leaving Cadence on Earth when the Taelons leave in eight days?

GT: *He could not even tell where the voices were coming from. In a moment they had been walking along the path, and the next a crowd had surrounded them, bodies colliding and pushing each other for a little more room; for a bigger piece of them. Vultures, the lot of them!* Sha'bra, be gone! *he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her closer. Looking over the heads with difficulty, T'than spotted the entrance to the library and pushed forward. The camera man jumped backwards - not out of respect, but merely because he wanted a better angle to film them. Microphones came and went as the crowd wrestled after them.* 

C - *She squinted in the glare of bright lights aimed at her face, keeping her hand over T'lana's head, now very happy for the bonnet the child wore. There was a man wearing a replica of the Taelon Mothership on his head, complete with flashing lights and sounds. Near him was a small group wearing silver robes made of what looked like aluminum foil, carrying handmade signs that read 'Hail To the Taelons.' As she and T'than passed they dropped to their knees. The library was closer but in this mob it was taking forever to reach it. The doors opened and a man came out and next to him was a Jaridian who stood more than a head taller, but she lost sight of them when the crowd surged up around them. She pulled against T'than as someone grabbed for T'lana.* Stop! Stop it please! *More voices shouted, raining more rude remarks on them.*

GT: *His eyes widened at the sight of hands reaching out to his child. Alien hands; enemy hands! But too many for him to keep away!*

Is that an alien baby?

Let us see the baby!

Is your second baby an alien too?

Were you forced to have these babies with the Taelon?

Is it true he keeps you in a dungeon?

C - STOP IT! *she said, turning to cry against T'than.* T'than please make them stop!

GT: *He couldn't! It was completely out of his control! And his own self-control was slipping as well. His Shaquarava was already ready to fire when his thoughts shattered like glass. There was pain at his temple. Heavy, fast, hot pain!* 

C - *Cadence's high-pitched scream rose above the crowd, sharp and terrified when she saw the energy leaking from T'than's left temple. A man had brought a large stone down against the Taelon's head, and he was screaming at him!

Brutal Man: You rapist! Why don't you leave our women alone? I know all about your forced breeding experiments! Give Cadence Blue back to us! Give her back to Earth where she belongs and leave and take that hybrid monster you made with you!

C - *She picked up the rock the man had attacked her mate with and hurled it at him. The crowd went wild around them.* T'than are you okay? *She turned his head; it was a vicious gash, deep enough that she could see his energy flowing inside of him.* Gods... someone call a healer! Call the ship!

GT: *He grabbed her hand and pulled it away from his wound.* I am well. *such hatred! It was almost physical. Why didn't the Jaridians do anything? He had seen Ha'thor, and he had seen McGregor!*

Woman: Let him croak!

Man: You're a rapist!

*With no concern for decency several microphones were practically shoved into T'than's injured face.* How does it make you feel to be called a rapist?

GT: *The pain numbed him only for so long. This time, his reaction was sharp, instinctive and rash. T'than grabbed one of the microphones and pulled it from the human's hands. But just as he did that, more appeared to take its place. In anger, he pushed against the crowd, putting all his body's weight to use. He still held Cadence's hand and pulled her along with him, but it was like trying to transcend a brick wall! Overwhelmed T'than stopped. The crowd was pressing, he had not an inch to move. His eyes darted to the side and he saw faces coming near. Bodies collided against his and each other; they pressed until he felt his arm stretch. Cadence was being pushed away from him. He still tried to hold on to her, to break free, but he was overpowered. He called her name several times: out loud and in that frequency only she could hear. But it was lost amidst all the voices, and all the emotions.

She was slipping away... his fingers were forced to part from hers. A sense of panic filled him. They were parted; he could neither see, nor even feel her.* Cadence!!! *he felt the darkness grow inside him. The light that was his mate was gone, leaving only void and destruction behind. T'than was still for a moment. His breath was labored and his eyes became wild. He looked at the human before him as one would look at a bug about to be squashed... He was preparing to lunge forward, to strike and to kill with the fever of despair when suddenly he too was pulled back. He growled - just another sound lost in all the commotion - and fought against the pair of hands, but they were too strong and they burned against his jumpsuit.*

C - *Suddenly in all the chaos someone grabbed her arm, pulling her deeply into the crowd, which was at least three times the size it had been moments ago. Before her eyes was a blur of faces and colors. In her ears rang voices, some shouting, some pleading. Her baby was crying. Her senses were overloaded with her perceptions; the emotions of the crowd enveloped her in sticky layers - one after another. She could not take it all in!

She finally looked back at the person holding her arm; she hadn't even noticed her until now. It was a woman, her thin brown hair coming loose from a bun and hanging around her face. Her cheap dress hung over a body that was a bit too thin, and her face was prematurely aged and pinched with worry. She pulled Cadence down to her knees with a strength that did not fit her tiny frame.* You must help my boy, *she said, stroking her child, the bones in his shoulder sharp against the fabric of his T-shirt.

Cadence gazed down at the child. He was small and pale, a baseball cap covering his bald head. #Cancer...# *she thought sadly. He looked up at her with shadowed gray eyes.* Hi, *she said.* 

Timmy: Hi, *he said weakly.

Mother: Help him. You must help him, *she pleaded, taking Cadence's free hand into her own.*

C - I don't understand. He needs a doctor.

Mother: Doctors can't do nothin for him. You must lay hands on him.

C - *She shook her head back and forth, completely confused.* I'm no doctor.

Mother: You are the chosen one! You were chosen by the gods to bear the angels! *She reached out and reverently touched T'lana's cheek, wiping away a tear. The child had stopped crying now that her mother was not holding her so tightly, but she still looked around, her big, turquoise eyes exposing her fear.* She is an angel...

C - Yes she is, but not in the way you believe. I cannot help your little boy. I'm so sorry...

Mother: You can! You just don't want to! *She pushed Cadence's hand against her child's frail chest.* Help him...I beg you. I will give you all that I have if you just help him. *Tears leaked from her weary eyes as she implored the beautiful young girl to intervene.*

C - *She pulled her hand away and covered her mouth, her shoulders shaking with her sobs.* I'm sorry! I can't help him. I don't have the power. *T'lana, seeing her mother's distress let out a small cry, blushing with fright. It traversed their bond and Cadence shuddered as she tried to suppress the glow, but it was too late. All around her there were gasps and whispers.*

Mother: Did you see that? Did you see? She has the power! *All around them people nodded, some looking afraid, others looking on avidly, each seeing what he wanted to see.*

Timmy: You are an angel just like Momma says.

C - No! *she wept openly. I'm sorry...I'm just...I'm just a hum... I'm...not what you think I am! *The woman lunged forward and shook her, her face twisted with desperation and pain.*

Mother: YOU WILL HELP MY BOY! JUST HELP HIM! YOU ARE TAELON!

C - I can't!

Mother: DAMN YOU TO HELL! *There was a loud crack as her open palm made full contact with Cadence's cheek. The girl fell back and the infant rolled from her arms onto the grass, screaming. Some in the crowd clapped. Two fist-fights broke out as those who were sympathetic attacked the ones who jeered.*

C - *The pain in her cheek was great, but it was not enough to block out the look of sorrow on the woman's face. She hugged her boy to her breast, shooting daggers at Cadence. But then there was commotion all around her. There were screams as people were pushed aside. Powerful arms lifted her and she screamed for T'lana. The baby's cry was lost in the crowd as she was carried away, in her altered perception, seemingly above everyone. A huge hand was over her head, keeping it down against a huge chest covered in leather and armor. They were running and then everything was quiet and she heard a door slam behind her and then...T'than's commanding voice!*

GT: *It had taken two of Ha'thor's guards to drag him in those doors and keep him still. T'than had cared nothing for decorum, thinking only that Cadence had been left outside to be devoured by a pack of wolves! His whole family was out there! Finally seeing her brought in filled him with relief. But his anguish was not diminished: something was wrong. His child was missing!* Release me... *his voice had turned into a hiss, and the blueness of his eyes was lizardly green.

The two guards exchanged looks with Ha'thor, who had to do nothing but nod. At last the hands freed him and T'than rushed forward.* 

C - *She could see again and when she looked up into the face of the Jaridian warrior who had rescued her she was rendered speechless as terrible flashbacks assaulted her consciousness.*

GT: Let her down! *the Jaridian was taller than he, but he seemed taken aback for a moment. Enough to obey without needing his own leader's command.*

C - *T'than spoke again and she was gently set on her feet. By the look of the walls lined with hundreds of books she knew they had made it to the library...finally. She recognized President McGregor from his photos. He was flanked by the same Jaridian she had gotten a glimpse of back outside. Several Jaridian soldiers stood around the room as well as uniformed security guards. T'than came forward, his head temporarily patched with a piece of bioslurry. Where they had gotten it she did not know. But nowhere did she see their baby.

C - Where is T'lana? *She spun, looking in every direction.* Oh my God where is she!

President: Miss Blue, everything is...

C - SHUT UP! Where is my baby! 

GT: *He felt it still - the sheer panic of Cadence as well as his own child's. It was sickening, and it made his very knees and his voice quiver, though it showed nothing but the climax of his rage.* Everything is WRONG! I should never have trusted your discretion! We should have wiped this planet clean of your species!

C - *She was holding to T'than, his temper and harsh voice giving her the first feelings of security she had had since she had seen the man pop up from behind the trees.*

*The door opened and in strode another Jaridian soldier, T'lana perched in his arms.* T'LANA! *Cadence shrieked, rushing to take the child from the warrior and looking her over. Aside from a smudge on her face she was just fine, though she was just about to cry again. Bringing the infant to T'than she gave her over so she could study his injury. The small purplish patch was at least keeping him from losing energy.* Are you okay? *she choked.*

GT: *Yes... yes he was. The shame and hurt pride were gone, the anger was gone, the anguish too - all by the simple feeling of his child, safe, soothed and in his protective arms. He felt no pain; only the kind of relief of one who had just stood an inch away from a fall into the abyss* I am. *he answered her, lifting his eyes from his daughter so he could look into hers. He cradled the child with one arm, and then reached out to touch Cadence's cheek. There was a small cut just by her ear. But in his room there was no feeling for anger; she was safe. Almost aloof to the many eyes watching them, he pushed a disheveled lock of hair away from her face.* You?

C - *She nodded silently, the trauma of the events settling in on her. She covered her mouth with both hands, collapsing on a long couch, her face against her knees. Her dress was stained in places at its hem and the ribbon which had once adorned her hair so prettily was gone, leaving her curls disheveled around her dirt-streaked face. She cried silently, rocking back and forth. A security guard came over and offered her a cup of water but she slapped it from his hand and it went flying to splatter all over the decoratively tiled floor. The man stepped away, trying to stay out of the Taelon's way.*

GT: *She moved away and a sudden chill enveloped his body. The moment she was out of his sight, his eyes focused on another figure: taller, darker. Ha'thor was standing there, observing with a smirk on his lips and a strange gleam in his eyes. He knew that look: it was the same one he saw in Zo'or's whenever they spoke of Cadence or T'lana. It was... envy. And pain. But also victory and a snide cruel sense of revenge. 

T'lana shifted in his arms, no doubt aware of her mother's distance and the Taelon turned and stepped beside Cadence, ignoring the human who seemed to follow him like a shadow.*

Prez: *He stood over her, his voice smooth but patronizing.* Miss Blue, may I call you Cadence? *He didn't wait for a response.* Cadence, I realize you had a bad experience out there but do try and calm yourself so we can begin our discussion.

C - *She opened her mouth but nothing came out...at first, but then incredulity was replaced with rage and she rose.* A 'bad experience?' You call us being accosted...molested by reporters and people a 'bad experience?' T'than was attacked! My child was out of my sight for who knows how long...ANYTHING could have happened to her! And as for your discussion you can take it and shove it up your...*she was about to strike the man but then T'than was there, holding her back, but not holding back his own anger.*

GT: You betrayed our arrangement! *his eyes were flashing, animated by the inner light of his rekindled rage.* No one was to know of this meeting. I should have known better than to trust the word of an inferior being. *he said that, but looked Ha'thor's way as well.* If you wanted war, there were much easier ways to arrange it! *he stepped between the human and the girl, making sure the man knew how much was too close.*

Prez: There is no need for you to make threats or become hostile, T'than. I am aware that I promised secrecy. I have no idea who is responsible for leaking the information to the press.

GT: I am certain you do not. *his voice could not have sounded more sarcastic, because just by where Cadence was sitting, there was a small pile of newspapers, all of which had his or her face printed on them, and the most unbelievable headlines above them. Several of them were open and had been read. One of them read "Taelons Have Human Sex Slaves!" and had a very distasteful photo manipulation in the background.* 

Prez: *He looked a bit flustered.* Well...the information came out this morning...

GT: Sha'bra! *how stupid could a human be? And this was no other than a leader amongst his species.* Why was I not informed?

Prez: I had considered contacting you and sending you to another location but I was afraid that you would cancel altogether and...well...*smirk*...I knew that it would nullify our treaty. I did not wish for you to be responsible for a war... or the death of so many of your people. *He felt truly powerful over this slender being who up until recently had inspired such fear in him.*

GT: *He was about to respond, when his voice failed him. He felt cold, and his skin palled incredibly as he turned around.* Cadence? *he sat down beside her and his arm went around her neck.*

C - *She groaned, not missing the barely veiled look of disgust on McGregor's face when she blushed, falling against the Taelon.*

GT: *For her own sake, he had to keep the blush from coursing over his body. T'lana shifted and kicked, her face set in a grimace.* Are you well? Is the baby well?

C - I had a pain...here...*she petted her swollen stomach.* And...I feel...I don't know...hot... *Her face was flushed somewhat. She reached out to touch T'lana's pink face, removing her bonnet.* T'than, she is warm also...

GT: *It was true! He grabbed her face and made her look up and at him. She was feverish!* No. *his voice bore dismay. He had to compose himself, return to calm. But it was hard! The guards had been ordered out, but he knew he was being watched.* Is there a room where she can rest? 

Prez: *He blinked, a frown creasing his tanned skin.* Rest?

 GT: *He looked up at the human's face.* Have you not heard me?* he rose from the couch, the sharp motion scaring T'lana who began to cry again. Ha'thor had also rushed forward, but stopped as soon as T'than did.* She needs rest, NOW!

Prez: *He sighed, irritated and then gestured for T'than to bring Cadence and follow him down a short hallway and into a small room that had a sofa and two chairs creating a small semicircle. In the center was a low and heavy table made of some sort of dark wood. Pads of paper, two globals and a container of pens and pencils were neatly arranged on it. He waited while the Taelon helped the girl to sit and then lie down, propping a small cushion under her head.*

GT: *She was finally relaxing. T'lana seemed to feel it too because even in her ill-condition, the child quieted down when T'than rested her on Cadence's belly. Delicate fingers brushed the child's cheeks and then her mother's. They were both feverish, though his mate looked far worse than the child. At last his hand rested against her swollen stomach to feel their unborn baby, but the Taelon withdrew the moment the human came closer.*

Prez: *McGregor wanted to impress her with an attitude of kindness and generosity to assure that she would remain once the Taelons departed but it was difficult for him to contain his impatience. Things were not going as he had planned for them to. In an attempt to regain her favor he stepped forward and offered her a warm smile.* Would you like some water now? *She shook her head.*

GT: That is not what she needs. *he whispered, his eyes still on her. T'than rose from where he sat and faced the human.* I believe you have much to do. Your questions will have to wait. *he was visibly weary, but his tone remained as adamant as always.* Grant us a moment of quiet. I need to see to her. *the Taelon General did not wait for an answer. Against all that should be wise, he turned his back on the human and returned his attentions to Cadence. His family needed him.*

Prez: *It was clear they wanted him to leave. He would play along for now.* This is a private study room; you will not be disturbed. We are going to disperse the crowd out there and that will take some time. I will check on you thereafter. *His words had no impact - they were completely ignoring him. His lips tightened into a line and he left and closed the door behind him and went over to Ha'thor, who was speaking with two of his men.* Excuse me. *He waited for the General to dismiss his subordinates and they walked to a small office off the main area.* It is not my intention to insult you Ha'thor but I must ask: Do you know who was responsible for the location of this gathering being leaked to the population?

Ha'thor: *He had foreseen the question long before the human actually spoke it. Despite the insult that it was, Ha'thor remained calm.* No. And none of my people did it either. We were the only two people aware of this rendezvous until the human news divulged it to the population. How they came to know of every detail is beyond me.

Prez: This is a disaster! *he said, hitting the top of a desk with his fist.* Cadence Blue will never choose to stay on Earth after this! I have an entire assembly of world leaders waiting for me to address them and tell them what has been done to her while she was onboard the Taelon ship. With her altered physiology who knows what secrets could be unlocked by studying her? 

Ha: *He couldn't help but smirk.* They are vulnerable, and at our mercy McGregor. And it is no secret that T'than is not very well seen by the Taelon leader and by his supporters. *he walked closer to the human, his tone smooth as silk, but the words poisonous.* If you return the Taelon prisoners but decide to keep the human girl and the children, you would find very little resistance from Zo'or.

Prez: Indeed, *he replied, raising a neatly trimmed eyebrow. Allying himself with Ha'thor had truly been advantageous; he knew things about the Taelons that no human was privy to.* Perhaps I should amend the agreement...*he smiled as the idea formed in his mind*...and offer to exchange all forty-eight at once...*the grin broadened, his lips lifting to reveal his teeth*...in exchange for Cadence and the babies. Forty-eight for three...seems like an equitable trade to me. *He looked out the window. Police in riot gear were escorting civilians away. One small group of Elvis impersonators wearing Taelon jumpsuits were singing into microphones even as they were led out of the courtyard.* Goddamned chaos is what it is!

Ha: Taelons bring out the worst in people. *it was disgusting, even to him, the way some of those humans were behaving. He doubted that even the Taelons would want such fanatics aboard their ship. There was a moment of silent contemplation. Slowly, the greenness of their surroundings became clearer as the humans were forced to leave the premises. Policemen on horseback tried to gather the few people of the crowd that tried to return to the library's doors, like goat herders gathering their flock. No wonder the Taelons had failed miserably: humans were not only individuals, they were quite unpredictable and irrational at times.*

There is one thing concerning me. 

Prez: What is that?

Ha: You left the Taelon unguarded. There is no telling what he might do in that room. *his features were set in stone.* T'than is only one, but he's not one to be underestimated.

Prez: *He chucked, smirking.* Though I am aware of the perceived notion by your people that we humans are an inferior breed, let me assure you that some of us are prepared for any possibility. *Smiling confidently he pressed a button on the corner of the desk. The top of it tilted down and a console emerged, which he activated.* Observe, my Jaridian friend. *He watched avidly; T'than and Cadence had no idea that the news cameras were not the only ones focused on them...*

~*~

C - *Back in the little room Cadence had her arms around T'than, crying against his chest.* It was terrible! All these people... they all wanted something from me or T'lana. Even if they did not say so, I could feel it - I just knew! My own species and yet I could not have felt more apart from them. They...*she looked away, feeling ashamed.*...they repulsed me...

GT: *Yes, for a reserved being such as T'than, it had been a terrifying experience as well.* It is passed now. *but he knew what she spoke of: it did feel as though his energy was being sucked out of his body by an invisible force, and the more he struggled against it, the more intense the drain had become.* Once we leave this planet, they will harm you no more.

C - *She nodded, wiping at a tear.* There was this one woman though... T'than, her little boy is dying. It was more than how he looked - I could feel death coming close to him. His mother, she begged me to help him - she thought I could help him and I couldn't! *She fell back against him.* I felt so helpless! And yet I felt so ashamed too because all I could think about as she implored me to save him was...how worried I was for you. *She looked up at him, touching his bandage delicately.* So very worried.

GT: You needn't be. *he grabbed her face between his hands and kissed her lips ever so gently.* You are special, but you are no miracle worker. She had no right to demand it of you, nor did you have an obligation to aid her. She is not of your kind anymore. *as he spoke, his hands slid down her neck until they were at her shoulders. Slowly he pushed her down onto the sofa.*

C - *She was made to lie back as he asked for her hands but she shook her head.* No... I want you close to me... please? 

GT: *He glanced at the door. It was closed… but though he felt ill-at-ease, he ignored the feeling and nodded to her. Her needs came before anything else.*

C - *She scooted to the edge as far as she could so she could pull him down next to her, one of his arms under her neck and the other free to again offer his palm. T'lana, who was wedged between them, reached for their joined hands which glowed brightly just above her. At once she began to feel cooler and she sighed, closing her eyes.*

GT: *He felt a rather selfish relief from that tiny moment of sharing as well. It was not only that she was responding well to his energy, but also because they were together and alone. No interference. T'than didn't have to make such a large mental effort as he thought he would to relax and let himself be fully engaged in the sharing. His energy flowed slowly from his palm so the cooling and relief came in tiny steps, but sure ones.* I am sorry. *he whispered.* that once again my species has forced you into this difficult situation. *in the back of his mind anger for what Zo'or had allowed remained dormant, waiting for the opportunity to come out.*

C - *Her eyes had never left him, but she was smiling softly.* You are not to blame for this, T'than. My kind is just as much to blame; everyone has their agendas, trying to control what they don't understand. I think even those Jaridians have some sort of a stake in this.

GT: *His irises shifted and narrowed as he let himself be lost in the shimmering of her aura. It was already assuming a more bluish color. Her body was both cooler and comfortable. Their tranquility seemed to reach T'lana as well, because she was already back to her usual self.* I missed her first word. *he had never understood why human parents rejoiced over something that was so predictable, but now that he was partly in their shoes, he did. After all... a few months ago nothing indicated T'lana would live to be a healthy child... or to say her first word.*

C - *His melancholy words tugged on her heart and yet they came with an equal portion of joy, for he had changed so very much since their beginnings. She pulled her palm back from his; she felt much better, and caressed his cheek. Then, she pointed at her temple.* Her first word - it is right here. *Then she turned her palm back to him.* Later tonight, I'll show you. *Then she looked down at T'lana.* And there will be many more words, won't there? Like...Daddy. *She smiled and kissed T'lana's fuzzy little head, speaking against her cheek.* Say 'Daddy.' *The baby looked up at her and then over at T'than and grinned hugely.* Okay, I guess a smile works for now.

GT: *It appeared they were doomed to be disturbed as long as they remained there. Damn forsaken planet! He heard the commotion outside long before she did. Someone was coming. He felt it! And he would not ignore his instincts again!*

C - *All at once the warmth of his embrace was replaced by cold air. He had risen immediately when he heard the commotion outside - arguing voices coming closer and closer. She sat up, still embracing T'lana. Three pairs of bright eyes were on the door as it was swung wide - the man and woman fighting against dark-suited Secret Service men and followed by Ha'thor and President McGregor.*

Hayley: Get your dirty paws off of me this MINUTE! I want to see her!

Logan: *He was a strong man, but not strong enough to go up against two men, and he growled when one put him in an arm lock.* We just want to see our daughter!

Prez: I am sorry for the interruption but these people broke past our security lines and they are insisting on seeing Cadence. *He pointed at Logan Blue.* This damn fool almost got himself shot!

C - WHAT! Let them go...NOW! They are my parents!

Prez: That is what they have been saying but... there are so many crackpots out there we couldn't be sure.

C - You don't have to tell us about crackpots, do you? *she asked sarcastically, rising from the sofa, leaving T'lana on the cushions. McGregor looked embarrassed but motioned for his men to back off.*

Prez: *He offered his hand to Logan.* I apologize, Sir. But we have to exercise caution and protect them.

GT: *And in T'than's point of view, the president could have done a better job and kept the both of them away. Though he had come to terms with Logan Blue... his wife was a whole different issue. He knew how volatile she could be, because after all, she was the one genetically responsible for Cadence's temper. He was focused on the intruders when the corner of his eyes caught T'lana's arms stretching towards him. It was mere impulse that took him to reach for them and hold her. Such strange power children had...*

H: You mean like how you protected them from that mob? *Hayley Blue shot back, her hands on her slim hips.* I saw my daughter practically kidnapped and pulled into that... that disaster zone out there! It was all over the damn news!

Prez: *He brought up his hands almost in supplication. It had been a long time since he had felt that flustered. The woman did not appear at all threatening with her petite frame, dressed in jeans and a pink blouse that was tied at her waist. But it was clear when she opened her mouth that she was one to be reckoned with. He never should have doubted that she was Cadence's mother; the resemblance... and attitude, were strikingly similar.* I believe that our rescue of them proved...

H: ...that I know who NOT to call if ever I am in trouble! *she stomped her foot once for emphasis.*

Ha: *And they said Jaridians were passionate and hot-blooded individuals.* You may consider yourself lucky for our lack of extreme zeal, otherwise... Cadence would now be an orphan. 

H: *Her blazing eyes came to rest on the huge warrior.* And you would spend the rest of your days giving orders in a falsetto!

L: *He had to turn away; he did not want them to see his grin, but when he turned back he saw McGregor grinning too, well out of Ha'thor's line of sight of course.*

Ha: *A low but short growl escaped his throat, and he kept his annoyance off his face. Last thing that human required was to be given any importance. He was still standing by the door, a massive figure in black, watching the scene from his alien point of view. No different from T'than, who stood just opposite from him, close to the window. And had he not looked the Taelon's way, Ha'thor would have missed the human on the tree branch with a camera pointed into the room.*

C - T'than look! *she said, following Ha'thor's gaze and pointing toward the window.* There's a man hiding in that tree!

Ha: Shi'pra! *he stormed past the others and closed the curtains, bringing the light in the room to a rather numbing dimness.*

H: So much for security, *she said, throwing up her hands.*

Ha: *He was glad the light was kept away from his face. One thing he hated was insubordination. That woman had absolutely no respect for her leader, and McGregor himself seemed fine with it. A few things would have to be changed on that planet... in time.*

L: *He walked over to his daughter and hugged her, spinning her off her feet.* How is my little celebrity?

H: That isn't funny Logan, *Hayley griped, folding her arms beneath her bosom.* 

C - *She hugged him back, smelling the familiar scent of the after-shave he had worn for as long as she could remember.* Hi Daddy.

L: You should have seen the news stand this morning. I think every paper and magazine there had your photo on the cover.

C - I know... but some of them are saying some not so nice things.

L: I know... and that is why your mother and I had to come, and when we saw the live coverage of your arrival we practically ran to the nearest portal to get here. But we couldn't get a cab once we got here, and when we did, traffic was backed up for miles because of all the barricades being set up around the university.

C - *She looked down, feeling a little embarrassed.* I'm sorry that... you had to go through so much trouble over all this...

L: *He smiled, tipping her chin up.* There is no such thing as too much trouble for you. *He kissed her forehead and then, turning her away from him, pushed her forward toward Hayley. Mother and daughter had been estranged for too long. It was time they mended.* 

C - She pushed her bad memories out of her mind and walked right into her mother's arms, feeling herself embraced.* I'm glad you came...

H: A horde of wild Jaridians couldn't have stopped us Cadence.

GT: *He watched the events unfold, relishing on the fact that he appeared to be invisible. He rather enjoyed the solitude... and had to admit, that when directed at the Jaridians, the comments coming from Cadence's mother had their share of humour. Ha'thor, on the other hand, found them all but funny. The Jaridian was tense. T'than's presence as well as Hayley's words were definitely a test to his temper.*

C - *She could see Ha'thor standing there; the image was too funny to hold back the grin that spread across her lips.*

L: *Logan had caught sight of T'lana and he walked over to greet T'than.* Hello, *he said.* I'm sorry our visit comes because you and Cadence were put at the mercy of Earth's information machine but... I am happy to see each of you nonetheless. *He smiled at the baby and extended his arms.* May I? 

GT: *He greeted the human with no more than a nod. T'lana was somewhat restless, and it was eventually her decision. Gently, the Taelon extended his arms and laid her back into those of her human ancestor.*

L: *He felt a sense of honor when the Taelon handed her over to him. He sincerely wanted T'than to like him, and if not that, at least trust him.* You are such a big girl, *he exclaimed, bouncing the child gently, admiring her gorgeous features and her amazing turquoise eyes. She watched him and sucked on her fist while he petted her head.* T'than, she is going to be a real looker when she grows up. Look at that platinum blonde hair!

GT: *His eyeridge lifted somewhat, but T'than made no comment. His child was beautiful, indeed. For the first time he did wonder what kind of attention she would get in the future... when she grew up, and met others of her own age and possibly... 

Fortunately his trail of thought was interrupted.*

C - *Cadence had pulled Hayley by the hand so she could see the child.* Mom look. Meet our daughter, T'lana.

H: *She had not been pleased at all to learn that Cadence was pregnant with a Taelon's child and had spent weeks after her emotional argument on the ship trying to figure out a way to get Cadence away from the War Minister permanently. For so long she had wanted nothing but for the Taelons to leave. Now they were and she was forced to wish for the opposite, lest she and Logan lose Cadence forever. Unless they could persuade Cadence to stay...

Logan had shown her a short video of he, Cadence and a newborn T'lana. The baby had not been at all what she had envisioned; she was beautiful, and it was no different now. In fact, now that the baby was older, taking on her own features, she was even more so and the woman could not help but be touched by her.* She is gorgeous Cadence...*she looked over at the Taelon, offering a small and reserved smile.*...and T'than. The disk I saw did not do her justice.

GT: *Still, if it were up to him, it would have been the only picture she had ever seen of his daughter. Hayley was much too volatile. She was one to do whatever she thought was right without any reservation. Which in his case, meant she would always fight him. Not that he had cared for it much when they had been to the Mothership. But positions now were reversed. T'than was the alien in that room; he was the one who had to tread carefully. And he did, offering a mere nod of recognition but nothing else.*

H: *T'lana was reaching out for her with wide eyes, trying to grab a silver barrette that held her wavy brown hair away from her face on the left side.* You can't have that, darling. *she said softly, taking her little hand. T'lana promptly pulled the fingers into her mouth, chewing softly on them.* Oh I think she is going to have teeth soon.

C - *She grimaced and caressed one of her breasts lightly.* Oh don't say that!

Ha: *The whole gathering scene was very moving, giving him an even bigger pleasure in ruining it. He exchanged looks with McGregor. It was about time they got down to business.*

Prez: *He stepped forward, nodding cordially.* Since it seems that you are feeling better now Cadence, it is time we begin our discussion. 

C - And what discussion would that be? Why can't you quit bothering me?

Prez: Young lady, you do realize that you are addressing the leader of the country from which you originate, don't you? I have extended respect to you, and it would behoove you to reciprocate. *His response was her glaring at him and folding her arms defiantly.* Very well, but realize that you only make things more difficult for yourself.

GT: *He walked past Cadence's parents. McGregor could be a leader among humans... but by all accounts, Cadence was a superior being* Speak your questions and be done with your threats! 

Prez: It is believed by many that your... residence onboard the Taelon ship is not consensual, and that your circumstances...the pregnancies...were the result of acts out of your control... and your choice.

L: *His eyes widened when he noticed Cadence's figure; he had just been so happy to see her that he had completely missed her new pregnancy. Apparently Hayley had as well, for he saw her lips tighten somewhat when she looked at their daughter's stomach.*

C - Oh yeah, *she snorted dersively* I know I really look like a prisoner.

Prez: Looks can be deceiving, and it is no secret that the Taelons can manipulate the human mind into a shape that is desirable to them.

L: Oh come on now Mr. President. This isn't some science fiction movie full of aliens and diabolical plots.

GT: *It was no science fiction movie... but it was a reality full of aliens and diabolic plots. It was difficult to stand aside and let the conversation take its course, but he could not intervene. The truth of Cadence's words would be at stake if he did.*

Prez: Yes, I can see that you are not convinced, Mr. Blue. *He then looked at Hayley. He had not missed some of her signals. It was clear that Cadence's mother was not entirely happy with the situation, and he would make use of her doubts.* What about you, Mrs. Blue? Is Cadence happy do you suppose?

H: *She was quiet at first, looking at Cadence, and then Logan holding his granddaughter. Then she looked at Cadence's burgeoning belly - pregnant so soon after giving birth... T'than was behind her and she imagined that she could see pride and victory in his arrogant expression. He would see to it that Cadence gave him many children no doubt...*

Prez: Mrs. Blue?

H: *Cadence was looking at her imploringly but she turned away from that pleading expression. To look at it for too long would mean crumbling beneath it.* I don't know...

GT: *He wondered if the warning in his eyes hadn't been clear enough. Sha'bra!*

C - Mom!

H: It's just that...

C - Mother!

L: Hayley?

Prez: Just what, Mrs. Blue? *He had moved forward, closer to her, his expression encouraging.* You must be honest... for Cadence's sake.

Ha: *It was actually good to have been forgotten. It was quite the spectacle. He had to pity the man who was still probably on the tree, trying to peek through the curtains and missing the show of his life. T'than's expression was priceless, and thanks to Cadence's mother, their objective of keeping the hybrids on Earth could be achieved easily.*

H: *She was holding her breath but then the words just burst out.* She isn't the same. She isn't the same Cadence who went to serve the Taelons as a volunteer. She stopped calling, she became secretive... she was ill for a time and lied about it. We had to hear it from her best friend.

GT: *His arms went about Cadence's waist and he pulled her to him.*

L: Hayley stop, *he said, taking her by the arms.* Why are you doing this?

H: Because... I don't want to lose our daughter Logan. That's why. If Cadence ever realizes her mistake it will be too late. The Taelons will be gone and she will be trapped!

Ha: *He nodded and stepped closer, his shadow looming almost hauntingly over the shorter humans.* We have reasons to believe she is trapped as it is. *he looked over at the couple. He had witnessed moments of their intimacy. However disgusting and terribly misfit, the Taelon actually had feelings for her.* One of my own people lived amongst the Taelons. She brought stories of slavery and torture with her. 

H: *She paled visibly, bringing her hand against her heart.* Oh my God! How awful! *She swallowed, her gray eyes locking on the warrior.* What was one of your people doing there?

Ha: She was... involved... with one of them, *his eyes were on T'than's blazing ones* and he offered her nothing but pain. But unlike your daughter *his lizard eyes turned to Hayley Blue* she was trained to defend herself, and her mind, from Taelon influence.

H: And Cadence is not....*she whispered, looking pained.*

Prez: *He looked at Ha'thor, nodding, as if Hayley had confirmed something he had known all along.* It is as you said - they do seem to be able to exert some kind of control. *His insides were twanging with excitement; Hayley had given him much amunition* A faithful, loving child who suddenly doesn't want anything to do with her parents...

I am sure your people could help her, couldn't they?

C - *Cadence was mute with fear and outrage. Chandra had schemed with L'syr over the same belief - that she had been brainwashed. Why was it so hard for some people to believe that she could want to stay with T'than? And now, even her own mother had turned against her!*

GT: No, they could not! *he could withstand no longer* What we witnessed outside of these gates proves it! Cadence was well and content before you demanded that she be brought down to this forsaken planet where the environment is toxic to her and our children! *he turned his eyes to Hayley* You may have just signed her death sentence, Mrs. Blue.

H: I know I will have signed it for certain if she leaves with you. *She folded her arms and looked down at her shoes for a moment before continuing, and when she did her voice was calm and matter-of-fact.* Don't think for a second that I am not moved by T'lana. She is beautiful and it is clear that Cadence loves her, and you as well...and while you may have some fondness for Cadence, I just do not believe that you love her in the way she thinks you do - in the way she deserves - with a human man. I've heard how your species scorns emotion; Cadence deserves better than to be your distraction - one you will tire of eventually.

GT: *She was too eager to believe the worst, which most of the time was also the truth. Though not in this case. They were mated... Separating them would mean their deaths! While humans suffered over a break up but generally recovered and looked for a new mate, it would not be so with T'than and Cadence.* 

C - *She was holding tightly to T'than, tears wetting her cheeks.* I am not his distraction! *she sobbed.* We love each other!

GT: *Now he remembered just why he hated that human. Cadence's distress awakened his sense of protectiveness. Though his features appeared placid, his eyes gleamed with a hateful warning.*

H: I don't trust him. I don't trust any of them! You are so different from who you were, and I believe with every fiber of my being that T'than engineered your love.

C - You only say I'm different because you hate the Taelons! You never wanted them here in the first place and you never wanted me to go there to work. This is your revenge for that isn't it!

Ha: *Oh, that was too good. He had to add a little of his own special touch.* The Taelons have the power to manipulate her brain, and through that, her emotions. It is clear she has become dependent on T'than... 

H: *Tears sparkled in her eyes and encroaching sobs made her voice catch when she looked at the President and then Ha'thor.* So different... She was never spiteful like this before. And before, she was so independent! NO one could tell her what to do, not even us...and now look at her - she clings to him as though her life hinges on his every word! It's as if...well, her entire attitude has...I don't know...shifted. *She saw McGregor nod understandingly.* 

L: *He didn't agree with Hayley's line of thinking. What his daughter said was likely more accurate; Hayley had been livid when Cadence signed on with the Volunteers. But he also knew that Hayley honestly believed that she was acting in Cadence's best interest, as any mother would do if she perceived danger to her child. Perhaps there was a way to please both mother and daughter. Still bouncing T'lana, keeping her distracted from the drama he spoke to T'than.* We can't bear to lose our daughter - not now - not with the addition of this beautiful little girl...and another grandchild on the way. 

GT: *Both his arms were around Cadence. He had even moved slightly away from the others.* You will lose them all if you pursue this! She needs to return to the ship and leave along with the rest of us.

L:  Please listen T'than; do not deny us the chance to see the children grow...and to be a part of all of your lives! 

GT: I am not denying you anything. We already had an arrangement. *his eyes shifted to Ha'thor.* If not for their demands, the Taelons would have remained on this planet, and you would not have to part from your daughter and grandchildren. *the Taelon focused on Logan Blue again.* Things being as they are, we are departing from Earth.

L: There has to be a way to solve this situation to the satisfaction of everyone. *He thought for a second.* I invite you to stay when the Taelons leave. I am a man of some wealth; I am in contact of people of influence. We would find you all a place of shelter and privacy, where you could live in peace. *T'lana reached for her mother and he softly relinquished her.*

GT: *He was becoming exasperated. In his own way, Logan Blue saw no further than his wife. Perhaps he had overestimated his wisdom...*

C - *Her cheek was against T'than's chest, wetting his uniform with her tears.* Even if you could assure our safety... we can't stay! If we remain here for too long we will weaken...and then we will die - me - T'than... and the children.* Her trembling lips brushed over the baby's head as she imagined the worst.*

H: He took her very humanity away from her! *she wept.*

L: Oh Hayley please! *he implored, but his wife's wrenching cries drew him to her like a magnet and he pulled her into his big arms, stroking her head softly.*

Ha: *By all the Gods... that was a little too many tears for his taste. Such pitiful beings the humans could be...*

Prez: *He affected a sympathetic demeanor, walking to where Hayley wept against her husband, speaking in a voice that sounded like polished silver.* It's clear your daughter has been altered, *he began, ignoring Logan's scathing look as well as the logic in Cadence's words.* I can help her but I need your help to do it. I can push through a court order stating that she is not mentally fit, that will give me guardianship over her so decisions in her best interest could be made.

L: Even if we agreed to this, which we don't, would it not be us who would be appointed her guardians? *His hands were shaking over Hayley's back; he was close to striking the arrogant bastard.*

Prez: Under normal conditions yes, but, in a case such as this, I am better equipped to decide what is best. The Jaridians have pledged their assistance as well, and no one has a closer relationship with them than I. 

Ha: He speaks the truth. Perhaps T'than has convinced your daughter that she will die if parted from him. That would explain her behaviour. *ah, the look of despair and sheer fury in T'than's face was quite the reward. He proceeded, pushing the Taelon's patience a little more. He would snap soon, revealing himself for the tyrant he truly was.* But I assure you, we can see to it that she lives a long and healthy life, no further than a portal trip away from you. *ah, the magic words* My species has the means to provide for it all.

H: Just...just help Cadence! *she felt Logan tense but ignored it. Their child was at stake!* Do whatever you have to to help her!

Ha: You have my word that we shall. 

GT: You will not lay one hand on her! *his arms pushed Cadence so she was shielded behind his back.* This meeting is over! We are leaving this planet. Cadence is no longer fully human and as such, you have no legal power over her! You have outcast all that is Taelon from this planet and that includes her and our children! 

Ha: *Cruel reptilian eyes turned to the Taelon.* You are not going anywhere, T'than. *his hulking body turned to face the Taelon. He could see the girl's terrified face looking from behind his shoulder.* Human law may not be able to keep you both here, but being as alien to their laws as you are, I can!

GT: *That was more than he could take. An ambush: it had been an ambush all along.* You betray the very same deal you propose. So much for the word of a Jaridian...

Ha: Words are the resource of the weak. *his thumb brushed against the small beacon device on his sash.*

GT: You are correct. *he lifted his hand, the Shaquarava blazing in his palm.*

Ha: *However surprised, he had to laugh. A short, evil laugh that sounded eerie in the dimly lighted room.* Be reasonable T'than. You are alone. One against a group of well trained soldiers. *as if on a cue, the doors to the room were flung open, revealing a team of Jaridian guards.* 

GT: *Sha'bra! T'than pulled the girl even closer to him. They were cornered.* This is an act of war!

Ha: T'than... *he started, his voice smooth as silk.* Do you truly believe Zo'or will go to war, for you? *he laughed derisively.* We are doing him a favor! *he looked at the four guards* Take her away!

C - *She backed away from the soldiers that came closer and closer, huddling against T'than and hugging T'lana tightly.* No! Stay away!

H: Cadence... go with them - it will be okay!

C - It won't be okay! You are killing us!

Ha: *He would have seemed extremely polite if not for the cruel look on his face.* Do what your mother instructs, and I assure you, no one will die today. *and he meant it; no one knew what might happen... tomorrow.* Step away from T'than.

L: Hayley! *she was ignoring him but he suddenly grabbed her and made her face him.* This is wrong! *he whispered.*

H: It isn't wrong to want to save my child! *she hissed back.*

L: No... I don't mean that. Hayley, can't you see that this whole situation smells of a trap? That Jaridian, he doesn't care about what you want or doing what is best for Cadence; he and McGregor... they are conspiring together and I don't think the outcome will be what they are promising you!

Ha: *A moment's distraction, it was all he needed. He saw T'than's eyes shift to the man and the Jaridian general quickly nodded for their guards to strike.*

L: *In a bold move one of Ha'thor's men rushed T'than. Cadence screamed, but she was distracted enough for another warrior to grab T'lana and wrench her free of her mother's arms. Taking the now screaming baby, he went to the doorway, motioning for Cadence to follow. Cadence still held to T'than, but he was now being watched by two hulks. In the span of a minute, the small room had exploded with Jaridians!*

GT: *The situation was no less overwhelming than it had been outside the library. His sharp senses picked up movement in slow motion, but it was still not slow enough for him to be able to respond to everything. He tried to avoid the first fighter and still hold Cadence next to him. He was afraid she and his children might get hurt in the fight, so he let the distance grow somewhat between them. That proved to be a fatal error. There were more hands than he could dodge... more eyes than he could glare into. But his blue orbs rested at last on his child, misplaced innocence being held by his enemy. Anger rose in him, but his feet were stuck to the ground and his hands tied by invisible bonds.*

C - *She looked up at T'than and then over at T'lana; they were making her choose - her mate or her child and she blushed with the agony of it. T'than wasted no time to protecting his family, even if it would be a futile battle. She knew he would die trying.* NO! *she screamed at the Jaridians.* STOP IT! *She turned to Ha'thor.* Make them stop!

Ha: Can you not see? It is he who resists... *and he did surprisingly well for a Taelon. His footwork was good, his senses sharp, and his Shaquarava was blazing, shooting at one of the guards who had been foolish enough to open a hole into his defence. One lost who would not be mourned. Ha'thor hated incompetence and lack of battle skill. And besides, it was rather fun to see T'than squirm.*

C - *One Jaridian was down, another injured but no sooner did the Taelon remove one enemy that he was replaced by another. Cadence ran to Ha'thor, only eye level with his heavy chest plate, wounding her fists as she hit at him.* Stop! I'll go with them! STOP!

Ha: *He watched as two of his guards flanked T'than while other caught his attention. The Taelon seemed aware of it, but he couldn't really do anything.* Did you hear her? She has made her decision. *he looked down at the girl, his large hand coming to grip her chin and make her look up at him. A grin played on his lips* A wise choice... *he saw T'than turn, no doubt to attack him, but he was overpowered by his guards before he could even get a foot closer.*

C - *Finally the room was silent of fighting sounds. Only T'lana's distressed cries remained. Cadence looked over at her mate as she slowly walked toward her captive child.* Please forgive me for this choice; I cannot let her go alone! *Her arms were taken but when they pulled her towards the door and the unknown her voice gave way to wordless sobs. Her legs gave way but that would not stop her retreat as she was easily picked up and carried out.*

GT: *He pushed against the arms that held him, instinctively, even before her legs failed her. But to no avail: the grip was strong, and the rough words spoken in a primitive language spoke of vengeful threats. He blushed as dismay finally set upon his features.*

L: *He was horrified and so was Hayley. His wife finally realized the truth. He took her hand and they went to stand in front of McGregor and Ha'thor and he looked each in the eye, though even with his height the Jaridian was still taller.* Let them go, *he said, his voice low and serious.*

Ha: I cannot. The moment I let T'than near your daughter again, she will go running back to him like the pet he made her into. *he tried to look as casual as he possibly could.* Was separating them not your intention? *he looked at T'than, his feet barely touching the floor underneath him from the strength with which his soldiers were holding him. How pitiful he looked when put side by side with a true warrior; with a Jaridian! He waved the guards to take him away, which they did, sparing no time on gentleness.* She will stay close to Earth, just as your mate requested.

L: This is not what my wife wanted! Do not twist the words of a mother who is concerned over her child into something to suit your own plans! That is not worthy of a race who claims to be liberating us from another race of supposed deceivers!

Ha: *He still had the advantage of height. And Ha'thor took full advantage of it by looking down upon Cadence's father.* Do not question my word, or the integrity of my species. I assure you, we have full respect for the treaty that has been signed. *he meant it almost as a jest, in the sense that what he had done had also been per McGregor's wishes.*

H: What have you done with Cadence? *she angrily demanded* Where have you taken her and the baby?

Ha: To a safe place, where she can be free of Taelon influence... and where she might rest. *for a while, at least* I assure you, we act only with her best interests in mind.

L: I want this stopped Ha'thor. I just saw my daughter and granddaughter put through something that would not be termed 'in their best interests.' Cadence is pregnant; you are risking her life and the life of her unborn baby! So much for Jaridian superiority! *he thundered, stepping forward, his hands balling into fists.* You will release my daughter and her family now!

Ha: I find it a much easier solution to lock you both up... *his tone remained as casual as if he was speaking of what he had eaten for breakfast.* Do not act on an impulse, Mr. Blue. After all... the Taelons are leaving in a few days. Who is to say that you, as loving parents, did not decide to go with them as to be closer to your child and grandchildren?

H: Logan! *she cried. Pulling him back she glared at the towering being, unusually chastened.* I want to see Cadence and T'lana. I need to make sure that she wasn't hurt...

Prez: *Taking this as his moment to be the great mediator he came forward, touching Hayley's shoulder but the woman pulled away.* Of course we have no problem with that. We are on your side Mrs. Blue, remember? 

H: I don't know whose side you are on McGregor... but it is certainly not mine! 

Prez: *unruffled* I am sure we will resolve this...*slick smile*...misunderstanding, soon. *He called forth two of his own men, black-clad and stone-faced.* Take Mr. and Mrs. Blue to their daughter so they can see that she is well.

*He knew Ha'thor was eager to go speak with the War Minister but he stopped him at the door.* Before we go off to our respective duties I wish to make sure that you have all facilities ready on your ship? I want Cadence Blue...*he had to think to find appropriately non-threatening words*...well looked after, where she will be secure - where certain Taelons will offer no distractions. 

Ha: But of course. *despite their alliance, he rather disliked that human.* That is the only purpose to all of this.

Prez: *His lips set into a thin, grim line.* I want to begin as soon as possible; there are at least twenty-five specialists I know of who wish to get to know she and T'lana much better. 

Ha: I am certain there are. But the terms of our agreement give my species priority... *he heard a door being closed in the distance. He felt rather anxious to get started with the Taelon general, for he had a feeling his guards would not hold back if left alone with him.*

Prez: I am aware of your scientists as well, *he snapped, but he resumed his accommodating demeanor quickly.* We are allies - our goals of knowledge are mutual ones, and we have much time. *He opened the door and took a step forward but then looked back over his shoulder with a grin.* After all...it is not as though Cadence is going anywhere.

Ha: *He grinned back* Nor is the Taelon. *he watched as both of Cadence's parents were led in one direction, and then he simply turned the opposite way. The room he had prepared was only a few doors from the one where they had just stood. He was still a several feet away from it when he began to hear the crashing sounds. It looked like someone was tearing the room apart... and they probably were. He grinned but quickened his pace. 

The door opened with a loud bang. One of the Jaridians stopped in his tracks immediately, and as he stepped aside Ha'thor could finally see the Taelon trying to rise from the floor.* I told the both of you not to injure him.

Guard: With all due respect sir, you also told us to stop him should be try to escape. *a cruel smirk showed his fang-like teeth.* Well, he tried to escape.

Ha: *He laughed: his soldier's response and the look on T'than's face were simply priceless.* So I did. *but his amusement was short.* Pick him up! *he growled.*

GT: *The change of perspective caused him pain again. They moved him around as if he were no more than a rag doll. He was left facing the Jaridian General, feeling not at all like his equal.*

Ha: Now leave us. *the guards walked past him. He held one with his stare.* You may wait outside just in case I require... assistance. *the soldier nodded and left, and then at last the door slammed shut behind him, only to give place to a rather long moment of silence. Ha'thor took his time to study T'than: the bandage on his forehead was gone, revealing a rather nasty cut that in the mean time had found some company. Taelons didn't bruise... but they bled the same as every other animal.* So tell me, how does it feel?

GT: *He had long quit bothering about his posture. His whole body ached: not for the guards excess of zeal, but rather, for being separated from Cadence.* What are you referring to?

Ha: The pain. Can you actually feel it? *he paused, walking closer. T'than did not move. Brave... but foolish.* Can you actually experience loss? The kind that eats away at your core, leaving you empty, making you desire for anything, even pain; for proof that there it still a remnant of life within you? *he could see it on T'than's face. On a Taelon's face! It was gratifying and at the same time infuriating that besides eternal life, Taelons had found a way to become whole again; to feel. So unfair!*

GT: *He was seeing another side of his enemy. A far more dangerous side than the calculating general.* You are making no sense General. I feel... *Pain! Sharp and fast, so strong! The blow sent him crashing against the wall. T'than tried to close the bond between he and Cadence as he had done with the Jaridian guards so she would not feel it. But Ha'thor's attack had come as a surprise.* 

Ha: You murdered Naor'rin! *his speech went from a growl to a barely contained hiss* She was with child; MY child, and you had no consideration for her life! Well today, T'than *he picked him up by the collar of his jumpsuit* I will have justice! 

GT: *He was lifted from the floor as if he weighed no more than a feather. His hands clasped around Ha'thor's wide wrist.* Go ahead, murder me... Cadence will die the moment you do. And then, what will you say to your new friend, McGregor?

Ha: *It took him some time to respond, so lost had he been in his fury. But he let his grip slacken and returned the Taelon's feet to the floor.* I could not care less of what McGregor wants in this instance. And I am no fool T'than... I know of your bond with your little human. I cannot blame you for choosing the path of regression... Cadence is a fine reason. *he grinned provocatively.* You will live... we have the means to assure that. *The Taelon looked surprised.* Oh, I know she needs your energy, and I do not intend to deprive her of it. *he pulled away, walking a few steps, though without turning his back on the Taelon* Do you know how semi-stasis feels? 

GT: *He could easily guess... but Ha'thor made sure to fill him in on the details...*

Ha: It's a state of neither life, nor death. The paralysis of your body is deeper than that of a quadriplegic. You can neither move your hands, nor feet. You can barely blink. But still, there is room to see, to hear and to feel... but none to speak. And we will make sure you feel... a lot! 

You will be begging for your death T'than... but not be able to say it aloud. And all the while... we will be discovering the secrets of your little mate's charms. *his eyes narrowed.* All the tiny little secrets that her body can unfold.

GT: *Pent up anger made him snap. He attacked, putting his full force into it. He was fast, but though Ha'thor was just a little slower, he was much stronger. It was a lost battle from the beginning and it only earned him a few more gashes on his jumpsuit. Hearing the noise, the guard walked in the room, and before long T'than was being dragged up against the wall again. He found the confirmation that they had planned that ending all along in the bioslurry shackles that were secured around his wrists as he was strapped to the wall.*

Ha: *He wiped a drop of blood from his cheek. That was more than most Jaridians he had fought with had accomplished.* Do not worry about the loneliness derived from losing Cadence, T'than. I would not be so cruel as to leave you completely alone for long. *he exchanged looks with the guard whose Shaquarava was ablaze. Then, Ha'thor simply laughed and after ordering the guard out of the room, followed him out.*

~*~

*The door to T'than's room opened slowly, Logan peeking around it to see if any of Ha'thor's men remained behind but the room was empty save for the Taelon. When Logan saw him he swallowed hard; T'than looked frail, bright energy leaking from numerous wounds on his face and a few over his torso. His slim wrists were tightly held in what looked like liquid metal - the substance looking entirely out of place against the darkly paneled walls.*

GT: *T'than heard the door hinges squeal. A ray of light was drawn on the floor, from the entrance to just where his feet touched the floor. It was thin at first, but it broadened and then disappeared, engulfed by the shadow of his visitor. He turned his eyes and then his head. He had expected it to be one of the Jaridians, but to his surprise - and extreme humiliation - it was Cadence's father.*

Lo: *He instinctively brought his hand to T'than's cheek to wipe away the glowing drops of his life essence but stopped short of touching him, knowing the energy would burn him. Finding the material that had once bandaged his temple he wadded it up, gently dabbing at the deepest cuts. For such a large, muscular man his movements were surprisingly delicate. His expression was somber, and yet it was almost fatherly.*

GT: *The Taelon did not say a word. However comforting for his body to receive some aid, it hurt more than the beating he had taken.* That will not be necessary... *he spoke at last.*

Lo: Some of these wounds won't stop bleeding, *he said, watching rivulets of energy run over the bioslurry patch and absorb.* You need medical attention...*and then, more to himself,*...Those brutes...I fear that Earth is in for a terrible surprise if this is their idea of civility...

GT: You wanted them here. Your leaders signed the peace treaty. *then he fell silent again.*

Lo: Believe it or not, T'than, not everyone on this planet wanted them here, but with their immense warships...we had little choice.

GT: The treaty was signed long before they arrived on Earth, Logan Blue. *he saw surprise in the man's face. But that was not a discussion for the moment.* We need to leave, before the Jaridians return.

Lo: How do I release these restraints? *He asked, perplexed, and running his fingers over them.*

GT: There is a small panel on the wall behind each shackle. Wave your hand over it and then over the front of my wrists... *it would work, unless they were set exclusively for a Jaridian energy print.*

Lo: *Doing as T'than instructed, he watched as they liquefied, melting back into themselves, and he caught the Taelon before he could fall to the ground, knowing that he hated the assistance, but not knowing any other way to keep him standing.* I've spent the last twenty minutes looking for you. Ha'thor and McGregor have both disappeared - only the Jaridian guards are still here...but this is a big place. It's possible and likely that they are just in some other part of it, making their plans to take you and Cadence from the premises.

GT: *He nodded. It was likely true.* Why did you come? *his face darkened with a bitter smile* I thought you had accomplished your goal and separated us.

Lo: I had to find you; Cadence is burning with a sudden fever. We've tried to cool her but nothing seems to work. *His words energized the War Minister and Logan found himself having to keep up as he ran, never having to look for her behind all the great wooden doors, but instead going right to her.*

*The sight that greeted them in the room where Cadence and her child were being kept was one of great tension: Cadence lay on the floor, a cool cloth on her blushed forehead. A trickle of blood ran from her nose and she appeared to be unconscious. Hayley was in the process of trying to soothe a hysterical and brightly blushing T'lana, wiping dark, wet stains from her pretty outfit as well as from her own clothes.*

GT: *The sight was one of pure desolation! It rendered him motionless as a blush coursed over his fragile shell. He was receiving all the wrong signals from every member of his family!* No...

L: Hayley, what happened?

H: Cadence was crying - it was as if someone was... hitting her... but we were alone. She fainted... and T'lana hasn't stopped screaming! She vomited all over me. I'm scared Logan - her temperature is rising and nothing I do comforts her! *Tears ran down her cheeks as she tried to rock her granddaughter, who screamed and flailed, her little body assaulted by one bright blush after another.*

GT: *He didn't quite know where to turn. All of them needed him... all of them had needed him and again he had failed: failed to stand up to Zo'or and to the humans and to Ha'thor. But self-pity had no place in that moment. His feet took him close to Hayley. He was too worried to show resentment or hatred. He merely took the child from her hands and, resting his hand against the her chest, let his energy flow in a steady pace into her little body. It was true... she was so feverish. Earth's environment was killing her!*

L: *He was equally at a loss as to what to do. When Cadence was a baby she had never suffered with symptoms like that. But...she was a human child, T'lana was not. T'than took over the situation as best he could and so Logan went to his daughter, cleaning her nose with a tissue and brushing her wet hair off her brow.* Her fever has broken... but she is ice cold! What the hell is wrong with her? 

GT: *He had tried to prevent it, but it was obvious that he had not been able to shield it all away from her.* Whatever aggression I suffered, she most likely felt it to some degree... *and it was not hard to guess from T'than's own state that Ha'thor had spared no efforts* It has only speeded the negative effects of Earth's environment. *fortunately, the child in his arms appeared calmer. He could not bear to see Cadence in such a state*

L: *There was a small leather sofa in the corner - Cadence would be more comfortable there and so he gently lifted his limp daughter, his tanned face paling as white as the Taelon's when he felt a gush of what should have been warm fluid run down the front of his body. There was a dark stain on the carpet where she had lain. *T'than! *Though spoken in a hush, the word was sharp edged, cutting the air like a knife. He laid her on the couch, folding up the voluminous material of her dress and parting her legs slightly, reaching up between them. He was no doctor but he did not know what else to do. His hand came back bloody - the red fluid was coursed through with the same substance that leaked from T'than's injuries... and it was cold!*

H: She's bleeding out! *she cried, looking for something they could use to stop the flow.* She is losing the baby!

L: Not if I have anything to say about it! *he growled, rushing from the room.*

H: Logan! *Where was he going? If the Jaridians saw him they might kill him! She squelched the worry in her heart and turned back to her child, stroking her face and kissing her.* Cadence... I'm sorry, *she said against her cold cheek. She stepped away automatically when T'than came closer, her face tight with fear, her jaw trembling with cries she refused to let forth.*

GT: *He kneeled by the sofa, relinquishing T'lana's comfort for a while and stopping her nourishment. His hand rested against her forehead, feeling Cadence's temperature. He let some energy caress her skin, just to let her know that he was there, and then slowly ran it down her body until his hand was resting just over her swollen stomach. There was life still, but like Cadence and his born child, it was holding by a thread.*

H: *Her hands wrung next to her chest while she watched the Taelon with his family. His expression mirrored her own - each emotion settling into his features before being vanquished by the next; anger, fear, hatred...hope... Each paraded by again and again. Just as she did, he feared to lose her. His touch was concerned, tremulous, heavy with sorrow. His actions exceeded those of mere fondness, expanding into the realm of deepest love. Hayley Blue prayed a silent prayer to her God and then another to any deity who was charged with keeping safe those from Taelon, for certainly he must be sharing that responsibility with her own God in the cherishing of Cadence - her special child who was part of two worlds now... and who was loved by a Taelon. She vowed that if Cadence and her children were spared that she would never judge so harshly again - that if Cadence survived she would give them her blessing... and do it with joy.*

L: *Logan rushed back into the room, something clutched in one of his hands.* That fool reporter was still in the tree outside the window of the other room. I was wondering why he was so bold, staying there when he knew he'd never get off these grounds alive. *He held up the slim and metallic device.* He had a portable portal!

GT: *He seemed to snap from a deep dormancy, and his weakened slow motions became sharp as he looked at the man. With T'lana resting over Cadence's stomach, he rose and walked toward Logan. He had done what he could for his family. They needed the help of an expert!

Setting up the portal was not at al difficult. Keeping his focus was. But at last it was done, and T'than rushed to pick up his daughter who had began protesting again.*

L: *It didn't take long for them to set it up but Logan barred T'than's path.* We are going with you. *T'lana was alarmingly limp in her father's arms, her small moans worrisome, her red face moist with sweat, vomit and tears.*

GT: No. *a single word mixed with hateful adamancy was enough of an answer.*

L: You have to allow it - you have no choice! You cannot carry them both.. and it would be too risky to make two trips. *He went to Cadence and lifted her. There was so much blood...*

GT: Stop! *T'than turned, but his arms were full and there was really not much he could do except reason with the man.* I will return for her! *time was short, but he did not trust the humans nor did he want them on the Mothership.*

H: We cannot wait! *she cried.* My pride may have killed them - don't let yours do it for certain!

GT: *Blazing eyes turned her way. But they were right; He was doing his best to absorb part of Cadence's suffering as well as his children, and it was taxing him. T'lana was suddenly weighing too much on his arms.*

H: *He looked so weak - on the verge of fainting himself. Coming forward, she dared to link her slender arm through his, holding her ground under his glare and stating, in the most nonchalant voice she could affect,* Just in case Logan needs you to take Cadence, I can take T'lana.

GT: *He had to set the portal coordinates anyway. He let his eyes speak the warning as he deposited his daughter into the woman's hands and pulled out of her grasp. He saw her with no better regard than he would an enemy. He watched Logan pick up Cadence from the sofa and immediately went to the portal. A one way trip it would be. He set it to self-destruct afterward and then programmed the coordinates. It would take them straight to the medbay. 

Logan approached with Cadence, and T'than requested that she be moved to his arms.* It is best if she senses my energy. It will help keep her calm and stable. *he nodded for the woman to walk ahead. The portal engaged with blue light and T'than watched as Hayley disappeared into it. Suddenly, there was noise on the corridor. Heavy footsteps coming closer and closer.* Go! *the door sprang open, revealing the group of Jaridian guards. T'than found himself pushed forward into the portal, and seconds later he was surrounded by the Mothership's blue walls, struggling to keep his feet.

He looked behind, waiting for Cadence's father to emerge from the gate. She grimaced and shifted somewhat in his arms, as if sensing something dreadful. The seconds seemed to go by for too long. The portal should have self-destructed by now... And he was already turning his back, to take Cadence to a stretcher when light filled the room to let one last traveler practically dive his way into the ship. 

L: *He had barely made it, but he was not about to have allowed the War Minister to remain behind to fend off the Jaridians while at the same time holding Cadence. He wiped his bloody nose - the only wound they had managed to inflict before he leapt into the portal. It had already begun to destroy itself but it had not failed to carry him to where he needed to be - with his wife and his family...all of his family.*

GT: *Letting the man rise on his own T'than walked forward. Hayley Blue seemed paralyzed, staring in fear at the figure that stood before her. It was a Jaridian!*

H: My God...they've trapped us. They made it here first!

To Be Continued…

[image: image1.jpg]


