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Book Nineteen
Part One

A New Leader
[Follows "The Last Meeting Of The Synod" ]
*T'lana let out a burst of giggles as Cadence let go of her hands, her unsteady legs buckling as she fell on her rear end, clapping her pudgy hands seeing her mother and the assorted nurses and doctors around her clap and laugh. Cadence stood up straight, her hand over her stomach and she uttered a small sigh.*

Jenny: Tired?

C - A little...

Jen: Your tummy is getting a bit bigger; that baby boy is getting ready to come. *she smiled brightly.*

C - Yeah... *She sat down and yawned. She was wearing a bright yellow dress that brought out the reddish highlights in her hair. Its little cap sleeves shielded her shoulders, its flowing hem barely reaching her knees, leaving her legs to show as she crossed and uncrossed them. T'lana crawled over and Cadence pulled her into her lap. The baby pulled at the ruffles that made up the bodice of the dress, pulling at the elastic, revealing a good deal of her mother's lovely, full cleavage.* No no, *she cooed.* Let's not give the staff a show!

Jen: Maybe she wants to nurse, *she said, waving closed the door to close off the small sitting area they were in.*

C - She just ate! *Cadence giggled, watching Jenny pull out her hairband and then pull the dark and wavy strands back into a high ponytail. The young nurse was so pretty, and Cadence could not help but envy the slim body beneath the short white uniform.* I was wondering if I should begin weaning her...

Jen: Oh no, Jor'rel says not until she is a year old. You are just going to have double duty for a while. My sister is one year younger than I am; my mother nursed us both simultaneously for a time. *grin* Don't worry; you can do it.

C - *She nodded, smiling sweetly. She put T'lana on a padded blanket on the floor, watching her take a small stuffed rabbit and gnaw on one of its plush ears.*

Jen: Personally, I hope that you have lots more babies. Your children are all going to be so beautiful! And besides...you know it will be encouraged... It's important for our society.

C - Please not right now! *she whined, resting her arm over her forehead melodramatically.* I have a headache! *Both girls dropped down onto the blanket, laughing hysterically.

Jen: Hey, *she said breathlessly,* I have something for you! *Going to a small wall compartment she withdrew a sparkling tiara and placing it on Cadence's head, and said,* I crown thee, Queen Cadence! *They both looked up at the blank datastream; things had just been getting good when Zo'or cut off the transmission. It had never come back, but they both knew that T'than was now the military liaison for the red colony.* Queen Cadence and Princess T'lana! Yay! *she clapped her hands and the baby copied her.* Cadence, you look too young to be a queen. I think you should both be princesses. *Cadence's cheeks were rosy, her green eyes bright as she smiled, admiring herself in a small mirror on one of T'lana's toys, turning this way and that to watch the delicate crown sparkle. Jenny curtsied deeply, and tripped!* Your high-ness!

C - *Picking up another of T'lana's blankets, she wrapped it over herself like a grand cloak, standing and gesturing wildly at the girl on her knees.*  That curtsy was ten kinds of horrible, peasant! You will not last long in MY kingdom with clumsiness like that!

Jen: Oh beautiful and benevolent Princess, I beg your forgiveness! *she cried, clutching at the cape, one hand over her heart.

C - I am not known for my benevolence. Remember to whom I am mated - T'than, my Prince and King...*she leaned over and whispered loudly*...but he is REALLY my servant and slave! Just as you shall be! *Cadence looked up then; the door had been waved down, for how long she did not know, but Jor'rel was standing there, leaning a bit on the open frame with a huge grin on his face. Behind him stood T'than, his hands behind his back. Jenny noticed her wide-eyed stare and turned, practically leaping to her feet. Cadence blushed a deep pink, swallowing and dropping the blanket, the tiara forgotten, but still on her head.* T'than, *she said, making Jor'rel turn suddenly as well.*

GT: *He remained perfectly stoic, as though he had just materialized by the door and was still taking his time to regain consciousness of his surroundings. His eyes though betrayed that illusion. They were on Cadence, the gaze almost cold and calculating if not for the smirk that slowly spread on his face.* Your highness... *his reply was short and sarcastic, stealing a satisfying gulp from Cadence.* 

Jor: Oh, War Minister, I did not realize you had arrived. *He quashed his smile and stood up more stiffly.* We lost transmission. We have all been in suspense wondering what was so terribly secret that Zo'or needed to end the transmission so abruptly. And... congratulations on your appointment to the station of military leader of the Red Colony.

C - Yes, *she said, stepping out just a tad shyly.*

Congratulations...*smile*

GT: *He stepped into the room, letting the door close behind him.* Zo'or closed communications because they were premature. *he was speaking to Jor'rel, but his eyes were on Cadence and his daughter.* There have been... changes to the initial hierarchy. *he looked dead serious* Sc'orr spoke up, and as a result, I am no longer the military leader of the Red Colony.

C - WHAT??? *She thought angrily that if Sc'orr had interfered and messed things up for them that she would not rest until she gave him a very loud piece of her mind!*

GT: *He watched the reaction of all present. It was a good test to see which were actually on his side when faced with the prospect of his loss of power.* The Synod discussed his motion and in the end, members were traded between colonies and though I remain assigned to the Red colony, I became... *he was looking at Cadence. She looked so worried, which was the same as saying lovely. Furthermore, he was rather enjoying the moment of torment. A small price for the daring of her words to Jenny.* its... leader.

C - *It was as though she and Jenny let out a collective breath - they had each sighed audibly and in unison. Casting her a quick glance she moved forward to look up at him.* Leader? You are... in charge of the entire colony? *Her lips were parted, her face alight with awe.* 

GT: *He regarded her with a tiny nod, very solemn.* I am. *he wanted nothing but to grab her and kiss her though.*

Jen: So if there was shuffling, then that means you got promoted? Wow! Who took your former position?

GT: *He looked to the side where the old healer stood* No one. All the positions in the ruling body had been taken; calling another Taelon to the position would mean a demotion of one of the twelve. Thus, Sc'orr stepped down to become my advisor, but I retained my position as Military leader.

C - *Her eyes got even wider.* BOTH positions? That means we are the only colony with a Taelon occupying two positions at once, right? *It was important to her that no one else had received such a privilege - she wanted it to be unique, and thus T'than unique - *she* wanted to be unique. She was told she was special often, but Cadence had a competitive streak. If other humans were to now be taken as mates by Taelons, she needed something else to distinguish herself...and being joined with the Taelon who was in charge of two positions instead of one would fill her desire nicely.*

 

GT: That is correct. *Cadence seemed to feel even more joy over his promotion than T'than himself. To him, it was more of a relief to know that he would never again be subjected to outside interference. Power was freedom, and he had all he could want for and more.* The Red Colony will be lead by myself, Sc'orr, Ti'el and Do'quar. There is balance within the group, and that is of the essence.

Jor: *He nodded approvingly and took a step forward* If anyone can handle the extra burden it is you. I am gratified that despite some of what we saw that wisdom still prevails in the Synod.

 

GT: *He was glad to hear the generous words of support from Jor'rel.* It was not an entirely... peaceful process but... *his words trailed off. There was commotion outside and he turned to see what was the matter.*

Jor: *He heard voices at the main entrance of the infirmary - officers requesting permission to enter the restricted area.* Excuse us for a moment while I ascertain what this is about. *He motioned for Jenny to follow him, closing the door and leaving Cadence and T'than alone.*

C - *She threw her arms around him and kissed him; his power had always been alluring and now it was as if the meter on the level of her desire had been turned way up.* This is so exciting! *she said through kisses.* Now you are truly a prince! Lord and Master of your own ship!

 

GT: Hm, that secondhand power is nothing... *he pulled her softly away by the waist* If one considers that I am your servant and slave.  *he smirked, rather enjoying her tensing up against his hands. Her expression was the ultimate turn on, and he pulled her roughly to him for a breathstealing kiss.*

C - No one can tell us what to do anymore! *she said breathlessly into his mouth, kissing him back just as fervently, wanting to feel his hands everywhere on her body as she thrilled to the idea of his power.*

 

GT: *It seemed to go on for eternity, until at last his grip loosened somewhat. If they were not in the infirmary he wouldn't have stopped. But they were... and there was still the child to consider* No one will meddle in our lives anymore. We are finally in control.

C - Yes oh yes! *she replied, her own hands roaming over him.* I want to go home! I want to...*coy smile*...celebrate...

*The chime sounded and T'than went to open the door. Standing outside was Jenny, looking proud with her red identification badge affixed to her white uniform. Jor'rel stood with her, his badge looking almost like a Christmas decoration against his deep green robes.*

C - You are red!

Jen: Of course.

Jor: I would never leave my favorite patients. *T'lana babbled loudly, reaching out, waiting for somebody to lift her.* Those are my thoughts exactly, little one.

GT: *He simply nodded at the healer. Zo'or's choice had been fortunate.* Do you know of any other assignments?

Jor: Mit'gai will be in charge of Blue Colony's Taelon medicine unit.

C - Yuck! I feel sorry for those girls, *she mumbled.*

Jor: *He smiled her way.* Gold Colony will be led by Cal'lar; he has excelled with my teachings. Of course each of them will have significant Taelon staff, and they will continue training them. For the human couples, and the humans in general, each of our colonies will have a large staff of physicians and nurses. Some, like Jenny, are cross-training in Taelon medicine as well.

Jen: Indeed, *she said proudly* Cadence may find me delivering one of her children in the future! *Her excitement was instantly doused by the War Minister.*

 

GT: *His piercing blue eyes turned her way.* I will be the one to decide that. 

*He would be the one to decide everything.*

Jor: I will always be there, General. If you prefer my exclusive care that is what you will have, but Miss Madden does wish to learn our medicine. She truly wants to deliver our newborn, and I know she will excel with it. Her skills are already quite impressive. 

 

GT: To your eyes, perhaps. *that was pure irony thrown Jor'rel's way. The human girl would have to prove her worth, but Cadence would not be the means for that.*

 

Jor: *He saw the stain of hurt in the blush of Jenny's cheeks and offered a reassuring smile her way.* I feel certain you will have many opportunities in the future with deliveries. Do not allow T'than's idiosyncrasies to mar your happiness or desire to achieve. *Her smile came back, fragile, until Cadence grinned at her from behind T'than, making the young nurse smile back in spite of herself.

Officers were still handing out staff assignments and colored badges to the staff around them.* 

C - Hey, how come I don't get one of those? *Her playful pout vanished instantly when her parents came rushing in; she had heard them before she saw them.*

Hayley: What is the meaning of this T'than? *she demanded, glaring at him so hotly that had her eyes been lasers, the War Minister would have been cut down to ashes!*

Logan: How could you break your word to us? *The usually soft-spoken man also had fire in his eyes - eyes that matched Cadence's perfectly, except Cadence's eyes were not aflame - they were large and fearfully confused when she saw her mother point to the gold badges affixed to their clothes.*

 

GT: *Several seconds passed as he looked at the humans' faces, looked down at the badges and then smirked. Why, this was indeed becoming a most glorious day.* My word was that you would be allowed to remain on this ship, since Earth was no longer safe to you. It has been kept. I was not the one to make the choices on the badge distribution.

H: You can manipulate the situation so you come out smelling like a rose all you please, *she shouted*...but the fact remains that you made us a promise that we would remain with our daughter, and we agreed to all of your demands and still you pull a stunt like this you lying little weasel!

 

GT: *The woman was almost shouting at him, but both his body and face were like a statue, unmoving.* If you do intend to become a part of the Red Colony, Mrs. Blue, you are off to an awful start. *his blue eyes became slits* for you are addressing its leader. *it seemed to restrain her somewhat.*

L:  It's leader? So you are not the military spokesperson anymore then?

Jen: He's both, *she quipped.*

L: Well, that works in our favor then, *he said gruffly.* 

H: Yes, it means that you can take these gold badges...*she practically ripped the card off of her chest and did the same to Logan's, tossing them to the floor with disdain*...and blow them out an airlock and change our designations to red!

GT: *T'than pushed her patience even more by speaking to Hayley's mate instead of her.* I can take your case into consideration, but only if it benefits the colony. Personal interests are worth nothing if the general good is compromised.

C - *She looked up at her mate, completely confused about the dynamic going on around her. It was clear that T'than and her parents had conversed, though she had never heard about it.*

 

GT: Jor'rel... *the healer was still right there, a spectator who nevertheless, appeared prepared to act at any time.* What were your findings on the fitness of this human couple?

H: Fitness! *she stomped her foot loudly, the sound making other medical staff look her way with interest.* You make it sound like you are discussing a prize bull! I'm surprised you haven't asked us to open our mouths to examine our teeth!

L: In this case I must agree with my wife, T'than. The examinations we received were invasive to say the least. I almost did feel as though we were going to be up for auction.

GT: *He would actually like to see them both gone; he could not conceive that anyone would pay to have them around. The joke died with him, and only the smirk remained on his face, as proof of his near entertainment* You were subjected to the same as all the others. You cannot expect any kind of special treatment merely because I am mated to your daughter. It might be that way in the human world, but not here.

H: *She did not miss the look on her daughter's face.* You have absolutely no idea what we are talking about, do you? *Cadence blinked her large eyes, shaking her head.* T'than... and that healer of yours are all hot for me to start having babies like I am some sort of brood mare or something!

Jor: *He brought his hands up placatingly when he saw Cadence looking like she might launch into a tirade herself.* It was not like that. We have asked you to have one child...

H: Bullshit! You specifically said 'children,' before sticking me with that needle!

Jor: *Finding himself now the target of her ire he brought out his hands almost helplessly.* The injection will not harm you; it was merely a counteractive agent for the contraception that was in your body...

H:  Yes which you didn't bother to tell me what it was until after!

Jor: But...you agreed to have a child, did you not? *How had he become the one to blame for everything all of the sudden?*

H: Yes! I did! But maybe not right this very second!

Jor: Mrs. Blue, unless your health would be at risk by bearing children, we are withholding contraception for the foreseeable future. It is the same for everyone, on each of the three ships. I was told that you agreed to this...*He looked T'than's way, confused. In Jor'rel's way of thinking, women should be absolutely joyous over having children - as many as possible and as often as they could!*

H: Yes I did but I don't know if I want to be Eve!

Jor: Mrs. Blue, I have spent thousands of years watching my species die, slowly, one by one, with only barrenness in our future...and a bleak future it was until your daughter came along. Now thanks to her and others we have a chance at life again. The child...or children you conceive will not only benefit your kind, but mine as well if one of your children grows up and takes one of us as a mate. To me, life is a blessing. *He saw Hayley look down pensively. T'than took the moment of peace to speak.*

 

GT: *At last, silence! Hayley's voice was beginning to annoy him.* Jor'rel, do not waste time on explanations. *his gaze fell on the healer* The report.

Jor: Oh yes, the report. After complete examinations and full evaluations of both Logan and Hayley Blue I am satisfied as to their excellent health... and fertility. They could conceive at any time. *He saw Logan smile slightly which bolstered him to continue.* Mr. Blue has stated a desire to have a girl. 

L: Yes, a little girl as pretty as Cadence...

 

GT: *Yes, a girl would be advantageous, though he doubted they could repeat a miracle and create one as special as Cadence.* Very well.

Jor: I have told him that we may be able to help them in that area. Since I shall be responsible for Taelon and hybrid medicine only, I have placed them in the care of Dr. Anderson.

 

GT: Still, I would prefer if you would personally review Dr. Anderson's reports. I want them both under close observation. *he saw the woman was about to speak* It is either that, or the Gold colony *though he was facing Jor'rel, his eyes were on Hayley.*

H: *She glared at him but then it cooled and she nodded, relenting.*

Jor: *He was just about to reply to the War Minister when he heard Cadence take in a breath, covering her mouth with her hand as tears sprang into her eyes before she turned and fled the room back into the sitting area, waving up the door behind her.*

L: What's wrong?

 

GT: The usual. *he retorted, giving both humans a killer glare. Every time they were face to face with Cadence, she would suffer.* You meddle too much, and think far too little before speaking.

Jen: *She was turning to follow her friend but smiled over her shoulder at the man.* She's just pregnant, *she laughed, as if that summed everything up. Soon she too vanished behind the wall.*

GT: *He turned fully to Cadence's human parents.* If this is the effect you have upon the other members of the Red Colony, how can you expect me to welcome you into it? Let this serve as a warning: as it stands, I am not in the least inclined to go through the trouble of contacting Zo'or in order to change your placement!

L: Now wait a minute, *he said sternly, pointing a finger at T'than* I did not mean to upset her and you know that! As for other members of this colony, my concern is not with them but with my daughter...just like you.

H: Yes, and if you are this big important dual-titled leader, I doubt you would need Zo'or's authority to do anything so it should not be any trouble for you. 

L: You made a promise to us T'than and we expect you to keep that promise, regardless of the inconvenience. To me, our agreement was something I took seriously; we agreed that we would have a child and now it is your turn to make good on what you said. *He folded well-muscled arms under his chest.*

Jen: *A moment later, Jenny emerged with T'lana.* I brought her to see Grandma and Grandpa... who will need to talk to Cadence...but first, I think T'than should speak with her.

H: What's wrong? *she asked urgently but Jenny smiled reassuringly.* 
Jen: She is an only child faced with not being one anymore. *Her brown eyes met Logan's.*

L: My comment about a little girl...that was stupid of me... I should talk to her...

Jen: No - T'than has to go... take my word for it, let him go first.

 

GT: *The human girl showed remarkable wisdom. But of course... she should know a little more about what bonded Taelons and humans. Still, as he walked away, his eyes on her were full of reproach: he needed no one to tell him what to do!*

~*~

C - *She was face down on the long sofa but when T'than came in she was up in an instant.* HOW could you?!

 

GT: *He appeared perfectly calm, though it was mentally disturbing to see her so distraught* What do you mean?

C - HOW could you tell them to have more children? We have enough couples; you don't need them to have children you don't! *she cried, hitting at his chest with her fists and then falling against him in tears.* I don't want them to have more children, *she wept, sounding younger than her years.* I'll be lost in the herd of little girls they want to have! *She looked up at him, her face soaked...and defeated.* They will forget about me...

 

GT: *T'than wished! But obviously, she did not. One of his arms went around her, and rather clumsily, as if unsure, his hands rested on her head.* I will not open an exception merely because they are your parents. We will need the children they can produce. 

C - No we don't! It won't make a difference to the colony but it will make a difference to me! It will make a difference to them! I won't be special to them anymore!

GT: *His fingers picked up a curl and played with it, all the way to the tip* Cadence, not if they had a hundred children could they expect to create one such as you. *he tipped her chin and made her look up at him.* You are unique. You are the one I chose. *his thumb rubbed against a tear.* 

C - I know, *she said, wiping at her nose. She pulled away from him and sat down. She could not stop thinking of the children they would have. They were not even born and yet she was terribly jealous and angry! Her parents had always doted on her, showering her with affection she had never had to share. Even now they did and the thought of that changing sent more tears streaming down her face.* I don't want to share my parents! Please do not put me through this over a directive that isn't that important where they are concerned!

GT: Sha'bra! *he hissed, exasperated.* If this is their effect on you, I shall do nothing, and let them go with those of the Gold colony!

C - DO THAT AND I'LL BE ON THE SHIP WITH THEM! *It was not that she wanted to leave him, but right now she wanted her way and him not relenting to her wishes was making her furious!* 

GT: *He had looked away for a moment, but his head turned fast to face her. His nostrils were flaring and his eyes bore a nearly yellowish gleam.* No, you will not. *his voice was slick, and whispery like the hiss of a rattlesnake's tail.* You forget your place... but most importantly, you forget mine! I will see them gone, and I will see you cry for their parting, if that means you shall cry a last time on their behalf! *her tears could never be of an injured heart. No, their salty flavour was his to taste alone, in moments of torment more sweet than bitter.*

C - No! *she cried, backing away, her hands out in a warding gesture as he appeared to nearly float towards her. Oh his look! It was devilish and frightening and her heart leapt into her throat. Soon the wall was behind her; she could go no further. Her breasts rose and fell with her heavy breathing.* Stop! *she hissed.*

GT: *He had been walking towards her, rather like a predator stalking its prey. The darkness crept once more over his temples and disappeared with a yellowish gleam in his eyes. He extended his hand to her, his expression deceivingly soft.* Can you not see, they cause you nothing but pain. Away, you would not have to bear looking at their new child, or seeing the love in their eyes as they looked down at the small infant. There would only be my love, as it should be. 

C - *She inched to the side, her back sliding along the wall's smooth surface, a pink blush of fear tinting her cheeks and exposed cleavage. He was awe-inspiring like this...*

GT: *He was close... closer; and in the last moment, when the smirk twisted his expression, he got hold of her wrist. She pulled away... but not before he left something behind: a bracelet, tight around her wrist. It was embroidered with rubies. Red.*  

C - *She grasped her wrist with her other hand, feeling the hard edges of the jewels beneath her fingertips. She looked back at him with something between curiosity and anger.* What...?

GT: You were wondering about a badge. I got you something better.

C - *She did not know how to react; one moment he was livid - arousingly so and the next he had given her... a gift?* I... don't understand, *she said, holding her wrist between her breasts, its snug crimson band still covered by her other hand.* How is this like an ID badge? It's just a pretty bracelet. *She was just about to step forward to thank him for the bauble when he explained, and she froze.*

GT: *The smirk evolved to a malicious grin.* There is nothing ordinary about that bracelet. Consider it... the means to ensure you are not going anywhere without my permission. It is encoded with the portal coordinates to my offices. Should you attempt an escape... that is always where you will end up. *he extended his hand again, palm upwards, the gesture quite meaningful.* Into my hands. *his fingers curled and closed, as if seizing something invisible.*

C - I didn't say I would go with them for sure! *she shouted hotly.* I was just upset but was getting over it. This however makes me very upset! *she cried, shaking her sparkling wrist at him, this tiny fury of a girl now encroaching on him.* I didn't mean it, so take it off, *she demanded, extending her wrist.*

GT: *He tilted his head, quite provocatively as if her words had rung no sense.*

C - TAKE IT OFF! *she screamed, jumping up and down once in her fury.* You can't tell me what to do! *she saw his eyes glitter, but behind their overt annoyance she saw too the enjoyment of his power over her impotent rage.* I could go if I wanted to, *she said, more sulky now.* I can go anywhere that I want to!

 

GT: So long as anywhere is restricted to my quarters, your sentence is quite truthful... *he had been so busy worrying over her, that he had forgotten the sweet flavor of her torment.*

L: *It was not hard to hear the commotion across the large room. Hayley was holding the baby and he pulled her across the room. He came up behind T'than and offered him a silent and yet sympathetic look. Taking T'lana from Hayley he gave her over to her father and then went to kneel by his distraught child, picking her up and sitting down with her in his lap.* We will never, ever stop loving you Cadence.

C - You are going to have a girl, *she said sulkily into his chest.* She will be younger and prettier and cuter than me! I won't exist to you anymore!

L: That's not true, *he said, rocking her gently.* She will be younger, but it still won't stop me from holding my big girl on my lap when she is sad, just like I am doing now. *He felt her move; he had a feeling she was trying to look up at him without him knowing.*

H: Cadence, *she said softly, sitting down next to them and stroking her daughter's head,* it was actually my idea to have a girl because when T'than told us that you will live as long as a Taelon now, I was sad that any other child I would have would not have such a gift. T'than told us that...if we have a daughter that perhaps...perhaps she would catch the eye of a Taelon in the future and thus be just like you.

C - *She sat up and wiped at her eyes and looked at her mate.* Why didn't you tell me that? 

GT: *Little T'lana had already placated some of his anger. His eyes were back to normal. She appeared unmoved by her parents' discussion. Hayley and Logan Blue always caused him and Cadence to fight.* You were too quick to pledge your allegiance to your parents to allow me time to explain. *why couldn't she just let go of her parents?! She was human no more! He should have returned them both to Earth; he should have let Ha'thor have his way with them!*

L: I promise you - there is room enough in my heart for any and all of the children I may have. You are pregnant with a new baby. Does that mean that you will forget about T'lana? 

C - No! Of course not!

L: *He had to smile at her utterly offended look.* With us it will be no different.

C - But...I got used to being the only one, *she pouted* 

L: You may not be the only one anymore, but you will always be our Cadence - our first and most special child. Now...you don't really want to leave T'than and go off with your stodgy old parents, do you? *Her pouting lips were trembling on the verge of a smile she was desperately trying to hold back. He had seen it all before, many times.* Do you?

C - No... I don't want you to go at all though...

L: Well T'than, Cadence has spoken. What do you say? If you don't do something to turn off the waterworks soon we may all drown. *He felt her body trembling - she wanted to laugh.* 

GT: *Humans could be most peculiar in their verbal expressions. He arched a ridge and contemplated both father and daughter. It bothered him to see them so close. His obsession of being the only one to have Cadence's love was not so different from her own in regard to her parents.* I will consider it. I will bring the issue to the leader of the Gold Colony. If he agrees, then you may stay. *he knew he was going to regret that.*

L:*He rose and put her back on the sofa; he knew what he was about to do was dangerous, but since the Taelon had decided to placate everyone he went and stood next to him.* You see? We will become friends yet! *with that, he slung his big arm over the Taelon's slim shoulders.* Does anyone have a camera?

GT: *He tensed up the moment the human touched him. If eyes could kill, Logan Blue would be dead... and T'than's would be the face bearing the smile.*

H: Logan! *she said fearfully, but Cadence was giggling. Her fool husband would get himself killed trying to entertain their child! Fortunately T'than was holding his own child; that might save Logan.*

L: *He looked down on the Taelon's boiling expression, his smile getting bigger.* You'll get used to me in time, *he said, leering. Cadence had her hand over her mouth at this point, her shoulders shaking with her silent hysterics. Finally releasing him from the forced embrace he beckoned for Hayley.* We should go before he explodes...*This incited more laughter from Cadence.*

GT: *And he was not so far from it. T'than was obviously relieved to see the man walk away, and if there had been a gun on his belt...*

H: *Before they walked out she leaned over and whispered in his ear* Get over it and be thankful; Logan just saved you from a crisis that would have lasted for days. *she smirked and followed her husband out of the infirmary.*

GT: *A crisis that never would have been if they had stayed on Earth. He looked at Cadence, but said nothing, instead turning on his heels and exiting the room.

And that would have been the moment to breathe in and out, if not for the voice that called behind him. The Taelon general turned to find a human volunteer leaning against the wall. There was no badge on her clothes though, and her eyes were unnaturally green.* You are still here.

N: *A dry smile as she dropped her guise* I am. *she noticed his eyes flashing just above her right breast: there was no badge on her, because... she was not accounted for* I needed to speak with you. *his lips were about to part, to say something, no doubt a dismissal.* I will not take long T'than. 

GT: If you wish to know of the outcome to the Synod meeting, you may ask Jor'rel. He has been informed.*

N: I have. He has informed me. *a sardonic smile played on her lips as she walked closer to the Taelon.* I was right when I settled my differences with you. You are the leader of the Red Colony.

GT: Your point, please. *though he had to admit, it was almost complementing to have a former enemy acknowledge him.*

N: Sc'orr is assigned to your ship. *she was feeling a bit nervous. Jor'rel had kept her presence and disguise a secret over the past few days, but her time was running out, she needed to make that decision.* I am assigned to none.

GT: *He arched a brow. Already he was feeling the pleasure... and the burden, of leadership. He looked again at her plain jumpsuit, which was missing the adornment of a badge* So it would appear. *ooh yes, he would make her say every last word.*

N: Would you... accept my presence, and that of your nemesis' child, in your ship. *she knew those were the real terms.*

GT: *In truth, he wanted her where he could control her. And it was still better to have to accept Naor'rin... than Cadence's parents.* As strange as it might appear, you managed to bewitch Sc'orr. *little T'lana cooed in his arms and smiled at the Jaridian woman.* So long as you respect the terms of our arrangement, I accept. I would rather have you where I can control you.

N: *She had not expected any well intended decision from him, but it was the decision she wanted.* Of course. *her fingers brushed against a bracelet on her wrist, and the Jaridian of once disappeared to give place to the brown haired volunteer woman. She had already turned to leave, when her feet stopped and she faced him again* Please, say none of this to Sc'orr...

~*~

C - *Back in the sitting room, she had sulked for a time after T'than walked out. The door was waved open and just as suddenly he had returned. He still had that look about him - that pride in his power, though Cadence would have described it as the look of the cat who had swallowed the canary. She wondered what had happened out there to prolong this expression? He came over to her silently and her eyes climbed up his body from her seated position, and soon she followed them herself. Her arms snaked around his neck and she kissed him, the child between them kissing both of them moistly.* I wouldn't really have left, *she said.* You didn't really believe that did you? *she asked with a pout.* You didn't have to put this on me...*she looked at the bracelet again and then back at him.*

GT: No. I did. Even if you had not spoken of leaving me. *he caressed her cheek, but soon his fingers had gotten hold of her hair and he pulled it back so her neck was vulnerable to his lips. T'than let the words become kisses as he spoke against her skin.* Of course you could never leave me... but that bracelet also ensures no one takes you. *he was by her ear then, which lobe he nibbled at before withdrawing.* 

C: *He had won; she dropped her arm, sighing and then, smiling with pink shiny lips.* Can we go home now? T'lana is hungry. When she is sleeping I thought we could celebrate. *Then she grinned with a thought.* You can show me just how powerful you really are... and maybe prove to me that you don't need the aid of silly little bracelets to do it. *She pressed herself against him, nipping at his lower lip and then pulling away teasingly.*

GT: *All of a sudden, he wore the smug arrogant look of the old T'than on his face.* Let us test that bracelet, shall we? *With not another word, he pulled her to the portal and let the energy of the stream carry them to their ultimate destination...and destiny.*
Book Nineteen
Part Two
Endings and Beginnings
Sc: *He had watched calmly as officers rushed this way and that, preparing for the imminent separation of the Mothership into a colony of three. Groups of vibrant young humans rushed by him as he walked, brightly colored badges bouncing on their chests, and Sc'orr suddenly found himself feeling very old. He should be happy too; new beginnings had always filled him with a sense of anticipation of what would come next, but that was when he had nurtured hopes of finding love, and thus, a companion to share his joy. But, the entire basis for these colonies was unity, and he had none.

A girl walked by - tall - her curves wrapped in the black and silver uniform. She was alone, and she gazed at him with eyes of amber that glowed out from a flawless dark complexion, her lovely young face surrounded by wavy black hair she had left loose. He smiled at her, but it was not his usual smile of flirtatious promise. It was more the smile of an old man imagining what could have been had he been several decades younger. She looked down demurely and continued on her way.

Sc'orr had continued on to the bridge. T'than was conspicuously not in the single, center chair. In his place was another Taelon from his caste - Sc'orr knew of him - a youngster who shown much promise to follow the War Minister and leader, but who lacked the hostile ambition of the late L'syr and his pupil B'lar.*

Good evening S'lir. Where is T'than? *he asked politely. The Taelon turned the chair, regarding him with usual, military caste suspicion.*

S'lir: Is there a problem? *His hands rose from the armrests, pausing in front of his chest and looking nearly white against the deep violet of his uniform.*

Sc: None at all; I thought he would be here to witness the separation.

S'lir: He is watching with his mate and child in seclusion and assuring their safety at this critical moment, but you may rest assured that even in his absence from the bridge he is still vigilant...as am I to any problems that may arise.

Sc: *He nodded to the stern young one.* Of that I have no doubt. *He looked toward the window - it would still be a few moments until the event, and feeling the weight of S'lir's blue stare he faced him again, attempting to lighten the mood.* The young people selected for our colony are all extremely efficient and skilled; I believe that we received the best of them and...the young women I have seen are blessed with an excess of beauty.

S'lir: I had not noticed, *he said, studying a datastream.*

Sc: Oh...of course; you have after all been busy. I am sure that as time passes you will notice them.

S'lir: *He turned to look at his unwelcome guest, squinting slightly.* You need not make insinuations Sc'orr; I do plan on taking a mate.

Sc: I did not mean to imply otherwise. I...am certain that you will have them lined up in the hope of gaining your attention. *He thought idly that perhaps the bridge was not the place for him to watch the separation.*

S'lir: T'than has already discussed the dynamics on choosing a suitable human, *he said tersely.* It shall be my decision alone; the female will have nothing to say about it.

Sc: *The conversation was going from bad to worse.* I see. Of course. If you will excuse me...*S'lir had already turned away, focusing back on his readings and Sc'orr walked out, eventually coming to a stop at an observation area that was empty. He heard the final notification over the com system; all colony members had five minutes to reach their final destinations before the portal systems would shut down.

He waved open a datastream that displayed an image of the ship because so far outside there was nothing yet to see. Sc'orr thought back to his last conversation with Zo'or earlier that day. The young leader seemed contented with the current situation and yet he had had the distinct impression that he was on the verge of switching his colony assignment and coming to the Red Colony. Sc'orr had reached out and placed his hand on Zo'or's shoulder as he offered a final farewell in their own language. Zo'or had looked to the side, regarding it there in near offense but then he had merely closed his eyes and nodded before turning and walking away. He had almost asked him to convey his regards to Naor'rin, and wish him all the happiness in his new endeavor as a parent, but instead he had abstained. His heart was too heavy with his grief to be that gracious, and so, he had said nothing.

A hum, almost below the range of his hearing but growing steadily louder filled the air. The ship on the stream began to pulse with flashes of bright pink, the interval increasing in both speed and intensity until the ship was literally strobing with waves of energy. Under his feet there were minute vibrations but no roar of rending structures - no screeching as she tore apart. Instead, the flashing ceased, or perhaps it was now so fast that the intervals could no longer be perceived. Into the bright pink the ship was divided with a river of blue, which then forked in two directions, like a giant Y, the slender lines widening and losing its vivid color until the intersections were now ribbons of space, each piece of the Mothership now a separate entity slowly floating apart.

He waved off the stream and fully faced the window. To his right was a ship, identical to the one directly across from him. They had parted!

His eyes fixed on the ship directly across from him; that was the Blue Colony. He wondered if Naor'rin was looking out of a window somewhere too, only seeing the brightness of a ship before her. He wondered if she was happy as she stood with Zo'or, petting her pregnant belly. He sincerely hoped so.

He wondered still, if she had any regrets...

Now the ships would rest for a full day before beginning their journeys. He decided to return to his chambers. He thought of his dear friend Jor'rel, and how the healer had encouraged him to allow his grief time, but to not deny himself the chance for love in the future. He had nodded and smiled, but inwardly, Sc'orr knew that after loving Naor'rin as he had...as well as bonding with her baby, that there could be no one else for him. His love had encompassed him; no other woman could compare. But the time he had spent with her had been worth the loneliness ahead; he would cherish the memories forever.

His quarters were dark and cool. The table in front of his long sofa gleamed with starlight. He entered his bedchamber. His luxurious bed beckoned his weary body. He pulled back layers of shining sheets and a thick overlay, preparing to lie down when he heard something - a shifting of the air that could not be caused by anything but a living entity. He froze, his defenses on full alert. Who would hide in his room and why? Arms snaked around his neck from behind and in one swift move he turned, his foot sweeping against long legs and tripping them, his hands grabbing someone's upper arms and throwing them down, his body following, imprisoning both wrists with one of his large hands while the other moved to grip beneath the intruder's chin and around their neck...*

N: *The air caught in her throat with a gasp. Up became down sickeningly fast, and then the objects around her stopped moving in ghostly forms and were replaced by a face. Half drowned in darkness as it was, with anger and hurt taking away the brilliant shine of his eyes, Sc'orr looked... frightening.*

Sc: *The body beneath him shuddered and fought, and he was in a frenzy of aggression - pent-up emotions releasing with every undulation of his body overpowering the other, each squeeze of the slender neck as he held the being down. But something was familiar...*

N: *Her instincts cried out for her to resist, but her muscles never got the chance to stiffen and react as she told herself to relax. She struggled for air alone; her breathing sounded hard as the air passed through her compressed larynx. His grip was strong.* Sc'orr... 

Sc: *He froze; everything stopped and froze with him - the room became quiet as they stared at each other and the Taelon allowed his sharp eyes to focus on whom he was attacking.* Naor'rin?

N: *He blinked once, and is was as if the wildness she had seen was wiped away by his eyelids. She saw as his irises expanded and then contracted again, focusing on her own eyes. She swallowed, the motion difficult because of his grip. Naor'rin's lips stretched somewhat in a trembling, uncertain smile.*

Sc: *He did not release her.* What... are you doing here? *He sounded harsh, his tone hostile.* The ships have separated -- you were given ample warning to leave -- why did you not?! *Even though he whispered, the sound was sharp in the still and tomb-like air.*

N: *Her body snaked somewhat underneath his, to better accommodate itself.* I chose to stay... *he was genuinely distressed, and that confused her. Her words were but a whisper.*

Sc: I should contact the bridge. Zo'or must certainly have contacted the other colonies, searching for you. *Her words had been too subtle. Sc'orr had told himself that she was lost to him so many times that his mind refused to understand the truth. It was better to ignore it because believing could lead to more heartache.*

N: *She swallowed again to moisten her throat. It was easier this time as his grip had slackened somewhat.* I never left... Sc'orr, I said my good-byes to Zo'or. I did not return to him. *her hands moved, trying to slither away from his grip. It was uncomfortable, and he was making her feel apprehensive.*

Sc: *It was as if she was speaking a language that was unknown to him; he tilted his head, the outline of her beautiful face was burned into his eyes.* You... never returned to Zo'or? You... are assigned... here... to this colony?

N: I was assigned to no colony. But I chose Red, because... that was where you were. *her lungs filled with air, making her chest heave.* T'than allowed me to.

Sc: *Could he dare to believe? She had done the impossible and chosen him! He had had no right to hope, but she had. Leaning down, he kissed her reverently, releasing her wrists and throat so his hands could caress her face softly.* Naor'rin... my love Naor'rin...

N: *Although he released her, her body did not move. Naor'rin closed her eyes, welcoming his kisses and drinking of his words - they were sweet nectar to her soul.*

Sc: *Like night into day the reverence of his touch was replaced by long denied need; his kisses became deep and passionate, his hands daring, the staff beneath his jumpsuit urgent and throbbing. His eyes glowed with his blush; his voice had changed to something dangerous* Mine... you... are... mine!

N: *She gasped. This time the shortness of breath came for a different reason. His body was sending out blatant messages of urgency. His blush and the rising heat of her own body burned the oxygen around them, the want enveloping them in a tight bubble.

She knew he had no reasons to hold back anymore. No reason to fear losing her. No other could stand in his path now. His words were true: she was his. And, acquiescing, she encouraged him through moans and sighs, and the soft but urgent calling of his name; with a hissing "yes" that matched the snake-like undulation of her body against his as it called out to his passion.*

Sc: *The feeling of age that had stooped his happy demeanor with its weight cracked and flaked away like the layers of an onion peel. Suddenly he felt rejuvenated, as if he could see his soul shimmering in its happiness! He met her undulations with his own, his face shifting between smiles and want. She had returned to him - she had never left!* Make love to you...*he uttered, his voice strained with his desire.* Take you!

N: *Naor'rin's child could use the energy, but this one time, her sole motivation was her own will. The Jaridian let him wander and enjoy the taking because, that was what Sc'orr wanted - to claim her. And her will was no other than to be claimed.*

Sc: *Her plain jumpsuit was joined by the tiniest buttons that made a glittering beaded line from her breasts to her navel. There was a staccato sound as he used both hands to rip it open, tiny little pops as the buttons gave way followed with the echo of what sounded like distant rainfall as they scattered and landed on the floor.*

 

N: *Her gasp was lost in the sound of her clothes ripping apart. Her back arched somewhat with the strength of his pull but soon the jumpsuit obeyed his wishes and revealed her. After thunder, a moment of silence, of near peace. All but their rapid breathing echoed in the room, as hungry eyes contemplated each other.*

 

Sc: *He waved his hand and the walls came alight with stars, each pinprick a glass rod no thicker than a hair on her head. Galaxies appeared to turn lazily in starlight of white, amber and blue. Her breasts heaved, appealing in the unusual light, each nipple rising up to meet his tongue. Their kisses were fierce and endless, as were their caresses. He pulled her atop him watching her breasts hang free but the rest of her delightfully and erotically still clothed.* Pleasure me, *he demanded, stretching out beneath her and in a bright shimmer becoming nude.* Pleasure me now...

N: *The quietness lasted very little. Just as it had came in a blaze, thus it was gone now, replaced by the wildness that had once been contained in their gazes. Naor'rin grinned at his request - a sort of innocent then somewhat malevolent grin. Her hands ran like claws from his neck to his shoulders, then down his pecs and abs drawing little blue lines that flashed and disappeared as her hands moved further down. She could feel him throbbing against her jumpsuit... his need.*

Sc: *He watched each move she made, his eyes following her hands over him as her fingers traced the lines of his early blushes, the energy looking like shooting stars under his facade.* Yes, *he breathed as she came closer to his jutting member.* Yes...you know what I want...

N: *Tauntingly her hands stopped before reaching his erection. She leaned down instead, kissing him fiercely, and then again moving away with a nibble on his lower lip when his anticipation grew.*

Sc: *He grabbed her upper arms, grinning after her kiss and then adding one of his own.* Do not tease me, *he said and smiled expectantly.* Your lips are ecstasy...but they need to be...*his eyes flicked down and then up again*...elsewhere.

N: *His tip was pressed to her belly, so hard already, so demanding. Slowly, Naor'rin slid her body down his own, leaving kisses along the course of his main pathway, until at last she was faced with the sight of his cock.*

Sc: *Oh the torment! She was a seductress; she would have him screaming before long. Every particle of his living energy was rushing inward to what had become the very center of his being and he felt himself swell when he stiffened even more, his shell stretching uncomfortably to accommodate the excess energy in his organ. She had him feeling like a virgin anxious over the promise of the first time!*

N: *Another moment of silence. She dismounted him. The only contact between their bodies was the ghostly promise of her hot breath against his shaft. Naor'rin looked his way, as again her hand came closer to his need, running over his skin slowly at first then seizing him mercilessly. She gripped him hard enough to hear a moan, and then her lips sank down and took him into their warmth.*

Sc: *Drops of his electric semen leaked into her mouth, making him aware of every contour of the wet orifice. Each flicking motion of her tongue made him gasp, his perceptions zinging and he was sure he could see flashing light behind his eyelids. His fingers twined into her thick braids, bending so she was locked against him and he began to control her rhythm, meeting it with his own. Each time she pulled away he thrust forward and each time she moved down onto him he pulsed in her mouth.* 

 

N: *There was no point resisting him. She had all the control she wanted, for his body was reacting with an intensity that matched her skill alone. Soon her moans joined his; Sc'orr's pleasure was her own as well, and the electrifying energy that leaked from his tip was but a tease of what was to come. Wanting to bring it forth, she let her hand ignite against his shaft, making the energy pulses work along with her lips and tongue against him.*

 

Sc: Spellcaster! *he moaned* You have bewitched me... but I do not mind. *He didn't; at the moment he would have stepped through an airlock into open space if it meant following her. He was for this moment as his manhood began to throb, her willing servant.* Faster Naor'rin... just a little fa...*the word was ripped from his thoughts as his seed was ripped from his being. He held her against him, wanting her to taste him... to take him - to swallow each pearly drop!*

N: *Her lips closed around him and her tongue lapped upwards as she pulled herself upwards, milking him. Her hand worked on his shaft, sliding downwards just as she sank down again as a new spurt of his energy broke free into her mouth.

It burned slightly. Though liquid, his seed gave her little shocks from the energy. Her insides felt like the butterflies of before had metamorphosed into bees that stung the walls of her stomach, but it wasn't an unpleasant feeling. She had wanted that energy.*

Sc: *Though his fingers were still in her hair his grip had loosened significantly as the orgasm subsided. He relaxed with a gasp and then a long, sonorous moan.* Are you...glad that you stayed...with me? *The words were panted and delivered from lips on the verge of smiling, with just a hint of pride.*

N: *Working on him a bit more, Naor'rin waited until he relaxed and caught his breath. She sat on her ankles for a moment, contemplating him. Her choice. Then at last her hand let go and she stepped slightly away from the bed.* I was not wrong. *she took a step backwards, waiting to see if he would bear the distance; the cold of seperation.*

Sc: *He enjoyed watching the way her body swayed as she walked, but she was walking away from him and her distance was tangible. His body was opening to her, wanting to familiarize itself with her energy and everything else about her. It wanted to bond with her in the Taelon way but he held himself back - just a bit. They would both have to be sure...* Come back Naor'rin - be close to me...

N: *A few undulating and slow movements were all it took for her to cast off what was left of the jumpsuit.* I want nothing to come between us now. *a step, and her knees were pressed against the bed.* Sc'orr... *she leaned over, her shoulders moving like those of a panther as she crawled on all fours on the mattress.* Make me yours...

Sc: *She reached out to touch him but he grabbed her hand, holding it between them for a moment as their eyes locked on one another.* Are you certain? For I will oblige you, but not with a mere physical union. 

 

N: I am. *a faint smile emerged on her face, only to disappear behind the look of surprise at his reaction.*

 

Sc: *He pulled her close by her wrist until they were nose to nose. The action could almost be perceived as hostile and his words were urgent, clipped and serious.* What I want implies you giving to me everything that you are - your body, your mind, your soul and...your child. He will be my child now, and if you agree to stay... to be my mate, then when I make you mine, understand that our lives will entwine. My death will mean yours and vice versa. 

 

N: *She had not thought of things in those terms. If she died... It was heart wrenching to think she might drag him with her. Jaridian life was so... frail, even if their bodies were made for battle. Her eyes looked pained... and there was doubt that he could easily read.*

 

Sc: *His eyes cooled and his hold became less intense.* You already know that I love you; I always have, and now... if we continue I want... *He paused* I want permanence.

N: I chose you. I chose you the moment I let you kiss me for the first time. All that happened after that has led us both, inevitably, to this moment. It is beyond what we want... *her words became whispers* But... I want you... and to be yours.

Sc: *He listened to her, solemnity slowly turning to elation. He pressed her down onto her back and crawled on top of her.* Then you shall be mine and only mine. No other will claim you. *He kissed her, stealing her breath and making her shudder before pulling away.* Tonight I give you long life - you will be my ultimate partner Naor'rin and stay with me forever. Tonight we become one. *His hands had already begun, one pinching her nipples with electric fingertips.*

 

N: Yessss... I.. *her words trailed off, drowned by the louder language of his silent caresses.* 

 

Sc: *He closed his eyes and gathered his essence into a tight, volcanic ball. When he gave it to her it would be like nothing they had experienced in the past; he would be giving her a part of himself and taking part of her essence in return.* I cannot promise that what I do now will not cause you pain...but...hopefully pain will become pleasure. Are you ready... my love?

N: I fear no pain... I only fear losing you. *the smile that showed on her lips was uncertain, but sincere. Her body was shaking in a mix of anxiety and desire. He always had the gift of making her feel like there had never been other times before that. That all was new and exciting, like a first time.*

Sc: Then I take you... all of you.

N: *Naor'rin took a deep breath, feeling her skin grazing against his electrifying body. His gaze was magnetic, pulling hers deeply into him.* I give myself to you. All of me.

Sc: *At once he began to blush, dimly at first. Only in his blue eyes was the glow perceptible. Moving down her body he spread her legs widely apart and began his worship of her - the beginning of the bonding. With his fingers he spread apart her sex; it looked like an exotic, dark flower, its petals tipped with deep pink as was her clit - the center of this rare bloom that he sought out with his lips and tongue.*

 

N: *The first contact alone made her shudder with pleasure. A moan escaped her throat, beckoning him to continue... like that, yes... precisely like that!*

 

Sc: *Her nectar was salty-sweet and it glistened all over her and soon, all over his face. His ministrations were slow and gentle at first, the energy leaping from his tongue into her flesh but a slender and glowing thread of blue.*

 

N: *It appeared that her body had forgotten how to feel pleasure... until that very moment. Each graze of his tongue made her tense just a little bit more... soon her body was moving out of her control, thirsty for more of that aching but incredible sensation.*

 

Sc: *When he felt her passions rising with her arching form he increased the flow. When she came he would give her much more, her own orgasm not only helping to mask the discomfort she would feel, but when her body opened to ride her pleasure he too could receive of her. His hands were stretched up so he could knead her breasts. They were so full they nearly filled his large palms. They moved against her nipples where more energy was being sent while stimulating him too.*

N: Sc'orr... *she seemed to be fighting an invisible enemy, but in slow, sensuous movements. Her chest pressed against his hands, then the wave that took over her hit shore and pressed against his lips.* 

Sc: *She was thrusting against his face now and his member was hardening to steel again. It was so hard to hold back and not just take her but to this loving there was a process, and he would see it through.*

N: *Time and time again the slithering motion continued, until the pleasure mounted and stole away the fluidity... making her muscles tense and her pelvis move in shorter, faster movements.*

Sc: *A small river of her essence was flowing from her. His tongue delved into it, moving around in her flexing passage and he moaned into her.* Come for me Naor'rin! *he urged, blushes now assaulting him in a moderate rhythm.* 

N: *The words were like a faraway echo, spoken in a language that her body understood. He felt hot against her, but his energy was like ice against her sex. Her head tossed from side to side, sending her hair splashing against the sheets... yes, it was coming... close, so close now.*

Sc: *He waited, knowing she was on the brink and when he knew she was going over the edge he closed his eyes and glued his lips to her, feeling her thighs clench over his ears, and when her moment came he sent a hot stream of energy into her as his mouth became utterly electric!* Scream if you must...*With those words and another arch of his body he went down on her again, releasing another sharp fork of blue lightning into her very core!*

N: *She had barely noticed at first... the energy mingled with the explosion of pleasure, making white the blackness behind her closed lids. Her body rode that climax, many a shudder making the air in her lungs expel with a crying moan. But just when the signs of it subsiding arrived, she was pulled back into the storm of pleasure. It was intense... so intense!

She wanted nothing but to scream, but there was no air left in her lungs. Her fingers gripped at the sheets, cutting into the mattress just as her teeth gritted. Naor'rin writhed, her body moving roughly against him, as if begging for more when that one tiny dose seemed to have caused an overload.*

Sc: *Like a wire pulled too tightly her body arched and then broke and she now lay limply before him. He watched her like that for a while; it was incredibly arousing to have her lying there, as though she had been a divine gift placed at his knees. And she was! The universe had seen fit to twist fate and give her to him. He petted her naked form tentatively and then rebuffed himself; she was his now! He could touch her whenever he wanted...wherever he wanted...however he wanted! He squeezed her breasts, one at a time and then kissed them. His fingers invaded her below soon after. She seemed oblivious to it. That would soon change.*

N: *Her senses were at their brink... and next they seemed to numb. Panting, she reopened her eyes to find him staring down at her, his face bearing the promise of much more to come.*

Sc: Welcome back, *he said as he delicately wiped her fluids from his lips with his fingertips.* I was wondering how long you would remain in the afterglow. *He smirked teasingly at her.*

 

N: *Her sight cleared with a blink. Her expression became one of mocking offense.* That was... intense. *But unlike normal pain, her body held the memory of it. There was a tingling in her belly, and a sense of empty completion.*

 

Sc: *Walking over to a small table he poured amber liquid into a sparkling, fluted glass. After that, he waved open a hidden compartment in the wall and withdrew a tiny vial that glowed blue and brighter than anything else in the room. He uncorked it with a tiny pop and upended it into the glass, immediately turning the golden fluid to green - a glowing green. Coming back, he sat down on the bed carefully and pulled her against him, so her back was reclined against his chest, and he brought the glass to her lips.* It is merely wine Naor'rin... of course, it now contains a highly concentrated dose of my own core energy. 

 

N: *The greenness of the beverage shone with a brightness that was only matched by that of her eyes, staring up into his and then down at the glass again. It was strangely appealing. Naor'rin's nostrils flared as if she could smell the energy underneath the warm fragrance of the wine. She inhaled deeply and took the glass to her lips. It tingled a little in contact with her lips, but more against her tongue and by the time it went down her throat and hit her stomach, it felt like she had swallowed fire!*

 

Sc: *She tensed and grimaced as she sipped it and he whispered into her ear.* I know it burns but... you will drink it all. 

 

N: Is that really necessary? *She rolled the glass in her fingers, watching as the many pinpricks of light that surrounded them reflected dimly through the liquid, making it appear that the glass was full of stars. *  

 

Sc: *It was not a request, and one of his arms had encircled her around the waist, holding her to him strongly.* I have dreamed of this day. It is a day I thought would never come... to have you as my own. *More comforting kisses and caresses.*

 

N: *She leaned heavily against him, allowing her free hand to roam the surface of his skin.* It doesn't matter. I am here now. To be yours... and to make you mine!

 

Sc: *His breath came faster against her cheek as his excitement grew.* You are a strong woman, and I admire that in a mate more than you can know however...*his smile darkened.* ...I am not oblivious to the pleasure of having a female answer to my whim... much as your friend Cadence answers to T'than. I will have that from time to time... and you will not refuse me. *He took her chin and made her look to the side, at him.* Will you?

 

N: *She would never allow that kind of control... though in truth, her situation was much like Cadence's had been in the past. Totally powerless in a world very far away from her own. There was no shelter anywhere else but where she was at now: in Sc'orr's arms.* No... I...will not refuse you...

Sc: Well, this is one of those times. Now, drink. *He brought the rim of the glass to her lips and tipped it, enjoying her sounds as the bitter and electric cocktail slipped down her throat into her stomach.* 

 

N: *Her throat acted reflexively, pushing down the liquid that kept filling her mouth, lest it drown her. Her eyes were closed to the last gulp and when they opened, frightened and full of questions, they looked up into his.*

 

Sc: It will not harm you, though it may feel like it is. In a few moments your body will be suffused with my essence. Everything you feel after that will be heightened and enhanced like nothing you have ever experienced before. My energy in you will call to itself when I take you - it will rush back, taking your essence with it to give to me. The wine will help to relax you and prepare you for the experience.

N: *The last drop fell on her tongue. It felt like a sting, and as she swallowed, she realised the feeling was spread all over her throat and her stomach. Naor'rin wanted to cry out for water, but she knew it would only worsen the feeling because that was no ordinary spice. It was energy. Pure concentrated energy! 

She pulled her legs up, and breathed in deeply a couple of times. It looked like her body was fighting it, the burning was so intense!*

Sc: *Once the glass was empty he slid out from behind her and made her lie flat on her back, and his hands began to glow as he moved them over her in a gentle massage. Soon, her purrs became moans and soon those moans became agitated - nearly alarmed. His touch must feel like a billion stinging pinpricks over her - it was beginning.* How do you feel my love? *He pinched her nipple lightly.*

N: *It was unbelievable! First she had experienced relief and a kind of tingling pleasure; then, it had looked like the stings had become spears, driving to her flesh to meet the palm of his hands. His pinch, though gentle, stole a loud cry from her. Her body was confused, because it had been pleasure and it had been pain. And he had barely touched her... what if he took her?* Sc'orr, *her hand gripped his wrist. It was uncomfortable to hold the physical contact. She knew it was just a matter of time until the energy in her system went haywire and coursed madly towards their touching point.* ...that hurt. I can withstand the discomfort but... *she felt the jolt of energy reach her fingertips and let go, letting her hand rest against her belly.* the baby...

Sc: It is normal and to be expected. Do not be afraid. Not you or your child will come to harm because I love you both. But now... I want you to obey me. Open your thighs my beautiful Naor'rin, and tell me what you want me to do...

N: *The many stings of his energy inside of her were like a million voices... distant, but powerful because of their number. And they all whispered the same thing. As time grew, the warmth spread evenly over her body, awakening her flesh. Quite soon... the distance from him became even more unbearable than his electrical touch.

She looked away from him, as if ashamed. The want was mounting, washing away the fear. Her body obeyed him. Wanted nothing but to obey him; every particle of him inside of her recognised the order, and ordered her muscles to obey him. Even her vocal cords seemed to take will or their own.* I want you... *her hands rose up her chest, to grab her throat as a groan left her lips. Then, one turned on its path down her chest... over her breasts... her belly... all the way down to her sex.* ...here... Take me. *her head lolled to face him. Naor'rin tensed up at her own touch, but the pleasure felt so empty. She purred to him.* Ravage me... 

Sc: *His teeth glistened in the pale light; he was smiling, both at the view of her playing with herself and her request. He began to blush again rhythmically, but this time brighter. One pulse after another, slow, like the beat of a drum that she would feel as he lay atop her. His hands on her sensitive flesh were electric, as were his lips.* I shall ravage you; our future will be measured in nights of the ravishing of your body! 

 

N: *An invisible force kept pulling at her core. She felt touched from the inside out, though it was only their skins that made contact. The pulsing was strong, commanding the rhythm of her heart.* I need you... *came the whisper. Because indeed, there was only relief in his touch, but at the same time... that relief was sheer torment: anticipation, want, fear, all of those emotions were taken to the hilt by her Jaridian nature. And as the fever escalated, so did her desire.*

 

Sc: *He positioned himself over her and a rolling blush lit him from the inside. By the time he had stabbed into her he was for that second in his natural form but his facade returned by the time he withdrew his staff from her insides and thrust back in again. Her sensitivity was extreme and her cries served to enflame him more... and his hands were slowly moving up over her arms...* Mine... forever!

N: *It was impossible not to cry with each breath. Naor'rin had no control over herself. Her own will was reduced to a scared, punished child locked in a tiny compartment tossed to the back of her mind. The cries came from the depths of her being, the exhilaration as well as the grief of being so completely one with him... Such as once a Taelon had dared become an individual for the love of a girl, it was no different now with Naor'rin, who was foregoing her individuality to become one with a Taelon.

Her body moved in its own tempo, commanded by the many energy particles that glued her to him, down to her sex. She had no power to relax, only to hold him, grip him, keep him inside where it burned, but where he also belonged.*

Sc: You are... so perfect, *he panted. His hands reached the end of their journey and he locked them against hers. He could feel the roundness of her pregnancy against his midsection and for a moment his face softened.* He is alive... so alive! I can feel his life emanating from you. I promise you that you will never want for anything, nor will your... our... son.

 

N: *Her smiled looked misplaced against the slight grimace twisting her features. But like a mirror to his own, her expression softened as if that moment of rest had been one he bestowed upon her. But already she was feeling the spidering of his fingertips close to her palms, and the pull of her Shaquarava towards the centre of his palms. Naor'rin moaned with the discomfort and per her will, she moved her arms so that their palms were against each other.* I love you...

 

Sc: *He kissed her softly once and then his fingers locked with hers. Arcs of energy that were so cold they were hot shot forth from his palms into her and he pressed her down into the bed hard as she spasmed in the painwave that he knew was assaulting every pore of her body, except the child, who Sc'orr carefully protected with his own mental strength. His hips moved again, faster, matching the increasing pace of his own blushing. It was far from over!*

 

N: *Her mouth was agape as she struggled for air, but the cries died out. Her vocal cords were simply frozen, as stiff and tense as the rest of her body. Naor'rin wanted it to end, but at the same time, she knew it was impossible. Her body had given him permission, and through her own fear, she only enhanced the ache. The warrior in her was struggling, and she had to keep it from resisting him...*

Sc: *He wanted to grab her legs and hold them open, but his hands were strongly magnetized against hers, but his lips were completely free to command her.* Open to me... *She did not seem to hear him and her eyes were glassy but he would make her hear him, even across the expanse of her agonized euphoria.* Spread your legs.. Wider Naor'rin! Let me in! GIVE yourself to me! Give me ALL!

 

N: *Her only sounds became gasps; air scratching against her larynx, going into her lungs, thrusting open her chest and pushing his energy outward, towards him. And at the same time, the pull persisted. He plunged in, hard and rough, touching deep and adamantly... pushing, and pushing at the centre of her being. Her defences were caving in...*

Sc: *He thought he could see through her eyes; he could perceive himself - blurry and unfocused. Her mind, and his, were joining at last!*

 

N: *At first a small breach... that slowly he broke through until her essence was vulnerable. His for the taking!*

Sc: *Riding her was becoming steadily more difficult; his organ was thickening and his moans began to take on a similar timbre of discomfort, like hers. One last thrust in and he knew they were locked together, mentally and physically, and that is when the world around them shattered into a million fragments of eternity.*

 

N: *The fever became cold; ice cold, as it seemed all the heat was drained from her body through the link of their palms and their sexes.*

Sc: *He felt her shiver beneath him and smiled, but everything was spinning; every thought they had ever had - every experience and emotion was laid out before them in a chaos of glittering molecules and yet for them it took merely a thought to access them. It would have taken lifetimes for her to see everything he had lived, but caught within the web of their minds they held forever in the palms of their joined hands and though the windows playing out their lives stretched out in an endless succession, what felt like centuries to them was but a few falling grains of sand in the hourglass in the real world.

Sc'orr felt her pride in close ties of caste and family as faces he did not know and yet now knew intimately passed by, and he felt her devastation as her barriers of self-protection were destroyed by T'than during an interrogation that had become an impregnation. He barely had time to feel her anger before she was crushed by sadness as her child died.

There were no words here, but he soothed her grief with his own; she was experiencing his pain as his species pulled away from him and banished him to a loneliness that would last for two-thousand years. Oh yes, he understood her pain...*

N: *Her scream was a silent one. It was overwhelming to be made to see and feel the experiences of a lifetime all laid out before her, as if her eyes projected them onto the pale complexion of his features. But they showed much more than that. The thousands of years that he shared with her, taken to the hilt by Naor'rin's Jaridian nature were a complete overload to her system. Images succeeded each other so fast, it was like being spun around in a maddening vortex of visual echoes, catching only a glimpse of each one before passing on to the next... until they merged and became the essence of images that only time would sort out for her.

And amidst this mental maelstrom, her body was grieving in the intensity of its submission. Because that was what that moment was all about. Being truly taken. Not just metaphorically -Sc'orr was indeed taking something from her, and with every thrust he took with him a bit more, and left something behind of his own...*

Sc: *His manhood lurched inside of her and the sphere of joined consciousness started to melt away, though they were more attuned to each other than they had been just moments ago.* I am coming! *he hissed, his hips dancing once more until his too-swollen cock exploded, shooting forth a wave of both seed and energy to join that which he had already given her. Soon she would come and would give much of it back, but not all; just as her own essence would be given to him to keep for all time to come!*

N:* That was the sign to snap. And she did...

Her body arched and convulsed against his. The burst of his seed and energy inside her, directly into her womb, seemed to transpose all physical barriers her cells could impose. Her fingernails drove into the back of his hands when it hit. The energy wave began to spread, as if his last powerful thrust had broken a bubble inside her. Her veins became red trails against her skin as if her blood had become incandescent lava flowing all the way to her palms...

And this time it burned! It truly burned!*

Sc: *He watched the back of his hands as they bled his glowing energy; it stained Naor'rin's fingertips and pooled under her nails. A little was even spattered on the sheets, but he never let go. Her sounds invaded him as did her energy which rode atop his own as it was called home back into his body. He accepted it with barely a grimace, though it pained him deeply, as bonding always did - when two energies battled and struggled to become one.*

N: *Naor'rin groaned and struggled as the climax went on. A trembling spread from her centre outward; from the place where their bodies still joined; hers gripping him like a vice, milking every drop of essence from Sc'orr. The fire became ice as white vanquished red, changing the tone of her blush. 

It was like her skin was being cracked open and light spilled forth vanquishing the darkness. Her body shook, locked to his, her tightly shut eyes reopened to let out the light her body could not contain...

Then, with a final convulsion, they shut, and everything came to an unsettling halt...*

Sc: *Moans. Cries. Screams. They were no more, and left behind in their place was silence that was punctuated with their breathing as they panted. Sc'orr's hands opened and with a 'snap' that only sounded in his mind, he let go of her. His manhood withered and slipped out of her; they were separated, but only physically. He remained on top of her with his eyes closed, enjoying the vision of her in his mind, enjoying a feeling of completeness that was totally new despite ten-thousand years of existence. But the vision that greeted his eyes was a stark contrast to the one in his mind:

Naor'rin had... changed!

It was as though his vision had reversed everything, and even though her skin was dusty with ashes he could see every detail:

Her hair was now as white as it had been black. Her skin was still copper, but the deep richness of the color was replaced with lighter, golden hues and not only that... His fingers traced over her face, and then her arms; her tiny scales had felt like a tapestry, and he had traced them as well as her delicate spotting. That was all gone and she was now as soft and monotoned as a human or....* Kimera...*he whispered in awe, sitting up and she followed, her full lips parted in confusion over the word that was most evident in her big, lash-rimmed eyes that were so silver it was like looking into two, tiny and perfect little mirrors.*

 

N: *It was like awakening from the longest sleep. Her eyelids fluttered open, but her eyes took their time to focus. Naor'rin looked up, following the sound of the voice that had called her back. She knew that face, smiled faintly at it, despite the look of shock on its smooth pale complexion.* Sc'orr... 

 

Sc: *As she watched him her irises picked up all the colors around them, forever changing now in color.* Gods... what have I done to you?

 

N: *She saw herself mirrored in his eyes. Saw herself through his eyes! It was but a flash, but combined with his words and his own emotions, it was enough to alarm her.* Wha... *stunned, overtaken with a force she did not believe she could possess after such an energy-draining experience Naor'rin jumped off the bed, looking somewhere, anywhere, for a looking glass.*

 

Sc: *She was exquisite, but Sc'orr was overtaken with anxiety; when she looked in the mirror, as she was rising to do now, would she hate him for making her reflection a stranger to her? He watched her finger her hair and then bring her hands to touch at her astonished face.*

N: *At first, it looked as though she was staring at another person. Another person standing outside a window and that followed each of her movements as if she meant to tease her. Naor'rin's arms went around herself and she felt then... the smoothness of her skin, the pale locks of hair that tickled over her chest and her arms. She raised her chin again, still obviously amazed. This time, though difficult, she knew the person standing there, looking back at her, was no other than herself.* What happened? What has happened to me? *she could see him in the reflection on the mirror, seated on the bed, looking at her.*

Sc: I do not know...*Coming to stand behind her he offered a tremulous smile.* But, you are as beautiful as you ever were...

 

N: *Beautiful? She did not know. She could not think of herself in that way anymore. Or at least, not for the moment. Changed, yes... but into what. Into whom?

Her hand reached out, trembling, towards the image. Even the eyes had changed; and she realized also, her sight had as well. And there was noise... faint, distant, but very much there. Voices in the back of her mind, that a close of her eyes and the sound of her voice cast away.* How is this possible?

Sc: I am at a loss to what has occurred; perhaps Jor'rel will know...though I doubt it. You were mated to Zo'or and never suffered such a change...and the appearance of Kimeran ancestry is without precedent.

 

N: Kimeran? *she looked from him to the mirror again. The resemblance was indeed astounding, a complete metamorphosis. It made a creeping sort of sense... she was of the old lineage, kept intact since the beginnings of her race. When the Kimera still were.

 

Suddenly she moved away.* This can't be. What did you do to me? *But the strangest of all, was that she did not feel ill. In fact, she had never remembered feeling so replenished in all her life.* Sc'orr? *blazing pale eyes looked at him, maybe angry that though she had changed... he did not seem altered at all!*

Sc: I do not know, *he replied again, his eyes wide and moving agitatedly in their sockets. His normally calm and fluid grace had been replaced with tension and movements that were short and quick.* I shall call Jor'rel...

N: No! *It was not that she feared the old healer... it was rather, that she feared he would not recognize her and hence confirm her fears - that she had become someone else.* I feel fine... *and she did. The fire that always burned in her core, slowly consuming her life span had been put out. There was a new life in its stead: strong and vibrant, but alien to her.*

Sc: Naor'rin I must - this change... it could pose a danger to you... to your child. *The thought of her baby sent a cold dagger of fear to lodge in his chest. What if this union that he believed had been destined to be, had been a mistake? Would it be a fatal one for the child?*

N: *The baby! He was right! At once her hand rested against her belly but... her mind reached her son first. It had never happened before. It was like every little process - thought, vision, movement - obeyed a whole new set of physiological rules.* He is fine... *she whispered as if to herself.* And so am I... it seems.

Sc: I can see that you appear well but we need to exercise caution.

N: Caution? *she looked in his direction* If we had exercised caution, this would not have happened! *what was that she felt. A fury rising again... a heat. Only, it was not warm. It was icy cold. Naor'rin shuddered, once more holding herself. Suddenly, the world seemed to be closing in on her. Her nails sank into her flesh; a drop of blood oozed down her arm. Black, but sparkly like her mane of silver white hair. She took a stumbling step backwards, feeling the floor escape from underneath her...*

Sc: *He was there, his arms around her before she could fall.* That is it, I am calling Jor'rel. I was concerned this change was dangerous. *He lifted her and lay her back on the bed. She was trembling and he pulled his fingers from her skin.* You are as cold as ice Naor'rin. *He pulled the covers up around her and tucked them around her neck. Leaning down, he kissed her forehead.* 

N: *Dust-like cinders flew all around her as he pulled up the covers. It was cold now, so cold! A different kind of fire, white and blue, consumed her now - but however different, it was indeed consuming her. It was as though lava and glacial ice were fighting a battle within her veins. Naor'rin looked up at him. The expression of fear looked alien in her silver eyes, but the urgency was blatant in her voice.* Don't leave...

Sc: Shhh, lie still. I will return shortly but I must call Jor'rel now.

N: *In a blink, his face was no more in sight. Above her, there were only the many silver dots that played at being stars in that galactic illusion. It was like having a thousand little eyes - eyes like her own, silver and gleaming - staring down at her. The ceiling was an illusion, yet the image of what truly was. Hers was real, but not an image of what should be...Naor'rin closed her eyes at the thought as a new shudder coursed over her body. It seemed her destiny had not been settled after all.*
Book Nineteen
Part Three
Metamorphosis
*Sc'orr had spent a nervous several minutes waiting for Jor'rel to arrive, practically pulling the healer into his bedchamber.*

Jor: Sc'orr, I ask you again to please explain what is the matter. Has Naor'rin suffered a setback?

Sc: Possibly...

Jor: Then you should have brought her to me immediately. You know what I have said... *His words died in his own shock when he saw her, satin pillows beneath her platinum head, the covers pulled tightly around her shuddering body.* It is not possible; she looks like a...

Sc: Kimera. Yes, I know. *She had grown even paler, her skin milky white now. Sc'orr would have described her as looking otherworldly - perhaps even divine, had he not been too preoccupied with questions over why she had changed as well as worry for her and for her child.*

N: *There were voices in the distance, overcoming the constant humming in her mind. Glistening white eyelashes trembled as they struggled to part. Silvery eyes regarded two figures, and a short lasting relief settled on her features as she recognized Sc'orr. But a pang of icy pain coursed through her nervous system, making her gasp and turn away.*

Jor: Did she ingest something to cause this, or do anything otherwise... out of the ordinary? *he asked, while taking some basic readings with a small scanning device that pulsed in changing hues of color.*

Sc: Yes, *he replied without hesitation. There was little point in trying to hide anything now. And why should they?*  We bonded tonight - completely. I have taken Naor'rin for my own, as well as her child but... had I known that this would happen I would have kept my distance. If it was me - something I did...

Jor: Be calm my friend; self-recrimination is not necessary. You did nothing wrong - either of you. I am at a loss however, as to why this has occurred. *Opening a flat, rectangular case with rounded corners he withdrew a syringe. *Naor'rin? *he called, brushing her snowy hair off of her ashen cheeks.* It is Jor'rel. Can you hear me?

 

N: *His touch felt surprisingly warm on her cheeks, not like a Taelon's used to feel against her skin. Naor'rin made an effort and turned to him, struggling to make her pale eyes focus on his features.* I feel... so cold...

Jor: Your temperature is alarmingly low and that is why you feel cold. *Actually, she should be dead - no Jaridian could survive such hypothermia, but amazingly she was alive.* I am going to draw a sample of your blood.

 

N: *She nodded faintly, despite the constant trembling. The cool air seemed to make little difference when he pulled the covers partially away from her.*

Jor: *He pulled the covers back a little and took her arm. Intuitively Sc'orr was there, keeping it still as well as speaking soothingly to her. He slipped a metallic band just above her elbow and it began to hum, increasing the air density within the ring, constricting the blood flow. In seconds her veins began to stand out and she grimaced in discomfort.*

 

N: *It shouldn't feel like her arm was being gripped and shattered, but it did. Her cells fought against the pressure, and the already slow blood flow came to a painful halt in her arm.*

Sc: It is all right my love. I am here... *He felt her shudder as Jor'rel plunged in the needle and she cried and tensed. The syringe was filling on its own, no plunger required, but extremely slow.* Jor'rel...this is paining her - it should not be this way.

 

N: *It felt like Jor'rel was trying to pass a rope through the hole of a small sewing needle... defying the physically impossible. Her breathing came in gasps that were painful to take as the blood flowed stubbornly out of her.*

Jor: I realize that Sc'orr but her blood is so cold that I cannot draw it any faster. We must warm her. Normally I would suggest that you give her energy but, considering her condition, we will need to rely on more conventional means.

~*~

Moments later, Nurse Jenny Madden was there, her arms loaded with thermal packs. She placed them over and around the Jaridian, her expression calm and neutral, though her eyes were repeatedly drawn back to glance at her face.*

 

N: *She knew the packs were supposed to be warm, and comfortable. But they seemed too hot against her skin! Relief came in small ounces. Her limbs were already feeling somewhat better, and thankfully the pain of the needle in her arm diminished... that is, until it began to drink of her blood. She grimaced and gasped and turned her face away again. She was keenly aware of the human's eyes on her...*

Jor: I realize this is uncomfortable Naor'rin but I must have a blood sample for analysis. *The warmth was reaching her body; black blood began to flow more freely into the large vial atop the syringe. It sparkled intensely with blue, Taelon energy. Withdrawing the needle and the tourniquet he slipped them back into his case and questioned his patient again.* How are you feeling now? Are you warm enough?

 

N: *She closed her eyes and let out a heavy sigh.* Better... but cold still. My head hurts. There are voices that I cannot silence, a language I can barely understand... *her eyes reopened. She was getting somewhat accustomed to the change in the way she perceived things, but every time she blinked and new light filled her eyes, it was still a shock.* Everything looks different... *she looked up, though she could still catch a glimpse of his face in the corner of her eyes* but maybe that is just the fever making me feel like this...

Jor: *His look let her know that he had heard what she had said, though his next statements were directed to his nurse.* Miss Madden, please take this sample to the laboratory and analyze it using the equipment I showed you how to use.

Jen: Okay, *she said, taking a small black case from him that contained Naor'rin's blood sample. Then she looked at the Jaridian.* Everything will be all right, Naor'rin. Please do not worry. *She gave her a reassuring smile and then left.*

Jor: *He sat down on the edge of the bed, curiosity animating his features.* So, your visual senses have changed. Can you tell me in what way?

N: *Naor'rin blinked, wanting darkness to come so the objects came again in perfect contrast when her eyes reopened.* There is... light. Everywhere. Around you. The colours, they are different. *her eyes moved as they chose different objects in the room.* I used to perceive them very well, but now, it's like I can almost see what they're made of. As though I'm aware of every beam of light that hits them, and what colours of the spectrum are reflected... *it was true, focusing intensely on a green object in the end of the room, she could indeed see the vibrant rays of yellow and blue mixing to give it its exact tone of green* It is so tiring... *her head hurt again and she closed her eyes with a sigh.*

Jor: It is possible, *he said, for a moment focusing on her hand held within Sc'orr's*...that you are seeing things as Taelons do. We are able to perceive things on a spectral level. That you are noticing auras around us makes me certain that this is what has happened. If the condition remains and becomes permanent you will learn to...*his fingers made a rolling motion near his face*...move it to the background and disregard it in your perception, though it will never be gone entirely.

Sc: What about the voices? If her vision has matched ours, could it be that... she has become aware of the Commonality?

N: *She felt a cold shiver walk up and down her spine. The Commonality?! In her Jaridian way of thinking, to be joined with it was almost... blasphemy. What would happen to her individuality if that happened?! Her silver eyes focused on the healer, wishing that he would deny it... but the whisper was there. The moment the fear came, it became stronger!*

Jor: Cadence Blue is aware of it so it does not come as a surprise to me.

Sc: But Cadence did not suffer these other changes.

Jor: No she did not; I will need to see Naor'rin's blood analysis to know if it will yield any answers. But just as with Cadence, we have very little data on consensual joinings between our species and others. For all we know, this could be a natural next step.

Sc: *Or it could be the beginning of the end, though Sc'orr was not about to say that in front of Naor'rin. The girl was nervous enough already.*

N: A next step? *but the rhetorical question was but a resigned whisper. Yes, it could help explain the change to some extent. Being joined to the Commonality could have stripped her of her Jaridian ancestry and bring upon the genes that were common to both species... or at least, to the Taelons and the old lineage of Jaridians.* But I cannot even comprehend it... *no, indeed, a Jaridian mind could never understand or accept something like the Taelons' Commonality. Maybe that was the core to her inner struggle.*

Jor: If you and Sc'orr had a mutual exchange of information during your bonding you should eventually be able to fully understand the language, and then it will not be so distracting. In fact, when the Commonality is in unity, the sound can be very relaxing. And in time if you work on your discipline, the voices too, can be tuned out so they occupy the background of your thoughts. *He patted her arm and rose.*

N: *Her heart felt weak. What was happening to her was beyond new. It was... catastrophic to a Jaridian's way of perceiving things. But... it was possible that she was no longer Jaridian... she felt a strange prickling warmth in her eyes, and then something sliding down her temple. But there was no water in the lonely tear, only energy that left a shiny path in its way and then evaporated against her pale skin.*

Jor: Do not be afraid, *Jor'rel said to her. It was impossible to not feel compassion for her as she lay there dueling with her fear.* I promise that everything will be all right. Sc'orr and I will take care of you. *Another fatherly smile.* Now that you are warmer I am going to look you over and make sure that your child is well. *His eyes bore his request.*

N: *She nodded at him and did her best to relax. The shivers still came, but it was distressing to see the paleness of her body.*

Jor: *Having her permission he pulled away the covers completely, adjusting the heat packs around her so she would still benefit from their warmth. Sc'orr remained at the head of the bed, ever the reassuring one. 

The healer lay his hands on her belly, feeling here, pressing there and he noted that she was even more pale than he was. He was in new territory, for no medical records existed regarding that mysterious parent race known as the Kimera. He put on clear plastic gloves and moved between her slightly parted legs, making the examination as brief as possible. 

After he was done he laid a small shiny disk on her abdomen and waved up a datastream.* Would you like to see your son? *He asked, and, he had directed the question to not only Naor'rin, but to Sc'orr as well.*

N: Is everything all right with him? *she was genuinely preoccupied. She knew Sc'orr had protected him during the joining but... what had happened to her had been unforeseen. What if the child too had been affected?*

Jor: Yes, Naor'rin. He is fine. Are you ready?

N: *The reassuring answer was all that she needed. Naor'rin looked up at Sc'orr, attempting a smile.* Yes, I would love to see him...

*She looked down at her belly, guessing the shape and place of the datastream before the image actually formed. She could swear she had seen the air move, the dust burned by the energy that formed the stream before it actually took shape.

And when it did, she gasped. Not in pain this time, but in wonder. A trembling hand rose to touch the surface, wanting to make sure it was real, and she smiled warmly when it rippled.* My son... *her hand sought Sc'orr's.* Our son... *she whispered*

Sc: Yes...our son, *he replied, squeezing her hand, but never taking his eyes off the amazing image that was hanging in midair before them of the beautiful little child. His energy was racing - not with the heat of lust, but with the joy of anticipatory excitement. He found that he was understanding human wonder over new life and even committing the error of mapping out the child's future. He knew that was faulty reasoning for sure, but it brought a tremendous feeling of completion to imagine the bright treasures that the future would hold for this special being.* I cannot believe how...perfect...he is...

N: *It was almost surreal! She could see the energy coursing inside the tiny, but perfectly shaped body. How it blushed softly at the core, then began its voyage again, all over the chest, the tiny arms and legs. Like a heartbeat.*

Jor: *He could not help the grin at Sc'orr's awed comment; even at ten millennia of age his friend could still be subject to the wonder of a new experience - the experience of bringing forth life. Though a tiny part felt a pang of regret for Zo'or. Despite what he had done to Naor'rin, Jor'rel hoped that he would mature and, with hopefully more wisdom, take a new mate and thrive again.* Yes Sc'orr, indeed he is perfect, but, *he looked back to Naor'rin,* I do have a concern. His temperature remains higher than yours. At the moment this is not a problem, but if your body attempts to compensate for this difference it would be detrimental to him. 

 

N: *Her eyes were pulled away from the stream by the dimension of Jor'rel's words. She fixed them on the healer, pleadingly. Her son was in danger! In danger from her! Despite the unexplained transformation she had undertaken, Naor'rin could not help but feel guilt.* Is there nothing that can be done? *a new shiver, brisk and tainted with fear. She held Sc'orr's hand even tighter* I would lay down my life if that meant my child would live... *she had witnessed it all too often: Jaridian babies dying in their mothers' wombs before given a chance at life. Zo'rak... he would not suffer that fate!* 

 

Jor: *He raised a gentle hand to silence her.* That will not be necessary Naor'rin. So far all is well, and I intend to make certain that it remains so. Your pregnancy is nearly at its conclusion. Until then you are to rest, and I do mean... rest. And... until I can find a way to stabilize your current body temperature I want you to remain here. We can set up a perimeter around the bed of temperature controlled air so you can be free of these bulky packs.

N: *Jor'rel was talking to her, but her eyes were again on the little image hovering over her womb. Her answer was a nod. She had done worse things before to keep her child alive. In truth, it would not be hard to obey the healer's orders. She was feeling tired, though energized at the same time; the fever robbed her of balance and the constant tremors told her how ill she was.*

Sc: She will stay, *he interjected firmly.* and I shall see to it that she rests Jor'rel. You have my word.

Jor: Of that I have no doubt my friend. *He looked over at Naor'rin* I will see you tomorrow. *Walking over to her he snapped a monitoring band around her upper arm. It would alert him of any emergencies faster than a summons.* Now, I want you to sleep, for twelve solid hours. If you have any problems I will leave something with Sc'orr that is safe for you to take.

N: *She smiled faintly at him. Naor'rin knew all of them were slaves to time. Time would tell of her fate this time, for they were walking on new ground. Her thoughts went to Cadence for a moment; the girl had been brave to accept all the changes, and extraordinary to live so well with them.*

Sc: *He was tucking her in again, but he was beaming.* Rest Naor'rin. I need to set up the thermal perimeter and then I will join you. For the rest of the night, I just want to hold you. *He kissed her softly and then placed two more on her closed eyelids.* Sleep now...just sleep...

N: *She looked tenderly at him and then with a long sigh, she closed her eyes. Lying in that bed, so still, so pale, Naor'rin looked like a specter of her old self, a little too insubstantial to appear real.

She rolled slightly over to the side, curling up somewhat in search of comfort and warmth. But though her eyes were closed, it was not until she felt Sc'orr lying behind her, his arms protectively around her body, that Naor'rin fell into a deep sleep, soothed by the humming tone of the energy that ran in his pathways and the faraway whispering of her child's voice.*

~*~

*Sc'orr's bed was bathed in pinkish light; the thermal shield was working well to keep her warm, and the temperature adjusted automatically, responding to minor fluctuations in Naor'rin's body temperature.

Sc'orr had risen early and, after being assured that she was sleeping peacefully, had gone to his office to finish several tasks that had demanded his attention right away and to postpone others that did not so he could return to his mate as quickly as possible. 

By the time Jor'rel arrived Naor'rin had awakened, though recently, and Sc'orr was talking to her softly, sitting next to her, propped up against all the pillows.*

Jor: Good Morning, *he said. They nodded and he continued.* Naor'rin, how are you feeling? Did you rest as I had asked?

Sc: She did, *he interrupted.* She was a very...*he looked over at her slyly,*...good girl. *He enjoyed her expression as he did his best to impersonate the War Minister's tone and demeanor.* 

Jor: *He arched an eyeridge* Indeed. But we shall see who is truly the chastened one in the future once she has her strength back, hmm Sc'orr? *Sc'orr returned his smile but then the healer became more serious.* How are you feeling now that you have rested? I must admit that you look.... *His words fell off as he stepped closer to her and looked into her silvery eyes. She was still extremely pale but there were pale spots at her temples in delicate patterns he had come to know, where there had been none yesterday.*

N: *Naor'rin was about the reply when she suddenly felt overly observed. Jor'rel was acting like someone who had just spotted a bug on her shoulder and was slowly creeping in on it. She remained perfectly still, and suddenly Sc'orr's gaze had joined the healer's* What is the matter? *she asked, worried*

Sc: Following Jor'rel's gaze he noticed them too and smiled, tracing over the tiny, spiral patterns with his fingertip.* Oh... I am glad these are back. I always found these patterns most... alluring.

N: Back? *she touched her own skin following the path left by Sc'orr's cold fingers. she looked down at her fingers then, as if expecting them to have changed as well, but they were just as white as before.*

Jor: *He asked her to sit forward and while she held the sheet over her breasts he peered at her back and shoulders. Down her spine he noticed more patterning but it was extremely faint.* Perhaps your original coloring will return... not that how you look now is unappealing. 

N: *She snorted. Jor'rel always had to throw in such comments. But it actually made her smile.* I do not feel much different from yesterday though. *she felt a slight cold when he touched a few of the spots as if to make sure they were not an illusion.*

Jor: What about your vision and hearing?

N: *She looked around again.* No change... it is not so shocking anymore, though upon awakening I admit it was frightening. I sort of wished it had been all a dream. *a deep breath, and she leaned back again* The voices are not gone either. I did not hear them as I rested. *she looked at Sc'orr, who was still by her.* I heard yours though.

Sc: *A hint of a smile touched his lips.* Yes... always from now on.

Jor: As I said, it could be permanent and if so you will learn to cope with it. Or, you might wake up tomorrow or the next day and find yourself as you were. It is difficult to predict at this point and time.

N: I understand. The changes are shocking to me, but time will do what time does and make the shock go away. I am worried though... about my baby. *her look became serious, though in all the new whiteness of her skin, it was almost childish.* What has my blood told you?

Jor: Yes, I do have the preliminary results of your tests. Understand that what I am about to tell you is what I was able to glean from these early results and I have included some conjecture of my own thereafter, which further tests on you once you are recovered will either confirm or deny.

N: Any explanation is welcome. It is hard to cope with so much change without understanding the reason why it occurred *she moved her pale hand as if for emphasis* I trust your judgment Jor'rel. Tell us.

Jor: Your blood has been transfused with Taelon energy, and your body will now require that energy to function. This is not a surprise; the same thing happened with Cadence. What is surprising though is what I found upon a more in-depth analysis.

N: *It made sense what he was speaking. Even when she had been mated to Zo'or, she had felt the need for Taelon energy. It had become subconscious, and it had been one of the reasons why she and Sc'orr had become involved. And after the mind trip episode, when she had fled to Ha'thor... it had been more evident than ever that she had become extremely hungry for energy.* Go on...

Jor: Your changes are being triggered because your genetic template has been altered.

Sc: Genetic? How could I have altered her down to the genetic level? *He was stuck somewhere between amazement and alarm at the news.*

N: *Though she was silent, her eyes asked the same question as Sc'orr's when she focused them on the healer's.*

Jor: As I said, these tests are in their most preliminary stages. However I did mention conjecture; I have a theory.

N: A theory?

Jor: You have made me aware that you are from an extremely ancient lineage. I believe that you and the others of your line, as well as others from heritages just as old, were implanted with Kimeran genes. 

N: *She nodded* There was contact between my ancestors and the Kimera. A ship, carrying the first of my lineage, met them, spoke to them. But I was unaware that something deeper than that might have occurred... *it was somewhat bewildering to think that she could have been made of different genes than her brethren... so different in fact, that they could lead to such dramatic change.*

Jor: I am nearly certain that they made the alterations to particular members of your kind unbeknownst to them. Had I been in their place it would have been what I would have done - taken the best and brightest, knowing the genes would be passed down through the generations. These genes were to remain dormant until the day that the Jaridians and the Taelons made peace. Once that occurred, both your race and ours would have discovered the secret of continued existence: Each other. When we came together in mutual harmony, these dormant genes would become active, making procreation between us possible.

N: But we tried before... you did, in laboratories. And I did as well. My kind endorsed my... connection to Zo'or because they hoped we could conceive. There was peace, at least... momentarily. 

Jor: Momentary peace is not true peace though. And...as I have said, I am only theorizing. I will not know until I run further tests and have more accurate results. It could also be possible that your changes are a result of having the energy of three Taelons within you: T'than, Zo'or and Sc'orr.

N: I see... *she paused, the trail of thoughts following its natural path.* But if the Taelons are indeed our answer, then my kin...

Jor: *He saw Sc'orr look down sadly after Naor'rin spoke. His voice was as melancholy as Sc'orr's expression.* No...peace was never reached... and the Jaridians are doomed because of it. We too would have suffered the same fate, but, the Kimera in all their wisdom saw to it that there would be another alternative - the humans. I have never run any genetic tests on Cadence but I am certain that if I do I will find the same latent genes I have discovered in you.

N: *Though Cadence had never been changed... at least not physically. But glancing over the healer's shoulder and into the faraway mirror, it was not hard to guess why no change had been made to the girl's appearance. She was already fair, bright eyed, and had the right complexion.* So, the Kimera touched her species... but... *Naor'rin's eyes widened somewhat.* if the humans can be compatible with your species... perhaps... in time, my kind can find its answer too if they learn about equality. If there was any notion of fairness in the Kimera's judgment, then they should be given the same chance. Even if... there are not many of the ancient lineage left. 

Jor: *He nodded and squeezed her hand once.* Perhaps you are right and, if they do achieve a peaceful coexistence on Earth with the humans, then indeed there would be hope. *And hope was what he intended to leave her with, not thoughts of her species dying.* I must go, but I will return again to check on you tomorrow. Your temperature is stabilizing, but slowly and until it does you are open to chills and we cannot risk illness with your delicate condition. Stay in bed, go to sleep early and do not hesitate to call me at any time if you need me or even if you merely have a question. 

N: *He made her feel somewhat like a child... a really small child. There was love towards Jaridian children but she had been brought up to be strong and make it on her own. To depend so much on another person had been something that she had had to get used to.* You need not worry so much. 

Jor: Nonsense. I am your healer; that is what I am here for. If in a few days you are stable and feeling up to it you may move about the ship in a limited capacity. If you would like the distraction of visitors I will have T'than bring Cadence and T'lana to see you.

N: Yes, please. *she had answered even before thinking. Being restricted to bed was unnerving to say the least. The thermal perimeter made her feel much better, though she knew she was restricted within it. It would be great to have a distraction.*

Sc: We would both enjoy that, just as long as Naor'rin is well. *The healer nodded and withdrew from the room in a graceful flutter of crimson and gold robes. Sc'orr turned to look at her for a moment before going to sit with her. The hand that was caressing her belly over the sheet soon crept its way under it to caress her bare flesh. The life flows of the baby were strong and vibrant, filling him with deepest joy. After feeling and listening for a while his caress moved up to her breasts, now even fuller because they would soon be nourishing the child. He refrained from speaking, instead using their forming bond, sending out his love for her in thought. Soon she would perceive that mental voice completely - each nuance - but for now he knew she could hear the whisper of his words, and feel what he felt for her. No longer was he just Sc'orr - alone. Now, when someone spoke his name, most of the time it would be linked with hers - his new mate.

Sc'orr and Naor'rin.*
Book Nineteen
Part Four
A New Member of the Family
[Follows "Metamorphosis" about two weeks later ]

*Cadence's eyes were closed, though she was merely resting. T'than had been there with her most of the time over the past few days, ever since Jor'rel had confined her to bed after she had experienced minor bleeding as well as some discomfort. That one little cord of energy that had almost ruptured like the first one during her fateful visit to Earth was withering; each of the remaining five were, which was natural as the time of the birth neared, but due to its existing weakened condition, it threatened to sever too soon.

T'than of course was entirely overprotective as usual. The girl's lips pouted softly as she thought about it. He would not even let her play with T'lana, who could stand now as long as she was holding onto something or someone. It was downright boring! And to make matters worse, he could bring a shield down around the bed so she could not leave! Her eyes opened; she could see it now if she really looked. Little pink waves of energy were in constant motion around her. 

She had access to a datastream and all the entertainment she could want, even beyond the ship's library: The newly formed human community had created a news service of sorts that discussed minor political goings on aboard, making announcements to the volunteer staff as well as focusing on social events. Cadence found herself drawn to the broadcasts - following the lives of the people much as one avidly follows a soap opera. Without the distraction of T'lana, and at the moment, T'than, she was becoming increasingly more restless.

She knew she was agitated - it showed in the light sheen of perspiration that made her rosy skin shimmer in the soft light. She pushed away the thick comforter, just keeping a sheet over herself. Soon that was sticky and damp, and her former shimmer had become a wet gleam. It was so very hot....and that was when the first blush rolled outward from her chest, accompanied by the first spasm of discomfort.

T'than, *she called, within and aloud,* T'than... please come!

GT: *Ever since the ships had parted, he had been forced to extend his time in his offices. All the Taelons knew their respectful places, but some had to be reassigned to other complementary duties, and the same with the humans. He wanted to personally make sure all was as he intended...

Of course that robbed him of time he could have spent with Cadence. He knew she was bored, but right now, she was also safe so he could work. But, though his offices were but a few steps away from his room... they looked like miles when he ran in response to her call.

He had been speaking to a volunteer, evaluating the report on a small global when it simply fell from his hands. He was left staring ahead for a moment as the human picked it up. The man looked genuinely surprised, but T'than gave him no room for questions. By the time the volunteer was standing, T'than had already disappeared behind the door that separated the office from the lounge.* 

#Cadence#  *he called her mentally, and the sound of his voice was the mere echo to his mind's call. He could feel her discomfort already.

The barrier around the bed dissolved the moment he sat on it. At once his palm reached for her temple, a mild caress as well as a way to feel her aura. His irises shifted as he focused on the colours. They were vibrant, and erratic, just like her heartbeat.

He did not need to ask what she was feeling. He could sense it, and a blush coursed through his shell the moment he touched her belly.* The child... but it is too soon!

C - *He was right; Jor'rel had told her that the birth was ten to fourteen days away, and that every day counted! Each day the baby was denied before its due date increased the chance for problems exponentially. But none of these thoughts transpired to Cadence's lips because she was speechless with pain and distress. During T'lana's birth the intense pain had not begun until hours into her labor. But in the ten minutes that had passed, each subsequent contraction, though brief, was increasingly more painful. Looking to the side she saw the silver band around her left arm glowing urgently.*

 

GT: *The General was doing his best to calm her; keep her energy flow to a steady cadence, and speaking softly to the child as well, urgently seeking an answer to what was happening. There was fear, as well as anticipation in him. And already they were mixing to produce anger: why was Jor'rel so delayed?* 

 

C: *She heard the door chime sound out in the living area and knew that it would be Jor'rel. T'than left, leaving her lying in the center of the bed far from the pillows.* T'than...

GT: Hush. Do not move. *was all he said before heading to the door. There was no time for greetings. T'than simply followed Jor'rel back into the room.* 

Jor: *The moment that the War Minister admitted him to his home he headed to the bedchamber. Removing Cadence's monitoring device he made a quick and cursory examination, touching her skin, looking in her eyes and checking her pulse.*

GT: She is experiencing convulsions. I do not know what happened. She has been confined to bed as you ordered. *his tone did not bear its usual calmness. He walked in front of the bed, to and fro for a while.* All was well...

Jor: *He found himself staring into a pair of anxious blue eyes.* Her labor is having its onset earlier than I would like, but that it is early does not necessarily spell disaster. 

GT: *He stopped in his tracks, looking at Cadence. His eyes shifted again. Her aura was still sending out alarming messages.* I do not like what I see. What will you do?

Jor: The first thing I intend to do is to try and stop it. *He reached into a cubelike case and withdrew what looked like a piece of rectangular metal that was as big as his hand. It was so thin that when he pulled back the damp sheet covering Cadence's stomach and lay it just above her navel it draped over the roundness with nary a wrinkle. Its black surface was covered with intricate patterns that the healer could feel under his fingertips as he moved them, tracing the fine lines purposefully until the lines began to glow softly with bluish light that now traced the patterns as his fingers formerly had.* Cadence, tell me what you feel, *he asked gently, coming to sit near her, T'than seated on the opposite side of her.*

C - It feels like...little vibrations. *T'than was stroking her face; his hands felt so nice and cool....

Jor: Good. This device is attempting to realign your energy flow. In essence, it is attempting to tell your body to go out of labor and resume the baby's forming process.

C - And...if it doesn't work...will he...die? *she croaked. There was more soothing caresses, and T'than's voice was now in her mind as well, soothing her.*

GT: # I will never allow it...# *he kept whispering to her mind, even if there were no words to the whisper, only his presence. But despite the comfort in all of it, he had to feel guilty for her grief. That child was unlike T'lana. His conception had been in ecstasy... but pure passion. T'than had been Atavus, not Taelon...*

Jor: Hush please. For the next few moments I want you to just lie quietly, all right? *He saw her ready to pose the question again and he shook his head, his voice still gentle, but now with added firmness.* You must be still... and quiet. *His fingers touched her eyelids.* Close your eyes. *Her lashes were fluttering against his palm but he did not pull away until the motion stopped.* Just keep them closed. *He pulled the sheet back over her. Her head was flat against the mattress but he did not want to risk moving her by adding pillows. It was soft enough anyway.*

GT: Allow me to try something... *he placed each of his palms against her temples, and both thumbs pressed softly to her closed eyes, massaging. There was a faint glow shining between their skins, and T'than too closed his eyes for a moment, letting his mind link with hers, his energy flow become hers to command and vice versa.*

Jor: *He moved back slightly, allowing T'than to take over. The room became quiet. Her breathing had slowed, her heartbeat regulating itself. He had the feeling that she was sleeping lightly.* Just continue to do what you are doing; your touch is soothing for her. There have been no further contractions, and if in thirty minutes there have been no more we can assume that I was successful in my attempt to keep that baby inside his mother for a little longer.

GT: *It was like trying to put out a fire. Every little hint that warned him as to an upcoming contraction became the immediate centre of his focus. He hold on to that little energetic signal and immediately redirected it to his own body. He felt the pain, grimacing somewhat but at once returning to his usual calmness.*

Jor: *The bed barely registered his rising as he brought his scanner, keeping it hovered over T'than's body, monitoring his readings while the General lured her pain to himself. His readings were stable but Jor'rel could tell that he was having to use all of his concentration to keep them that way.* T'than...what do you feel?

GT: ^Again, this time stronger. He wanted to warn Jor'rel that it was getting increasingly difficult to stop the contractions, but if he did, his concentration would break and it would be worse. A few followed, higher in intensity and closer in time, but he kept them from reaching her womb.* #You are doing very well...#
Jor: *Going back to the little patch glued to Cadence's stomach he poised his fingers over it again, changing the patterns of the lights and thus, the flow of the impulses it was sending into her.* You are doing an excellent job, T'than, and the adjustment I just made should help as well. *Cadence moaned but it sounded more life the release of a long-held breath.* Just relax; you are doing fine now; just try and rest. *He saw her nod, though she never opened her eyes.* Good girl; just continue to be still - try to sleep.

GT: *At last they appeared to slow and halt... Her energy was slowing down, her heartbeat steadied. He felt her more and more relaxed. Breathing in, T'than took the time to send in little pulses of energy, numbing her mind and her senses to a state of light sleep...

But then, there was a touch. Light at first, then stronger, something holding on to his leg. Then energy, and a calling that he could not deny. His eyes opened and he looked to the side: T'lana was there, looking wide eyed at him, apprehensive because she had probably felt her parents' discomfort.*

T'lana:  Da? *She asked tentatively, her turquoise eyes looking from Jor'rel to her father. Her mommy was on the bed and she wanted up....she wanted up RIGHT NOW! Things were strange and not right, and when T'than did not comply immediately to her unspoken request she blushed brightly and wailed, her cry becoming more distressed because she had shaken her little fists angrily and thus let go of her parent's leg, falling backwards onto her behind.*

GT: *That was quite enough of a distraction. At once a blush coursed through him, and with a grimace T'than was forced to let go of Cadence. It was as if her body had repelled him. He heard her cry and wince, and his child's grew even louder shortly after.*

C - T'lana? *she said, her eyes opening instantly and she moved to sit up but Jor'rel was there at once, holding her down.* T'lana!

GT: *He was divided, but at great cost, T'than rose from the bed and picked his child up from the floor.* # Hush...# *he spoke to her mentally. It seems the little one had inherited Cadence's demanding personality.*

Jor: *She is fine. You must be calm and still Cadence. Your other child depends on that!

C - *Torn between obeying him and wanting to rush to her daughter who was calling 'Ma-ma' over and over, Cadence grimaced from another kind of pain. T'than stepped into view so the little girl could see her.* T'lana it's okay baby... it's okay I am right here. See Mommy? *The child was reaching out with chubby pink hands, wanting to be held but Cadence could do nothing but lie flat, Jor'rel's palm firmly against her sternum.

Jor: Be still.

C - I know but... I can feel her distress.

 

GT: She has felt ours, but all is well. *T'lana was restless, and her demands were an additional stress to his system. Part of him wanted to obey his child's need, but he knew better than to allow her near Cadence.*

Jor: *He looked over at the little one. She was dressed in baby blue pajamas, her little head covered with wispy short hair that was pure white, making her cheeks look very very pink with her frustration. He went over and smiled, chucking the baby under her chin and whispering to her father.* T'lana needs to be somewhere else right now - she needs to be distracted so her emotions do not compromise this already precarious situation. I will summon Jenny Madden, unless you prefer another?

 

GT: *He looked down at his child and then at Cadence.* I do. Please summon Sc'orr, Jor'rel. He may have to take my place as leader in the next hours, should we fail in preventing this birth. He will no doubt bring Naor'rin with him. She... *his eyes were on the little infant resting in his arms* is experienced with hybrid children and has managed to calm T'lana before. We will need the child to be far and distracted, so she will not feel the impact of our emotions during the birth. It will be taxing...

C - No! *she said, struggling to sit up but failing.* You said it was stopping! You said...

 

GT: *He looked down at Cadence, his features reassuring.* Do not worry, we will stop it. But we need to prepare for any eventuality.

C - *Jor'rel left the room quietly, presumably to make the appropriate arrangements.* T'than, bring T'lana over please. Please let me be close to her for a moment? *she pleaded.*

GT: *The baby seemed to understand and at once extended her arms toward her mother. But it wasn't until T'than's eyes scanned over Cadence and he made sure it was safe, that he sat down on the bed with the child.*

C - *She could actually breathe again; there were little tremors within her, as if her labor were threatening storm clouds that as of yet had not released the heavy rain. She imagined she could hear low thunder rumbling in the far distance, but for now, Jor'rel's little device was keeping the pain away - gentle vibrations persuading her body to not give up its tiny treasure too early. She smiled up at him; together he and the baby were a beautiful sight.* I feel better - I think it might actually work. 

GT: *T'than nodded at her* We shall do the impossible, if that is what it takes... *he pressed his palm to her forehead. Her temperature was down.*

C - *The baby reached for her again and she pulled her down into her arms, cuddling her. T'lana was happy and contented - she had gotten her way.*  Soon you are going to have a little brother... but hopefully not today. *She took a little hand into her own and made it caress her tummy over the sheet.* Baby, *she said. *T'lana looked at her and pointed to herself.* Yes, you are a baby too, *she giggled.* A very smart baby.

GT: *The Taelon allowed himself to relax, watching Cadence and T'lana in the same nurturing fashion that his mate had watched them. Maybe... it was not necessary for Jor'rel to summon Sc'orr after all. He felt nothing out of the ordinary for the moment. T'than rose from the bed, as if intent on telling the healer it was over.*

C - Can you listen to my tummy? Can you hear your brother in there? *T'lana put her ear against Cadence's stomach. A moment later she smiled with a flickering blush.* Baby.

T'lana: Bay...*she sat up and looked up at T'than.* Bee. *She grinned broadly.*

GT: *He answered the child's grin with a smile. An expression which could seldom be seen on his face. He spoke in Taelon to her, repeating the words "your brother" that Cadence had just spoken. A word that he had not used, for until very recently... Taelons had siblings, not brothers or sisters.*

C - *She was smiling and it was as if nothing had ever been wrong. She was holding one of T'than's hands, pulling him down, just wanting to feel him close.* Have you decided on a name yet? I named T'lana and I wanted you to choose this time.

GT: *His eyes shifted towards Cadence.* No, I have not. I never expected him to want to be born so soon.

C - *Smiling, she shook her head, biting her lower lip.* It's okay. Keep thinking about it but, you will need to decide soon.

GT: Let us hope, not too soon.

C - *She was watching T'lana and listening to T'than when her eyes moved off to the side, as though an invisible entity had whispered in her ear. The smile drained away from her face as did her color and her green eyes flashed for a fraction of a second; the encroaching storm... lightning had struck...*

GT: Cadence? What is it? *he noticed the shift. It alarmed him - his instincts whispered that something was different.*

C - I don't know... I felt something. I felt... *Her newly dried skin was beading again with sweat. T'lana pulled at a lock of her hair. Cadence moaned and swallowed, turning away from the distraction.* T'than... take her away please. *As if on cue the door to the chamber vanished with a waft of cool air. There were others there - many others though in reality away from Cadence's fractured perception there were only four: Jor'rel, Jenny Madden, Sc'orr and Naor'rin.*

GT: *He picked up the child, despite T'lana's audible protest. He did not move away from the bed though as the door dematerialized to let in Jor'rel and the others.* Something is wrong. She was doing well, but suddenly her emissions changed.

Jor: *He went to her and pulled back the sheet, his lips becoming a tight line when he saw a small pool of blood between her legs that had so much energy in it that it was not even red anymore.* General, whatever you intend to do regarding the hierarchy on this ship do it now. Labor has continued, and there is no way that I can stop it.

GT: *Shock registered momentarily on his features.* Sha'bra... *he whispered to himself, looking away from her blood.*

Sc: What is it you wish me to do T'than?

GT: *Sc'orr's voice was nearby. He walked from the bed, intent on keeping Cadence's privacy, and met his fellow Taelon and mate by the door. His eyes lingered on Naor'rin for a moment. Though his eyes did not recognise her, energy never lied. No time for wondering though.* Take over. It is unsure whether I will be fit to reassume my duties in the following days and there is much to be done. Labour has begun, ahead of schedule... I foresee... complications.

Sc: I am sorry, *he said, looking down and then up again, his eyes displaying his concern.* Focus only on your family; I will see to it that your orders are followed and that you are not disturbed.

N: *She greeted T'than with a brief nod, but as he spoke to Sc'orr she hurried toward the bed. The Taelon leader did not stop her.*

C - *She heard her mate's voice in the distance but there was someone else there, caressing her face.* Naor'rin? *she asked weakly*

N: Hush... *she smiled down upon the girl, letting only good vibrations exude from her body. Cadence looked scared.*

C - *But it was not Naor'rin, only someone who looked like her somewhat. The hair was right - black as ebony except for a streak of white going down one side but the skin was too pale.* Who are you?

N: It is I, Cadence. *she let the coldness of her hands refresh her forehead. Naor'rin was still not quite back to normal, but she was stable. Over the last days the mirror had welcomed her back to a different reality. Today, her skin was pale but spotted, her eyes still light; silvery but with hints of violet streaking the irises when the light hit them. The platinum streaks in her ebony hair reminded her of her change.

C - Naor'rin?

N: *she nodded and smiled.* Yes. Hush now. All will be well. *Cadence's distress was palpable.*

C - *She wanted to ask what had happened to her, or if she was delirious, but the middle of her body tightened, squeezing viciously and the shock took her breath away.* It hurts... it hurts so bad! 

N: *She turned back.* T'than! *she called, but the Taelon was already mere feet from the bed.*

C - *Naor'rin was rising and someone out of her field of vision had given her T'lana.* Take care of her* she panted and whimpered.* Take care of her and tell her that I love her ok?

N: You will tell her that yourself in a few hours. *T'than passed by her and took her place by Cadence.* Take care of her. May the strength of our ancestors be with you T'than. *she received a rather odd look, and then a nod from the Taelon and hurried to Sc'orr. T'lana protested in her arms, but the faster they left, the better it would be for the baby... and her parents.*

Jor: *Once their visitors were gone he beckoned for Jenny Madden to come forward from the corner she had been standing in, trying to stay out of the way. She did as he asked and began to pile all the many pillows scattered around the room and bed to the head of the bed.*

GT: I told you to summon Sc'orr alone... *his tone was low, but his voice sounded more like a hiss.*

Jor: *Jor'rel was aware that T'than barely tolerated his nurse and was extremely dissatisfied that she was seeing his private quarters but he would not be intimidated.* She will stay T'than. I need her - I cannot do this alone!

GT: *He was about to respond; his anger was a mere reflex of the strain his system was suffering. Knowing it was just an echo of what his mate was experiencing was enough to return his focus to what truly mattered: Cadence and their son.*

Jor: Recline against the pillows please and get as comfortable as possible. You and she must be close now. 

GT: *He knew that and did as the healer ordered. They had not been given the time for progressive tuning of their bodies. The child had decided to be born before its energy readings were anywhere near its parents. Unity would come harder this time... and there was the additional uncertainty factor that had been T'than's primitive state at the time of conception.*

Jor: *He and Jenny took Cadence under her arms and pulled her up to rest against T'than between his slightly parted legs. He saw Jenny look away politely when T'than dematerialized his clothing.* Do not do that.

Jen: Do what?

Jor: Look away from them. You have seen Cadence...

Jen: I know but... T'than...

Jor: T'than knows better than to be embarrassed over something as trivial as nudity, and if you indeed wish to bring our children into the world you must learn to pay total attention to your patients and not be intimidated by them or their attempts to intimidate you. Understood?

Jen: Y...yes. *She noted his sternness and looked at him directly after taking a deep breath.* Yes Jor'rel, I understand.

Jor: Excellent. Now, prepare what we will need and bring it to me. *He was still stern but his eyes conveyed his pleasure over her response. She would someday be an invaluable asset to his medical staff.

GT: *He had reached for her hands, doing his best to ignore the discussion. He could not be bothered by minor things now. His focus had to become Cadence alone! Slowly he let the energy rise to his chest and transpire to her in small soothing waves.*

C - *She was grateful for his closeness, even though he would now feel more of what she was going through and she looked backward and up at him.* I guess...you will have to pick a name sooner than you planned...

GT: I believe I shall... *T'than leaned over and  planted a small kiss on her forehead.*

Jor: *He peeled away the patch from Cadence's belly. Jenny had set a small tray of medical instruments near the bed while he watched readings scroll by on a datastream and then looked at the image of Cadence's fetus.* It is as I feared, *he said, drawing their attention to the three twining cords of energy holding him in the womb.* The second cord - the one that was weak, has severed. Cadence's body registered this message as one to signal birth, and another tendril also has separated. But these three, *he said, tracing the glowing blue lines circling the tiny body*...are still intact, and this will cause certain problems.

GT: *His eyes were on the stream. T'than was practically glaring at it, as if the strength of his stare could sever the remaining cords for itself. There had been risk, but he had kept her comfortable and forced her to rest! He swore to himself that if something happened to her or his son, he'd turn that ship around and seek revenge on those responsible for Cadence's frailty!*

C - Problems? *she said, almost in a squeak.* Like...what?

Jor: Your son will not be able to escape your body, even when your energy is at a match to his. 

GT: *He turned to the healer, swiftly.* How so? You just said that her body assumed it was time for the birth! Should that not mean the other cords will break as well? *he felt a pang of pain form in her central nervous system, but detoured it from the womb and instead, drove it to their link, and hence, to him. He grimaced somewhat and exhaled before focusing on the healer again.*

Jor: The remaining conduits are thin and might indeed sever sometime during her labor, but, in my opinion the process will not happen quickly enough. Labor begins a short time after complete separation, not while it is happening. In my educated opinion, it will not be possible to keep him inside of her womb any longer to give the other cords a chance to sever on their own. I will have to precipitate that action and sever them myself. It is surgery, and one I would rather do in the infirmary but I do not want to risk moving her.

C - You are going to cut me open? Here on my bed? *Her lips began to tremble. Labor was frightening enough without this additional news!*

Jor: I will not cut you Cadence, *he said, his eyes big, blue and calm.* It will be done using sonic waves, with this instrument. *He held up what looked like a ball point pen.*

GT: *T'than did not recognize it... and he had his share of knowledge with medical instruments. After all... they were as useful in healing... as in torturing.* Are you certain of this? *T'than was not comfortable about it either; after all, last time, there had been three Taelon healers and they had been in the medical wing, and labour had been initiated without these complications...*

Jor: I would be lying if I said it was without risk. If I do not pinpoint the exact location of where to aim the sound waves I could miss and hit the child, or one of her internal organs. She will need to be restrained, which I will do with a restraining field over both of you.

C - I don't want that! I won't be restrained like a prisoner!

Jor: *He kept his patience with his patient* I must - my calculations must be precise, and any movement at all from you, or even T'than beneath you, could put you at significant risk.

C - T'than! *she whined through another contraction* ...please don't let him do that please! Please?

GT: *Even he was unsure if he could withstand the pain stoically; he would not risk faltering in a moment of weakness and destroy their lives in the process!* Do what must be done Jor'rel. *then he looked down at Cadence.* I will not take any risks... *another pang, not so strong as they would become by the time of the birth, and already his body stiffened underneath hers.*

C - *Her frightened eyes sparkled with unspent tears. She had no choice but to relent. Finally, another question came to mind.* Will... will it hurt?

Jor: I will do everything in my power to cause you as little discomfort as necessary.

C - That isn't what I asked. Is this going to hurt?

Jor: *She was so frightened; he saw Jenny looking her way with sympathy.* It will not be without pain. I am sorry.

C - *She shivered, but there was no spasm from her womb at the moment. She was scared, plain and simple, and she started to cry.*

GT: *Of all displays of emotion, tears were perhaps the most human and still, the most appealing that T'than recognized in Cadence. He let his mind reach out to her, a soft humming like waters cascading to soothingly fill her mind with the numbness of the sound and let it be distracted from everything else. It was the perfect background for his words* # Do not fear. So long as we remain one, this will soon be over.# *he brought one of her hands to his lips, kissing the back of it gently.* I will divert her pain Jor'rel, to the maximum of my ability. When you feel it is time...  

C - *She nodded her response but was too frightened to say or think much else. Her crying had abated though, reduced to small, hiccupping catches in her throat.*

Jor: I will guide you both...

Jen: *She took draping cloths from where they were stacked nearby and laid them over Cadence until only her belly was revealed. Jor'rel was setting up more equipment that had been delivered to T'than's living room, and he was suspending different objects above the bed with antigrav matrixes. Meanwhile, Jenny placed a small blue disk on both Cadence and T'than's temple, and her words were spoken softly, mostly directed at Cadence though she did look T'than's way from time to time.* 

 

GT: *He kept a scrutinizing eye on everything the human did. He would need to have a serious conversation with Jor'rel later on about that.* What is the purpose of the devices?

 

Jen: These will make you feel relaxed - not put you to sleep, but just make you a bit groggy. *Her fingers brushed over each one and lights began to move around the edges.* Close your eyes now and only think of good things, like your little baby boy who will be in your arms soon. *Cadence's eyes closed, fluttering slightly.* That is good Cadence. Everything will be fine... *T'than's eyes were still open, moving between Cadence and herself.* You are fighting the effect, *she said gently.* Do not. Just allow yourself to relax.

 

GT: *He would remove it himself if it did not mean letting go of Cadence.* Pain is a different concept to Taelons. We do not welcome any sort of tranquilizer. *he said it in a dismissive tone.* I will require all my focus. *it was tempting to chose an easier path, but he meant what he said.*

 

Jen: *Cadence suffered another contraction; T'than grimaced thereafter but it did not appear unbearable for them. Jor'rel would need to begin soon before they became too great to withstand calmly.* T'than, are you going to spend your time fighting me and telling me how inadequate I am or are you going to be quiet and do what is best for you, your mate and unborn baby, and just listen without argument for a change? *She saw Jor'rel smirk from the corner of her eye.*

GT: *He turned away for the moment it took for the pain to twist his features and then subside and allowed them back to normal. He hated the fact that his weakness was a subject to such blatant display for a human. T'than wanted no more than to rise from that bed and give her the lesson of her life! Jor'rel's words put his focus back where it belonged though...*

Jor: I am ready. Miss Madden, you will monitor their readings simultaneously from the datastream. Do not take your eyes off of it and notify me of any fluctuations out of the norm.

Jen: I understand. *She was positioned off to one side, already watching three sets of readings displayed in front of her.*

Jor: I am initiating the restraining field. You will perceive it as weight that will become steadily heavier until you cannot move. T'than, please position Cadence in a way that is comfortable for you.

GT: *It was time... his body shifted underneath Cadence's, looking for the most comfortable position over the pillows. He opened his legs a little further and pulled her upwards on the bed, so that her head was poised underneath his chin and their bodies were in perfect alignment: her centre, with his.* You may proceed.

Jor: *There was no noise to indicate he had done anything but Cadence moaned, her eyes sleepy but open.* Be calm - it is gradual.

C - *It was like sandbags were being layered on top of her, one after another. Within moments her arms and legs were pressed down into the mattress.* T'than, *she whimpered,* I don't like this...I don't. I am scared...

GT: *The weight of her body over his increased exponentially as the forcefield closed around them. It was harder to breathe now with all the weight over his chest, and he knew that if he lost cohesion, Cadence would immediately sink into him. That was to be his struggle until the end... endure, and persist.* Nor do I, but it is necessary. *he closed his fingers tightly around hers.* # Cadence... join with me. Let me take whatever fear and pain you might feel.#

C - *She could still move her fingers and they met his, entwining with his.* # Yes...just to be close to you, just to be...#  *All thought was cut off with another moment of pain that gripped her a bit tighter than last time. T'than would have been completely open to that, and she felt him tremble.* I'm sorry! *she whispered. She knew he wanted her to send the painful impulses his way but it was in her nature to fight...however, the sedative at her temple was making her sluggish with its soft vibrations and thus her discipline was reduced.*

GT: *That had come as a complete surprise. The pain shot through his system like an arrow. T'than could already perceive the effects of the device on his forehead. It was diminishing the speed of his energy flow, even despite his conscious orders to fight it, and it had also kept him from anticipating and preparing for that contraction. He did not like how it stole part of his perception, numbing him even to Cadence's presence. He looked over to the human assistant: her eyes were buried in the succession of readings on the datastream. Jor'rel too looked extremely focused.*

Jor: *The room dimmed around them and, from above a focused, red beam of light came on, casting a single point of light in the center of Cadence's belly. The red dot split into four, each moving outward, spreading a glowing red grid over her abdomen that matched an identical grid on Jor'rel's datastream. His fingers moved over the stream like he was a musician playing a finely tuned instrument. Mathematic equations rushed by as he read them and calculated, and finally a blue circle surrounded one of the squares. On her belly, another blue circle appeared on the same area, shrinking smaller and smaller until it was just a steady blue dot near her navel. Jor'rel left the stream and stood over them.* Readings?

Jen: They are completely immobile, and readings on all three are within tolerance.

Jor: Very good. *He held up the slim cylindrical instrument.* I am about to sever the first conduit. *He came closer but Cadence was overtaken with another contraction. Her body did not move but her face said it all. T'than's face was more in shadow.* General... are you ready?

GT: *He took his time to answer. T'than did not want his voice to betray his weakness. As always, he wanted to appear in control of the situation even if in that instance, he was not. Still, he rather preferred keeping that knowledge to himself.* Yes. Proceed.

C - *Cadence watched as the slender rod in his hand floated down. It looked like it was traveling in slow motion. Then, a cool touch against her skin but then the healer pulled the instrument back about an inch. Suddenly there was a vibration against her skin along with a sound like a tuning fork being struck. The noise went higher and then vanished but she saw both Taelons wince...and then she did too, and she saw Jenny rubbing her temple as the soundwaves went above their hearing range. Then there was a second of peace before the feeling on her stomach went from vibration to feeling like he was drilling into her.* Jor'rel! *she screamed.* STOP! 

GT: *Her cry was like an audible echo of the ache ravishing his system. That had been powerful. It still felt as though a hot needle was piercing his abdomen, though in truth, his body was simply a mirror to her own.*

Jor: *As if obeying her command he withdrew, but in truth, he was done.* Readings?

Jen: Life processes in both parents are elevated but pose no danger to the fetus.

Jor: *He nodded and looked to his stream. Two blue conduits of energy remained. The third was broken, each end floating off in a different direction.* T'than, Cadence, how are you doing?

GT: You understated the discomfort of this procedure, Jor'rel. *his voice was slightly hoarse. The healer always did seem to purposefully understate matters. Maybe the delusion helped Cadence deal with it all; It certainly did not help T'than. But at least he knew what to expect next...* 

Jor: I apologize, but it is discomfort that will pass quickly I assure you.

C - *She did not interrupt T'than; he spoke for them both, and it had been a moment of sheer agony! She was taking a breath of relief when she felt a tremor - the storm inside of her - releasing a rumbling roar of thunder, the flash of lightning in her mind that of pain, and this time, the horizon was much closer!*

GT: *He had not seen that contraction coming. This time, he could not keep himself from gasping and closing his eyes. The numbing device was not helping!*

Jor: There is no time for respite; I must continue before the contractions become too close to one another. *Cadence was on the verge of tears again and he tried to soothe her.* This pain cannot be denied, but it will be over soon, I promise.

GT: Wait! *the sonic vibrations had already started when he stopped the healer. Taking a deep breath he spoke again, this time his voice sounded more like it usually did* Remove this device! I do not care about the amount of pain, so long as I can foresee it and I cannot even properly link with Cadence. Remove it at once!

Jor: *He was so surprised by the anger in T'than's voice that he removed the disk without a word and then returned to his datastream and began pinpointing the position of the second conduit restraining the child.*

C - T'than? *she asked, uncertain*...don't you want help with the pain? The pain Jor'rel says 'won't be that bad' *she snapped in the healer's direction. His eyes flicked in her direction but he was too involved with what he was doing to respond.*

GT: Not when it is costing me my concentration. I will not sacrifice my competence in aiding you in favor of a little relief. *he even felt somewhat offended that Jor'rel had thought he needed it, though the pain of the cut and the last contraction was still echoing in his body.*

Jor: *Another large blue circle, shrinking to a pinpoint in the center of a grid square on the right side of Cadence's swollen abdomen. He waited for her to pant through another contraction and he saw her sweaty hands tighten their grasp in T'than's. When it was over he pressed the instrument to her and then pulled back, waves of superfast sound rising above hearing range and making their eyes ache in their sockets.*

 

GT: *There was not one second to rest, or to breathe. The contraction made him stiffen; his features became harder than usual, fighting a grimace. He opened himself fully to her, letting all her pain pour into his system. His palms were like a vacuum, sucking it out of her body, selectively choosing all that was negative: the pain, the fear...*

 

Jor: *The little instrument moved until he felt the resistance of the conduit. Sonic vibrations made a clean cut through fibers of solid energy but her womb shuddered again and Cadence cried with it. The internal movement almost threw off his calculations! But, checking his stream he noted that, once again, the separation had been a success.*

 

C - *Cadence was hysterical; just at the crescendo of agony from the procedure a contraction twisted her insides as if taunting her by testing her farthest limits of endurance. She was speechless, only able to sob, her body not even able to move with the tormented exhalations.*

 

GT: *He would have, no doubt, arched his back if not for the forcefield! For indeed the pain had been so intense, it had gripped his frail body in a tight vice and tore him from within. Instead, there was only a blush that shyly disappeared in between their bodies. T'than's eyes were closed and his head was thrown back when his eyes reopened. It was hard to breathe through his nostrils, already flaring, so he let his jaw relax and open so he could take in more fresh air.*

 

Jen: Jor'rel, their readings just shot up...

Jor: *He came over to where she stood.* They are high but still within safety limits.

Jen: Yes, but just barely, *she whispered.* Another contraction or pain from what you are doing could send Cadence's readings too high - the stress might kill her. And look at T'than's readings...

Jor: I see them, *he whispered back*..but I also see them, *his eyes moved to the pair on the bed, watching them, one with suspicion, the other with fear.* Go to them and calm them while I prepare for the final separation.

Jen: *She nodded, though she had no idea how she could even begin to "calm," T'than.*

C - Jenny... what is wrong? *she fretted.*

Jen: Nothing Cadence, not a thing. I was just talking with Jor'rel. *She brought a cold, wet cloth to the girl's moist and flushed face.* That feels nice I bet, *she said, smiling softly.*

 

GT: *His eyes bore a sort of wild anger as they watched the human. She was a terrible liar, and so was Jor'rel, and it angered him that they did not make him aware of any complications! He shielded all the anger, shutting it deep within him for Cadence's sake.*

C - I just want it to be over, *she pouted.*

Jen: I know... I know. *She kept wiping over her face and then moved on to T'than's shoulders and upper arms to rid them of Cadence's perspiration but she pulled away at once when he glared at her. Being near that Taelon was rather like being inside a cage with a wild and possibly dangerous animal.* 

 

GT: Off... *it was but a whisper, but combined with his glare gave his Taelon frailty a sort of demonic taint.*

 

Jen: Hold up there T'than, *she said, attempting to lighten the moment* I am your nur...medical professional, not an encroaching enemy. *He was naturally, not amused, but for the first time she saw Cadence smile a little bit.*

 

GT: A position... I will have to reconsid... *another convulsion, this time extremely strong. He saw it form in his mind before it actually happened, but the distraction that had been talking to the human kept him from diverting all of it into his body. He stiffened, and his hand held onto Cadence's in a painful grip. Just when his body foresaw it would end, for all the others before it had, it lingered until all the icy air caught in his lungs became hot... so hot T'than had the feeling he was becoming feverish.* Jor'rel... *he meant to warn the healer, tell him to hurry because time was running very... very short!*

Jen: Jor'rel! *Her voice echoed T'than's and she dropped the cloth and went back to her datastream.* The fetus is beginning to move into the birth position - the contractions are intensifying! T'than's readings just jumped off the scale but they have returned to normal, but they are still elevated.

Jor: *He grunted; he was already having difficulty aligning his machines. Each time he did Cadence suffered a contraction and the child shifted slightly within her. Finally the familiar blue circle appeared, dwindling down to a point of blue light.* Just one more time now...*Again the slim stem of metal in his hand began to hum and he found his target...but right at that moment her belly trembled and Cadence gasped, though the moan that came after was not uttered by her; T'than had made a mighty effort to take the brunt of it, and even hold it back so the healer could work. It almost worked but even before Jenny warned him that the child was moving he was pulling back. It all happened in a split-second but in Jor'rel's mind he saw it all in slow motion - pulling away from his patients just as an alarm sounded, high-pitched, the beeping becoming a wailing - Cadence's anguished cry.*

C - Something is wrong! It felt different that time - it still hurts!

GT: *He could not argue; it still did. Controlling his mind into knowing that the pain should be gone was nearly impossible when Cadence's ache flowed so steadily into his body. He was too concentrated to be alarmed, but her own fear was leeched along with her pain and T'than felt it keenly.* Something... is wrong. 

Jor: Sha'bra! *On his screen he saw the last remaining cord holding the child; it was halfway severed and now, the circular area around it - Cadence's womb represented by a deep shade of maroon surrounded by a light shade of pink representing the area just outside her womb. The pink was slowly being filled with light blue - the bath of nutrients in which the tiny being lived leaking out.*

GT: *His eyes were on the healer, though slightly unfocused.* What... happened? *it was still hard to breathe, though the discomfort was subsiding somewhat.*

Jor: I nicked her womb. She is leaking energy into her abdominal cavity.

C - What! The baby...

Jor: It is a minute injury; he will be fine as long as the birth proceeds in a timely manner.

C - And if it doesn't? *she demanded*

Jor: Without the fluids and energy which surround him he could die unless released to begin breathing air.

GT: In other words... *his breathing was hoarse, almost difficult, and so was his voice. It was increasingly hot in the room, as if the pain had left a palpitating fever behind* ...because of your failure, my son might perish... we might perish.

Jor: Nothing of the sort will occur! *There was something different about T'than's voice - it was lower, even rougher somehow. He had been so focused on Cadence that he had not noticed - T'than's eyes were green! Not only that, his skin was deeper, and it was not just due to the dimness of the room. Jenny noticed it too; she was looking at him and he could see she was stunned. The change was subtle, and yet it was shocking.*

GT: Then remedy your mistake! *he felt her shudder over him, but his eyes were still on the healer. How dare he fail!* 

Jor: I cannot risk another attempt to sever the cord the rest of the way. Hopefully it is now fragile enough that the child will break it himself when he enters the world. *He brought up the lighting to normal Taelon standards and with a single wave of his hand, he lifted the field.*

GT: *Somehow... relying on hope was far more uncomfortable than dealing with the constant surges of pain. It came so frequently now, never numbing completely, that after a while, it was almost as though he had gotten used to some of it.*

C - *At last, freedom! Freedom to writhe in agony as another icy spasm burned over her. She too had heard T'than's voice and a part of her knew he was changing, but she was in so much pain, even with him buffering it, that it just did not register. Several more convulsions came and went. The little disk at her temple had long ago fallen away.*

~*~
Jor: *Three hours later - three hours of torment for Cadence and T'than and the birth had progressed only a quarter of what it should have in that time. Jor'rel was at a loss as to why though. Nearly a third of the fluids in the girl's womb had escaped and that was worrisome.* We may have to summon Jen'vei and prepare for surgery.

Jen: But he is so new! If only Cal'lar had remained here...

Jor: But he did not - his expertise was needed in the other colony and Jen'vei can only gain experience by doing. *He was about to have her summon him when T'than and Cadence cried out through another contraction - the sound more desperate than before.*

C - I... I can't take anymore, *she moaned, exhausted and drenched in sweat that was now laden with her energy.*

Jor: We may have to take your son through surgery Cadence, but you will be asleep. There will be no more pain and when you awaken he will already be born.

C - *She nodded, wanting to witness it but lacking the will or strength to argue. 

GT: *That was an option he would rather not explore but... they had run out of them. He was trying his best not only to divert the pain, but to be one with Cadence and to reach out for the child. But, it seemed, they had never been more apart than at that moment, when unity was required above all things.* Do what you must. *he did not doubt his strength to endure the suffering... but he knew Cadence was at her limits, and she would need all her energy to bring forth the child. Energy... that was being wasted in every minute.* 

C - *She swallowed back her sorrow; even T'than was conceding and if he was, then the situation must certainly be dire.

Jor: *He was turning away, his mind full of what preparations needed to be done when Cadence gasped. He turned back to see a vivid blush roll outward from her chest and then rush outward to her limbs to strike her mate. He convulsed with the jolt.* Cadence!

C - *She opened her eyes. What had happened? She must have blacked out for a moment. Why was Jor'rel yelling at her, and why was the bed moving under her? Why was T'than struggling like that?

GT: *His palms had been fully open. It was impossible to resist. A blast of energy hit hard in the very core of his being, sending his system into a feverish overload. It felt like he was being ripped apart by that energy. The beast was on the loose! Hot, blistering claws gnawed at his insides, at his perception. The fever erupted through his skin, burning whatever there was of his Taelon self in its path... until even his facade seemed burned - pale becoming dark! He writhed and growled, a flash of light erupting from between his parted lids, until at last, when it stopped and he reopened them, the change was... complete.*

Jor: Miss Ma...Jenny, come here now! *She was there beside him in an instant and they each had Cadence by a shoulder and were pulling her away from...from the creature that was now glaring at them with glowing green eyes and growling in a voice that sounded like it was made of rough stone.*

C - Stop... stop pulling me! *She was now all the way at the edge of the bed and Jenny screamed as a clawed hand swiped at her arm.*

GT: *They had been pulled apart. Those two - the Taelon and that pest of a human had taken her. His Cadence!* Release her...

Jor: Cadence, why did you do that?

C - I didn't do anything!

Jor: You did - you attacked T'than!

C - *She shook her head,* No... I didn't do...*Her head fell back and she tensed in their hands. The atavus behind her made a noise of rage, lunging forward but she was again pulled out of his reach, now forced to stand, though had Jenny and Jor'rel not been holding her she would have collapsed to the floor.*

GT: *He had rolled over and was now ready to leap. His system knew only pain, and anger. And the greenness of his wild eyes was on no one but Cadence, no differently than the eyes of a predator would covet over its prey.* 

Jor: Amazing, *he said, his eyes on the datastream*...her labor is progressing normally! The child has completely turned!

Jen: Jor'rel! *she cried, ignoring him, her eyes fixed on what had formerly been T'than. It still was T'than - she recognized him perfectly but his features had become heavier, his color darker, and between his legs he was...  He was crawling forward on the bed, heading for them, murder in his reptilian eyes.*

Jor: Let go of Cadence, Miss Madden. I am going to take her back to him.

Jen: You can't! He might...

Jor: I am beginning to believe that Cadence's attack was not as we perceived but rather, a catalyst to force T'than into a condition that will hasten the birth of this child. Because...*his voice fell off into a whisper*...he was conceived this way...*He saw her perplexity.* Never mind. Take care to keep your distance now. *He looked back at her as he lifted a limp Cadence, his eyes affectionate* I want you safe.

Jen: The reverse is true; be careful Jor'rel...

Jor: *He came forward.* T'than, can you understand me?

GT: She is mine! *his voice was a growl. His eyes moved from the human backing away slowly, to Jor'rel's face and finally to Cadence.*

Jor: Yes I am aware of that. Sit back as you were and I will return her to your arms. I apologize for my error in judgment; I will not take her from you again. *He laid her shivering body against him and they both seemed to calm down... until the next spasm struck...*

GT: *Her body felt fresh against his, and having her back and so close to him was enough of an antidote to the poisonous rage. His body acted on instinct now, rather than conscious control. He was no longer so effective in taking away her pain, but somehow... the pain was of a different nature now. Strong no doubt, but no longer desperate. His son had gotten where he wanted.

This did not, by any means, make it anymore endurable. His large hands sought hers; dark fingers entwined with pale, fragile ones, making their palms glue as if vacuum held them together.*

C - *His body was so hot and yet it was exactly what she needed because she had gone cold. Whatever need she displayed he tended to and vice versa; they completed each other. She leaned her head back and kissed him on his fearsome face, his appearance not bothersome to her in the least. This was the true father of her child.* # I won't be parted from you again. I am yours... only yours...#

Jen: *She watched as Cadence kissed her altered mate; an angel in the arms of the demon. She moved forward, bringing a cool cloth toward T'than's glistening face, aware of his low growl.*

GT: *His expression had softened somewhat with her words. The meaning of each did not say much, but her presence in his mind spoke volumes. But it changed dramatically when he felt the human nurse come closer. They had taken Cadence from him once; he did not like the fact that they could pull her away again. The wildness returned to his eyes that glistened with a silent warning. Teeth that looked like fangs emerged from behind his lips as the growl became louder in this throat.*

Jor: Jenny! *he hissed, pulled away from his readings by the dangerous sound.*

Jen: I will not be afraid Jor'rel! You taught me that and if I allow my fear to stop me I may as well leave this room and take a job in the kitchen. *Her dark and beautiful eyes locked on her mentor* I am a healer, like you. I will not be intimidated.

Jor: *He nodded once, allowing her to move forward again and though she did not see, his eyes were full of pride. Though her words were slightly inaccurate - she was not a healer yet - he had a feeling she would be faster than either of them anticipated. And she would be one of the best.*

GT: *Too close. She was too close for comfort. Her presence was a distraction he did not want! He tensed up, and attempted to rise, but again the thunderous voice of rage was soothed by the softness of Cadence's presence.*

C - *She watched the young nurse lift the cool cloth and her hands tightened against her mate and she thought to him...* # Shhh... it will soothe you T'than... # *When she was certain she had tamed her lover her eyes came back into focus and met those of the nurse. Her voice was soft and encouraging.* Go ahead. It is all right.

Jen: *She touched his skin with the cloth, and he was so hot the moist material went dry in her hands, and so she repeated the gesture, stepping even closer and bringing the now soaking material over his brow and the top of his head. His green eyes were dangerous and sullen but she merely smiled reassuringly.* All is well T'than. You will have your son soon...

 

GT: *His answer was again but a growl... but a rather dismissive one, as though the subtleties of T'than's personality were not erased by the beast but rather... enhanced.*

Jor: Return to your readings now Miss Madden - you are correct - their energy readings and those of the child are near unity. *She nodded and he addressed the couple* It is almost time - these final contractions will be the strongest...

C - You don't need to tell me...

Jor: *He smiled a bit* Then it is time for the two of you to join once more and urge your baby into the world. *He looked over his shoulder* It is time...

C - *She knew it before he said it; the spasm in her womb began slowly but soon evolved into clenching pulses - each one stronger and feeling hotter than the last.* Gods... oh gods it hurts! *she gasped. Her palms were open and so was her mind.*

 

GT: *It did. The pain was strong; the images that filled his eyes swirled faster and faster until only white remained to blind him. He closed his eyes, his teeth gritted showing the vampire-like fangs that had become his canines, as the low grunts and growls gave the picture the necessary emphasis. His sight had turned inwards though: he wanted to see into Cadence, into her body, into the womb where their child struggled to break free.*

C - *T'than was there; she could see his mental essence as he enfolded her, sharing her pain.* I see him! *In her mind, the child appeared as a small glowing sun. They needed to reach him, enfold him as T'than had enfolded Cadence - their life-forces united in strength and power to pull him into the world.*

Jor: *He joined Jenny behind her stream and watched as three sets of energy patterns came closer, represented by three different colors and sets of numbers that changed too fast to be read. White, blue and violet touched, the color fading from each the two vivid spheres, becoming white, until three became one.* Is it not amazing?

Jen: *She looked over at him; his lined face was smooth; Jor'rel looked young.* Yes...it is, *she replied, her hand taking his just for a moment. On the bed, T'than was making noises somewhere between moans and growls, and Cadence was panting and gasping.* Do you need to go back to them?

Jor: *He shook his head* No; all is proceeding now, and it is their moment.

C - *She threw her head back and cried out. The pulses had ceased, becoming a single band of pain that was as excruciating as it was endless. It was almost an impossible feat to reach out to the little one when they were so entrenched in agony but somehow they did* T'than...just a little more...I can almost feel him!

 

GT: *His veins carried lava for energy. It boiled, burned, leaking outward to every tissue and muscle. In different circumstances, Cadence would have been killed by the high temperature. But the fever grew for a reason: it grew to feed them. The pain was its nourishment and it was ceaseless! T'than cried out as his energy spilled into Cadence's body, intent on fighting the ice, melting it, make their energies fluid so that the child could slip out of her womb and be born...*

C - *They were intertwined with their son; Cadence felt like she was swimming up from the depths of a fiery river but the surface was always just out of reach!* T'than... I can't breathe! I can't pull him up!

Jor: The conduit is holding him in place - use your thoughts to sever it. You are so close now!

 

GT: *The Taelon in him wouldn't have known what to do. But his instincts did. He opened his palms completely to her, letting no energy out and all of her pain in. He could not breathe, and the ache and lack of air combined made his head spin. T'than took himself to the limits of resistance, letting the pain accumulate in his core... letting it catch fire, burn... burn... His features were set in a grimace but he was strangely silent.*

Jor: You are at the pinnacle of unity; push - now is the time!

C - *She was trying but she was being squeezed by a horrible pressure; it was the child trying to break loose from a conduit that should not have been there in the first place. She felt a great pull at last and then there was a sensation of rending, and it was excruciating!*

 

GT: *Suddenly, his body seemed to snap! T'than's back arched as the boiling energy pushed forward, through his chest, piecing through her back just as their connection became what it was: a sharing, of pain, of a final effort, or a scream that vanquished all silence from the room.*

C - *Her eyes widened and her mouth opened though her mate was the one screaming. She thought her abdomen had exploded; the pressure had built to unbearable proportions and then there was a great fiery light and a splash of hot fluid that even sprayed her face and then...a shared exhalation of relief; a sigh of wonder as they looked at the tiny newborn curled up - lying atop her stomach. It was just like with T'lana, only he was surrounded by a pool of fluid. Jor'rel and Jenny maintained distance but had come closer, the healer looking on with both satisfaction and concern. He did not need to tell her how to proceed this time - they needed to touch their baby.*

GT: *He lay underneath her, breathing heavily. The movement of his chest rocked her body and the child's, moving them up and down in a slow rhythm. T'than still held Cadence's hands, but slowly their palms drifted apart, but not before they shared a feeling of mutual relief and content. Instinct drove his actions as he reached out, with incredible gentleness for one of such bestial appearance.*

Jor: *He thought momentarily that he should stop them - T'than was not himself! But her hand was already engulfed by a larger and darker one, and now they were caressing the tiny glowing form of their son. The baby blushed brightly and then his translucent skin was gone, replaced by flesh as pale as a Taelon's, and the healer breathed a sigh of relief, which lasted only a second when the couple sat up and T'than's form moved into the light. 

  

Cadence was holding her child and about to turn when Jor'rel halted her.* Cadence. It is too dangerous. 

 

GT: *T'than looked over Cadence's shoulder. His body was tense, recognizing Jor'rel as a threat. The words he spoke did not help either, and his displeasure was well noted in the low growl that echoed in his throat.*

 

Jor: He should be confined behind a forcefield until he returns to...himself... *IF he returned to himself, he thought.* 

C - *She was not so weak that she could not be offended.* He would never harm his own child! *Jor'rel took a step forward but Cadence stopped him, first with a fiery look.* Step back! *When he complied she relaxed and even smiled a little as she handed the little one to his father, the baby looking even tinier, held in the overly muscular arms.* Look at him *she cooed* ...he is a perfect baby boy! *Her eyes scanned over the exquisite little body, her expression never losing its tenderness, even as big hands with clawed nails also explored over fragile alabaster skin.*

GT: *It was such a great contrast: the rough, dark skin against such soft paleness that was the infant's skin. There was a tiny noise from the child as he gripped one of T'than's fingers momentarily. He removed it gently, the claws barely grazing the baby's skin. All the concerns prior to the child's conception were suddenly erased. His son was perfect - his energy vibrations were steady against his palm and he was very quiet, betraying no suffering of any sort.*

Jor: *He allowed himself to relax somewhat; Cadence seemed to trust the creature... No, he corrected himself - that creature was T'than despite outward appearances, and the change he had suffered....was necessary - if his body were to evolve to its full potential. But how to persuade the others to accept such a regression, even if necessary into a form they found repugnant? He shook his head - it was a question best left for another time.* Do you have a name?

 

GT: J'thir...*he whispered in his hoarse voice, as the child blushed softly in his arms.

 

He looked over from the infant to the woman sitting next to him. The same hand that had just caressed the child rose to cup her cheek. There was no smile on his face, but much pride in his eyes.*

C - *It was a warrior's name; Cadence could feel the power in just thinking the word. She smiled slightly and looked from her mate to the fragile being he held. Someday he would not be so fragile, and his father had many plans for him. She could feel that from him - not details - just emanations of pride, and desire for his son to be as powerful as he.*

Jor: *The door to the bedchamber opened and in came Jen'vei and Del'hir, each guiding antigrav gurneys. He was not oblivious to the sheer danger and air of protectiveness coming from the atavus on the bed. Already warned about what they would see, his Taelon associates put forth nothing but neutrality, as if T'than were his normal self. Sending Jenny on ahead to prepare the infirmary Jor'rel came forward.* You may hold your son for now T'than, but you must release Cadence. I am taking her to surgery.

GT: You are not taking her anywhere. *he looked from his mate and newborn to the Taelon healer. At that moment, Jor'rel was alien to him. Only a remnant of his conscience recognized him as friendly. Through the birth, all he had been to T'than, was necessary.*

C - I feel fine Jor'rel. I want to stay with them.

Jor: Please, calm down both of you. Cadence, I know you feel well but I must repair the damage to your womb; it is a minor operation and you will be asleep for twenty minutes at the most.

GT: No. Have you not heard her, she is well. *and indeed he felt no alarming vibrations coming from Cadence.* You will not take her again.

Jor: *T'than still held her in a cleaved hand and the healer continued, maintaining his composure.* You will not be separated from her for long. If the injury heals improperly there could be consequences in the future, mainly that childbearing would become an impossibility.

GT: *T'than studied the healer for a while, not letting his concern show in his stony features. But indeed... the prospect of Cadence becoming barren was distressing. He looked down upon the youngling: perfect life; new life. His son. J'thir would not be the last!

With a grunt he pulled her closer, as though he meant to stop her from leaving. His voice was a whisper when he spoke.* Go. When you call me, I will come. *he kissed her, rather gently.*

Jor: *He waited, giving them the time they needed to part from each other and then he gently lifted her and laid her on one of the gurneys.*

C - *She was looking over at T'than and their new child. Jen'vei was brushing her hair away from her temple and she felt his cool fingers replaced by an even cooler patch that glued itself to her.* I will see you both soon...*Jen'vei pressed on it softly and a small white light began to flash. Cadence's eyelids fluttered with it, her words dropping away into silence* T'than...love you and....J'thir...

Jor: *Once she was asleep the other healer moved back out into the living room where a portal waited.* Now Del'hir and I will help you with the baby. You must rest and recover and I have yet to examine J'thir, but the apartment I created for you is still there and will remain - secure and for you and your family's use alone whenever you need to reside in the infirmary. *Making no sudden moves he gently took the little one and handed him to Del'hir, who seemed most fascinated with the little being. Then, Jor'rel carefully helped T'than to the stretcher, as much as the other would allow that is.*

GT: *He pulled away roughly from the Taelon's grasp.* I am not so weakened that I would need to rely on you, Jor'rel!

Jor: I realize you are not disabled T'than, but would you allow me to fulfill my obligations as a healer and assist you? *he complained.*

GT: Assist when summoned to do so. I did not summon you! *he walked the rest of the way on his own. His legs felt weak, close to crumbling, still, T'than walked straight and proud towards the stretcher, where he sat on his own*  My child. *he demanded, green eyes turning to pierce Jor'rel with the adamant order.*

Jor: *Once T'than was settled Del'hir came forward, his slim frame bent at the waist as he laid the mewling infant into his parent's awaiting arms.*

Jor: I believe that he wishes to nurse; lie back and please T'than, allow Del'hir to assist you once you reach the infirmary while I care for Cadence so she may return to you quickly.

GT: *Del'hir... that was the other Taelon, a rather slim, fragile being that T'than felt he could crush as easily as he would an insect. Weak! It was almost humiliating to allow himself to be taken care of by such a Taelon! However, T'than was not devoid of reason. The cost of complying would  be getting closer to Cadence, and that interested him.* Very well. I shall give you your twenty minutes. *his tone made it clear that the timeframe was a deadline. Carefully holding the child in his rather large arms, T'than lay down to a semi-reclined position.*

Jor: She will return to you shortly, *he reiterated deliberately vague about the time; medical procedures could never be calculated with perfect accuracy. Then he nodded with satisfaction as Del'hir guided the War Minister through the portal and a moment later he followed, heading toward the surgical suite to take care of Cadence.*
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Part Five
Alter-Ego
Jor: *Jor'rel entered the correct code to access the small room, Jenny Madden close at his side. Only the other two Taelon healers knew of the change that had transformed the War Minister into a distant, Taelon ancestor, and he intended to keep it that way. As it happened to others it would become a benign occurrence and even an expected one, but with T'than's temperament it was best to leave his new change, even though temporary, unannounced.

The door solidified behind them and he moved forward.* You should be resting, *he said to the being standing over the bed where Cadence lay, sleeping. Their newborn was in a pod that rocked slightly from the thick, dark fingers that brushed against it.* 

 

GT: *He looked like a black marble statue, not moving an inch, except for the golden, reptilian eyes that turned to focus on the incoming Taelon.* I am where I must be.

 

Jor: The bed is big enough for the both of you - standing guard is not at all necessary. This section of the infirmary has been closed as you ordered and the door to this room is code-secured. Taxing your strength is not wise.

 

GT: Nor is taxing my patience.. *he let the threat hang in the air. It seemed to sort no effect on the healer. T'than smirked and looked back at the girl. Hands that were still dark and devilish-looking rested on Cadence's pale forehead.* You took too long. What is your report?

Jor: *He pulled back the sheets from the girl gently and lifted her gown to reveal a wet-looking patch of deep blue affixed to her flattening stomach.* The operation was a complete success and there is no need for worry. She will awaken shortly, and in several days I will remove the rejuvenation matrix and she will be healed with not even a scar. 

 

GT: *His fingers took hold of a tiny lock of hair and moved it out of the way, withdrawing his hand then. He looked blankly at it. It should have changed back by now. He could swear the claws were smaller, that some of the paleness had tainted the dark on the back of his hands and his reasoning was clearer, but there was no discomfort... no feeling of alienness anymore in that atavistic form, which his Taelon self - though only a tiny part of him at the moment - found preocupying.*

 

Jor: *He was proud of his work and the miracle of advanced medicine, some of it by his own creation.* Miss Madden, *he called,* ...please bring me that vial of mending gel; I wish to apply another drop to the matrix.

Jen: *She moved forward but her steps were halted and she gasped as she was grabbed, the vial falling from her fingers to shatter at her feet. Though she was calm with assumed professional neutrality, the glasslike panes of her eyes were sparkling - threatening to shatter with a terror that was quickly growing as she stared into feral golden eyes.*

 

GT: *He had moved swiftly, without warning. He had tolerated her presence before, but he did not feel like being tolerant at the moment. He gripped hard, knowing it would hurt.* 

Jor: War Minister T'than! *he said harshly, his own features taking on uncharacteristic hostility.* Let her go...now!

 

GT: *He smirked evilly. He knew the expression she wore: the petulance, the struggle to appear strong. And he loved to see it shatter.* Why should I? *he looked maliciously at the girl, then his feral eyes locked into Jor'rel's.* Why the special concern for this one Jor'rel?

Jor: I am not behaving any differently than you have and would if your mate were being aggressed and threatened... as you have just done to mine.

 

GT: *His smirk evolved to a grin that showed fanged teeth.* Ah, certainly... *he looked back at the girl.* Cannot compliment you on your good taste... *T'than was going for provocation. The girl had her charms, and could be quite appealing. Not to him though. She looked offended and at the same time, relieved by his words.*

Jor: Your opinion of her does not concern me T'than. Physical menace however, does. *He was calmer, more his usual self, but there was a hardness around his eyes.* Release her.

GT: *With a small laugh, he let her go.* Return to your mate's side girl, and leave Cadence's. 

Jen: *Now free, she tilted her head, minor sarcasm and definite impudence in her words.* I am Jor'rel's assistant and so you had better just get used to me because I have no plans on going anywhere, nor do I intend to follow orders from you that have nothing to do with the well-being of my patient. *She was quick to move out of his reach, moving to the foot of the bed as though deliberately standing away from the healer, who looked at her and then back at the Taelon General with only the slightest smirk.*

GT: *He grinned at the girl's petulance... but there was no warmth in it.* And just wat qualifies you to put your judgment above your leader's? *his eyes turned to the healer.* I would teach your pet some manners if I were you Jor'rel.

Jor: Do not look to me to agree with your remarks or corroborate them T'than. My caste does not seek to dominate our mates.

GT: That is why your caste has never ruled our species. *another cold grin and he returned to Cadence as his main focus.* They exist to please us. If you would just dare to reach out to the common thought, you would soon discover how little gain there is from keeping their free will.

Jor: *He had covered Cadence once more and was reading a datastream, though his eyes did turn to look at T'than and he arched an eyeridge.* One does not need the Commonality to know how the Military Caste is proceeding with the young women here. One only needs ears. I am aware that you have been, how shall I say it? Ah yes, tutoring, your subordinates in the ways of control.

GT: They seek my guidance because I have traveled the path they have just began to walk. *again his fingers brushed against Cadence's cheek. She looked peacefully, totally unaware of their presence.*

Jor: I must admit that your ideals have piqued the interests of Taelons outside your caste; diplomats and even several from my own caste, find it appealing to choose the most innocent, keeping them childish and fearful behind locked doors, and if that is what many want I will not dispute them. However, also be aware that there are an equal number of us who prefer a mate who is our equal.

GT: Equal? *he glanced at Jenny and grinned maliciously.* It is a mistake to let them believe such. Cruel, even.

Jor: It is no mistake; the rewards are no less fulfilling. Perhaps you should try it yourself?

GT: Why ruin something perfect?   

Jor: *He only smiled and shook his head.* Very well - I have no plans to debate you for you will do as you wish... but, *he offered a challenging look*...so will I. Miss Madden is not your servant, or mine. *He noted the anger replaced on those beastly features with apprehension when T'than caught his face in the smooth surface of a table. Jenny, ever the intuitive one took this as a good moment to leave to complete other tasks.* Your regression - its duration concerns you does it not?

GT: *He withdrew his hands from alabaster skin, as if keenly aware of its grossness.* I feel perfectly well. But you are correct, it has never lasted this long. *it was as if his Taelon self was suddenly struggling to take control of that body, of its reasoning and speech.* Not even for J'thir's conception. It is most... unsettling.

Jor: I do not believe it is harmful, though I do understand your wish to return to your accustomed appearance. *He gestured toward a narrow gurney on the opposite side of the room* If you will allow it, I will offer concentrated core energy directly into your A'keh'ra pathway. In theory, it should overcome the altering factors in your system, and return you to your original form. Will you permit me to attempt it?

GT: *He felt the beast struggle to take control again, to shout out NO. T'than closed his eyes and seemed to stumble; for a moment, a faint glow took over the darkness of his skin.* If we are to do so, it would be wise to hurry. The anger is... very tempting. As addictive as kryss.

Jor: *He sighed heavily* Indeed. Then come - lie down and...try...to relax. Recall your mental disciplines - they will guide you through this. *At least Jor'rel hoped they would. Once the other Taelon was lying down he came forward, taking a syringe from a wall alcove and attaching a bulb of core energy to one end. A rather long energy needle grew out from the other. Priming it, he found T'than's main pathway through touch alone and aimed the instrument at his chest. The air vibrated with a rumbling growl.*

Please relax, *he said, deftly pulling the device back*...control your aggressive tendencies and remember that I am here to help you. *His voice never lost its dulcet tone and the healers attitude belied no fear of the beast. The needle pierced his exoskin and the sphere of energy began to empty, slowly. T'than's body trembled and Jor'rel saw his face twist with discomfort but he made no threatening gestures against him, or the procedure.

The core energy was now one-half depleted and Jor'rel did notice some paling of his copper skin, but there should have been far more change by this point. It was clear that T'than thought so too because despite his outward, physical discomfort, the look in his still-golden eyes was of confusion and concern. A slight flutter by his elbow and Jor'rel turned and looked down at the petite form of his other patient.* Cadence...I thought you were still sleeping; the anesthetic should still be in effect. Please go back to your rest.

C - He needs me, *she said, looking affectionately down at her mate, reaching out to touch him...*

Jor: Stop - you should not... *Her hands were on him, pale and small - one caressing his face, the other his chest, and as before, she appeared to have no apprehension at all about being near him. Jor'rel thought that as it concerned T'than and Cadence, that he still had much to learn.*

C - Come back to me, *she said, her lips at first pouting and then beckoning with a soft smile. Her fingertips blushed, ripples of her emotion-tainted energy melting into him like ice in the sun.* Come back to your son.

Jor: *The last droplet drained out of the bulb - flickering blue winking out, and he withdrew the needle. Though still somewhat altered, T'than was much improved. The question was, had it been Jor'rel's treatment...or Cadence's?
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No More the Only Child
[ Takes place one day after "Alter-Ego" ]
C - *Cadence looked down with a soft expression at the tiny newborn who nursed contentedly; she had not expected him to look so... normal... considering his unusual conception. She had not known what to expect but assured herself that no matter her new child's appearance that she would love it. But then she had glimpsed him lying on her belly, still curled as if in her womb and they had touched him and he had changed. J'thir was so much like T'lana had been at her birth - pale with spots that would darken and compliment his unique complexion later on. His golden eyes - the only trait he possessed to remind them of how he was conceived - had disconcerted her at first, but she was used to them now. She looked up at her mate who stood over them. An outsider would say that T'than was merely observing them but she knew better. One look into his still off-normal features was all it took for her to know that he was guarding them - a silent sentinel.*

GT: *They looked absolutely perfect, and it was quite a relief to him too. J'thir was different from his sister but... he was also the first male hybrid. Despite the unusual conception there was no way to verify if the tiny differences that made him his son would not be the traits of all males. Time would tell. Right now though, he knew they were both well, though other changes had been brought to their life other than a new child to care for...* How are you feeling? *he did not have to ask to know, but they had been silent for so long, it was beginning to be uncomfortable.*

C - I am fine, *she said and then* Please relax. We are alone and Jor'rel says I am healed enough for us to move to our private rooms by this evening.

GT: That is a day too late. *he grimaced somewhat. He hated having to remain so long in the infirmary: His duties awaited him... and of course, there was also the fact that he had to obey another Taelon's orders. In a way, the medical caste did rule that colony, despite what T'than had said to Jor'rel earlier. Every birth depended, in one way or a another, on their competence.*

C - *She knew he just wanted to go home; T'than hated being confined in the medical center.* Naor'rin should be here shortly with the baby, *she said, trying to divert the subject and then looking down at the baby in her arms and grinning, correcting herself*...with T'lana I mean. *He looked a bit preoccupied and she wanted to ask what was on his mind but the door to her room clicked as Jenny entered the code and then, in a burst off cool air and baby talk, in swept Naor'rin, her clothes floating around her pregnant figure. Like T'than, she too was not as she remembered. She recalled that light skin and white streak in her hair but thought it the delusions of intense labor.* Naor'rin, you look so pretty dressed like that, *she exclaimed.*

 

N: *Her eyes had sought Cadence and the newborn baby immediately after the door vanished, but they lingered on T'than instead. She recognized that pose of his, instinctively, and she reacted accordingly, holding back her pace until the Taelon nodded and relaxed his stance. It was a silent understanding that lasted mere seconds. At last her bright eyes found Cadence and she smiled.* Thank you. I thought our positions would have been reversed, but it appears your son was much more eager to be born than mine. 

C - *She grinned* Yes... *she was looking down into her arms again. J'thir had stopped suckling and was looking back up at her.* 

N: *The smile vanished the moment her eyes set on T'than. He was changed, and she recognized exactly into what. He had defeated her in that state. Carefully, she extended her arms, relinquishing the baby girl.* She has been extraordinary, and very well behaved *she added, risking a brief look at Cadence.*

Jen: T'lana is a wonderful child, *she said, echoing Naor'rin's sentiments. She remained off to one side; Jor'rel had told her to remain there as long as T'than was allowing guests. She knew the healer was concerned that he might lose his temper; his state was more volatile than ever because he was still minutely transformed.*

T'lana: DA! *she cried, holding out her pudgy arms to her father, oblivious to any difference. She grinned up at the Jaridian as she handed her over and then babbled something that might have been her name.* Nin! *Then she looked at T'than* Da!  *and then back at Naor'rin, as if introducing them* Nin! 

 

N: *T'than offered no more than the barest hint of a nod as thanks. Naor'rin knew she had done her part for the colony, and that was reward enough. Being entrusted with T'lana was the best welcome she could have received. She smiled at the little child's babbling, as well as the unlikely picture of T'than, ever the austere one, holding his daughter who was all smiles, making one wonder if she could indeed be his child.*

C - I love how you dressed her - where did you find that cute outfit? *Cadence asked, admiring the sleeveless playsuit that ended at T'lana's knees in ruffled cuffs. It was yellow covered with all manner of colorful fish.* 

N: *She shrugged.* You should ask Sc'orr about that. 

C - Naor'rin, come see J'thir, *she smiled.*

N: *Carefully walking past T'than, she moved to the other side of the bed to get a better look at the newborn.* He is perfect. *she reached out, seeing T'than tense for a second before he relaxed again, no doubt out of a rational act of self-control. Her fingers brushed the skin of the baby's arm. It felt so soft and warm. His energy was strong. She could almost see it pulsing in the tiny veins underneath his skin.* He is so beautiful Cadence. Congratulations. You have done it again. *she looked at the mother, then back at child.* Hello little one... 

C - *Golden eyes shifted and looked at the new presence for a moment before their fragile lids became heavy and closed.* He did not mean to be rude, *she giggled and then raised her hand to feel the white ribbon of hair that stood out from all the rest of the onyx strands.* What happened to you? *Her voice was low, confidential.* You look... different. Still beautiful of course but... changed...

N: *Her eyes did not leave the newborn. The smile that had grazed her lips upon the child's falling asleep was given no time to settle. But the look on her face was that of peace.* What happened to me was no different from what might happen to all those who bond with a Taelon. My outward change may be more dramatic than yours, but that is only because, being a human, you were closer to the final result than I. *at last she raised her eyes. It was a little too much of a revelation to be laid out so soon after such an emotional event.* Maybe later, Jor'rel will better explain this to you... and I. 

C - But I like it when you explain things, *she said with a teasing smirk, but then she nodded.* Okay. Maybe he will tell us both at the same time. *She looked toward T'than* Can I have the baby?

T'lana: *She had been watching her mother, at first happy to see her but then she had noticed the other baby at her mother's breast. That was her place! Being held in Mommy's arms was comfort and security. Mommy loved her when she held her. Mommy's breast was food and now another was there! Didn't Mommy love her anymore? The child scowled and pouted her cherub lips. Hearing about a baby was one thing; it had been unreal - a happy story, but seeing it in the flesh was entirely different! Jealousy flared inside her and when Cadence reached for her with her free arm her aqua eyes glinted with fire-brightness before she turned away and lay her head on T'than's shoulders.*

GT: *He did not indulge the child, nor gave her any comforting word. It was not his place to play the role of the good parent, when obviously, Cadence had lost that title to her daughter. T'than could feel both the shock from the child and from her mother. T'lana would have to understand on her own, for there might be others after J'thir.*

C - *Her mouth dropped open, her arm dropping back to her side. Even Jenny was openly shocked. Naor'rin and T'than seemed to handle it better but it was a terrible surprise for Cadence to be denied by her child.* T'lana? *she asked tentatively* Please... look at Mommy? *There was no response, not even a head-shake. *She cuddled J'thir closer but it was clear she was extremely upset. Her shoulders were shivering; she was crying... silently.*

N: *She looked at the child, then her eyes crossed T'than's for a moment until at last they fell upon Cadence. The girl's sadness was palpable.* Cadence... You must give her time. It is a huge change in her world.  

Jen: Um... Naor'rin... why don't you take J'thir for a bit? Sc'orr is sitting so patiently out there and I bet he would like to see him. I think T'lana needs some alone time with Da and Mommy...*Her voice shuddered slightly; she was shaken; never in her time working in the medical field had she ever seen a child as young as T'lana react like that. Three and four-year-olds of course, but this baby was not even a year old!*

N: *It was not a very positive reinforcement to remove what upset T'lana from the room, for that would never again be possible. J'thir was someone who would be a part of her life, forever. But it was sensible to allow the parents some time alone with their daughter. Naor'rin extended her arms to Cadence* I can take him. He is asleep and will not feel a thing.

Jen: *She watched Cadence hand over the newborn reluctantly; it was clear T'than was reluctant too for other reasons.* We will be right outside T'than. Please let Naor'rin take him - T'lana needs your attention more at the moment. I assure you that we will take good care of little J'thir...

GT: *T'lana was still holding tightly to his neck. She was very silent. Even her mind. She had simply closed up, and he could not let her do that. He had, for the moment, very limited options.* Very well.

N: *She received the child into her arms and walked away, passing far from T'than. She did notice T'lana's eyes lifting to gaze at the tiny bundle she carried, and at a small hand that moved in the baby's sleep. Naor'rin smiled at her, but T'lana simply looked back down again. At last they left the room. Sc'orr was still sitting and she walked to him to show him the child.* They named him J'thir. 

Sc: *He gazed at the newborn* A name that will tell all who hear it that the owner is a being of great power. Of course, *he arched a ridge with amusement*...I am certain that T'than did not choose it for that reason. He probably just enjoyed the way it sounded. *His sensual lips curved into a smile which went from humor to awe when he touched the little one.* When I look at him I understand why I look forward to the birth of your...of our...child, with such anticipation. I never cease to be amazed at the wonder of new life...

 

~*~

GT: *He still held the child. But as soon the door was closed, he pulled her away from him and set her feet on the floor. T'lana looked up at him, and instead, got a strong hold of his leg, intent on staying where she was.* Your mother has called you T'lana. Go to her.

Tl: *It was rare that her Taelon parent was stern with her. It was not a nice feeling. In fact, she did not like it one bit! Had Da decided he loved that other baby instead of her as Mommy had? Why was he looking down at her like that after making her leave his safe embrace? Petulance became anger and her little body blushed hotly. She stomped a tiny, bare foot, promptly falling on her rear and uttering a frustrated wail.*

GT: *It was hard to resist the impulse to help his child. But he knew, despite her young age, she would have to come to terms with the new situation on her own, and double the stress to feel Cadence's sorrow. It was a great shock - like a perfect dream suddenly turned to a nightmare - to see trouble arising in his family.*

C - *Tears fell down the little girl's face; the child looked so betrayed! It was unbearable! Cadence's own silent tears gained a voice and she buried her face into her arms. She had thought T'lana would welcome her brother. Had they made a terrible mistake? It was an unpleasant irony to think that the result of what they had created in love might inspire hatred from someone else.*

Tl: *Her cries quieted when she heard the other noise; a noise she had never heard before. She looked up; she could barely see her mother on the bed from her low vantage point on the floor, but she could feel her. Mommy was sad. They took the other baby away and now Mommy was sad. But Mommy was thinking about her - T'lana could sense that - she was not thinking about that other baby at all.*

GT: T'lana. *his voice was not angry or admonishing, but it was adamant.*  

Tl: *Crawling on all fours, the way she moved the fastest, T'lana crawled to the bed, trying to make her wobbly legs hold still so she could look up there but the sheets were not very good for holding. She felt herself about to fall again when she was lifted...up. Mommy's face was wet and sad and she was making hiccupping sounds. T'lana's sounds had stopped; she was very curious about what Mommy was doing and looked over at the one holding her.* Da?

GT: *He sat on the bed's edge. His features had softened but there was still a sort of silent adamancy in them.* Your mother feels the pain of seperation. *it was such a complicated talk to be having with one so young.* If you go to her, some of the pain will go away. But it will be completely gone when we are one again... you, your mother, myself... and your brother as well.

Tl: *Her father was speaking to her in words she did not understand, but T'lana, like any child, experienced her world through touch and, like any Taelon child, experienced it and the people in it through feelings. Mommy was sad because she, T'lana, was sad. Da wanted them to all be together because together was good. She wiggled from his arms when Mommy offered hers once again and was instantly pulled against Mommy's wet face and given kisses. Kisses were good. Kisses were happy. She wanted Mommy's breast and soon she relaxed and fed, her eyes moving from Mommy's smile to Da's eyes that smiled too.*

C - *T'lana had not nursed for long and Cadence had the impression from the child that she was merely testing to make sure that J'thir had not taken her place. She relaxed and spoke softly to her mate.* She is feeling better - more secure - can you feel it?

GT: *He nodded* I can. *his finger slipped over his daughter's cheek. A mild caress that was only the visual display of the emotions he was already sharing with the child. T'lana was letting them in again. In fact, she was craving it.*

C - I think you can bring J'thir back in now...

 

GT: Give her just a little longer... *for the first time, he let his lips stretch with a small smile. It was very faint, but in its unusualness, very clear on T'than's face. He let T'lana get hold of his finger and his hand blushed softly. He watched for another moment, then slowly let go and walked out of the room, leaving mother and daughter alone.

 

Both Naor'rin and Sc'orr were facing the door. He knew the woman had just turned though because in the first glimpse, several wisps of hair were still settling down. It was Sc'orr who held the child now. He looked unusually bright.* I see you have met my son. 

Sc: Yes. Congratulations on your new addition. He is beautiful. *It was true; T'than and Cadence produced beautiful offspring. He wondered idly how many there would ultimately be and then he wondered if he and Naor'rin would be so blessed with children from their own union.*

 

GT: *T'than was all business about that encounter. Silently, he asked for the child to be deposited back into his arms.* We will have much to discuss later, but for now, my family awaits me. *he nodded curtly and with a swift and precise motion, turned and walked back into the room.*

 

C- *He came back into the room with the tiny bundle cradled in his arms. T'lana tensed against her and Cadence noted her turquoise eyes watching the blanket warily.* T'than... come closer to us... sit with us...

 

GT: *His son was peacefully asleep, no doubt aloof to the turmoil in his sister's mind. But they too would have to bond - recognize each other as siblings. And no moment was better than shortly after the birth.*

C - *The bed shifted as he gingerly sat down next to them, pulling back the swaddling to reveal the little sleeping face.* See T'lana? That is your bro-ther, Ja-thir. *T'lana looked at the doll-like being and then to T'than questioningly.*

Tl: Ja... *Her Mommy laughed and hugged her and she smiled for the first time.* Bay...beee *Another look to Da, to see if he would approve...*

 

GT: Yes. Your brother T'lana. *he brought the baby closer* J'thir. *slowly, he picked up one of his daughter's hands and brought it to the newborn's face. The boy shifted a little in his sleep. His golden eyes opened somewhat to look at the tiny face that was contemplating him.*

C - *Her own hand floated down on top of her daughter's and seconds later T'than's was on top of hers. She smiled, feeling the swirl of peaceful thoughts from her family.*
Book Nineteen
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*Jor'rel had just rewrapped J'thir in his blanket and now held the baby in his arms.* He is progressing extremely well. Anytime you wish to relocate to your apartment is fine.

GT: *Jor'rel was being fairly obvious. T'than felt the child was all right, the same as Cadence - or at least, well enough to be gone from the infirmary, where it appeared, he had little power. He folded both his arms before his chest.* Then I will do so within the hour. I have had enough of these premises.

Jor: *He turned to look at the sullen War Minister.* I realize that you would rather pull off one of your ears than stay here but at the moment you have no choice. *He heard Cadence stifle a giggle and continued, the gold patterns on his deep red robes glittering as he gesticulated gracefully* Cadence is still healing and you...well, you are still recovering. *T'than's skin was still deeply spotted at his temples and his hands; the atavus persona was just waiting in the wings to re-emerge.* 

 

GT: I am well. *he felt much better. All he needed was to glance at his hands to know he was not his former self, but he was quite in control.* Relatively so, at least. *there were other changes... or at least, changes that had not been reversed yet, that were slightly more disturbing than spots on his skin.*

 

Jor: You simply need more time, and there will be no further argument about it. *He nodded once to punctuate the finality of his statement. In a way, he secretly enjoyed pulling in the reigns on T'than's authority, though he only did so to protect him...and his family as well. Before their argument could truly flare, Jenny opened the door and escorted in two more targets for his irritable attentions.*

 

GT: *That did it. If T'than had once stopped himself, now the vent came fast and hissing.* Sha'bra!

Hayley: Helloooo Cadence!

C - Mom!

Logan: My angel! How are you? 

C - Fine, *she grinned, allowing them to both swoop down and embrace her. She saw T'lana smile as her mother was cuddled and kissed just like her parents did to her.*

H: Naor'rin called us and told us that you were having your baby. I thought someone else might have told us...*Her gray eyes flicked to T'than, though she was being more teasing than irritated.*

 

GT: *He merely retorted the glance, though his narrowed eyes bore obvious annoyance.*

C - He was with me Mom - helping me. Remember I told you...we have to be...together.

H: I know honey. Just as long as you are fine is all that matters. *She brushed locks of untamed curls from Cadence's face.*

L: *Logan meanwhile, had turned his attentions to T'than; he looked... different somehow. The man's green eyes studied him intently but then, not wanting to be rude he blinked and smiled.* Congratulations T'than - I am glad to hear that you and my daughter are well.

 

GT: *They were, at least until moments ago... right before the door opened. T'than's lips drew a most sarcastic smile.* Yes. I am sure you are. *he replied, moving away from the man's gaze* Thank you.

Jor: *He moved forward and placed J'thir into Hayley's arms, pleased when he saw her expression soften with motherly tenderness.* Your grandson, J'thir.

H: J'thir? What kind of a name is that?

 

L: Hayley please! *He looked like he was trying to hold back laughter. His wife and daughter did share that most terrible trait of telling the whole truth and uttering the first words that came into their minds.*

GT: It is the name of a great warrior.*he was rather proud of his son.* Certainly, you did not expect me to name him after... a mere human. *he meant what he said. Human names were, for the most part, rather meaningless.*

H: *Her eyes flared and she raised her chin defiantly.* Of course I would - he is part human after all! And human names are so much more dignified than the strange names you Taelons have, *she said, uttering aloud in reverse what T'than had thought silently.*

C - Mother! *she hissed*

H: I'm sorry I'm sorry, *she said, tossing up her hands.* But he does not look like a great warrior to me; he looks like the sweeeeeetest lil baby I have ever seen! *she said, cooing down at the infant then kissing his soft little head.* Hello sweetheart...

Jor: Is it not a wonderful feeling to hold a baby? 

H: Yes, *she replied, never looking up until she felt the healer's stare on her like a sunbeam.* What are you hinting at Jor'rel? *she snapped.*

Jor: Nothing, *he said, a tad flustered.* But I have noticed that you are not pregnant yet and I was wondering if perhaps there was a problem? Have you and Logan been intimate of late?

L: *He arched an eyebrow. The trait he was just thinking of obviously was not confined to humans...*

H: I can assure you healer that just because Logan and I have been together for over twenty years doesn't mean that I have stopped enjoying launching the pocket rocket on a regular basis. 

Jor: *Cadence and Logan had burst into hysterics but he was completely at a loss.* Pocket... rocket? Mrs. Blue...I believe that you misunderstood - I was inquiring about your sexual habits, not aeronautics. *He was rendered even more baffled when the laughter from Logan and his daughter increased, with Cadence covering her mouth with her hands, her cheeks red with the strain of trying to hold it back.* I can see that I am clearly missing something...

H: Yes, *she said just to herself*...like a few of your marbles... *Once the room had quieted she placed the newborn in the small pod that was really a cradle and Logan came over.*

 

GT: *T'than rolled his eyes. He had long ago given up on trying to understand the illogical nuances of human speech. Especially when it concerned those two humans in specific...*

L: Hello little one, *he said, pulling back the blankets, his eyes moving down below the baby's waist.* Well would you look at that? He's my grandson all right!

H: Logan don't be coarse! *She went and sat down on the edge of Cadence's bed, offering her a conspiratorial look.* In a way you are fortunate; Taelons don't have the worry over that instrument between their legs - how big it is - how often they can use it, though, I guess your son will.

 

C - Pocket rocket, *she giggled*

Jor: *His eyes lit up with understanding* Oh!

 

GT: *He was looking away from the group, but in that moment, his eyes had turned to Hayley and Cadence. Fortunately, they were too emerged in the conversation to notice that, for a moment, T'than had actually looked a little... compromised.*

H: *She laughed, picking up T'lana who was asking for her share of the attention now and she watched her husband, her smile turning to concern when she saw the man go pale.* Logan?

C - *He did not answer and she grew concerned* Daddy?

Tl: Da? *She parroted, sucking on her fist, content receiving her grandmother's affections.*

L: Oh my God! 

C - *Leaping from the bed she rushed over and so did the healer, both uttering the same word simultaneously.* What??? What's wrong? *Everyone was converging around the tiny cradle. T'lana tried to see over the shoulder of the person in front of her. The air in the room had stopped flowing and become a vacuum of held breaths.*

L: He doesn't have... He is missing...

C - What WHAT! *she jumped up and down once in frustration. As far as she could tell the infant was perfect! T'than brushed in front of her and she stepped back, letting him take her spot before the baby.*

GT: *Could the human have seen something all of them had missed?! His irises narrowed as he scanned the child's energetic aura. J'thir was simply perfect, and very strong.* Logan Blue, do you care to enlighten us all as to your discovery?! *the others were still scrutinizing the baby with their stares. The baby was simply looking up at all the faces innocently.*

L: He is fine, except that he is missing his set!

Jor: *Genuinely perplexed* Set... of what?

L: *He opened his mouth to speak but then decided against it. Lifting back the blanket he revealed the naked child fully.* Have you no eyes Jor'rel???

Jor: *He frowned, giving the man one of his rare, irritated expressions.* Mr. Blue. I am a healer, well acquainted with the body, be it Taelon or human and I dare say that you can utter the word testicles without fear of me fainting dead away!

GT: *His eyes fell on the child again. That was it?! The reason for all the commotion? He pulled away from the crowd. The scene might have been entertaining in other circumstances...*

L: *Chastened, he blushed, replacing the blanket. Cadence gasped in relief and everyone else, even his wife, looked on with annoyance.* I'm sorry Jor'rel. I meant no disrespect.

Jor: Apology accepted.

L: But...tell me then...where are they? His...testicles...

Jor: J'thir is a hybrid, just like T'lana. There are bound to be differences between them and a human. With Taelons, our seed is contained in and delivered from our A'keh'ra pathway. *He brushed a line down the center of his body* Here. I can assure you that J'thir is just fine and that his...pocket rocket...will still function within expectations. *smirk*

C - *She had stopped listening to the conversation in front of her, secure in the knowledge that her baby was well... and not missing a thing. But her eyes had found T'than and stayed on him throughout the entire exchange and she beckoned him over to the bed, whispering while the others talked.* T'than? What's wrong? You look positively green!

GT: *He looked down at his hands. He was feeling somewhat flustered - could that have triggered another change? He looked down at his hands but they were the same as before: pale adorned with darker spots.* My skin does not seem to have changed its tone.

C - I don't mean literally. But you do look upset. *She touched his face and then his hand as though checking him for a fever* Do you need to lie down? We all keep forgetting that you are recovering too. Tell me what's wrong?

GT: *His eyes were still not their usual blue. Several yellowish stripes gave them a rather exotic look.* I am... perfectly well. *well, he might or mightn't be. It all depended on one's point of view.* Somewhat weary of the premises and the constant company though, that is all. *he glanced at the mob. They were still around the baby's cradle. That did it. He was tired.* Sha'bra! 

C - *T'than wait...*but he was no longer focused on her.*

GT: *He walked to them, not missing Cadence's look of worry because his features were set as though he was going to attack. But be passed Logan and Hayley Blue, and instead, seized Jor'rel by the arm.* I require a conversation with you... in private. *he added in a hiss.*

Jor: *Worry creased his face for a moment but then he nodded, looking at the hand clamped around his arm. When it was removed he turned and opened the door and they left the room and family gathering behind. Assuming it was the reason for T'than's stress he said,* You should not allow her parents to disturb you so much; they are merely being parents and do not mean to be bothersome. I will ask them to leave when we return.

GT: No! *he walked back and forth for a moment, then stopped before the healer again.* I mean, yes, they are, but that is not what troubles me. What ails me is... physical in nature. 

Jor: *They entered a small examination room and Jor'rel waved up the lights and closed the door, now regarding the War Minister more intently.* If Logan and Hayley Blue are not the cause of your unease then what is it that troubles you?

 

GT: My returning to the Taelon state is not... complete. My skin does not seem to be the only... change that lingers further than it should. *he had been through that transformation before. He knew the order in which the aspects of his body should change, and this one time, that order was - he hoped - mixed.*

Jor: *He listened without interrupting, his expression retaining its usual aspect of interest without any hint of repugnance or disdain...or surprise.* I see. And these changes...this...addition to your physiology disturbs you?

 

GT: *He placed both hands behind his back, trying to act nonchalant about the whole deal.* How could it not? Jor'rel, I am ceasing to be Taelon. This degree of physical change is... preoccupying. I should not be gendered! *There, it had escaped his lips and was out. A rather dark secret. But perhaps as healer, Jor'rel could fix it. But instead, he looked disturbingly at ease* You are not the least shocked by this, are you? *the General arched an inquisitive brow.*

Jor: Why should I be shocked? It is not as though the change was unexpected. I am sorry; I should have warned you that the development of male characteristics could be the result of your evolutionary development... or, backstep, if you will. 

 

GT: *He was silent, totally still for a long moment. It was taking his mind some time to register Jor'rel's words.* This is not the kind of information to be withheld Jor'rel!

Jor: I was not certain if it would occur and felt it better to be conservative in the information I gave you. Have you developed a sense of smell or taste yet?

 

GT: *There was more?!* No. I have the memory of certain smells and flavours... but not the capacity the perceive them. I am not completely aloof to our physiognomy - we are energy based. Such senses require... physical changes.

Jor: And there will be, but I wish you would not be alarmed; you are going to have the best of both worlds. Ah well...they will come, of that I am certain now. *He smiled as the elder giving advice to the uncertain young one.* 

 

GT: Can you not reverse this? Perhaps meditation, or another dose of energy... 

 

Jor: No, *he said, stifling a small grin* I am not a miracle worker, despite rumors to the contrary. Do not let these very natural changes unbalance you. I believe that you will discover a new kind of pleasure in intimacy... and once you develop taste and smell, that pleasure will increase exponentially due to those enhancements.

 

GT: *His eyes narrowed at once, and his voice was lower, almost threateningly so.* You speak as though from personal experience...

Jor: *He turned to the side; he was getting carried away, but it was too late to omit the truth now - T'than was extremely perceptive.* Sc'orr has these senses along with his gender, but...he was not the first to be considered a throwback. *He turned to face the other fully again* But he was the first to be discovered. 

 

GT: *Yes. And T'than remembered well the result of such discovery, and what his position had been at the time.* Sc'orr is... was, an aberration. He did not change... he developed alone into what he is. It was... genetic. A malformation. *it was uncomfortable to speak in those terms, given his own current condition.*

Jor: Indeed, and in that way he is more advanced than us, as is Zo'or. 

 

GT: *He snorted. Acting aggressively was a good way to mask his dismay.* Zo'or was never a true Taelon. *for a moment, a strange gleam took hold of his eyes, but it vanished.* What happened between Cadence and I - J'thir's unique conception and birth - is without precedent, you said so yourself! Then, surely what ails me can be remedied...

 

Jor: I always enjoy the younger generation's perception that they are the first to invent or experience a thing. I am much older than you T'than, and even a bit older than Sc'orr. Did you never wonder why Sc'orr called me, one considered a 'legend,' and...eccentric? I came back because when I learned about you and Cadence I realized that what had happened to me was not a mere fluke...and that it had been repeated.

 

GT: *Repeated?! But there were no records of any precedents to T'than's behaviour regarding Cadence... of a Taelon and a human.* I have questioned Sc'orr's motivations for a long time. You are not the most conventional of Taelons, but I was forced to look away from that in the face of your expertise. *a smirk twisted his lips.* Expertise that is now justified. 

Jor: *He said nothing, only bowing slightly in agreement.*

 

GT: Still... it is interesting how your case was never documented. You should have been exiled...

Jor: I was T'than. *His brow arched and his eyes darkened with the shadows of the past.* But rather than allow others to choose my destiny for me I chose to be the architect of my own. I knew that eventually I would be discovered and so I left.

GT: *That made sense. It was something T'than himself would have done. His escape to Lyra 117 was proof of that.* Our species has always been extremely perceptive towards... abnormalities. You are hardly discreet. It surprises me that you were able to evade our scrutiny... *he paused, straightening up.* How did your... change, occur?

Jor: I was no different from Sc'orr; I took a non-Taelon mate. Not a human of course - we were millennia from arriving on Earth...but another - one of the many species we destroyed. I had tried to save her but I was too late against our fleets of warships. She was gone, but the effects of our relationship were permanently etched upon me - mentally and physically. I left our people then, content to live out my years throughout the galaxies, until Sc'orr called me to return.

 

GT: *That still left out the detail of how Sc'orr had managed to keep contact with Jor'rel throughout the centuries.  T'than's brow arched in the face of that question, but he did not pose it.* Besides the obvious, what should I expect as consequences to this transformation? *that last word had been dragged, as though it was difficult to utter. It did have such a definitive meaning to it.*

Jor: You need not worry regarding reproduction; procreation will occur in the way it always has. As I said, you will have the best of both worlds. For pleasure's sake, you will simply have your choice as to how you wish to go about it. *He smirked then. T'than simply looked at a complete loss and even a bit helpless but Jor'rel would be loathe to ever mention it.*

 

GT: *He turned his profile to the healer and paced the room. Standing still was draining too much of his self-control. At the moment, he needed all of it not to murder anyone who landed in his path.* Choice. That hardly seems to be the core of the issue.

Jor: You are the War Minister...and now the leader - one known for always overcoming obstacles and adversity. You will come to terms with this in your own way, and in time.

 

GT: *He stopped, his back to the healer, and looked upwards as though his answer could be somewhere on the ceiling, written and waiting for him to read it and thus be released of the many questions assaulting his mind. The only way he could think of to ease the turmoil... was Taelon. So by definition, it was unlikely to help.* I should probably retire and go through Ka'arpa'aj.

Jor: Discipline and meditation are important to our species, and they will assist you somewhat though...*he paused, trying to select the right words*...just as your gender will enhance your pleasure, so will it enhance your need, *He turned away and released a resigned breath, his words floating over his shoulders*...and all the discipline in the universe will not alter that. *He turned back, his countenance of humor returned.* You may wish to consider robes; they hide so much more than a jumpsuit though... Sc'orr does seem to get by just fine. Black is very concealing. *The look on T'than's face now was just priceless.*

 

GT: *He had turned on his heels, listening carefully. But once more Jor'rel was turning the situation into a joke that T'than found very very hard to be amusing. Shock and surprise were replaced by outrage... but still, Jor'rel did have a point. The tight jumpsuit not only felt uncomfortable; it was indeed revealing. But as his eyes went up and down Jor'rel's robed figure, T'than knew... that would never be his choice. It was crystal clear in the derisive tone of his voice.* I take it mental instability also comes with this change, because if it does, warn me now so I can make the merciful choice and be done with my life. *he turned away, intent on leaving, but he stopped by the door. He knew once he stepped out and back into the room, that all eyes would be on him, and then... they might just notice that not so little change.*

Jor: Do not be hasty, T'than. You will discover the pleasure... and it will be sooner rather than later.

 

GT: *He gritted his teeth* Sha'bra... *it was but a hiss, and a few seconds later, a dark wave washed over his jumpsuit permanently altering its colour to black. He felt the healer's gaze on him.* Not a word about this. *he hissed over his shoulder. Eyes narrowed to slits turned to Jor'rel.* Not even to Cadence, understood?

Jor: *He was going to argue but decided against it.* Very well. *T'than would tell her when he was ready, if she did not discover it first, that is. The General was turning to go and he called him back* Please wait; there is something else I must tell you and... now seems an appropriate time.

GT: *His hand stopped in midair and fell back to his side.* What else is there to my condition, Jor'rel? *T'than was still facing it like an illness.*

Jor: No no, please relax. I have informed you as much as is possible about your change and what to expect. This is about Cadence.

 

GT: *He turned, as if on a cue.* Cadence? But your report stated that... *he saw himself interrupted.*

Jor: She is well...*He wished the Taelon would relax! His agitation was flowing off of him in coagulated waves.* In light of your transformation it seems only fitting to alert you of hers. The birth of J'thir was unlike anything I have ever encountered and perhaps it will be the norm in years to come but for now we are in unexplored territory. Her energy not only transformed you, but her as well.

 

GT: *He had not noticed anything in her body. Her skin, eyes, hair and energy were the exact same as before.* Elaborate.

 

Jor: I checked her medical records from before against them now; her tonsils have regenerated. Her records indicate they were removed at age five but she now possesses them.

 

GT: That does not appear very relevant. *it was, in fact, a relief to know her change was based on mere regeneration.*

Jor: I thought you should be informed, even though this information will not have any bearing on the two of you however, there is something else that may...

 

GT: *He straightened up, both hands behind his back.* Proceed.

Jor: During her checkup yesterday I discovered that she has been reverted to a stage of pre-intercourse.

 

GT: *He did not quite know what to think of it... but slowly, steadily, a dark smile menaced to show. He held it back, but there was a certain additional gleam to his exotic eyes.* You mean by this, that she is again... a virgin?

 

Jor: You understand correctly; any medical professional who is unaware of her history would document that she is a virgin. I realize that this might be troublesome... for you and for her. I thought I would save her much discomfort, of which there will be now due to your alteration, and take care of it for you... *Realizing how the statement sounded, he amended*...with medical instruments of course. *T'than was not amused and in fact Jor'rel took a step backward in the face of the other's open hostility.*

 

GT: I am certain you would... *suddenly, in light of all the new revelations, Jor'rel's constant remarks on Cadence's beauty did not seem so innocent. In fact, it felt like a betrayal that he had hidden his secret for so long, taking advantage of his position as healer to come close to her... way too close! In that moment, Jor'rel was not a healer or even a Taelon anymore. He was just another male who had dared come too close to his mate.* In fact, I know precisely what you meant. *his voice had gone deeper.* She is mine Jor'rel, and any future change she might suffer, will be at my hands! 

Jor: I do not understand your attitude; I was only offering my assistance. *But then he thought about it; he had heard human males talk about the prize of deflowering a young woman and he shook his head. How could they delight in the causing of pain? The War Minister looked like he might be considering the delight of causing his healer pain and so Jor'rel relented.* Very well - I leave things in your capable hands. *pause* I realize that it is none of my business but...do you plan to tell her, about either subject we discussed today?

 

GT: As you so eloquently stated - it is none of your business. All revelations will be made, in due time. Now, unless there is any other revelation you are intent on making today... I shall go back for my family and return to my chambers. *he was suddenly enjoying the prospect more and more. His mind was already working on ways to make that new first time quite... memorable.*

Jor: No, there is nothing else, *he replied solemnly,* but until I remove Cadence's healing matrix you will both stay here, though you may go to your private quarters here. It will be for another day at most and then you may leave. *He strode ahead of the War Minister, out the door and back to Cadence's room before T'than could continue the argument. In truth, Jor'rel was weary of his excessive demands and his aggressiveness was wearing thin. Then he thought, resuming his normal calm, that he would feel better after some time under his shower and conversation with Jenny. She always made him feel better.*

Jen: *She stood up when the door whooshed open.* Jor'rel, *she greeted,* T'lana was getting fussy so I sent Mr. and Mrs. Blue home. Cadence and the baby need to rest.

Jor: *So did T'than, he thought, if for no other reason than to repair his attitude. He nodded and grinned at her* Good girl. *It was a blatant mimic of T'than's way of speaking, but he enjoyed the nurse's playful glare.*

GT: *He was still standing behind Jor'rel, throwing him a rather murderous glare. He glanced at Jor'rel's "good girl" then, and with a snort, his stare moved past them both and headed towards Cadence.*  

C - *Cadence meanwhile was reclined against the pillows, T'lana asleep in her arms.* So what's the big secret? *she teased, seeing the two Taelons enter together. She focused on her mate; he was looking at her in a rather predatory way, as if sizing her up for something and she laughed.* You two left so suddenly and now you look as though you are planning some great conquest. *Jor'rel looked guilty for some reason. T'than still looked the same and she smiled and shrugged.*

Jor: Let us go, *he whispered to Jenny and she nodded, taking note of his expression but not thinking anything of it.* 

Jen: See you later, Cadence.

C - O-kay, *she mouthed back, rocking the little girl. Now alone she waited for T'than to come closer.* They are both asleep. If you carry J'thir I'll take T'lana. Jor'rel says our quarters are all set up. *smile*

GT: Yess... *but he looked aloof in his answer, as though when looking at her, his eyes were seeing more than just her figure lying there, their daughter in her arms. Their daughter... With a blink he turned away, focusing on little J'thir. The child was asleep.

But before he picked him up, T'than extended his hand to Cadence, helping her rise from the bed.* Let us go somewhere more private. I detest the constant interference. *he smiled at her; it would have been a joyous smile if not for the predatory glint in his eyes. Again he turned, picked up small J'thir from the cradle and, at last, walked out of that room.*

…To Be Continued
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