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Book Twenty
Part One

Domestic Bliss – Taelon Style
[ DISCLAIMER: The views stated in this chapter do not reflect those of the authors. It is for sheer entertainment only!]
[ Takes place several hours after "The In-laws"]

C - *T'than had wasted no time in settling them in the private rooms at the far end of the infirmary. He was still tense and Cadence knew that he had something on his mind but despite the fact that he had not fully reverted back to his original form, his Taelon discipline was an impenetrable shield, blocking his thoughts from her completely.

The children were fast asleep and he had come to lay with her beneath the energy shower. He had seen to it that she had shed her gown immediately but he remained clothed, and not directly next to her. Not far either, but he was discreet. She did not question it; he was probably just being careful with her since she had just given birth.

She awake at some point later, though she had a feeling it was not that much later, to find his side of the bed empty. Slipping the short medical gown back on she went into the sitting room; he wasn't there either, but the door was open! Tiptoeing to it she peeked out. T'than was down the hall, speaking with another Taelon; one of his associates probably. She knew he had someone in charge of the ship while he was gone but so far she had not met any of them. She knew that regardless of how much he trusted them to carry out orders in war or in peace, that he was wary of allowing them near to his family.

Still, she did wonder what they were speaking about and so she stepped out into the chill of the corridor, locking the door behind her and trying to banish memories of what had happened the last time she had sneaked away.

But, this wasn't sneaking away...not truly. She was sneaking to eavesdrop on him! She ducked into a darkened room across from where they were; she could hear their voices but not what they were saying. The words were hidden behind chiffon currents of air. She was about to move closer when she got a glimpse of the next room down. Through the window she saw a girl. It was no one she knew but a new face was even more fascinating than spying on her lover.

The door was locked from the outside. That was strange, but her energy easily opened an unrestricted lock. The stranger was sitting on the bed and looking a bit bored, but her dark blue eyes brightened when she saw the intruder.* Hi, I'm Cadence. Who are you? A new nurse?

Monica: Oh no, I'm no nurse - just a volunteer. I'm Monica Armstrong. You are Cadence? THE Cadence Blue?

C - *The girl was nearly bouncing.* Um...yes. Do we know each other? *Maybe they had worked together - she was about to be extremely embarrassed for forgetting when the girl launched into a speech.*

Mon: No we've never met but I know all about you. You are practically royalty around here! *Her straight auburn hair cascaded prettily over her shoulders as she moved about excitedly. She was slender but with curves enough to keep her out of high-fashion modeling, and she stood several inches taller than Cadence.* We all wanted to be selected to go on the ship where you were, especially after all those news stories about you. The National Insider did a whole edition just about you and T'than!

C - *She folded her arms* That's a trash-zine.

M: Well, it still had lots of pictures of you, though most were blurry. They had some of T'than too. It talked about how you two tried to stage an attack at the university and kill the president and General Ha'thor...

C - We did not! *she shot back* They tried to hurt us!

Mon: Whoa hold on! Wow you really are as fiery as they say!

C - I don't care what they say, *she pouted.*

Mon: Well anyway, I know that story was turned around. We all knew, but we all still were hoping to get chosen to be in your colony but...we never get to see you. RCNS...I mean, Red Colony News Service, is always asking T'than for interviews and to talk to you but he refuses every time.

C - He does? *She had no idea that in the bustling corridors outside of her quarters that people were interested in her.* 

Mon: He won't even release a picture of T'lana. *Her reddish lips went petulant and she sat back down on the bed but then she brightened.* But, I can't believe that I am meeting you. We have something in common too!

C - What?

Mon: You see that Taelon out there? S'lir? He is my mate.

~*~

S'lir: *He had just finished briefing his superior on the ship's status and now decided to broach another issue.* Sir, before you return to your mate and children, may I speak with you regarding another matter?

GT: *He was quite pleased with the report. Things had run smoothly during his absence, which was only proof of the competence of those he had chosen and thus... his own competence in choosing them. He assumed his usual stance, both hands behind his back. With a nod, he granted the other permission* Proceed. 

Sl: As I informed you earlier, I have taken a mate. *He waved up her file and photo.* Volunteer Monica Armstrong. Jor'rel assessed her with a high fertility rating and as you can see, her physical characteristics are most acceptable. 

 

GT: *It was almost as though S'lir was asking permission.  She was indeed pleasant to the eyes, and if Jor'rel had attested to her high fertility there really should not be a problem. But T'than foresaw a "but" coming anytime.* Yes, it appears she is ideal to carry out our reproductive program. You have chosen wisely. *he knew S'lir was not one to make his choices without giving the options a great deal of thought.* What seems to be the problem?

 

Sl: Her one major flaw is her disobedience; as an officer she performs adequately however outside of duty she is defiant. I have commanded her to return to her quarters when her duties are finished but she is lax in adhering to my word. 

 

GT: I see... *yes, that annoying thing the humans often had in massive doses: free will.*

 

Sl: How is it that you manage your mate so... completely?

 

GT: *He laughed inwardly. T'than controlled Cadence, but not so completely as S'lir might think. It was also not an issue he spoke of lightly as it involved revealing parts of his intimacy, but still... T'than knew he could help. After all, he had tamed Cadence, and she was far worse in the disobeying department than the younger Taelon's mate - of that, he was positive * Humans have what we have forgone in the name of the Commonality, S'lir. Free will; individuality. And that, is at the core of her disobedience.

Sl: *He mulled the comment over, his mind churning it over and over like a jeweler turning a lustrous gem in his fingers to watch the facets catch the light.* I see, so...I must break her will completely then. *It was not a question.*

 

GT: It is not so much a matter of blind obedience, but of actually making them look forward to obeying. And that can easily be accomplished through the means of punishment. *he straightened up. S'lir had the expression of a student, eager to absorb the master's knowledge as though it was water and he, a sponge.* Whenever she chooses to disobey you... you have to make her aware that choosing to obey you is a much more rewarding freedom. A little pain - the right kind of pain - can accomplish that. *he smirked* I do not mean by this that she will actually have a choice; you simply need to make it appear as though she has one. Your pleasure must be her only focus and so your mate must realize that all her actions must be towards that end.

Sl: Yes, *he nodded emphaticlly* My pleasure... *It was the one thing that had turned his opinion in favor of taking humans as mates. Taelons would still rule and perhaps, even rule the humans more than they ever had before, especially those who took one for themselves. His lips quivered with anticipation.* But what if, even after ample training, she still chooses her own desires over mine?

 

GT: *A dark shadow loomed over his features.* If that still is not enough... Put it in simple terms: You are the one holding the power S'lir. Use it. Love is no different from war: strategy dictates your future outcome, and whether you win or lose.

Sl: I shall take that under advisement and be more stern with her from now on. I will make it extremely clear to her that when I summon her that I expect her to be in her quarters and dressed in a way I will find more appealing than the volunteer uniform. *Each affirmation fell from his lips in crisp little bits. Things would change now but T'than was giving him a look slightly tainted with disapproval.* War Minister, were my words inappropriate?

GT: From my perspective... you lend her too much of a free reign. It is no different from allowing your enemy time to spy on your weaknesses and give them time to strike.

Sl: Please explain.

GT: *T'than smirked to himself - did that require any explanation? He took a moment to think.* Why do you allow her to leave your quarters at all, S'lir? 

Sl: *The question came as a surprise and he blinked, his pale hands skimming the air at chest level before dropping to his sides.* She...is an officer and required at her post. Our mates must report just as with the humans.

GT: *He spoke, as if to himself.* I shall have to open an exception for such cases and allow the Taelons authority to relieve their chosen mates of their current duties, so long as I am informed... *that also gave him quite the knowledge over everything of importance happening on the ship.* Nothing is more important... *he seemed to snap out of a minor trance and his exotic eyes focused back on S'lir.*

Sl: *He looked on, somewhat mystified at T'than's logic.* I am unclear as to what purpose this would serve. 

GT: It is simple: if you confine her constantly you shall not have to worry about outward interference, or the fact that she arrives late to your summonings. Make sure she is available at all times, and do not give her the knowledge of your weakness - for instance, if you do come to develop feelings for her, do not let her prey on them. Make her feel for you instead, and use it to hold her. Also... she must realize she is completely expendable. There is nothing humans want more than that which they cannot have. *which was not so untrue of Taelons either... it had always been one of Cadence's charms: the way she fought him.*

Sl: *He nodded emphatically.* Ah yes, I see. This tactic would definitely make things easier. *It was a lot of unaccustomed information to assimilate; battle strategy he knew; mating matters were different and yet, T'than was right - it was merely a game of strategy, and he would make sure that it was a game where he would be the victor. Indeed it was all so complex, and yet so exciting! His eyes were alight, and another question was on his lips...*

 ~*~

C - ...So don't let him push you around, *Cadence concluded, pacing before the bed where Monica sat, raptly intent on her every word.*

Mon: That's the problem with him, *she groused, folding her arms over her ample breasts which at the moment were snug within a light green sweater.* He is so bossy! A complete chauvinist  *But he was a sexy chauvinist, her conscience whispered* He wants me to return to my quarters after I get off work and just sit there waiting for him to stream me!

C - The key is to train them, *she said, bestowing a look of wisdom that did not suit her youthful face.* If he tells you to come home by 20:00 hrs, then stay out until 23:59! *They both nodded and giggled.*

Mon: And this will work? *she asked.*

C - As I said, it's all in the training.

Mon: Do you think he will be very upset? *she asked, her hands pressed together beneath her chin as she leaned forward slightly.*

C -  Maybe a little, but not too much, *she said, crossing her fingers behind her back.* But so what if he is? It's not like you are his slave or anything. *The knuckles of two crossed fingers were now pressing painfully against each other.*

Mon: Yeah, you're right! He doesn't own me. I have a life! *She bit down on a fingernail then and her cheeks colored.* Cadence...can I ask you a question...even though it's kind of personal? *The doll-like being stopped her pacing, her face full of curiosity as she nodded.* Well...it's sex. I've never been with a Taelon before; I am attracted to S'lir but I've been putting off his advances but... he is getting more insistent. It won't be like being with a human male. I mean...what do they like?

~*~

Sl: I have been studying the texts on sexuality as well as the schematic for the human female and it is indeed fascinating. *His casual tone belied the truth; the idea of sex with these inferior beings had at first revolted him but then he had watched some erotic images that had been provided to him. The longer he watched the more interested he became and every time he tried to tell himself not to allow it to affect him it had only done so further.* Now that I have selected a mate the subject has plagued my thoughts; meditation has eluded me.

 

GT: *Yes, it often did. And thinking of it now - the prospect of sex, with Cadence... in her current state... in his current state. A new sensation erupted in his main pathway. Far from uncomfortable, it was demanding and it clouded his reasoning. T'than had to blink and push it back mentally, which took an awful amount of work.* You know the process. What seems to be the problem?

 

Sl: I have asked Monica repeatedly to reveal her body to me so I may examine it but she has refused me thus far. *The last words trembled slightly with his frustration. His dark purple uniform sparkled as he turned slightly away, uttering quietly,* Were she my prisoner I would merely restrain her and proceed as I wished...

 

GT: *Ah, there might be hope after all!* S'lir, that is precisely my point. Why ask her to do anything at all, when you can demand it? You are her superior - and even if she refuses - you can also resort to the pleasure of forcing her to do what you wish. You must display your superiority! Her will is not a factor into this equation.

Sl: Understood, but, what if during my explorations she attempts to flee?

 

GT: Consider my words for a moment. If you keep her unclothed at all times, with no garments at her disposal that is halfway to her imprisonment. Humans feel... embarrassed about not wearing any garments publicly, so that can work in your favour. On the other hand... *he smirked* ...it is quite pleasing a sight: in their vulnerability, they become quite appealing.

Sl: *Ideas were unfolding in his mind, and his faceted blue eyes glittered with new intent. He could lock her away, and whenever he returned to his chambers she would be there - naked - and available to his every whim. His pathways pulsed with nervous energy. What delight T'than had been privy to before they even knew and accepted. But now they would...and he would pass this information on to several trusted colleagues as well.* I shall remove her from her post tonight. *he smiled darkly* She now has a new post... and a permanent one. 

 

GT: *He felt almost proud that S'lir was learning so well. Though in truth, revealing so much took part of the thrill away. There was no recipe to controlling one's mate. It was a game, unpredictable... and arousing.* Indeed.

 

Sl: My only concern then will be to maintain my concentration for my own duties. I pride myself on my exactitude, however, these recent changes I have noticed in myself impose trials on my discipline. If my thoughts are on pleasure with my mate my performance will not be as precise. *He looked genuinely troubled over this, until his mentor offered the solution.*

GT: *Oh yes, T'than remembered that.* Your duties do indeed come first. However, they are not restricted to the functioning of this ship. One of our prime directives must be to reproduce S'lir. You must exact discipline and self-control, but whenever the urge becomes too strong - and at times, it shall - request to be relieved of duty and release all the pent-up energy into... what you must. *The conversation was becoming graphic. If not for S'lir, who was inexperienced, at least for T'than who had been through it enough times for his mind to come up with the most vivid images. His jumpsuit was becoming most uncomfortable...*

Sl: Indeed I had never considered leaving my post, however, my inferiors are trustworthy to work in my stead for the brief periods I would be absent. *His day was getting better and better.*

~*~

C - It's like I said; you needn't be afraid. Human males they are not, but they have all the same weaknesses men have believe me!

Mon: *Her head bobbed* I do I do! I can't believe I am getting advice from THE Cadence Blue!

C - *She spun around and then bowed.* At your service, M'lady. *She was so glad now that she had come looking for T'than. The women on this ship who bonded with the Taelons would need her! Who else but she was qualified to guide them? She decided then and there that there should be a guidance class - perhaps once a week, and she would run it! She couldn't wait to tell T'than her idea!*

Mon: So...just be stern with him and tell him I have a headache. That sounds easy - I said it to my old boyfriend all the time! *They both clapped and laughed.*

C - Yes, and when he does something you don't like...just...close your legs and keep them that way. Let him know that making you unhappy will cause him pain - the only pain a male understands: denial. Let him know that pleasing you will be much more rewarding. Eventually he will want to please you all the time. In actuality you made the choice for him but he will only see that pleasing you gets him the reward of your body.

Mon: That makes sense, *she said, standing up to stretch, her curves filling out her jeans nicely. Caressing her rounded backside she turned back to her new advisor.* But, for the times when I say yes... how do they like it? S'lir is so forceful. I bet he likes his love that way too.

C - *Cadence grinned, but not for the reason Monica believed; what fun it would be to tame a Taelon! Even if not hers, she could do it vicariously* They act that way on the outside, but on the inside, Taelons want to experience the kind of domination they impose on others day to day.

Mon: Really??? Is T'than like that?

C - *She opened her mouth but nothing came out. A second later:* Well... T'than is a very... unique.. Taelon. But I assure you that I know what I am talking about. # Oh that S'lir will have such a shock! #  Be aggressive with him. His wildest wet dream will be for you to be the ultimate dominatrix! Oooh if only you had a whip...

Mon: I do! I even have it with me - it was a gag gift.

C - *This day was getting better and better!* Great! Keep it nearby but hidden and when things are getting really hot, grab it and hit him with it.

Mon: HIT HIM???

C - Yeah, as hard as you can! Make him your bitch, make him your slllllave! He will adore that. *She was dancing around on her toes, her curls bouncing brightly around her glowing face.*

Mon: Okay I will. I'm sure it will be a blast!

~*~

GT: Keep in mind S'lir, humans are our servants... our slaves. The fact that we have decided to make of them our mates does not alter it. *he straightened up. His features were serious.* All females were chosen for the purpose of our pleasure... and child bearing. You will have to prepare her S'lir. Her body is not yet ready to receive a Taelon child, but the more you infuse her with Taelon energy, the more rapidly she will be ready to conceive.

Sl: That day shall not arrive soon enough, *he said, catching a glimpse of himself on a nearby reflective surface. While Taelons did not dwell on their own appearance he knew that many of the women found him appealing; Monica had - he had monitored her conversations. He was taller than T'than, his face square and chiseled, his eyes large and rimmed with nearly translucent lashes. He found himself wondering what his children would look like. One thing was for certain, with a mate like Monica they were assured of strong, intelligent and attractive offspring.* I shall begin immediately; she must become ready. *He raised his chin up haughtily* I intend to have many offspring; warriors! *His entire body rose up with his boast.*

GT: *T'than already knew for certain that S'lir's first child would be female. And until he himself would become fully male, that would be the sex of all of his children.* The colony will benefit from such children. However, not all of them will be males.

Sl: Ah yes, female children. I would not be dismayed over such. They will be striking. I will instruct them in what will be required of them to be suitable mates for those of our kind who will need the time while they mature to accept the new ways.

 

GT: *T'than had to blink twice over that remark. He had not thought of it... of what would happen when T'lana grew up. The thought of having someone inflict her pain - any kind of pain - was enough to get his energy boiling! It was true though that women could become warriors - it had been so with the atavus and it was so with the Jaridians.* Yes... time will dictate the place of each one.

Sl: *He nodded once, opposing words dancing on his tongue but he thought better than to utter them. T'than had just assisted him after all but he also knew that T'than wanted him to find his own way as well, which was good because, he would be the only one to dictate where his daughters' places would be!*

~*~

Mon: Oh I adore children, *she said, smiling, her hands now folded in her lap.* But, during my tour of duty at the Taelon embassy in Canada and then in Washington, I was working up to Captain of my unit. I am nearly there! Another year and I will be. I do want children, and it will be amazing to have them with S'lir but...just not right away.

C - *She turned away, pensive. The Taelons had just been saved from the brink of extinction and she knew most of them were more than eager to begin families. That eagerness had translated into new doctrines regarding childbearing, even for women mated to humans. The colonies needed a broad base of genetic matter if they were to be successful. But then she thought about it.* Well, children are our future but, I'm sure that lots of the other girls are ready to take that plunge right away...

Mon: Like you! Two babies already wow! You are just the little Earth Mother..

C - *She gave the other a look that was difficult to read; her first child had been conceived with her agreement, but earlier, he had planned to proceed without her knowledge or her consent. She crumbled the memories like old paper; that was another lifetime ago.* Anyway, I don't see why he would have a problem waiting for a year or two. Be firm with him and put your foot down about it. No matter what, just make sure that he knows that you have your own mind about things.

Mon: I will Cadence, and that is a promise. *She jumped up and hugged her new friend and then held her back by the shoulders.* You know, you should host a show on the news service so all of us who are new to this whole Taelon mating thing can hear your advice.

C - *That was an even better idea than a class! She could be a star on that ship!*

~*~

Sl: Your counsel has been most informative T'than. You should meet with the others of our kind when they become newly mated. I am certain they would also find your advice useful.

 

GT: No doubt. It is always wise to learn from others' experience, however, this is a path that you must trail on your own. 

Sl: *He nodded* I have taken enough of your time and shall take my leave of you and fetch my mate. You may accompany me if you wish.

 

GT: I shall. I wish to give her a word, if you will allow it.

Sl: Yes, of course you may converse with her. A dictate from the leader himself might be helpful.

 

GT: Regardless, I do not wish to deprive you of the entertainment involved in breaking her. If you heed my words, S'lir, it shall aid you in accomplishing a full control over you mate. 

Sl: *He looked to the side* I am aware in your confidence that I will achieve success with her.

GT: *He looked at the other Taelon intently.* It has worked quite well on Cadence. She is most obedient and has grown to enjoy her place. In fact, I do not think she even aspires to anything else but to serve me. *That was a little extreme - but it was true that, for the most part, they shared a bond so deep that only together they knew fulfillment. Of course, S'lir would sooner or later come to know the downside of that thing called love.*

Sl: *He listened to T'than speak of Cadence as they turned and headed toward where he had sequestered Monica, and his eyes widened when he saw the door open and the extra person there, and his gaze slid back to his superior, a smirk threatening to turn his lips up at the corners...*

 

GT: *There was no disguising the disapproval on his face. His eyes had narrowed to slits and his features looked strained, as though his jaws were bitting down on something invisible. The other Taelon needn't say anything.* Keep in mind what I said about clothing. 

Sl : I recall, *he answered, noting that the blonde girl was dressed - somewhat.*

GT: *His eyes were on Cadence, fiery and full of dark promise.* Regrettably, being in the infirmary has forced me to overlook that very precious rule... *he stood perfectly still; only his eyes turned slightly, moving from his mate to S'lir's choice. At once a smirk broadened on his own features.* But I am actually glad she trespassed. *it was pure evil that settled on his features.* Allow me a few minutes, S'lir. *he turned on his heels, ominous intent in the glint of his eyes.*

Sl: *He nodded, his eyes never leaving the room where the two figures conversed in an animated fashion as they walked around each other. Placing his hands behind his back, he waited.*

 

GT: *It took him perhaps five minutes to head to his quaters and return to the infirmary. By the time he reached the door, it seemed the image was the same as he had left it. Only when he stepped to S'lir's side, there was something in T'than's hands. A box...* A gift of my appreciation for your work during my leave of absence. I trust you will find usefulness in what it contains... *his eyes turned in their sockets to take in the expression on Cadence's face.* I know I have thus far... and I will in the near future..

C - *They had finally noticed the two Taelons coming their way; Monica was totally relaxed and happy; Cadence on the other hand had grown tense, her confidence of before evaporating, and she became downright pale when she saw T'than smile wickedly as he handed S'lir a dull gray box. It rattled slightly in his hands, as if the objects within it were eager to jump out and begin their torments. Monica noticed her changed demeanor and put an arm around her shoulder.*

Mon: What's wrong Cadence? *Still holding her she grinned and walked over to the pair.* S'lir, this is Cadence. Isn't she a cutie?

Sl: *He looked her up and down; the gown she wore hid little, but enough that, like with Monica thus far, he was forced to use his imagination.* Indeed.

Mon: *She spied the box* Awww how sweet! S'lir you got a present! I can't wait to see what's inside! *Cadence swallowed next to her with a small noise.* And this must be T'than, *she bubbled, extending her hand and tossing back her mane of reddish hair.* I'm Monica, but I guess you know that already. *laugh*

GT: Of course. *the answer was curt, almost a little stern. He did smile, but it was the kind of smile that never reached his eyes - cold, and calculating. He had not meant it on account of Monica's sympathy. It had been Cadence's palpable fear that had brought it upon his face. Indeed, Jor'rel might have been right - T'than could almost smell it. But for sure, he could taste it! Once her recovery was complete, he would give her little rest... and he knew that she knew her little escapade would come with a price.*

Mon: You know, I think we are looking at the ship's first star! Cadence has given me such wonderful advice on what it's like being with a Taelon that I suggested that she have her own show! 

 

GT: *He arched a brow. His eyes never left Cadence, piercing through her like spear.* Has she? *he sounded so casual, as if making conversation for mere enjoyment. Of course... everyone who knew him also knew it was not in his nature to engage in casual conversation.*

 

Mon: Oh yes, she has! I'm sure the news service would take it right on. Imagine having her streamed to everyone each week! She can give advice and answer questions and even bring the children sometimes and show them off because we are all dying to see them!

 

GT: Of all that, I have no doubt. *he smiled again, watching his mate cringe. She was in trouble.* 

 

Mon: She can give advice on being a Mom! Not that I will need it for a few years yet.

Sl: What? *he said lowly, but his mate was oblivious to the frozen girl still in her arms or his tone.*

 

Mon: Oh well I was telling Cadence that I am a consummate career officer and she told me that you would be just fine with that and if you weren't, *she gave Cadence a playful shake to emphasize her words*...to put my foot down! *she giggled playfully and stomped her foot.* So there, I put it down.

Sl: *He had grown very silent, much like Cadence but for very different reasons.* Indeed, *he said again, his vocabulary seemingly reduced to that one word. He could not help a quick and resentful glance T'than's way; his 'obedient' mate had succeeded in doing nothing but poisoning Monica's still-impressionable thoughts! But, he reckoned to himself that it would only make the game more interesting, and so he finally smiled.*

 

GT: *He was not oblivious to S'lir's reaction. T'than was positively livid for what Cadence had done - though inwardly he couldn't but relish on her good work. She had just made sure S'lir would have the most wonderful time breaking Monica. The more she resisted, the more resilient and motivated he would become. So much the worse for the girl though...* All of it good advice, no doubt. *ah, sarcasm.* Indeed, I shall have to consider that weekly stream.

C - *A trickle of hope brightened her eyes for a moment; did he really mean that, or was he just toying with her?*

Mon: *Now done with her jubilant outburst she looked at Cadence again, concerned but still playful, oblivious to the sinister plans her own mate was conceiving for her.* Baby-doll, *she chanted,* what is up with you? *She arched a manicured brow coyly* I know S'lir is good-looking, but he has never inspired such awe before! *Another laugh, but then T'than stepped forward.*

 

GT: *He focused on the brunette for a moment* Regardless of what Cadence has told you, you should heed your mate's commands. Consider that a direct order. *but he had barely stopped speaking and his eyes were on Cadence again, predatory as they seldom were anymore.*

Mon:  *She blinked several times. She had been trained to obey commands from the Taelons and by the time she realized what she was agreeing to it was too late and the words were already out of her mouth.*  O...of course, Sir. *T'than had barely spoken to Cadence and she had already moved to stand with him but then the blonde looked back at her, sullen lips suddenly smirking and she looked back at him.*

C - I am going to have my own show, *she quipped, covering her unease with levity, hoping to divert whatever machinations that were clouding his mind and keeping his thoughts a secret. He didn't want her there - she knew that, but she tried to maintain what she hoped was an appealing impishness.* All those girls will need advice. *She licked her shiny lips, offering him a candy smile.*

 

GT: I am sure they will. #...once they heed your words. But, no doubt they will need something else in much larger doses. And that, I can provide.#  *he smirked broadly as his eyes fell on the grey box that S'lir was still holding. The Taelon looked no different from a statue. T'than had the impression he would break and strike at his mate at any time. Well, no point staying behind to stall him.* 

 

S'lir... *though the other Taelon did not turn to him, T'than continued.* ...you are relieved of duty for the rest of the day. I suggest you put the free time to good use. 

S'lir: *He was contemplating the box, his fingers admiring its smooth surface. He did not have to open it to have an idea of its contents.* You may trust that I shall, *he murmured, though he was gazing at Monica who, noting his soft words, beamed an eager smile at him.*

GT: *His piercing blue eyes focused on his mate again.* Cadence, you look... ill. Perhaps you should return to our room in the infirmary. *he saw her throw a glance at Monica and her lips parted to say something. T'than kept his smile.* Now. *he extended his arm to her, all courtesy.*  

C - *The warning words she was about to utter to Monica died beneath the weight of his order. Stepping forward she took his arm. The last thing she saw before T'than led her around the corner was Monica's shocked and confused expression when S'lir grabbed her by the upper arm and briskly pulled her in the opposite direction.*

Book Twenty
Part Two
Distant Echo

ZO'OR'S SHIP

BLUE COLONY

Z: *Zo'or waved down the stream, his face set in an expression of satisfaction. The colony, though still in its infancy, was progressing within acceptable perameters. The three Taelons working under him did so with quiet efficiency. His own authority was secure and he found the respect accorded him by the human colonists to be something close to worship. 

On Earth, populated by its countless peoples and ideologies respect had never come easily and love not at all, but these humans had specifically asked to be there and they offered devotion as one does a fine delicacy - with reverence. Zo'or drank of it as one would a rare vintage - savoring it slowly.

The sharp sting of giving up Earth had dulled over the past several weeks; adoration cooled the burn in his soul.

But a part of his silent wound remained, unhealed and aching. It was the part of him he had amputated when he had severed his lifebond with Naor'rin. The former smile on his lips wilted as thoughts of her assaulted him without mercy! She always came at times like this - the quiet times when there was nothing else to entertain his thoughts. Her image still tempted his desire; she was a witch - a demon - one he could not purge through any amount of meditation.

He began to wonder if he did not enjoy these forays into the realm of self-affliction, and perhaps he had immersed himself into his torment too much because the pain he felt from his memories had moved into reality. His hand clutched at his chest and from deep in is throat a strangled gasp emerged. The bridge was empty save for one other, and she turned though he did not see as he slid from his chair to his knees.*

Talia: *She was working on her console, navigating through the readings that never seemed to falter or need any special attention, when a sharp hissing sound made her turn. It sent a shiver down her spine when the image of her colony leader's frailty invaded her sight. A sense of alarm shot through her and she ran towards the fallen Taelon.

Fallen - it was disturbing to see Zo'or, always the powerful one, look so frail. For a moment she just stood above him, unsure of what to do. She remembered how he liked his distance - he was, perhaps, the most unreachable of all Taelons on that ship. Yet, he was also the most soulful.*

Z: *His hands came up against his temples and even though his eyes were closed, the soothing darkness he sought was not there; instead there were flashes of color that left sunspots on his mind's eye in the form of snippets of a face. There were too many of these pieces to construct anything recognizable in the mental jigsaw puzzle. His energy rushed through his pathways audibly but lost in that thunder was a voice. Unlike the visions though, he was able to grasp onto its distant echo as it called his name, over and over. He needed to go to it! The pull was so strong and it was in his chest now too!

He moaned and fell forward, unable to escape the calling of his own name...*

 

T: *She kneeled on the floor, her hands gently helping him to lay all the way down and rest his head on her lap. His body was taken with seizures; small convulsions that ended in faint blushes. His skin felt electrical, and his eyes, though open at times, appeared to be focused elsewhere.* Sir... *she called without reaction. Licking her lips she tried again, as her fingers drew a gentle caress on his cheek.* Zo'or?

Z: *A cool caress; the echo lessened and he opened his eyes, trying to peer between the distorted ripples of his altered sight. Someone was looking down at him - a shadow, her graceful features visible only in shades of gray, surrounded by wavy black hair.* Naor'rin, *he croaked.* Naor'rin... you have returned to me...

 

T: *At first she had not even understood his words. It had been so faint, and its sound... so alien. Then, she realized at last that it was a name; one she did not recognise. Was he delirious? She called his name again.*

Z: *Color seeped into the image, the face taking on substance and only mild familiarity. It was a beautiful face to be certain but not the one he yearned for, and the hair that was neatly pulled back from her face, cascaded down her back in a waterfall of deepest red. Only the eyes were the same - emerald green.*

 

T: *She saw the focus return to his eyes, slowly. She had never looked so closely into Taelon eyes before - they were so deep in all their blueness. When the light hit them so directly as it did in that moment, it even seemed the tones of blue shifted from sky-blue to the most crystal sea-blue.* Sir? *she called, though faintly.* Are you all right? *the touch of his skin was softer now. Talia could still feel the tiny shocks, but they were weaker and steady, as though his pulse had settled down.* Should I report to the medbay?

Z: *He sat up slowly, pulling away from her touch though he did so with unusual gentleness and lack of disdain.* I am well, Volunteer; summoning a healer will not be necessary. *He took a breath and listened. He could still sense a calling that hailed him on all levels, psychic and physical but it was weaker now.* Thank you for your assistance Volunteer...*he paused, grasping for the name.* Volunteer...

 

T: Talia O'Connor, Sir.

 

Z: I apologize Miss O'Connor - I appear to have been negligent in checking staff assignments. You are new to this post, are you not?

 

T: *She felt her cheeks grow slightly warm.* Yes Sir. I have been assigned for a permanent post here last week. *she had come along with the new recruits. She had been sixteen when the Taelons had arrived on Earth, and she could still remember the fascination they had instilled in her. Then there had been that time when the companion protectors had been to her homeland and she had discovered it was full of ancient Taelon ruins...

 

Talia had always felt a closeness with those beings, but ever since she had been on the ship, she had worked and observed quietly, learning of their ways of life. They were reserved, but none quite so much as Zo'or, it seemed. Things were said about him that could give one nightmares... but to her, he just looked alone.* 

Z: *He was not unaware of her scrutiny, but instead of giving her an angry glare he only smirked slightly. Not only was her courage to study him intriguing, but it was also enjoyable.* So tell me, Miss O'Connor, do you always stare at the Taelons as you are doing now? *He turned his head slightly, his blue eyes pinning her. Would she be able to ascertain the friendly challenge, or would she back away and assume a look of almost fearful respect as so many did in his presence.*

T: *She realized she had allowed her mind to wonder. It was not so difficult. Being that close to Zo'or was for some -  strange -  some would say - comforting. Her heart jumped a beat at his words, but Talia did not feel threatened.* Much can be learned from observing... Sir. And I believe our species have much to learn from each other. *she was unaware if that was crossing the line. But, she had a difficult time taming her sincerity.*

Z: And, what exactly have you learned from your observations of me?

T: *Talia lowered her eyes, as if looking for the answer. But their greenness did not take long to meet the blueness of Zo'or's gaze.* You are very reserved... even lonely. *her throat was going a little dry... She knew she was crossing the line, but she would have to trust her Irish luck would bail her out if Zo'or became angry.*

Z: *Ah, she stood her ground! Respect was something he wanted but sometimes, from the women, it became tedious. He enjoyed a challenge.* It is not unusual for a leader to be solitary; my position makes it even preferable. 

 

T: I see. *there was a sort of fairytale nobility to him.* Forgive me if I have trespassed, Sir. *her tone was back to its formality.*

 

Z: *Ah there it was - the disappointment. Could it be that she was interested in him, this lovely young woman who tried to tame her Irish accent into something more mundane?* You did not insult me, Volunteer. I merely answered your question. *Another tremor, another blush and he leaned slightly forward.* However, there are times when... seclusion... does have its disadvantages... *He looked at her, trying to make the pleading in his eyes as unnoticeable as she tried to make her accent.* ...when conversation becomes something... desirable.

 

T: *There it was again. That strange knot in her stomach. Sometimes, when he looked at her, there was a sort of melancholy peace. Then, it felt as though she was floating. But right now, it was just the opposite, she was falling, fast, and her heart was racing and the heat was rising to her cheeks again. 

 

Talia took a deep breath, even shook her head a little making the ponytail bounce. She had to keep herself together.* But there are also times, when conversation is desirable, that it might also be dangerous. *the girl had not missed his seizure.* You are not well. *her voice was whispery now, genuinely concerned.* I can tell, and it's not just my eyes that show me that.

Z: *He closed his eyes, submerging himself back into the depths of his mind, searching again for the voice. It was there, but it was muffled now, lost in the many currents of the psychic plane that had gone suddenly murky. He called out inwardly to it but received no answer. Turning his face away from the girl for a moment he closed his eyes and cleared his mind before looking back.* I am as well as...certain events, will allow. *He turned and walked from his chair to the window. He didn't need to look back to know she had followed him.* 

 

T: *She moved closely behind. Her eyes gazed at the console at which she had been working. She did not know whether to sound the alarm and call for help... or do by his word... and her will. Talia had learned enough to know that she was experiencing a rather rare moment. Zo'or was never so outspoken. In fact, she had never truly heard the sound of his voice until that moment. His orders were always callous and direct. She had never captured the nuances of his speech before. Nuances that betrayed deep emotion. She knew better than to ask anything - it was best to let the Taelon speak, and to simply listen.*

 

Z: It has been a rather strenuous several weeks since our colonies went their separate ways. Everyone is fatigued and I suppose I am even moreso, for it is up to me to assure a smooth transition for Taelons and humans alike.

T: I understand that, Sir. *though things had been calm, there was a surprising amount of things to be done to simply keep the ship on its course. Still, he looked... weary. Moreso by each passing moment.* But I am certain the burden of your duty is no larger than before. You look positively ill. *so much so, she had to resist the will to guide him back to his chair and help him sit.* I do not mean to trespass on your good will by saying this, but there is more. 

Z: *Returning to his seat, he sat down slowly, like an old man, his limbs feeling heavy. But as she spoke he was now afforded a full view of her. She was tall, though perhaps not quite as tall as Naor'rin. And where Naor'rin's body had been lithe, this girl's curves were rounder - fuller. Her shape reminded him of T'than's mate, only on a taller scale. Topped with her flaming red tresses, the girl appeared to him as a burgeoning flower ready to burst forth with ripeness at any moment. So unlike the Jaridian, who had always been in full blossom. His hand slammed down on the armrest. Sha'bra! Would Naor'rin ever leave him in peace?* You are assertive; indeed what troubles me is more than my duties. *He should stop - to speak of his secrets would make him weak.* My illness stems from betrayal. *He had been looking down at his flexing fingers but now his eyes met hers, and he watched them widen in surprise.* ...Betrayal by one I loved...

 

T: *All words left her lips. They were only half parted as a total blankness took over her mind, leaving only the echo of his words. Betrayal... and love. It was almost too human, yet, now it made sense. Zo'or's illness was of the soul. Humans would call it a broken heart. And it seemed, though Taelons had no such organ in their physiognomy... they could suffer from the same disease

 

Talia lowered her eyes. She was sorry for him, and at the same time, a selfish part of her was not.* Love... is not without risks. But we have a saying: it is better to have loved and lost, than not to have loved at all. 

Z: *His lips tightened and he looked away* Another worthless human saying, *he snapped. But then he looked down, inconvenient sadness stronger than his facade of ire.* I would rather have never felt such a betrayal...

T: Betrayal is painful; the wounds it causes are deep and they might never heal. Unless... *she raised her eyes again; green emeralds that glittered in the faint light* you allow yourself to trust... and to love again.

Z: *His stare meshed with hers and it seemed that a long while passed in complete silence. He heard the calling again but this time he barely trembled. Talia was looking at him and she called to him too with her eyes, with her lips that uttered not one word, and with her very being. The voice in his mind was nothing but an echo - a ghost of a sound. Talia was real. In a single thrust he cast the echo aside, silencing it once and for all. He stood again and was looking down at her, his fingers daring to touch hers for an instant before pulling back, and his voice was soft, and even shy.* Perhaps...you can teach me how to do that again...

*Outside, deep space became a bright blaze as the ship slipped into the interdimensional vortex, carrying it and the beings aboard on its secret path, taking them to their destiny...*
Book Twenty
Part Three
A New Life For Naor’rin

[ Takes place at the same time as "Distant Echo" ]

*Things had quieted down at last. The commotion that had been the birth of J'thir was over. T'than had officially announced the birth of his second child, though as usual, he gave no comfort to the curiosity-tormented population of the ship by showing them the baby.

 

Cadence was gone from the infirmary too, back to her quarters. No one had seen her since T'than had taken her from sickbay. It figured: possessive as the Taelon was, he was bound to lock her up and keep her from the outside world. It was amazing how despite being leader, T'than was still overprotective of his family. 

Since the first moment of the split-up and to that date, there was not a single report of conflict between humans, or humans and Taelons. For a warlord, he did a tremendous job at keeping peace.

 

Still, walking in the corridors towards T'than's office, Naor'rin could feel the tension. But it was not something bad - the tension was adorned with excitement over the future that awaited all. Though some looked at her from the corner of their eyes, and whispers were caught by her sensitive ears, she felt quite at home.

 

The Jaridian still found herself thinking of her old life though. Only weeks had passed, but for some strange reason, it felt like they had been centuries. She had changed dramatically in the meantime. Looking more like a hybrid between a Jaridian and a human than an actual Jaridian made a large difference, both physical as well as psychological. Naor'rin had evolved.

 

And she knew that soon there would be another change to her life. It would not be long for her son to be born. There was much joy in that thought. But alas, thinking of her son also brought memories of his father. It was impossible not to think of Zo'or... impossible not to miss him.

 

At last her footsteps took her to the colony leader's offices. She asked permission to enter, and was allowed in. T'than was working, all business. It was even odd that he had agreed to receive her.* Greetings, T'than.

 

GT: *He kept his focus on the datastream.* What do you want, Naor'rin? *he asked, matter-of-factly rather than annoyed.*

 

N: It has been days since I have last seen Cadence. I thought that perhaps you would allow me a visit with her.

 

GT: *His fingers kept working though his eyes moved from the stream to the woman standing in front of him. She was definitely changed... evolved. Unlike him.* You thought wrong. *he answered, then focused on his work again.*

 

N: *She hated that! But the truth was she was not assigned to do anything in particular on the ship. Her position was somewhat precarious: the humans were one hundred percent pro-Taelon and after the fight with the Jaridians, it was obvious that some did not trust her very much. Most Taelons knew her, some still hung on to the belief that she had betrayed them in the past. That was reason enough for T'than to keep her from being assigned with a job. Furthermore, she could not even kick or punch the stress out of her system. Naor'rin's pregnancy was at its terminal stage. In sum, she could do nothing, which was unnerving.* I understand you might want to keep her secluded from outside interference so closely after J'thir's delivery T'than, but you can trust that I...

 

GT: You would be too much of a reward for Cadence. *he was sounding a little more exasperated by then.* She is receiving a corrective for... misbehaving. *he had indeed grounded her, and gone back to the old habit: no clothes anywhere in the room. She was not even authorized to materialise a jumpsuit. He enjoyed seeing her completely exposed. It always woke up desire in him - now, more blatantly than ever.*

 

N: *That was not a surprise. It was beyond her how Cadence put up with so much, but she and the Taelon seemed to have come to an understanding - one Naor'rin didn't quite grasp but that appeared to work for them.* I can help her with the children... *she carried on anyway.*

 

GT: *T'than closed the stream and focused on the Jaridian. His eyes were but slits.* What makes you believe I want your help?

 

N: I have nothing to do on this ship. No responsibility, no way to contribute...

 

GT: *He smirked.* Your contribution here is the same as that of any female: bear children! *And she was quite close to doing so. The son of his nemesis was to be born soon. T'than was unsure if he wanted the birth to end well...*

 

N: *She didn't know very well how to take T'than's words.* I need more than that, T'than. *he was already unnerving her. She felt the heat of anger rise in her, coal hot. It was most uncomfortable.*

 

GT: What you need is of no concern to me. I allowed you to be on this ship. *she was testing his patience, and he didn't feel patient at all. Having to use all his self-control to keep himself away from Cadence was consuming his cool.* Consider yourself lucky that you did not end up alone. Sc'orr was foolish enough to waste his gene pool by joining with you. As leader, I could have stopped him. I still can... it is as simple as to create a law stating that all Taelons must produce at least one Taelon-human hybrid. *he smirked* Now leave. I need to resume my work.

 

N: *She was about to protest, but her words were drowned in a gasp. The anger had risen so high - so hot. But this time it lingered, making it seem as though her head was on fire. Naor'rin saw her balance taken from her; T'than's last words reached her ears distorted - in slow motion. Then the heat became pain and she had to fight to keep her balance.*

 

GT: *Was she still there?! He sighed and was about to say something nasty - but it died on his lips. There was something terribly wrong: she was sweating and barely holding her balance.* Naor'rin? *suddenly, the adrenaline of arguing with her was not so pleasurable.*

 

N: *She heard her name spoken, but it seemed so far away. Her head felt as though a lava-beast was crushing it in rocky hands and her body ached terribly. She struggled for air and cried when a sudden pang of pain made her bend over and hold onto her abdomen.* 

 

GT: Sha'bra! *he rose from his seat, reaching her just in time before she crumbled to the floor. Her skin was blistering!* #Cadence, come to the main office. With haste!#

C - *She jumped when his sharp command invaded her mind. Waving up a barrier around the small area T'lana was playing in she stood up and checked on J'thir, who was sound asleep in the nursery. Reentering the living room she saw the unaccustomed sight of the door to his office open. She rushed toward it, ignoring T'lana's questioning sounds and then stopped abruptly; she was naked. Did he want her to go in like that? She made an irritated noise; T'than had a way of making her question the most simple of decisions. It had never used to be that way when they had first met - she simply did as she wanted. Taking a deep breath, she waved on a jumpsuit - one that was almost the color of her skin, and rushed forward.

T'than was holding Naor'rin in his arms and despite his urgency she still saw his eyes on her sharply. It made her nervous.* Wh...what happened?

GT: *He did not have the luxury of time to explain, nor the will for that matter. He had kept his communication with Cadence down to the basics: a greeting at night and by morning, reports on the children, and whatever order he needed her to obey.* I believe she is entering labour. *Naor'rin was shuddering despite the incredible heat that her body emanated. *Warn Jor'rel to be prepared and summon Sc'orr to the infirmary!

C - *She rushed over and sat down in his chair, not having to even think of how his consoles worked. She waved up a stream and told Jor'rel that Naor'rin had gone into severe labor and that T'than was bringing her. Next, she hailed Sc'orr in his office and told him to go to the infirmary and why, feeling a pang of sympathy for him when she saw his features tighten with worry and so she ended her statements in a comforting voice.* Don't worry Sc'orr - everything will be okay - just hurry! *He nodded and the stream vanished. Rising she went over to follow T'than. Naor'rin was moaning and looked only half-conscious. They reached the door of his outer office and he stopped and looked back at her.*

 

GT: Go back. *he knew she would protest, and her lips had barely moved to speak when he added.* There is nothing you can do for her. Your duty lies elsewhere. *he was carrying the Jaridian in his arms. Her conscious state was precarious and taken with seizures as her body was. Cadence looked preoccupied* I will send news soon enough.

 

N: *There were voices... voices in the distance. She recognised them, yes; both of them. But the moment her eyes closed they shifted -  changed. Naor'rin knew that Taelon voice as well - she called for him, called his name instinctively. But not the female voice... it was new, and it was interfering.* Zo'or... *she mumbled again; the sound was low and almost undefined, as though the remnants of her active consciousness crossed it with another: her mate, Sc'orr.*

 

GT: *He was rushing towards the portal. Naor'rin wasn't even holding on to him. Her am fell limply by her side and her head, resting against his chest, was bobbing with the motion of his steps. T'than could already feel the pull - her body's hunger for energy. Energy to help complete the labour. But it couldn't be his. And the question remained unanswered if it could be Sc'orr's. 

 

Darkness... light... darkness again and then the dimness of the infirmary lights. He had arrived. Jor'rel was already waiting.* Something must be wrong. She lost consciousness... and she was calling for Zo'or.

Jor: *He pursed his lips, his look gravely concerned as he beckoned for T'than to follow him down the hall to the very room where T'lana had been born. Sc'orr was already there, standing before the curving structure of the birthing chair.*

Sc: *He looked as though he meant to attack the War Minister as he lurched forward, but he stopped, mere centimeters of air between their glistening black jumpsuits. He extended his arms.* I will take her now. 

 

GT: *He had nearly reacted to Sc'orr's sudden approach, but his arms were busy carrying the Jaridian.* Save your strength. By the look of things, you shall need it...

 

Sc: *His tone was civil but his stress was evident.* Thank you for your advice and for bringing her but I must take over from here.

GT: *He understood Sc'orr perfectly. What he did not quite accept was his choice of a mate. The last thing T'than wanted was for it to be proved that the Taelons and Jaridians could indeed merge again... and if Naor'rin's child proved to be superior to his own children... 

Shaking the thoughts away for a moment, he deposited Naor'rin into Sc'orr's waiting arms.* 

Jor: *He nodded to the stern young Taelon, not realizing that the words he spoke echoed T'than's to Cadence moments ago.* Your assistance was invaluable, but you must leave now; your duties lie elsewhere. Mine are here. *He saw a look in the other's eyes - one that unnerved him only because he understood it and when they were by the exit he whispered,* I will give you a report when I have something to report.

 

GT: *He was looking at Sc'orr as he walked to the chair with the fainted Jaridian. He did not dislike the older Taelon; he did not even dislike Naor'rin. But she and the child she carried could mean trouble.* Yes, let us hope you carry good news... *he looked at the healer then.* Although, I am not certain it will be a synonym to that child's survival. 

Jor: I do not like your look or your tone, T'than. This child will be born, and he will be born well as long as I am in charge of this unit. A child cannot be held responsible for who his parents are.

GT: I am merely considering the welfare of this colony Jor'rel. If Naor'rin's child survives... we will have to discuss the possibility of her bearing any other. 

Jor: That is not a choice for either of us to make, War Minister, *he replied archly.* The last thing this young woman needs is to have more atrocities committed against her!

GT: *His eyes narrowed* I am not entirely cruel in my purposes. But it might cause disunion to have two different kinds of hybrids... *he knew that conversation could become very, very long. Jor'rel looked puffier than ever, even about to burst. Luckily, they were both interrupted by a third party...* 

Sc: Jor'rel, *he called from across the room,*...this is no time for conversation. We need you!

Jor: I must go. You will have my report when my duties are completed. *He turned away, the door becoming solid behind him.*

GT: *T'than was left behind, contemplating a solid door. But he could still sense what was going on inside, and his experience in births so far told him Sc'orr would have a tough day ahead of him. But come to think of it, so had T'than. Cadence awaited in their quarters...*

~*~

Jor: *He called over Jen'vei and Jenny Madden to help hold Naor'rin as Sc'orr dematerialized his uniform and positioned himself in the chair. Naor'rin's robes were opened and pulled off of her and she now rested in Sc'orr's arms as Jor'rel began scanning her with his devices.*

Sc: Jor'rel, are you sure about this? Naor'rin is not Taelon, and yet we prepare as though she is. 

Jor: She needs energy. Being in full contact with you is the best way. The chair can be reconfigured to another mode if necessary.

Sc: *She arched up in pain and he pulled her back against him, speaking into her ear and adding small kisses.* Be calm Naor'rin - I am here...

Jor: *He studied his readings with Jenny.* Are you ready to take this step? If you feel that you need more study, there will be other births...

Jen: I've learned all that I can from the texts but they cannot give me the true experience. I am as ready as I will ever be. *She smiled and then looked at the stream floating before them.* Sc'orr's energy is not an exact match to the child's.

Jor: I know. But the child is not totally uninitiated to his essence, and a partial match is better than we were expecting. Now, go stand with Jen'vei and be ready when you are needed. *She nodded to him and quickly took her place.*

N: *There were arms around her; something was holding her so tightly, like a vice. It was already so hard to breathe from the pain. Her eyes were still turned inside, into her mind; and her mind was still seeking far across the universe for the one presence her body called out to feel... but which was becoming farther away. She struggled again, taken with another convulsion, and then simply shuddered and relaxed as her lips parted to utter a forbidden name.* Zo'or...

Sc: *He grimaced when he heard her utter it and proceeded again.* No my love - it is me, Sc'orr. Your mate. Wake up, *he chanted,* wake up and remember me Naor'rin. It is me, Sc'orr, and I love you. I love you both.

N: *Voices... there were voices in the distance. She knew that one too; they were both calling out for her. One, on his ship, alone and in pain; struggling to stay away, but hungering to come closer. The other, holding her, comforting her - his energy as soothing to her body as the sound of his voice. For a moment she contemplated both. Her mind could not know that reality was bound by the laws of physics: it perceived them both with the same amount of need. Her child's... and her own.*

Jenny: Jor'rel! *she called urgently*...her heart rate has increased to almost two-hundred beats per minute. All of her body systems are showing signs of stress, including the fetus.*Jor'rel was by her side in seconds and they watched the Jaridian's temperature rise to dangerous proportions.* Jor'rel, if she gets much hotter she will kill her own child.

Jor: Sha'bra!

N: *At last she cried aloud. Her eyes shot open and a convulsion seemed to want to snap her lithe body in two. Then, Naor'rin went completely limp. Her breathing, and her heartbeat stopped. Even the child inside of her ceased his struggle to break free from his mother's womb...* 

Sc: JOR'REL!

Jor: *At once her readings had been displayed in hues of flashing red and now, everything was in black or dark blue - colors of death. While Jen'vei held her head completely still, Jor'rel expertly threaded a slim needle directly into a large artery in her neck and secured it firmly in place. Sc'orr had his muscular arms around her chest.* Medicine alone cannot help her Sc'orr; join with her and call her back!

Sc: *The birthing chair was gone, reconfigured into a table. Ignoring everyone else he lay partially on top of her, his hands pressing hers flat beside her head on the padded surface, one of his legs between both of hers.* # Naor'rin, feel my essence flowing into you - feel it over you and in you. My life becomes yours. Yours becomes mine. Come back!#

N: *Silence... so soothing. Everything around her was peaceful. Empty, but so comforting. It felt like she was floating again inside her mother's womb. Where everything had been right; where there was not a concern in the world. Only essence: of what she was and what she was to become. Flashes wanted to assault her mind, but Naor'rin did not want them to. It was so peaceful there... the faces that flashed before her were an intrusion! 

The echo of a voice came rising from a distance. First it was faint, then it became stronger and stronger. A thud - a single heartbeat - and for a moment the voice became an entity of its own in her mind.*

Sc: #Zo'or is gone. You belong to me now, as does Zo'rak! You are both mine! # *He forced in his energy, letting it mix with hers and become hers and hopefully, become the child's as well.* # Naor'rin, FEEL me and remember! It is I, Sc'orr - the one who loves you. The one who needs you!# 

 

N: *Another heartbeat, like thunder breaking the silence. She was angry, wanting to continue to float, but something was gripping her arms and legs. Tendrils of ghostly light enveloped them like snakes and pulled her. And at once she knew pain again; she knew sensation again!* 

 

Sc: *With a great and forceful pull he psychically grabbed her and began to pull her back. He thought he felt her resistance weaken. Perhaps she recognized him. He wrapped her in warmth and the all of the love he felt for her and had nurtured for her from the moment they had met until she and their baby were completely encompassed by it!* # Come back to me...#

 

N: *The pain burned. But there was that voice again - the comforting one. And another - a cry, of anguish and at the same time, of hope. Another heartbeat... and another... intermingled with a fainter one, so tiny, yet so strong.*

Sc: *He was fully joined with her now and could see what she saw:

A watery ripple and he saw a face - it was Zo'or's face, and he was clearly in anguish.* #No Naor'rin, not that way. He is not your life anymore.# *Then he saw something startling! Pale hands were on Zo'or's shoulder as another face came close to his. The ripples moved so fast and unevenly he could not glimpse her features except for her bright red hair. And still the young Taelon leader struggled because...he was not only calling to Naor'rin, but she was calling to him.* # Set him free, # *he whispered into her mind, the words warm and gentle like a breeze.* #Give him the same future you demanded for yourself my love. It is time to say good-bye and let him go. Come...come back to me...# *He reached out for her with his essence.*

 

N: *She followed the voice. Her own hands gripped tightly onto the white tendrils. They became fingers, attached to a hand, to an arm, to a body... She looked up, trembling lids opening, a face drawing in her mind.* Sc... orr... *the word was dragged, and weak, but it was a sound... it was life... and it was clear.*

Sc: #Yessss.... I am here....#

 

N: *Another pang, strong. She gritted her teeth and her heart raced again.* Help... us! *she breathed harshly, the lungs stinging from the cold air that had abandoned them for a while.* 

  Jor: Yes, we will help you Naor'rin, *he said, holding a small clear mask over her face until he was certain that she was breathing on her own. Jen'vei was helping Sc'orr into a sitting position. The bed had not become the chair again but had grown a tall back that supported Sc'orr's body comfortably.*

 

N: *She breathed in, deeply, but could only exhale in gasps. She felt cold now, despite the fever because they had taken Sc'orr away. Not feeling his energy, his skin against hers, made her somewhat afraid to go under again. Because it had felt so good, it was tempting.*

 

Sc: How is she? *he asked, his eyes dipping down at the edges with concern. Naor'rin was still laid out flat while Jor'rel and Jen'vei carefully examined her.*

Jen: She is better, thanks to you Sc'orr. *Jenny said as she placed a small disk over the center of his chest, watching lights move in a circular pattern around its edges as it attached itself to his main pathway.* You brought her back, but your readings are not as strong as they should be and so this will help you by infusing you with energy.

Sc: I am fine Miss Madden, truly. It is my mate who consumes my concern. *Her long hair was splashed out behind her, some of its strands having fallen over his calves and he leaned forward slightly and coiled some in his elegant fingers.* Naor'rin....

Jor: Can you hear me Naor'rin? *he asked, his hands squeezing and pressing against her belly gently while Jen'vei made adjustments to the curative that was flowing into her through her IV line.*

 

N: *Everything was clearer now. She was in the infirmary. She recognized Jor'rel, as well as the brunette who was working close to them. There was no recollection on how she had gotten there though...* Yes... How did I... *but her teeth gritted and she gasped. It felt like a beast was trying to tear her apart from within.*

 

Jor: *He felt her abdomen tighten under his hands - another contraction.* Your son has responded favorably to Sc'orr's entrance into your mind; Sc'orr's frequency is the anchor and your child's energy readings have begun to shift from confusion toward unity. *He smiled and she grimaced.* Soon the discomfort will be over - he shall be born.

 

N: *Yes... her son. She had to hold on to the thought of holding him. The pain was cast into shadow by the joy of that thought..*

 

Jor: Do you feel able to sit? Sc'orr awaits you.

 

N: *She blinked and breathed in a few times to make sure she was ready.* I believe I can... *she knew a contraction was imminent - and unpredictable. Slowly, she rose onto her elbows. It ached a little, but it wasn't strong.* though I might need some help. *she ventured a smile at the healer.*

Jor: *With the help from his Taelon assistant, they gently pulled her upwards until she was reclined in her mate's strong arms and he saw them both grimace, and Sc'orr blushed.* Excellent.

Sc: You have an interesting sense of humor, my friend, *he said, feeling another hot wave of discomfort wash over them to the healer's visible delight.*

 

N: *It felt incredibly good to be back in Sc'orr's arms. She always felt safe.* Taelons often do... *she added to her mate's words. Jor'rel appeared to be indeed contented at their ordeal.*

Jor: I do not, though I can see how it could appear so. But, you feeling the pain of her contractions means that you and Naor'rin are both completely joined to the child. You are his father now - he responds to your energy pattern. His has changed somewhat so yours is able to match it.

Sc: *He finally smiled with the healer.* Oh, I see. *He kissed Naor'rin's shoulder and took a cool cloth he was offered and gently caressed over her sweating face with it.* Did you hear what he said? *he asked, smiling with wonder.*

 

N: *She sighed, enjoying the moment of relief. Naor'rin knew moments such as this were precious, because they would become scarce as the labour progressed. She nodded her response and looked up at him, tenderly and with pride.*

Sc: Zo'rak has accepted me completely. I promise that neither you or our baby will ever want for anything Naor'rin. This I swear to you.

 

N: *Naor'rin turned and planted a kiss on his cheek.* No need. I know...

Jor: *He was watching his stream and massaging her belly.* A contraction is coming - be prepared, it appears to be powerful.

N: *Damn him for being right, was the thought that crossed Naor'rin's mind as her body stiffened painfully. It lingered, making her breathe in small gasps... but soon their son would be with them. Soon...*

~*~

Jor: *They were both in the throes of an arduous battle - even the constant influx of energy that Sc'orr was receiving was no longer a match to what he was expending to help Naor'rin through her labor. It had barely been two hours, but it was nearly time.* Naor'rin, prepare yourself; your contractions will be hardest now - unity is at most thirty minutes away. 

 

N: *It is curious how the mind erases the perception of pain after you experience it. Naor'rin knew she had nearly died from her first labour - but even having endured it alone, she could not recall it being so painful! Thirty minutes simply looked like eternity!* So long? *the Jaridian was feeling drained already. Sc'orr was there with her - in her thoughts, giving her strength both mental and physical. Their hands were held tightly together... and she was growing worried for him as well.*

 

Jor: Call upon your discipline as best you can. In moments the pain will be constant but never forget, it is all for a wonderful cause...

 

N: Ooh, he does not let me forget. Zo'rak wants out... *she closed her eyes and her words died in a gasp. Sc'orr was pulling some of the discomfort into himself, but this time Naor'rin fought him and let it die within her.* Don't worry, I can take more than this. Save your strength for the final moment. *she rested her forehead against his cheek* We will need it.

Sc: Do not worry for me Naor'rin. I will be fine... *He felt the weakness encroaching around the edges of his tolerance but he would remain strong - for her and for his child!*

N: *Her body was allowed a moment to relax. She hurried to take deep and fast breaths. Sc'orr's skin against her back felt fresh and cool. Naor'rin knew her temperature was high. Jenny was still working close to them, working like a busy bee, though the situation had not changed much over the past few hours. The Jaridian was distracted watching Jor'rel watch the human work - pride clearly shining in his eyes - when another contraction hit, making all the colours dissolve in painful whiteness.*

Jor: Jenny help me hold onto her...

N: *This was different! Her back arched as though she had been violently pushed from behind. She had been fairly silent to the moment, but this time she moaned and cried. It truly felt like something meant to sprout from her insides and tearing layer after layer of flesh in its path with the gentleness of claws made of rock.*

 Sc: *A thousand bright and silver spikes were thrust into him - even his feet were not spared the agony. Naor'rin fell somewhat into him when he lost cohesion but he regained his form quickly, but his face registered shock. The device on his chest fell away to clatter on the floor in several, blackened pieces. For the first time, Sc'orr felt unsure of the outcome, but when she screamed his uncertainty became fear.* Healer, something is wrong is it not?!

Jen: Shh, be still Sc'orr. *Naor'rin cried again and spasmed, enough that Jenny had to hold her down by the shoulders.*

Sc: Miss Madden, this is not what Jor'rel predicted, is it? *He was holding Naor'rin as well, in between looking down at her and petting her softly.* Tell me what has occurred.

N: *The voices and touch were distant and numb. Her own scream was echoing in her head and the pain was much persisting - reverberating in her body, teasingly travelling from her core to her limbs, trespassing the barriers of her skin and mercilessly delving underneath Sc'orr's. It had been so strong that there had been little comfort in the togetherness they shared. And through that, Naor'rin knew his emotions rather than understood his words. Something was terribly wrong!*

Jen: *She found herself looking not into the eyes of the powerful ambassador who had always shown calm and wisdom in the face of dire events, but rather, into the face of a parent and mate who suddenly knew nothing of how to help his family.* I will get Jor'rel; we will not let anything happen to them Sc'orr.

Jor: *He was right next to her and heard everything she had told the weakening Taelon. He tried to quell his grim feelings and appear neutral when he turned to them. Jen'vei had already draped Naor'rin's abdomen and was now laying medical instruments out in a neat row on a tray.*

 

N: What is wrong? *she hissed in between her hastened breaths. Her body was allowed a moment's rest, but her head seemed about to split in two! Her senses were sharp enough to register grief - not only hers, and Sc'orr's.* Jor'rel! The baby! *that could not be happening... * I'm killing him...

Jor: Naor'rin, please allow me to speak, *he implored. Her eyes were wide, the turquoise changing and becoming fiery.* Your energy patterns have altered substantially...but it is not enough. We Taelons are frail in the regard that we need unity to give birth, and we need it with the true parents of our children. If the one who offers the seed dies or is absent it can mean death for all three. I hope this unfortunate trait will vanish in time but for now... you mated with Zo'or. 

 

N: I don't understand... we joined... you said there was unity! *it was impossible to hide the alarm in her voice. No, no, she refused to accept that! Her decision of staying with Sc'orr in the end had been to safeguard the well-being of Zo'rak, not to doom him!*

 

Jor: You did but, Sc'orr's energy, while not entirely unfamiliar, is not enough to fortify unity as I had at first believed, and now your own patterns are shifting away from those of your baby. He is showing signs of distress; I must take him through surgical means.

 

Sc: That is without precedent! No Taelon or Jaridian has ever given birth via unnatural means.

N: I can do it, Jor'rel! We can! *she wanted to curl up and feel the comfort of Sc'orr's embrace.* What if we are removing him too soon? It could kill him!

Jor: *He was about to answer Sc'orr but Naor'rin too had her own opinion about things but he stopped her tirade when he grabbed her wrist, a bit too hard probably but they were both fixated on his own, fiery eyes.* There is no room for argument. If I do not proceed now...your son will die in your womb.

 

N: *Her heart sank and she was left to float in a despairing atmosphere of silence. Maybe she did hear a little voice crying for help  - maybe it was just a figment of her guilt. Last time, she had almost died. Last time, they had rendered her unconscious and they had ripped her child out of her. Last time... she had not seen her baby. It had been taken from her without mercy. Slowly, Naor'rin pulled her hand from Jor'rel's grip. She acquiesced. Watery, tired eyes looked into the healer's, almost pleadingly.* Don't take this moment from me, Jor'rel... 

Jor: *The hard line of his mouth softened now and he looked down at her thoughtfully.* I would never deny you the sight of seeing him born. You will be awake, and you need not even leave Sc'orr's arms. *He saw Sc'orr hug her closer.* I must begin...

 

N: *She looked upwards, at the empty ceiling, then slowly relaxed against Sc'orr's chest.*

Sc: That is right, just relax, Naor'rin. No matter what anyone says, you are mine now. Mine. No one will take you from me. *He pulled her against him firmly, his eyes occasionally looking at the procedure but always returning to linger on her.*

Jor: *Jen'vei placed four, spongy patches around the dome of her exposed stomach.* You will feel warmth there now Naor'rin, but nothing more, even when I make the incision.

Jen: I need your arm please, *she said kindly, taking the limb into her cool hands and tapping at the veins in the bend of her elbow until one stood up. She held up a small syringe.* This is only to relax you okay? *As she injected she kept speaking softly.* You will be fine Naor'rin, and very soon now you are going to be holding your sweet little boy.

 

N: *She could feel the liquid spread through her body, warm and comforting as a blanket on a cold winter's night. Jenny's words sounded muffled when the syringe pulled away from her arm. Naor'rin blinked and snuggled closer to her mate, her hand immediately seeking his in a gesture of hope.*

Jor: Sc'orr, do you want something as well?

Sc: No. I wish to remain alert. *The healer nodded and returned to working over Naor'rin.*

Jen: *She waved up a restraining field and slowly adjusted it.* Is that okay? Are you both comfortable... as much as is possible?

Sc: *His arms were over her breasts, held securely there by the weight of the field and Naor'rin's body, while pressed against his firmly, was not unbearable.* I am well, *he replied simply, his eyes never leaving his mate, his sole focus her well-being.* How are you doing? 

 

N: Holding on... *to that one tiny thread of hope they had left. She could no longer move during contractions and only her minor shudder told him she was experiencing one... until the wave of discomfort washed over him, that is.*  

Sc: *Jenny appeared to be weaving her fingers in the air just below where his arms were over Naor'rin.* What are you doing, Miss Madden?

Jen: *As her fingers rose they left opaque trails of whiteness behind which expanded into a foggy mist several inches high.* We want you to see the birth of your baby but there are some things we do not want you to see. Jor'rel cannot operate with precision if he is worried over your reactions to the procedure. *She measured the misty field; it was high enough to prevent either of them from witnessing the operation but they could still see the healer's face and would be able to see when he lifted the baby. Then Jor'rel opened the cap to the IV tube that was attached to her neck.*

Jor: *He held up a syringe filled with a yellowish liquid.* This fluid is going to stop your contractions, permanently, thus, the moment it is delivered into your system I will need to operate. *He inserted the slim needle into the head of the clear tube that was still delivering fluids and nutrients to both she and the fetus.* Are you ready?

 

N: I do not think we have much choice... *she felt strange inside - relaxed, like her limbs were unresponsive. The forcefield was working to keep her still, but Naor'rin had the feeling she couldn't fight it even if she wanted. But neither the tranquilizer nor the liquid dripping into her veins could placate the turmoil that was her emotional state.*

Jor: *Assured that the opacity field was shielding them, Jor'rel ignited an energy scalpel and brought it to hum near the unmarred and tender skin of her belly. When Jen'vei nodded that her readings had stabilized and that her contractions had ceased, he began to cut. It was like drawing a hot knife through butter and instantly, the line he had made began to bead with drops of black blood that sparkled with Taelon energy.* 

 

N: *Something hot was pressed to her skin. The feeling sank deep into her abdomen, cutting through her and leaving a strange sense of coldness behind that spread over her lower abdomen and her thighs. There was fluid flowing out from within her, and the feeling of being prodded, but no pain. 

 

Naor'rin moaned and closed her eyes for a moment. It was not so much because of the strange discomfort as from her own fear. In that moment, she was not wise - not the liaison. The times of diplomat and warrior, of love and heartbreak, of treason and all the ups and downs of her life, did not contribute to prepare her for that. She was just young, and a mother to be, and fragile as only the climax of a dream can render anyone.*  

Jor: *The child lay nestled in the gauzy tissues of her womb, beneath a clear membrane that protected him from the outside world. The energy conduits that had once held him were gone, but his Jaridian heritage was evident in the thick umbilicus-like cord that fed into the sac, nourishing him. In a normal birth it would have ruptured on its own but Jor'rel assisted now, clamping it off and then severing it. The child shuddered as his small body made the adjustment from breathing fluid to air, and Jor'rel reached in with gloved hands and pulled him up, into the light!*

Sc: *He watched their faces - the medical staff around him go from serious to joyous. There was a gasp from tiny lungs and his son was lifted before them. Even curled up in Jor'rel's large hands and slick with blood, energy and birth fluids, Sc'orr was mesmerized, and like what had happened when he had first seen Naor'rin, falling in love.*

N: *The air was caught in her lungs. Maybe it was the tranquilizer making her feel like that, but events unfolded in slow motion. The sight of all those present in the room was blurry; her single focus was that little body being lifted above the forcefield. A tiny hand peeked over the whiteness of the barrier - so pale, it appeared to be made of light! In fact, the whole body of the child had an inner glow. She heard him struggle to breathe, and as if that had been a command to her own body, she gasped, letting out the weary air. 

The moment she did so, the silence and stillness that had been that first moment - that first glimpse - dissolved, and the perception of the others invaded her.* Let me hold him... *she sounded almost alarmed.*

Jor: Just one more moment - I will deliver him to you as soon as Jen'vei is done. *The medic was closing the incision with fluid grace and precision and applying a healing matrix. Once that was done Jenny lowered all restraining and opacity fields, wanting to touch the baby but knowing she could not until his parents did, and so she stepped back and watched, in awe, as Jor'rel lay the little one on his mother's fragile belly.*

 

N: *The forcefield was down and Naor'rin extended two very trembling arms towards the baby. That moment was made of the same preternatural matter as dreams, no doubt. The Jaridian was almost afraid that the moment she touched the child, it would vanish in thin air and she would wake to a cruel reality.

But no... there was weight, and warmth, and energy pulsing in that little body. Her sight was blurry again as her fingers traced the lines of a tiny but chubby arm. The child reacted at once, turning his head towards her and opening his eyes. The light hit them from the side, showing off the amazing myriad of colours that came together to give them the most pale shade of turquoise.* Zo'rak...

Sc: *Zo'rak, a Jaridian name and yet it was a tribute to his father...his real father. Sc'orr wanted to reach out and touch the little being but suddenly it felt wrong. The question of whether or not he had the right assaulted his mind. But he wanted this baby more than anything. He would be a good parent to it - the best parent he could possibly be!*

N: *She sensed his anxiousness - the uncertainty. He should have mirrored her own actions automatically, but a conscious fear held his hand. But they were together - the three of them. She felt that in her core.* Our son, Sc'orr...

Sc: *His hand was now held in one of hers, as if she sensed his tentative thoughts, and they moved forward together, to touch Zo'rak at the same time. The baby turned his beautiful eyes to regard him. They were rimmed with fine, dark lashes, and behind their teal color were hints of many others, like his mother's eyes ever since her change; tiny little mirrors that reflected all the colors they saw. His pale and creamy skin hinted at spots, but they vanished teasingly when the angle of Sc'orr's sight changed. For a newborn his features were remarkably sculpted. He was indeed a vision to behold.*

 

N: *Naor'rin's eyes were still captured in the little one's, and she knew for certain Sc'orr too was lost in the sight of their child. It felt so good, so right to hold him. The world of dreams had crossed with reality in that instant, turning the moment into pure magic. She knew then, that was a moment she could not have lived with anyone else but Sc'orr. Her mate... Zo'rak's father. 

 

Jor'rel's assistant had long finished his work; the sheet was back over her abdomen and her legs. Gently, Naor'rin moved herself so she was almost in Sc'orr's own lap.* Hold him... I want you to feel what I am feeling.

Sc: *She was offering him the child and he went to take it but then hesitated.* I...should not. What if...he does not accept me? *Would Zo'rak know that this was not his other parent? Could a baby know that? A Taelon baby would - in the womb Zo'rak had known. His birth had to be assisted because of it! Doubt clouded his somber eyes.*

 

N: *She smiled, weakly but reassuringly.* You brought him into this world Sc'orr. Zo'rak will know that... he will know who you are.

Sc: *He gently cradled the little one in his large arms, enjoying the baby's warmth. Zo'rak was awake and relatively calm, though he did protest a little at being moved from one person to the next. Now, adult and newborn stared at each other, each with their own brand of awe.* Hello my son. Welcome... *Sc'orr smiled and blushed. To his delight the child responded instantly, blushing just as brightly.* He is mine, *he whispered.* He knows he is my son! *Pulling Naor'rin close, not caring about their small audience, he kissed her and said softly,* I love you...

 

N: *It all felt so right. She felt physically tired, her body was almost numb, but that only served the purpose of contrasting with her emotional state, making her keenly aware of her happiness. It was pure, unadulterated - one of those moments one often wishes that could last forever. With the warmth of his kiss still on her lips, she snuggled into his embrace - there was a bubble of perfection enveloping all three of them.* 

Jen: *At Jor'rel's urging she came forward.* We need to check him over now. *Sc'orr pulled back, the child in one arm, Naor'rin held in the other. His gentle features were contorted with warning. Jenny thought she must have looked alarmed because at once he became apologetic.*

Sc: Forgive me, Miss Madden. I...did not mean to be... I...am new at parenting. It appears that I need to learn to exercise trust with those whom I am familiar with.

Jen: That would be helpful, *she said with a smile but then her eyes softened.* He will be in the best of care for a few moments. We will not hurt him, I promise.

 

Sc: I know, I do know that. *He smiled and gently handed the baby over, watching her melt as she looked into the tiny face before turning and going to Jor'rel, who nodded approvingly at her.*

 

N: *She had reacted to the threat of that newcomer... the bubble had burst, someone had interfered, and Naor'rin had known anger for one flimsy moment. But at once Sc'orr's arms had been there to protect them, and Jenny spoke the right words... She watched as her son was handed over. Her heartbeat speeded up a little - old fears were never too far. But it was different now: she was no longer alone. Sc'orr was there, so she held on to him.*

Sc: *He turned back to Naor'rin.* I do not know what came over me. It was as if by handing him away, that he would vanish. I suppose I am still getting used to the reality that he is here. And it is reality, is it not?

 

N: I think so... *she knew what he meant: it was almost too good to be true. They had both been through so much. That moment was unsettling, almost like a tease. But she knew, in her heart, it was real.* No, I know so. *she corrected herself.* Because you are here, with me, as you should be. And so is my son. *she kissed him on the lips, gently.* This was our fate.
Book Twenty
Part Four
“Courtesy” Visit

*It had only been a few days since Zo'rak's birth; she was still in the infirmary under Jor'rel's diligent care. As tepid water rained over her head, Naor'rin's thoughts were still ruled by memories of the experience. It had been magical - a true miracle. She owed it all to Sc'orr... and to Jor'rel's invaluable help. 

 

Despite the healing matrix, her body was still recovering; her energy levels would take their time to return to normal, and there was still a scar to tell her where the healer had made the incision, allowing her son to see the light of day and take his first breath.

 

She carefully ran her fingers through her hair to comb it, the white streak entwining in her fingers. So much had changed - she was indeed a new person.

 

Wrapping a towel around her body, Naor'rin stepped out of the stall. It was still uncomfortable to walk, but she had dearly wished for that shower. It was difficult to step away from Zo'rak, but being in his father's care, all was well. Regardless, she couldn't wait to get back into the room and see her son.

 

The door dematerialized automatically to let her in. She smiled at the sight of the Taelon in his black jumpsuit leaning over the cradle, his hand out of sight, no doubt reaching for the baby's. Strangely enough, her heart leaped and a shiver shook her from within. At once, her smile vanished, and whatever colour the warm shower had returned to her cheeks was quickly gone. That was not Sc'orr!*

 

GT: *Incredible... the child was perfect as far as he could tell; very strong too. He had not flinched or shown any sign of intimidation before that new face that studied him so thoroughly. Disappointingly, Naor'rin's son was not very different from his own. His hair would no doubt be black, but having no lizardly aspect, the eyes were Taelon. Perhaps the skin was a little darker - but it could easily be his own suggestion playing tricks.

 

At last there were footsteps - soft and a little splashy, as if wet. He turned his head and eyes, slowly. Naor'rin was petrified, staring at him. Her eyes were changing though - he knew she was ready to strike, no doubt per mere instinct. He had reason on his side though, so gently, he picked up the child from the cradle.*

 

N: *Naor'rin had been about to attack but never had the chance. Her feet were stubborn to leave the ground. When at last they did, she was taking small steps towards T'than.* What do you want? 

 

GT: Do not fret. This is a mere courtesy visit. I just came to see the newborn. 

 

N: *Her throat was tied in a knot. She was only feet away from him, wrapped in a white towel. Her appearance was anything but intimidating. T'than was in control.* You have seen him. Give him back!

 

GT: *He smirked, ignoring her, and looked down at the infant.* I have yet to discuss the details with Jor'rel, but he appears to be healthy, which is quite surprising considering the unusual circumstances of his conception and birth. 

 

N: *She knew exactly what he was implying, but as he had done, decided to ignore it lest it turned into a fight. Her eyes wanted to look away from T'than and her child, to look for Sc'orr. Where was he?* How did you get in?

 

GT: Through the door, as all do. The room was vacant, save for Jor'rel's "assistant." The console was strangely innoperative, so she left to call Sc'orr. *the woman had left just seconds before Naor'rin came in. But of course, T'than's timing as well as the entire set of circumstances were incredibly favourable to the Taelon.*

 

N: *She had gotten the clear message - that was T'than's way of displaying his power and control over others' lives.* Give him back... please.

 

GT: *He much preferred that tone in her voice. And it was just perfect timing again, for the moment he extended his arms to relinquish the child into Naor'rin's arms, the door to the room vanished to let in a rather angry Sc'orr.* 

Sc: *He and Jor'rel had checked the other systems around the infirmary but they were all operating normally, but Jenny had said that the one in their room had gone down and Sc'orr now had a suspicion as to why.* T'than, *he said, sternness bordering on anger.*

GT: Sinaui Euhura, Sc'orr... *he acted as though there was nothing wrong, though the Jaridian had hurried to move away from him, and she looked especially emotive when holding the child carefully against her body.* You have my congratulations on the birth of your son.

Sc: Thank you. You need to leave. Now! *Naor'rin was clearly upset and frankly, he was too.* You could have offered your best wishes via the console. 

GT: Perhaps. But it is my duty as leader of this colony to personally welcome every newborn... and congratulate its parents on a job well done. *he returned his hands to their usual place - locked behind his back. His whole demeanour though, was quite relaxed. Teasingly so.* It was unfortunate that I found neither of you in the room, and that the console was not functional.

Sc: *He stepped forward, imposing with his taller height, and his shadow darkened T'than's face.* It was working just fine mere moments ago T'than. What a coincidence that it went offline just at the moment of your visit. *He folded his arms, his eyes never leaving the War Minister as he went over to Naor'rin and pulled her close to him. The child squeaked in her too-tight embrace.* 

 

GT: *He smirked* Yes, indeed. What a strange coincidence... *he kept his stance, looking sideways at the other Taelon and his family.* I resent your insinuation Sc'orr, and your rather unpleasant behaviour. 

Sc: I insinuate nothing. I merely state the facts. As far as a welcome, I am certain mine is benign compared to the one I would receive if found by you unannounced in your quarters with your mate! Whatever questions you have can wait! *He was irritable and he knew it. The birth had strained more than his body - his patience had also suffered over it.*

 

GT: You are wrong. This is standard procedure - or at least, it shall be from this moment onwards. I shall require a report on all births and every child's well-being, as well as distinct traits within the first week of life. *he paused, turning on this heels somewhat* I was hoping I would not have to go through the bureaucratic channels with you and Naor'rin since our families share a certain... closeness. *he knew he couldn't sound more cynical than in that moment.*

 

Sc: This is not the time. *He began to tread forward, his hands at his sides threatening to become fists.* Naor'rin is still recovering; I will not risk her health because you wish to take a tour of our room and family. Leave!

Jor: *He had come when he heard the unusual sound of Sc'orr's hostile voice.* Cease this activity, both of you! *he snapped.* This is a medical area, not an arena! *He looked at their leader.* T'than, I must agree with Sc'orr in this instance; you have admitted on more than one occasion that you dislike intrusions. They are still recovering. You should have contacted me so I could have made sure that your arrival would be convenient.

 

GT: *He nodded.* I did send a message informing you of my visit as I left my quarters. It was quite unfortunate the infirmary communication systems were down. I was as surprised to find the room empty, as you were to find me in the room.

Sc: *He had ushered Naor'rin to the bed and helped her to sit. She now reclined beneath a sheet, the baby gurgling softly as she rocked him.* Are you well? You need not worry - I am here. I will not leave you again.

 

N: I am fine... Just a little tired. *she was still quite nervous. It was one thing for T'than to threaten her, or play with her... it was quite different though if he decided to use Zo'rak to achieve it. Her eyes inspected her son carefully... he looked well. But what could have happened had she arrived a moment later? She shuddered just thinking about it. T'than knew how to be cruel... And now that he knew the terror that was the possibility of losing a child, it was simply another weapon he could wield against his enemies.*

Sc: Since you are here T'than, would you mind enlightening us as to the reason for your visit? And please, do not strain credulity and say it is for mere courtesy.

 

GT: I shall disregard the implied insult in your words, Sc'orr. If I had wanted any harm to befall your family, all I needed do was keep Naor'rin in my quarters instead of hurrying to the infirmary. *still, he was quite eager to know about the child. He was Zo'or's son, begotten in the womb of a Jaridian. Naor'rin's history also indicated the child had been fed on Jaridian energy in the early stages of development, to be then nourished by Sc'orr. There were so many variables - it was impossible to predict what kind of a hybrid he was, and what impact he could have on the balance of the colony, be it genetic or behavioural.* I need a report on the child. A database will be created in order to ascertain the possible functions of each individual, based on the early indications on their capabilities, as well as energy. This will help us ascertain the genetic compatibility amongst them, so we can assure the continuity of our species.

Sc: It is not necessary. At best it is a complete waste of time because the children will show us who is compatible with whom when the time comes. At worst it is an insidious way of monitoring them, which is the first step toward revoking their freedom. Zo'rak need not be a part of any sort of database; he is a hybrid, like two children already born and many more to come.

 

GT: *He arched an eyeridge. Who on that ship had given Sc'orr the idea that the issue was open for discussion?!* Do not be naive, Sc'orr. No doubt, the both of you are keenly aware of the difference of your child. Certainly, *he looked directly at Naor'rin* you will wish him to have a place on this ship, a work placement. *he still remembered well her exasperation at feeling useless.* So, it is imperative we begin working on it as of today.

Sc: *He folded his arms, raising an eyeridge with an obvious smirk.* Zo'rak is barely four days old - I had no idea there was such a...rush...to find a place for him in the workforce.

GT: There is not. However, it appears the rush is justified by your reluctance. The sooner you come to terms with the rules, the better. Whatever is in your thoughts now will eventually trespass to your child. *he smirked* And between us, I'm the only one qualified to know what parenting is like.

Sc: *His eyes flicked towards Naor'rin.* Not the only one, T'than.

Jor: *He came forward - it was time to diffuse this situation and end it as soon as possible and restore peace for all involved.* I have had time to examine Zo'rak, and I can assure you that he is in perfect health - the result of perfect hybridization. His hair, eyes and skin evidence slight differences from your children due to his Jaridian heritage, but aside from that, he is nearly identical to T'lana and J'thir.

 

GT: Yes, *he nodded, absorbed in the healer's speech.* I was able to ascertain all that on my own. He appears to be strong. My concerns are more inclined towards the mental and emotional qualities of this child.

Jor: *He had to work very hard to hold back an eye roll similar to the ones T'than demonstrated often.* War Minister, he is a newborn. Have you ascertained J'thir's emotional template yet? His likes and dislikes? 

 

GT: *He snorted, audibly.* I have not. But genetically, he is quite similar to T'lana and she has given us proof of her great character. All I am stating is that Zo'rak will require closer guidance than most children. After all, he only shares aproximately eighty percent of his genes with the remaining hybrids. I am quite concerned that he might develop into a dangerous individual.

 

Jor: I am a healer, not a mystic. He will develop as any child does - according to his nature... combined with what he receives from the nurturing by his parents. Sc'orr and Naor'rin are both educated and each has an unlimited reservoir of patience. I can think of no two beings better suited to be parents and raise a well-adjusted child.

 

GT: *He decided to look past Jor'rel's words, because in a boarder sense, he was calling him and Cadence inept.* That remains to be seen. Were they reasonable, they would understand my reservations.*he glanced at Sc'orr. The older Taelon was paler than usual. The strain was visible on his chiseled features.* I allowed Naor'rin to be on this ship. We have a pact, which I want to see respected.

 

N: *They did have a pact. But T'than had been the first to break it by interfering with her life. The deal was for them both to stay out of each other's way.* It is you who seem eager to break it T'than, by meddling in my life.

 

GT: *He smirked* Unlike what you believe, this is not personal. But you are Jaridian, Naor'rin, despite your recent... metamorphosis. That much we know for a fact. You cannot deny that your son is different. And as Jor'rel stated, we cannot predict what he will become. But we can be certain, that since the both of you appear to qualify so well as parents, that if Zo'rak proves to be volatile, the blame is none other than his Jaridian heritage.

 

Therefore... for the well being of this colony, I believe it is best if we wait. 

 

N: *Jor'rel too had mentioned a wait, but she had a feeling T'than's was not quite based on the same concept.* Wait... for what? *she held the child closely, her arms rocking him gently. He was beginning to become impatient. She had planned to feed him upon returning from the shower.*

 

GT: Until you are permitted to conceive again. *his words drowned the room in silence. There was only the soft protest of the child echoing against the walls.* I will be generous. Four or five years should be enough. Until then, he is to be subjected to a monthly evaluation. If Jor'rel can swear with impartiality that the child will integrate into our society, then he can see to it that you conceive again.

Sc: *Sc'orr was like the eye of the storm - very calm, but threatening to unleash a violent outburst.* He need do nothing; we will conceive on our own when we are ready. *It was the one treasure Sc'orr wanted for their future - for he and Naor'rin to have a child together.*

GT: You sealed your fate when you mated with her. If you are in such a hurry to become a parent, I suggest you chose a human to do so. *he kept his tone perfectly impartial, but clearly adamant.* Otherwise, you will wait. As the one responsible for your case, Jor'rel will see to that.

Sc: You go against your own doctrine T'than!

N: *If Naor'rin was not holding her child, she had the sensation that she'd strike him down where he stood! T'than was charging her for letting her stay; for letting her have that baby. The price was her freedom - it was quite high, and Naor'rin was close to bursting. In her lap, Zo'rak was restless, no doubt feeling the anxiety of his parents.*

Jor: *He placed himself between the angry couple and the War Minister, raising his hand, asking for calm.* Such a demand would not only go against the directives that you yourself have implemented, it would be a contradiction to my own beliefs. To ask me to prevent conception... to stop life...*He shook his head twice.* I could not. I would not! 

 

GT: I am not asking, Jor'rel. *he was facing Sc'orr, and only his eyes regarded the healer for a brief moment.* What we do now will dictate the future of this colony

 

Jor: Our society is depending on us to see to its continuance by the conception of new life. To do otherwise will just repeat the mistakes our species made before and condemn us to eventual death.

 

GT: I am not forbidding the conception of life - although I would prefer all hybrids to be free of Jaridian blood, for balance purposes - only delaying it. You will have plenty of children to deliver in the mean time. Haste is the enemy to perfection.

Jor: So is unnecessary interference, *he said, his words clipped and irritated.*

 

GT: *His eyes rose to meet Sc'orr's; T'than's chin was set high in its arrogant way.* Understand, this is for the welfare of the colony. Naor'rin can control her reproductive cycle - all Jaridians can. She will enjoy a long lifespan for being mated to you. Five years is nothing. 

 

N: *Five years... she looked down at Zo'rak. He looked so innocent... she could not see anything evil sprouting from him, now or in the future.* What about Dor'mah, T'than?

 

GT: *That issue... that issue again. Was she trying to threaten him? His face was no different from Sc'orr's in that instant. Calm, but holding back the veil of anger by a thread. His tone was that of a warning.* What of her?

 

N: I would say, considering who her father was, she should have been a violent individual, because that is your legacy. However... my daughter, begotten by a pure Jaridian and raised by Jaridians, never displayed any such inclination. *she looked from the baby, directly at T'than.* That should be proof enough for you. *she knew she had struck a nerve.* I can agree to wait for a while - neither myself or Sc'orr are in any conditions of embarking on this journey again for the next months. But, that will be per our choice. You owe us that much... after all, you occupy the leader's seat because Sc'orr believed you were better suited for the job.

 

GT: *Nice speech. He smirked at her last remark.* And he was not wrong. Recent events prove that.

 

N: On the contrary. You are leading the colony based on fear - on your own fear of failing. Unless you give its inhabitants enough free reign to live theirs lives, you will fail. 

 

GT: I did not ask you to analyse my actions, Naor'rin. It is your son's emotional patterns that are in question here, not mine! *he sounded just a little more angry than he wanted.* My decision is made, and you will abide by it!

Jor: *His robe fluttered languidly when he ushered toward the door.* Since it seems that you and Naor'rin have reached an agreement regarding future conceptions, I will abide by it, but only as long as it is her decision. Now, you must go. They all need rest.

GT: *One last glance at Naor'rin and her companion and he turned on his heels, but not before his eyes fell scrutinizingly on the little child that rested in her arms. Already the lot of them were disrespecting his commands - by the great Umrathuma, he was their leader! He knew though, that for the moment, he would have to leave the issue partially solved. It was not something he liked doing, but he would definitely return.* Very well. We shall continue when the time is more appropriate.

Sc: *He watched Jor'rel retreat down the corridor, well ahead of T'than, but before the General could turn the corner he called,* T'than.

 

GT: *He halted, but did not turn, listening with a smirk printed on his thin lips.*

Sc: Do not make me regret my decision regarding your position. My generosity has its limits and you could yet find yourself the recipient of my ire if you push me much further. *He did not wait for an answer, but simply turned and went back into the room, materializing the door behind him.*

Book Twenty
Part Five
Never As Good As the First Time

*Cadence placed a just-fed J'thir into his cradle and activated soft music that would play for several minutes until he went to sleep. The nursery was bigger now, the small oval window now expanded so both children would have a view of the stars. T'lana, having outgrown the cradle, had graduated to a Taelon version of a crib; it was a small bed, whose sides were forcefields of pastel light that Cadence could wave down, or have animate with images and colorful designs to stimulate her developing child's mind. Right now, T'lana was playing quietly in it, having just nursed recently and Cadence knew that she too would be asleep in a short while.

Content that all was well with her children, Cadence padded back through their bedchamber and into the living area. It was empty but T'than was not out of their quarters. He was always home during the late shifts, what on Earth would have been known as the evening.

There was an additional chamber at the end of a short hallway that T'than had designed to accommodate him when he wished to conduct business away from his office. It was just a small room with a console and a lotus chair; she had been there twice, but T'than preferred she not be there when he was busy.

She paced the living room idly, thinking about her mate. Ever since the birth of their son he had been somewhat tense. She knew that he was disturbed over his body's failure to return to its original appearance, but Cadence did not see anything wrong with slightly darker skin and spots. He made way too big a deal over it in her opinion.

But, it was more than his sternness that was getting to her lately - it was his aloofness. At first she thought it was because of the way she had embarrassed him in front of his colleague S'lir and his new mate Monica, but, though he had been upset over it, his distance had started before that -  after J'thir had arrived.

She pouted silently; she missed him. Cadence thrived on his attention, but with the exception of asking about the children he barely even spoke to her. He was not even sleeping with her anymore! And yet...she had the feeling that he wanted to be with her very much. She could feel his desire boiling behind his coldness.

She sat down on the long sofa, feeling its cool and iridescent material against the bare skin of her backside, and she shivered. It was warmest in the bedchamber; he liked her to stay there.

Silent minutes passed, one after the other on feet made of cotton balls and she was just about to return to the bedchamber when something tickled the back of her mind: T'than was anxious... No...it wasn't anxiousness, it was arousal! She looked to her left, expecting to see him there, waiting for her to come to him but there was no one. More time passed, that erotic feeling growing until its shadow blotted out her thoughts with its dark lust.

Rising, she moved along the wall, down the dim corridor. Sounds wafted into her ears. Was that gasping she heard? Around the gentle curve of a corner she went. The chamber ahead was dark except for the bluish light of a datastream. The silhouette of his head blocked part of the image but it did not matter - Cadence could see just fine and her lips parted in shock!

Playing out before T'than, in living color and sound were blatant images of carnality; S'lir ripped away Monica's clothes, the girl struggling against the bonds that held her wrists securely against the wall while her Taelon lover examined her breasts with no regard for modesty.

She wanted to look away - it was an odd feeling observing them without their knowledge. And she was sure it was without their consent! But, she did not look away. Her feet had carried her several steps closer to the room. Her full lips were as red as her blushing cheeks and she licked them, making them glisten.

Unlike herself, Monica had pubic hair - a tiny reddish triangle of it that S'lir was stroking with obvious fascination while she thrust her hips toward him, to escape or beckon him Cadence did not know.

Her stomach was full of butterflies and she covered her stiff nipples with her arms. Swallowing her voyeuristic fascination over watching the couple she turned to leave. It was like trying to move underwater she was so riveted to what she was seeing, but when she did look away that is when she saw T'than watching her from out of the darkness. She could not see his face but she just knew that he was smiling.*

GT: *At last, she was there... T'than was certain he had locked the door. But then again - maybe his hand had stopped in the last moment, just as his mind considered setting up a trap. His desire had been like an irresistible scent, calling out to her in its slow, silent but animalistic way. And she was there now, her heartbeat music to his ears; the smell of her own lust almost irresistible. Jor'rel was right... many of his senses had awakened. He had waited - waited and watched. Waited and suffered the deprivation of unspent lust. The time for that was through though...*

C - So, you won't sleep in our bed because you prefer watching...*her hand gestured forward accusingly*...this! 

GT: *He had turned the chair. The noise of sighs and moans was still echoing in the background, and wasn't drowned out by the hissing of his voice.* Entertaining, is it not? *his casualness was all but forced - his relaxation entirely a product of his fragile self-control. There was a familiar strain in his empty expression.*

 

C - N...no, it isn't!! *She backed away* Why couldn't you be normal and just hide porn under the bed? What you are doing is...is... I have no words for what it is! *Her voice was shaking and she wished it was due to anger, but the erotic scene still played before them, larger than life and her hair flew around her face and shoulders as she finally turned to flee...*

 

GT: *A little too late. His fingers brushed the armchair, sealing the entrance door to the small room. Like a wildcat he pushed himself off the chair and held her by the wrist. T'than gave her no time to struggle. He twisted her arm so that it was bent against her back and his other hand gripped her throat, pulling her close to him.* No words are really necessary. Sighs... *he chanted in her ear* Moans... *he whispered in the other, letting his lip graze the lobe.* A blush on tender, pale skin... *his hand had risen up her throat, tracing a line over her cheek.* That is what truly justifies any of it, is it not? 

C - T'than please, *she said, ignoring him*...that hurts...

GT: *The woman in the image cried as the Taelon became a little more daring in his explorations. S'lir had that gauzy, crazed look in his eyes - ecstasy was consuming him. But it was weak and naive compared to what drove T'than in that instance.* Do you like watching them, Cadence? *he pulled her forward, then suddenly gave her arm a pull, making her turn on her heels and brusquely fall into his chair.*

C - No! I don't want to...

 

GT: *He turned it around so she was facing the screen, both hands on her shoulders. He wasn't applying any pressure. None was needed. Her eyes were caught in the scene unfolding before them. S'lir's jumpsuit was long gone. His pale hands glowed softly as he caressed the girl's sex, and his lips delighted on the hardness of her nipples.

 

And Cadence... wasn't much different from the redhead. T'than could feel the beat of her heart, pounding in the veins of her neck, making her chest heave softly as her lungs struggled to keep up the pace and breathe to give her oxygen the blood of her boiling lust was quickly consuming. He looked away from the screen, down at her, his irises becoming lizard-like and narrow... as his fingers slowly spidered their way down her chest to graze at her nipples. She did not seem to notice, only to stifle a moan that T'than delighted in turning into a cry just as he squeezed one between two cold fingers.* 

C - *First, the image of S'lir pinching Monica's ripe, berry nipples and then, Monica's cry covered by her own as she experienced it - the echo of S'lir's desire coming through T'than's fingers and hands.

S'lir was whispering something that Cadence could not hear to Monica and the girl shuddered and shook her head, her denial of her new lover not stopping him at all from dropping to his knees in front of her and hoisting her long legs over his shoulders. Cadence too was once secured to a wall like that...*

GT: *S'lir was a slow student. It had taken him a week of exploration, almost scientific, to discover the many degrees of compatibility that could exists between two bodies searching to please and be pleased. But in all his inexperience he provided quite the spectacle.* It appears the counseling you gave to young Monica was not very helpful... *he was grinning maliciously.*

C - *He was right; so much for Monica taking control of things. Cadence sulked.*  T'than, please... turn it off please! *She closed her eyes but they popped open when she heard Monica moan because her lover's face was now buried between her legs. Oh, the shame that her own body was responding, watching Monica's ankles cross as she finally gave in and pulled the Taelon's face fully against herself! Cadence looked down at her lust-tinted skin and thought that she would have fought harder - she always had. It made giving in so much more sweet...*

GT: Turning it off will not keep it from happening... *he had a dreamy lost look in his eyes when he looked down at her. The colour of the projected images reflected on Cadence's pale skin played naughty tricks with his eyes.* Any of it... *his hands cupped her breasts and folded them and he finished my squeezing her nipples. Her reaction was obvious. He chuckled.* Besides... you are already beyond aroused, my sweet... *Slowly, he walked around the chair, placing himself in front of her - a wall of blackness that hid away the many colours of the datastream, as well as the expression on his features.

He reached for her hand, gently offering assistance for Cadence to rise. He was not the least gentle though when he pulled her roughly to him and kissed her fervently. Though just as the kiss deepened, he pulled away and took her place on the chair, holding out his hand invitingly.* Come...

C - *He was almost suffocating her, but one by one, he was conquering her barriers of resistance. She kissed him back until he sat and pulled her down. T'than was now sitting in the chair, her buttocks planted firmly on one of his thighs, instead of having her sit directly in his lap. But she did not mind; she let him pull her back, her head now lying on his shoulder as they both watched his subordinate's unskilled overtures at making love to his mate.* He has to start somewhere I guess, *she said, more relaxed now and enjoying the feel of his hands on her breasts.* But, you are only a virgin once... I wonder if Monica is? *she mused absently. The girl made a pained gasp when the Taelon entered her with his fingers.* Oooh, *Cadence laughed*...I guess that answers that question. 

GT: Indeed... *his nose was buried into her hair. Her scent was becoming stronger, mingling with the smell of lust. Sweet nectar that his caresses and the images were causing to ooze out of her body.*

C - *She looked up at him.* T'than? *His face was painted in flickering blue shadows as he watched but he finally tipped his chin down and looked at her.* I missed you. I thought...I thought maybe I had upset you in some way or... maybe that you blamed me for J'thir's small differences. Please don't ever leave me again; I have been so lonely without you...

GT: *His loneliness had been the greatest - the new urges were strong. Some times, they meddled in his work. He found himself staring blankly at the datastream in his offices, as his mind played out sordid images of pleasure and torment that he had to restrain from making real. It was somewhat comforting to witness the others' torment - but many times, watching what happened on his ship was a double edged sword. His mind played constant tricks on him, replacing the faces of the real-life actors for his and Cadence's. He gave her no answer - no verbal answer, that is. He had said so sooner - that was not a conversation to be held with words.* Yesss... *a hiss, then a series of passionate kisses that made his main pathway stir painfully.*

C - *She could get lost in his kisses; she was barely paying attention to the stream anymore, and when the arm around her waist moved down, she spread her legs a bit to give his hand room, moaning as he touched her. A finger snaked inside of her and she gasped in pain. His abstinence from her had made him clumsy, but she relaxed soon enough, only to grimace again when he prodded her again and her head lolled on his shoulder to look at him.* Don't do that, *she complained*...whatever you are doing, it kinda...really...hurts.

GT: *He smirked at her remark, not at all worried that she would notice.* Does it?

C - Yes! *she griped, sitting up a bit so she could look back at him.* So stop it okay? Wh...what are you doing???

GT: *He gripped her hand; a sudden rough gesture, that although was not enough to steal a gasp from her, he heard it soon enough when he forced Cadence's fingers between her own legs and down to where his had pressed moments before.* A virgin...not only once, my pet. *those were the magic words - the ones that announced that he had crossed the line to that dangerous side, and that always planted terror in her anxious, but eager, green eyes.*

C - *At first she had not understood but enlightenment was at hand in the form of a layer of flesh whose pain at being prodded so roughly was many times larger than its tiny pink self. #You are only a virgin once...# Came her words into her mind. And then his: # Not only once...# She leapt off of him and faced him.* What have you done! What did you do to me?!

GT: Nothing. *this time it was true. He had not been the one to blame for it.* Your body merely... regenerated after J'thir's birth.

C - I don't believe you. It didn't just happen it didn't! *Her eyes glistened but she was not crying. Not yet, but in her voice was clear distress.* I don't want to be a... I am not a virgin anymore I'm not! 

 

GT: *Her cheeks were flushed and her voice had that tone that hinted on despair. He loved it - the small fluctuations, how her words seemed to end in tiny gasps. Her throat was tight, no doubt. He could smell her fear too now - sweet sweet fear. And he wanted more!* Evidence states otherwise. You might not be, but your body is. *finally, he would claim what should have been rightfully his all along!*

 

C - *She recalled her first time, back in her human life. Her parents had been off chaperoning the very school dance that she and her teenaged lover had sneaked away from. She had lain in her bed gasping while he had thrust into her over and over until her hymen had given way with her cry. His face had been glazed with pleasure while hers was wet with tears. Later she had had to use ice on her flowery sheets to get the blood out before her parents came home. There had been little pleasure for her the first time. The second time had been a different story...*

 

GT: *He pushed himself against the armrests, rising from the chair. Cadence looked lost in her thoughts - thoughts that T'than tapped into. It angered him that another had conquered her before him. Soon, he would usurp that memory from her and replace it with his own.*

C - *She snapped back to alertness when he began advancing on her and she ran to the door, but it was tightly sealed... # like me...# She shivered and turned back to face him.* If Jor'rel didn't do this to me then take me to him so he can fix it! *She hated being naked in front of the old healer...but...she would hate losing her virginity...again...even more.* Besides...it takes more than fingers to do anything about it you know so you may as well take me to Jor'rel.

 

GT: No need. Jor'rel suggested that he could help you surgically... 

C - He did? *she cried* Then why didn't you let him do it?

GT: It just sounded...easy. And painless. *the light was reflected on his back, submerging his face in darkness. His grin though, as evil as the gleam in his eyes, was still quite visible.*

C - But...but that is the whole idea! *she squeaked. Her eyes moved back and forth quickly as she digested all this news as well as trying to present an argument that would sway her mate away from his dubious intentions.*

 

GT: *She cringed against the wall, quite uncertain as to what was happening. T'than was quick to clarify it for her though. He lunged forward, getting hold of both her wrists and pulling them upwards against the wall. The mirror image of the girl in the datastream playing behind his shoulder.* You were not the only one whose body recovered a long lost part of itself... *he pushed his knee in between hers, forcing her legs to part somewhat. His hands forced hers further up and together, so that he could grip them with one of his. She was standing on her toes when his free hand hurried to get hold of the back of her knee, and pulled her leg up and to the side. Indecorously, he pushed his body against hers, undulating his hips until their groins were pressed tightly together.*

C - *The images on the stream were inescapable! From a small box, (the one T'than had given him), S'lir had withdrawn silver, metal clips which he had affixed to Monica's nipples and clit, keeping her forever squirming as he moved over her with his body or teased her with his mouth. But those images dissolved when she felt T'than press against her; hard, pulsing heat at his groin feeling like it wanted to burrow right into her!*

 

GT: *T'than grunted; the feeling of her sex so close to his, separated only by the artificial layer of his jumpsuit was overwhelming. He felt it throb; felt the pulse of his main pathway speed up. His garment was, to say the least, uncomfortably tight. Cadence looked petrified though.* Surprised, my pet?

C - *Astonishment was more like it. She swallowed, her breath coming in little, shaky puffs.* But...you are not Atavus...regressed... I mean...like you were...

GT: *He nibbled at her neck, almost softly as he whispered.* Some of the changes still linger... *his voice was deep, more guttural, though still Taelon-sounding. Her heart was beating against his chest - so fast and strong. He could smell her life, and her fear... and a slight hint of lust that Cadence could never hide in her moments of terror.*

C - *She felt as though he wanted to press her into the wall until she disappeared! She was shivering and she blushed again, this time so pinkly that she looked sunburned, and it was even perceptible in the dim room.* Please, *she pleaded as she looked into his riveted and glowing eyes,* I went through this once and... I don't want to go through it again. The boy I was with made it hurt so much...

 

GT: *He growled and pushed her so roughly against the wall that the air caught in her lungs left her with a gasping cry.* That pain was mine to cause... You are MINE! *she was suspended by the strength of his push alone, freeing his hand to get hold of her throat.*

C - *Her words were cut off - she realized too late that mentioning another was a stupid thing to do; it only served to infuriate him!* I'm sorry I'm sorry T'than! It was years ago!

 

GT: No, it was seconds ago, when you remembered! *the grip on her wrists slackened* I will wipe that memory from your mind. *he caught her chin between his thumb and forefinger.* Every time you remember the pain... it shall be my face the one to make you cringe! *he pushed himself away, as if suddenly pulled off of her by an invisible force.*

C - *The sound of moaning filled the room; Monica was coming, taking S'lir over the edge with her - his first climax. He was blushing brightly. They slipped from view as he released her from the wall, but Cadence had a sinking feeling that her own ordeal had just begun.*

 

GT: *The datastream was empty now. T'than moved languidly by the chair, his fingers brushing its armrests until the colours in the image dissolved into pale whiteness. The Taelon looked over his shoulder at the blushing girl that still stood by the door. She looked so innocent. Despite having known his bed and having delivered two children, the apprehension in her eyes was virginal.

 

He knew she was caught in a dilemma - know pain, just that once, so that she could again feel pleasure, or wait... wait indefinitely, suffer the pent-up hunger for ecstasy. In a sense... the fact that she knew all too well what the joining of two bodies was like, made it all even more tasty. She was not the virgin fearing the unknown... No, she was the virgin that knew exactly what she was missing.*

C - *She nearly wished that S'lir and Monica were still providing entertainment. But now, the room was as quiet as a tomb and T'than's focus was exclusively on her.* Please... I don't want to be frightened anymore...

 

GT: *He licked his lower lip and looked away from her, contemplating the empty screen and letting the shimmering light play tricks with his features. From where she stood, she could only see his profile.* Do not fret. It is not as though you do not have a choice. *he folded his hands behind his back.* Even I could not be so cruel as to force you, regardless of your treason. *it was unfair to mention it in that way: the Taelons probably hadn't even arrived on Earth when she had been with that first... boy. The thought enraged him though, but he kept it from reaching his voice.* Your options are narrow though... You can either come to me, and you will suffer all over again, and perhaps much more... or... *his fingertips rested on the chair's armrest for a second, and new light came into the room, framing her silhouette as the door was opened* You can leave and be certain... that you will remain as you are indefinitely.

C - *Her eyes were mirrors, reflecting her inner torment onto her entire expression - not just on her face, but on her body as well, making her shoulders drop slightly, either in defeat or sadness...or both. How could she be blamed for an event that happened before she knew him? She thought bitterly that had he possessed a time machine he would go back and see to it that the tapestry of her life was woven much differently - that each thread would have only led to him. Now, if she did not submit, each thread would lead to loneliness - the loneliness of a life without passion, and that she could not bear!*

GT: *Her answer should have been immediate; years of training seemed to be wasted on her. T'than sometimes wondered if having children deterred Cadence from what was to be her main goal: pleasing him. Yes, after each birth her confidence was boosted... and though most of the time he enjoyed life as a family, she should know when the tables were turned per his will and react accordingly.* Your hesitation is answer enough. Leave. *his tone was quiet, though his desire was in no way diminished. That new appendage of his body had a will of its own. As time went by with its lust unsated, it was increasingly difficult to control.*

C - No...*The word was pained. Worse than any physical pain he could cause her, was the pain of his denial. Her face was hidden by her curls as she looked down but when she looked back up her lips were curved in a smile that was ripe and seductive; she covered her fear well as she toyed with a new idea.* So, *she teased, walking to him*...you want to deflower me...*she stood on her toes, her full breasts pressing hard against him while her moist lips moved against his*...You dream every male's dream of taking the maiden...don't you? 

 

GT: *He was as still and cold as a pole in a stripper's hands. Despite all the enticing motions of her body, he did not move an inch and his eyes were still on the screen as though there was still something playing there.* I will take it... because it is mine to take. You, *he finally looked down* ...are mine to take! 

 

C - *She kissed him, her hands lingering on him, one slipping down between his legs to feel him. Her heart leapt in surprise but outwardly she kept kissing him. His new organ was curved upwards, locked against his body by his uniform...and now she knew why he was suddenly wearing black. Violet could never camouflage something that prominent.* You're so big, *she whispered hotly into his mouth, her tongue darting in and out from between his lips, her hips swaying back and forth as she stood, pressed against him.

GT: *His body was tensing up as much as his organ, as though the commands did not start in his head but rather... down below, where she fondled him. At first he did not speak, conscious that his throat would only unleash sounds that would give away his state of arousal. No, he would not let her realize that she had power over him... But she had - a great deal. Keeping both his arms behind his back was a titanic effort. He just wanted to pick up her curvaceous, hot little body, push her on the chair face down and...* #Sha'bra!#
 

C - I know... you want to thrust it into me... so hard, don't you? *she cooed, arousing herself with her naughty talk as well as the feel of him throbbing just beneath her fingers.* ...so hard into me... until I scream... don't you? 

 

GT: *He closed his eyes, but still he could hear her every word and her touch - ooh, that magical touch - was making his insides boil. T'than was holding on by a thread and he knew it. But the game had to be his to control. That was how it must be! Being gendered now had to be an advantage, NOT a weakness!* You will scream. 

 

C - Maybe I will or...maybe I won't. *She smiled then, her eyes twinkling* Well... that is a prize you will have to win...and in order to win it, you must win me...and, to win me...*her eyes caught the shaft of pink light coming in through the door and she quickly turned*...you have to catch me!

 

GT: *The feeling of her parting must have been akin to being feverish and suddenly being dropped into ice-cold water. The shock to his system was rough as a punch to his midsection. Still, all was under control. Inadvertently, she had given the reins back to him. So, despite the frustration of unspent and rising passion, T'than smirked and let her go.* Very good, my pet... *he whispered into the empty room.*

C - *Cold air cooled her hot, wanting body as she ran from him, out the door and down the hall but all of the sudden everything went black around her and she shrieked. Turning slowly she waited for her eyes to adjust but they never did. Her pupils were huge, searching for any minute speck of illumination, and that is why she grimaced when light exploded around her - red light, one bulb after another leading down a corridor whose walls were black and shined with what looked like reptilian scales. Where were their quarters???*

 

GT: *Straight into her trap she went, and, like a spectator, T'than watched  from behind a wall; from directly behind her. She would never know. But one thing was certain: Cadence was not alone.*

 

C - *She sensed someone coming up behind her and she dashed forward; the corridor broke off in several directions - which to choose? To her left she went, slipping once on a floor that must have been made of ice. In some places the walls reflected her image - her breasts bounced in time with her hair. Another turn, more intersections - no matter which way she went she sensed he was never far behind but when she looked there was no one, and she...was in a labyrinth!*

GT: *He watched, not far behind. She could run all she wanted, make the choices that she wanted on where to run next... that labyrinth was like her life: inevitably, it would lead to him, to whatever torments and pleasures he wanted her to feel. He made sure that his steps were audible, and coming closer. Graceful, unnervingly slow steps, for someone who's body was on full alert and restless.*

C - T'than! You only screwed yourself over! You won't ever catch me in here!

 

GT: *He was looking from behind a mirror. All he needed was to extend his hand to graze her hair. Cadence was turning around her heels and crying, as if disoriented. When his voice came, it was an echo, giving out no hint as to his location.* On the contrary, I have already caught you...

C - *She could hear him teasing her* WHERE ARE YOU!

 

GT: *He laughed* I thought the point of your game was for me to catch you. *His words died in the distance, as if he had moved away. With a mere thought from the Taelon, a wall of energy began to close in on her.* And unless you want it to end soon, I would run if I were you... my pet.

C - *And so she ran... Another turn and she screamed when currents of white steam shot out from the walls on all sides with a terrible hiss. They burst as she ran through them toward a small rectangle of blue light standing out from all the red. Running into this blue tunnel she stopped, panting, and then rain began to fall from nowhere, cold water drizzling over her lightly until she was wearing millions of sparkling waterdrops.* I told you that you had to catch me T'than! Tricks don't count! I swear, *she taunted, spinning in a circle, her curls glistening with wetness*...you must really want to compete with the boy I was with because you are acting like an immature brat!

 

GT: *Light appeared from behind him. It was as though the place reacted not only to his will, but to his emotional state as well. It was like lightning had struck just inches from him, and as if by magic, T'than had materialized. Cadence had chosen a very dangerous game to play. He was silent, but the look on his face spoke of hurt and rage that was better left unfed. She never did have that good sense though... not Cadence.*

C - *The lights flashed, now red, revealing the silhouette of his body. Cadence turned to run but now all that was in front of her was a wall.* Yes T'than, I called you a brat, *she jeered, though she was more playing with him than trying to insult him.* Oh my old boyfriend was such a lover, *she said, backing away* His cock was soooo big! *she grinned and rubbed her breasts, but the fear had begun to return. Was he still playing...or not?*

 

GT: *A grin spread of his lips. Vengeful. It did not reach his eyes; only gave him an eerie and devilish look. His silhouette looked hunched as he walked forward, a reddish aura caused by the reflection of the light on his jumpsuit making his iridescent blue eyes stand out incredibly.*

C - *He was scaring her! Once again she was pressed against the wall but just when he was close enough to touch her the wall opened - a square of blackness and she screamed as it swallowed her up.*

~*~

*The room she was in was a stark contrast to the maze - she was lying on a seemingly endless expanse of shiny, white sheets. She could not see the walls of the chamber - white mist shrouded them in all directions, including above her. She rose but it was like trying to walk on a cloud. Her feet sunk too deeply and it felt like the very sheets were conspiring against her, tangling and coiling around her ankles until she fell and now they even grabbed at her wrists!* Stop! *she said to them - how ridiculous to talk to sheets!* Stop! *She was being completely engaged with satiny softness; she tried to roll now but only swaddled her body... and he had been watching the whole time...*

 

GT: *The dark jumpsuit ruined his camouflage. The moment he had stepped in after her, T'than had removed it, becoming a part of the mist. The pressure on his sex was gone. Only his gleaming eyes gave away his position.* Caught you. *he took a step further, to where the mist was not so dense, revealing a little more of his slightly more muscular body, and a lot more of other parts of his anatomy that were obviously transformed.*

C - Yes, *she said offhandedly, because her mind was not on her answer at all, but rather on the remarkable result of his evolution. The mixing of their essences had done truly wondrous things to both of them. She was a virgin and he... was a male now in every sense of the word. His jutting staff pointed accusingly at her or perhaps... it was choosing her. Yes, of course it was.

His body too was subtly different: he was not as slender, his sculpted shape hinting back to when he was Atavus. She swallowed. How could he not be beautiful to her eyes? Lust and fear rose within her in equal measure.*

 

GT: Do you like your surroundings? *he stepped back into the mist, and walked around, knowing that only the sound of his voice would give away his position, for walking in that room was the same as walking on cotton.* They required some thought. But I figured... the symbolism of the colour was perfect. Furthermore... *he had come totally around, and was now standing before her, a malicious grin on his lips as his sight moved down her body and stopped indecorously on her sex* ...it is the perfect contrast to red...

C - *Sheets covered her here and there, but between her legs she was conveniently revealed and she pulled her knees together self-consciously. Indeed, the cloudlike bed would not be so pristine once he was done with her.* There must be another way that I can please you, *she said, getting on her knees, revealing her body completely. Her breasts were uplifted and heaving, their rosy nipples almost begging for his mouth. Her blonde hair cascaded luxuriantly over her back, casting light shadows over her round rear end. Between her legs, smooth lips revealed the blush of her own desire. Surrounded by all the white she was the image that built many fantasies.* 

 

GT: *The mere sight of her was enough to cause a reaction; in the past it was within his pathways; now there was somewhere else to feel... powerfully.* I will make an exception and hear your suggestions. *he had not forgotten about her tease though. T'than was merely saving his anger for when it better suited him to use it.*

 

C - I know there is another way... *When he was finally close enough she caressed an arm that was bigger than she recalled, trying to reign in her galloping want before it ran away with her.*

 

GT: *Her warm breath was bathing his loins... and their closeness caused their auras to penetrate each other, even if their bodies were still apart. It was nearly enough to steal a moan from him. Instead, he tensed up for the tiniest moment and then acted as though neither of them was so visibly tormented by lust.* 

C - *His penis brushed her cheek, blushing along with him when she gripped its generous girth, licking her lips as she looked up with fluttering lashes at him.* I can quench your desire this way...*she petted a firm buttock and brought her hand back around to trace his hip.* Like this it could be so much better...*She opened her mouth and leaned forward...* I can make you feel so good...

 

GT: *He was throbbing in her hand, and the feeling reverberated through him like a massive soundwave. His rocky stillness was bound to break soon. Roughly, he got hold of her hair and pulled it back and down, so she was looking up at him.* You can try... and if you succeed, perhaps I can spare you. *he looked down at her; his grip slackened and his fingers, once as strong as a vice, became soft and gentle as they traced the line of her jaw.* for now... *at last his hand went behind her head to pull her towards him.*

C - *She was joined to him now, and her mouth was not a virgin. She sucked him deeply into her throat, the crown of his glory tickling her gag reflex when it throbbed. But she held back the need to expel him; such action would only make him wish to plunge deeply... elsewhere, so she continued, dizzy from lack of air.*

GT: *At once his fingers curled up on themselves, gripping her by the hair. T'than could control his stance, but his body also had its own mind; orders coming from the pleasure she was giving him. Her velvety lips and mouth were warm and wet; her tongue flickered over the surface of his cock, causing tiny explosions of pleasure within it. An occasional grunt died in his throat. He could not allow her to believe she was getting very far...*

C - *She stroked up and down his length pulling back, watching glowing drops of energy leak out of the small slit at his tip and trickle down between her breasts, leaving iridescent trails that led directly to her sex. It was as if his desire to conquer her was so great that it was even contained in his seed, knowing exactly where to go.*

 

GT: *T'than grinned down at her maliciously. He decided to give her a small reward by reaching out between them to play with a nipple. So hard! His fingers were wet from it - liquid energy from a nourishing mother. Her breasts were fuller than usual, and he knew, very sensitive too.* I have to admit, you are not doing bad... *but he knew yet another way to make it more interesting...*

C - *She felt his length slide along her nose as she licked him underneath from base to tip, losing her balance from the odd angle and the marshmallow surface under her. Now on her back she was at the perfect angle for him to thrust down into her mouth and he...he was atop her, his face close to her own tender region, his fingers spreading her open.*

 

GT: *The room was linked to his thoughts and had worked to move under her knees. No sooner had she fallen, T'than was already on her, his fingers tracing his own energy and hers, down below.*

C - *She stopped her ministrations; where she had expected to feel licking and kissing she felt only breath. That bastard! He was just looking at her! Looking at what he planned to take. It felt akin to being in the medical center and she blushed, vague embarrassment giving her butterflies and yet she felt herself become even wetter. She never had been able to resist his torments...*

 

GT: *His fingers prodded and played with her labia. The flower of her sex was almost fully blossomed. So pink and ripe. It knew so well what desires lay ahead, still, it was delightfully closed to them. This was the ultimate torment - to know that it is impossible not to pain if pleasure was the goal. And it was such in any relationship - pain and pleasure. The key, was in knowing how to combine them. 

 

She had stopped though - stopped his pleasure. He slid one of his fingers into her until he felt her cringe!*

C - *His demand was clear and she returned to what she was doing, moaning as she sucked him, shuddering when his explorations became uncomfortable but finally her expertise was going to be rewarded.*

 

GT: *He leaned down to lick her clit. But still his fingers prodded, sometimes deeper than they should for her comfort. But that cocktail of pleasure and pain was not for her - it was T'than who drank of it. Her lips and mouth around him were driving him close to the edge. And the taste of her in his mouth, as well as the shuddering of her body underneath his were combining to make his climax come faster. He did not stop his ministrations, though his cock was throbbing demandingly... the incredible pressure built up until he groaned, and the moment he did, his seed erupted into her.*

C - *Hot, electric liquid filled her mouth and overflowed, running over her face and down into her hair. He was thrusting deeply now and she held onto his hips until he was still. She released him from her mouth but his organ was still alive, delivering two creamy spurts against her body.*

 

GT: *His back arched against his will as more of his pent-up seed was released. When some of the control returned, he moved out of her, laying with his arms splayed by his side. His sex relaxed somewhat too as the aftermath of climax spread that current of well-being throughout him. There was an enigmatic, indecipherable smile still on his lips.*

C - *Cadence could breathe more easily now that he had rolled off of her. Her face and lips bore the evidence of his climax as she lay prone, relaxed, because after such a generous release it would be a long while before he could perform. That thought made her look over at him and smile, and he would certainly think it was for other reasons.* I told you how good I could make it - how good I can pleasure you. After all that, you must be exhausted!

 

GT: *His head lolled softly to the side. The view was not so bad: he could glimpse at her sex, and the energy of his seed was gleaming on her body. The grin had not vanished.* That was indeed very good... foreplay. *T'than did not seem to move, but still, he was changing position. But it wasn't him that was moving - it was the floor underneath the girl that was shifting position.* Now, I believe it is time for the real thing. 

C - *Cadence did not have time to respond; hands, made of the same white satin as the sheets had emerged all around her, even under her! Hands stroked her face, combing through her long hair while others turned her so she was splayed and directly facing him. They held her shoulders, keeping her down, just as others gripped her straining thighs and pulled them open, not allowing her to move.*

GT: *He rolled over so he could lay on his side, one of his elbows supporting his partially lifted torso. He had a great view from up there.* So, my precious, what shall it be?

C - Not this! *Numerous hands squeezed her breasts and buttocks, dozens of fingers prodded and pinched, No part of her body was not being touched and stimulated and she moaned.* Please no! Please stop them! *Cadence knew her own nature - her drives were undeniable but it was the ultimate defeat to be reduced to begging - pleading for him, even knowing what awaited.*

 

GT: No. *he said simply, though he could have kept quiet all the same, for the ghostly hands had not stopped. His mind was conceiving thoughts of luxury, and their surroundings materialized them, making dreamland cross over to the real world. Or so the scene suggested. Already her skin was going pink - the blood was rushing to the surface as her heartbeat increased in unison with her pleasure. His pleasure.*

C - *Suddenly, some of the fingers rubbing her clit began to vibrate and others poised themselves at her entrance and she undulated against them in spite of herself. Fingers pinched her labia, their caresses gentle to intense and she was so close....so very close to release!

Her body was pink and damp; her nipples were bunched into supersensitive little nodes and she cried out every time they were touched. Even gentle pressure felt like a million glittering pinpricks.*

 

GT: *She was putting on a magnificent show for him. If for a moment T'than decided to contract his irises and expand his sight towards the energetic level, he could see the gleam of her aura, bright and flaming red with soft hues of pink and white. Melting perfectly with the silken hands, yet, reflecting in them as well, making her body appear a mirage. But she was quite real, and so was the rising despair of her body to achieve the climax.* You are so near... yet, you do not break when you know precisely what I want from you...

C - *The sheets between her legs were stained with her wetness. She was struggling now against the white minions. The bliss; she was going to come! Just at the moment though everything stopped.* No! *Now the fingers that rubbed her did so lightly, just keeping her at the precipice until she would utter the proper request...*

 

GT: Certainly, just because in your guilt you offered me some release, you do not expect me to reward you. *he was keeping it slow; keeping it quiet. He could feel her and control the givers of pleasure with great precision.* 

C - It was not out of guilt! *It was out of fear, and she had believed that the new anatomy would make him as easily distracted as a man...*

GT: I do not take bribes, nor do I like them... *the got near enough to whisper into her ear.*

C - Please...T'than...*Oh she could not bear this torment!* I promise I will make you happy. I promise!

 

GT: That will not do. Those words... *he traced her face with his finger* ...that expression, they come too easily for you. I want you to mean it!

C - I do! I swear it that I do! I want... I want you to...

 

GT: Yes? *the ghostly hands were a mere breeze moving over her body. So lightly; enough to keep her aflame, but never enough to give her release.*

C - ...take what is rightfully yours....*Fingers prodded, pulling out before she could move forward. She was practically in tears!* 

 

GT: Mine? *he teased, mercilessly* So, what of that human boy of yours?

C - I won't ever mention him again...I promise! I will forget after you...

 

GT: Silence! *he barked. The simple fact that she was mentioning him was enough to reawaken T'than's held-back anger.*  

C - *She shuddered - why was he just not coming to her? She had already given in! Why did he want her to say it, when he knew she was frightened enough already?* Take me...*she grimaced*...so I will forget...*A tear, alone and bright, trickled from her eye.* I want you to.

 

GT: Yes, you should... but you can only be made to beg through your selfishness. You want to come, any way I can make you... *he licked a salty tear from her damp cheek.* only because you cannot bear not to. But, what if I offer you pain instead? What will you beg for then?

C - *She knew the response he wanted; she did not want to but she knew! The vaporous mind trail of his intellect was all around her, spreading a mist inside her head and throbbing in her blood like the fading echo of some monstrous bell.* I will beg...for you. To take me how you wish to because...*her eyes closed*...your pleasure...is my pleasure.

 

GT: Yes, it is... *his fingers walked on her skin, down her chin and towards her chest. The misty sheets gave them passage, until the icy tips were over a hardened nipple. T'than pinched hard, knowing the pain would course fast, hot, and impossible to trace. Pain was pain, even if his thoughts still manipulated what was happening between her thighs.*

 

C - *She moaned in discomfort and opened her eyes, and when she did she screamed; the sheets were bright red! T'than smiled victoriously her way and the hands holding her sank back into the satiny wrinkles, and she sat up. At once the crimson began to peel back at the edges, revealing the white again. It pulled into rippling tentacles, each having its origin under her. Now the white looked to be covered with red velvet ropes that were getting shorter, rushing towards her and she yelped and leapt to her feet.*

 

GT: *She was genuinely distraught! The game had perfect realism. He had not even touched her yet, and Cadence was already shocked at the prospect of losing her reacquired innocence. T'than was playing her, drinking from her fearful expression to come up with more and more visions of shock... amazingly, all of them worked in her suggestive state. The terror was so great in her, she never saw as the sheets covered his body and he sank downwards, disappearing from sight.*

 

C - *Laughter echoed in the room and when she looked down, there was only a bloody flower where she had lain, and in seconds, that was gone too. She checked herself; not a drop of blood, only wetness between her legs that now sparkled on her fingertips. T'than was watching her...somewhere...and waiting to take her with that swollen and pulsing instrument that apparently needed no respite from lust...*

GT: *He smirked* Honestly, you did not think it would be that easy, did you? Too much wishful thinking will mar your alertness. *he had never been too far, but leaving her alone was the best way to mix reality with nightmare. The matter of dreams was thick in that room. One could be trapped there and become mad. He had set it to obey her fears, never her rational thoughts or commands.*

C - *Wiping the clear fluid from her fingers on one of her buttocks she looked down at her feet like a chastened child but then, feeling the creepiness of his silence she began to look around. The damn white mist; she couldn't see anything!*

GT: *Cotton steps lead him to her.* My little slave girl. Ever the naive. *he was visible, but just at the moment, the mist came as if a vortex had been born from his feet and T'than disappeared again from her sight.* 

C - *T'than! *she cried in frustration as he vanished again* I'm tired of this! Nothing could be as much of a PAIN as this stupid little game!

GT: It will hurt... *he was standing behind her now, like a ghost out of no where. And his fingers had grazed a buttock, making it tense delightfully.* ...much, much more... *the moment she tried to turn, the floor pulled him back into the dense whiteness around her.* ...because that will be my pleasure... *A hand came from underneath and pulled at her feet, making her fall on her back with a gasp. Just like a thing crawling its way out of the underworld, T'than surged from the floor. At first an arm, then his head and shoulders, and quickly he climbed his way up her body.* Are you dreaming, my pet?

C - *He had risen up from between her legs, as though she had given birth to her tormentor.* Dreaming you'd grow up, *she mumbled sulkily but then her lips hinted at a smile; on top of her, his weight pressing her down into softness, she sighed. Her attraction to him was undeniable. She didn't even fight when he urged apart her legs; she appeared unaffected, returning his passionate kisses even though she knew he had grabbed himself and was now using his tip to spread her lower lips and slip the head into her.*

 

GT: I have grown quite enough... *her scent was intoxicating; her breathing and the beat of her heart against his chest were like drums in the jungle, calling him to war. Ooh, such bittersweet conflict it was: his cock, forcing her tight sex to part and give it passage into the depths of her womb.* 

C - *The storm had passed it seemed. Cadence had her arms around his neck and her head lolled back and forth, her face wet from his mouth, her own mouth moving over his shoulder and she bit it gently. But then he adjusted his position and prodded her, testing her depth and she gasped.*

 

GT: In fact... I appear to have grown more than you can accommodate... *he whispered into her ear in the middle of his passionate kisses and nibbles. She tasted wonderful... and her own sex was throbbing at the promise of his invasion; one that would not be in just the physical realm. He wanted to conquer her innocence... he wanted to conquer all, erase the past and reinvent her first time; so he would be the one and no other! And with that purpose in mind, as his lips kept her distracted, his hands sought hers...*

 

C - *Unbidden, thoughts of her pink bedroom flooded her mind and suddenly all that white colored to soft pink with white polka-dots, the walls covered with either shelves full of the treasures of a teenaged girl, or, hung with pictures and posters. Above them was a square of ornate, white metal, swathed in transparent, sparkling material in pink that was wrapped around the four bedposts. The satin sheets were gone, replaced by a rumpled, frilly comforter over sheets dotted with flowers and butterflies.* What??? *Her head was cradled on a fat pillow and something furry tickled her cheek and she looked over. It was a big brown teddy bear that she had named Bright Eyes because of his huge, glittering amber eyes.*

 

GT: *He pushed himself upwards, so he could look down and into her eyes. With the most sardonic smile on his lips, T'than whispered, his words becoming louder as though he had began to tell a secret that need be a secret no more.* You need not worry... your parents are no where near to interrupt us. *he needn't look at his surroundings. Every single detail had crossed his mind before the room had transmorphed into a memory from her past, realistic down to the very scent of her freshly made bed.*

C - *She shook her head; T'than had tricked her - reading her thoughts and making them happen! Thoughts... she was not supposed to remember ever again... But the painful prod had taken her back in time and now she was there. Everything was the same, recreated down to the smallest detail, except for his face looking down at hers, and he had none of the uncertainty of a boy...*

 

GT: *He saw the image he had recreated be absorbed into the green depths of her eyes. She was outraged - he felt it. And it confused him, and angered him. A dangerous cocktail of emotions for one in his state.*

C - Get out of my mind! *she shrieked, wanting desperately to hit him, but her hands were tightly held down on either side of her head.* This place is not for you! Please...take it away!

 

GT: This place is for me! *he pressed deeper, just a little more. It was difficult to penetrate her, but at the same time it was even more so not to and being forced to hold back.* All of you... is mine! Every memory, every thought... especially this one. 

C -  You can't control every memory of my life! *she cried.* I won't stay here... I won't! *She struggled to free herself but her spread legs could kick nothing but air.*

 

GT: You are right... you will not stay here. At least, not for long - because I will take it... I will take you. #At last, all of you! #

C - *Firmly held down he whispered words of possession into her ear...and into her mind! She could feel them resonate in her very core. She gasped at the first, hard thrust, but he had not opened her, by chance or choice she was not sure, but then the bed shook as he lunged again.*

 

GT: *Sweet, too sweet! His back had arched, pushing him forward, deeper. Yet, they had frozen at the final moment, when he had felt her pain; felt her own core sensing his approach, closing firmly as to deny him entrance. T'than pulled back, as if defeated. Still, it was only a game played between their bodies, and between her torment and his lust for it. 

 

He pressed deeper again, the blue of his eyes cold, though the expression that lit them was fiery. Slowly, slowly, he wanted to feel that tiny membrane that barred his path. It would break, eventually, break to the hunger for the pleasure - break just as T'than had broken Cadence.* 

C - *She looked up at him with wide green eyes, her lips moist, red and parted as she gasped for breath.* Please... end it please!

 

GT: I will end it when I see fit! *his sex pushed just a little further. He felt her give in a little bit, but her body sank down into the mattress, as if evading him.* Admit it... *his tone had gone from a bark, to silken smoothness. His eyes gleamed in an eerie mix of lust and pity.*

C - I am yours, I swear it!

 

GT: Promise you will let go of your past...

C - I will let go... I will forget, *she chanted.*

 

GT: *The words were still echoing in her mind - and thus, in his - when T'than pulled back completely and then pushed forward without mercy.*

C - *His hold was brutal; her vision blurred as he propelled himself forward, and he got his prize when she released a high-pitched cry. The force of his entrance into her had been so great that the entire bed rocked, the teddy bear toppling from the pillow to the floor as her new innocence was taken.*

 

GT: *He sank down into her until he could no more. His body pressed hers down for a while as he panted, his lips pressed against her neck. His eyes were closed as though he was the one in pain. And something so intense could not be described in any other way than painful. He was still until her cry died. Suddenly, the pinkish colours of the room, the constant dark and tender eyes of her plush toy, seemed misplaced. Slowly, one by one, the objects in the room began to fade... One by one in cadence with the rhythm of his thrusts.*

C - *There had a been a bright flash in her mind to accompany the pain, as if something in her thoughts had broken and ripped along with her flesh. The pink room melted away and Cadence found herself wondering why they had been there in the first place. T'than broke her fragile concentration however with his movement.*

 

GT: *He began to pull back and sink into her again. He had never experienced that kind of sex as a Taelon. As an atavus, all was blurry - all was carnal. As his old self - it was spiritual, and the physical was reduced to his body's perception and the suggestion of many hours of pleasure usurped from Cadence's own body. Now though, it was genuine. He felt her completely through the widely open doors that were her palms...

 

And further below, where they joined in flesh - a tangible bridge between their bodies, enhanced by his essence and all that hers could be. The nectar of her sex, as well as that of her life, were his to feel, to taste... to ravish!*

C - *Her large eyes were locked on him in perfect awe - this new version of her mate - still ethereal and Taelon and yet, now strong and male. His arms trembled, their muscles standing out as he held her down. His face was totally animated with lust and pleasure.*

 

GT: *His own mind was shifting... back in time, yet not enough to send him back to the ages of his atavistic ancestors. T'than too was discovering; in a sense, he was not so different from her - it was his first time as well. His first time as the being he would be for the rest of his life.*

C - *Her body rocked under his on a bed of cool, wet foliage. Where had he taken them now, for certainly there was no hidden crevice in her mind that could have conceived such an alien landscape.

The sky was a watercolor canvas of bright hues. A glass city glittered like a jewel on the top of a distant mountain. But, they were in a jungle of crystal rocks and trees that were laden with leaves - some looking like shining silk in maroon and deep green and others dressed in tendrils of violet that looked more like rubber than anything organic.*

GT: *A sense of euphoria began to grow alongside the mounting pleasure, as his mind worked their surroundings and his gender worked Cadence's body. The wish was merely subconscious, but so strong. To see the homeworld flourish... flourish with the same kind of life that he and Cadence could create together. The carnal pleasure of sex wasn't separate from that desire though; it was simply a part of it.*

C - Where is this? *she asked breathlessly, but her sentence was discontinued by his ferocious kiss. She screamed into his mouth when she saw the two figures standing there, watching them, but the sound was lost - sucked into his body.*

They were Taelon but...one was husky and muscular, reminding her of Sc'orr, though he was dressed all in sparkling silver. Holding firmly to his hand was another, just as tall but extremely slim, though also in silver like # her # mate.. Indeed, they were male and female and...this must have been the way the Taelons were once, ages ago - the way they would be again. They saw the dawning in her eyes and merely nodded with approval and turned and disappeared into the trees, apparently unaffected by the carnal couple before them.

GT: *He was aware of what her eyes could see - what had been. What could one day be again. Their minds were so close, both on the physical and energy levels. His pace slowed down for a while, the motion of his back became fluid, though his shaft was stony hard and tensing beyond belief with each graze against the walls of her sex. It was more of a caress than an intrusion. Lovemaking rather than sex. His kisses were not so clumsily rough anymore; rather, his lips and tongue worked their way with her mouth until the will to cry instead became that to moan.*

C - *At last the pain was gone and she relaxed, wrapping her legs around him. The sky darkened; she screamed when they were brightly exposed with lightning and cacophonous thunder, but then she laughed. Taelon was on fire with blue, energy rain that electrified them as it fell from the dark sky.*

GT: *The illusion was so real that tiny rivers of blue energy trailed down his nose and lips, as though it were water, raining down on her as well. A tiny puddle formed in her belly just as T'than pushed himself upwards, his arms two strong pillars holding him over her. He was still for a moment, poised deeply inside of her, and the moment he pulled and pushed himself back into her depths, the tiny current of blue energy slid down her body with the arch of her back bathing their sexes. He could feel it - the electricity stealing a groan from him. 

His back hunched and his face disappeared from sight for a moment. When his eyes finally met hers, they were gleaming in passionate fury, urging her to make ready for what was coming.

One thrust. He had withdrawn altogether and plunged back in so hard; he grinned at the way her breasts bounced. Again... and again... the motion repeated and empowered by how he held himself. Soon he had set his own pace. The thrusts faster in succession than the lightening, yet more powerful as each one struck the earth underneath their bodies.*

C - *She pulled her hands free of his but the illusion remained and she grabbed his hips, keeping his pace hard and fast, shouting over the wind, exhilarated,* It feels so good! I love you! I want you! Don't stop! *His thick and engorged gender, glistening and surrounded by glowing veins of energy disappeared into her but this time when he pulled out she met him with an upward thrust of her hips. Her nails scratched his buttocks and she almost growled* Harder... harder!

GT: *The pain of the scratch only sent him into a wilder frenzy. He was looking down into her eyes, his own transfigured by lust. T'than was lost. Utterly lost to the shattering tide of sensations. Ooh, the bliss! He moved to conquer - moved to make her ache. Yet, it backfired. They both ached... they both starved for more and more. His grunts were steady with his plunging now, as the loss for words made him a little closer to his ancestors.*

C - Just take me T'than. Take me until I feel your seed explode into me! I want to revel in it. I want to bathe in it! I want... to be owned by it!

GT: I... already... own you! *he felt something close to snap when the words died away. The pressure was so great - she was tighter than he could ever remember her. Yet, penetrating her was still so easy. Her blood and her love juices made it so. But then, why did it suddenly feel like he was plunging into a tightness from which he could not possibly escape? The roles were reversing - her body was now the one holding him captive. He escaped, knowing full well there was no other way than to return to that velvety prison. Yet, with each new thrust, the layers of his control were broken...*

C - *She watched unabashedly as he shoved his length into her, over and over. It felt like she was being impaled on the trunk of a great tree he was so thick. She was raw and yet, it felt wonderful; HE felt wonderful!* More, *she demanded, spreading her legs, offering herself, and yet, commanding him to continue!*

GT: *She was diving onto him; squeezing, demanding. And he had grown so large that it hurt to keep it up. Hurt to the point that he felt he would burst. He growled; the chanting sound becoming a cry when blankness took over his mind. Suddenly, there was only he, and Cadence, and the white... and the echoes of their screams and cries of pleasure, reverberating in their surroundings, in their minds... in their bodies!!!*

C - *Cadence was screaming; crying; moaning. She met each overture of his ravishing with one of her own, feeling like she had escaped domestication and become something as feral as the gleam she saw in his eyes.

His shaft was pulsing now, expanding...hurting!* Come...come in me! Don't hold back anymore and give...it...to...me!

GT: *He speeded up; his head was thrown backwards and his eyes were closed. He was certain that his body would snap; implode! And then suddenly... it did. With a few rough and clumsy thrusts, T'than knew pain as he knew relief as at last his seed burst forth into her.*

C - *Her skin blushed pink before it illuminated from the inside like his and she followed him into the spiraling tunnel of their shared orgasm. Tears and sweat ran off her face while banners of hot, sticky fluid erupted from the Taelon into her.*

GT: *All of the pent up moments of frustration, all the hungering and desire withheld alone since the birth of his son were suddenly washed away by the tide of their climax. It felt like being thrown in a great void, where nothing else existed but that overwhelming sea of white, blinding pleasure. He saw nothing but flashes of their bodies, in togetherness. And then suddenly, like an angel tossed out of heaven, the sense of height became that of falling and a breathless T'than collapsed and landed in his lover's arms.*

C - *Pulling him down against her she hugged him tightly, experiencing oneness with him, their minds and bodies still linked by chains made of desire, lust and love.*

GT: *That was a special place: right there, between her arms. Even for one such as T'than - or maybe it should be said especially for one such as T'than - that it was perhaps akin to a sanctuary. Where all was well, and he was safe. For even the mighty ones need it, and it's often kept in something so fragile as their love. He pulled her close with a trembling arm and rolled over so she would be lying over him. His eyes closed and his mind emptied at last as he caught his breath, following the tips given by the beating of Cadence's heart.*

C - *It was dark around them now; featureless, looking like the inside of her eyelids. When she opened them again though, she was met with the familiar surroundings of their bedchamber. She was still in his arms; how had they gotten here? Had she fallen asleep briefly? Or... had it all been a fantastic dream? No, not a dream; the ache and stickiness between her legs was more than the remnants of a wet dream. She looked into his blue eyes, simply too tired to question it and just smiled and snuggled even closer to him, feeling his new anatomy against her stomach.* You were... amazing... I will never forget this night...

GT: *They could consider themselves so lucky for after so many months of nights shared in passion, they had, for a few hours, forgotten all of it and knew what it was like to take and be taken for the very first time. A hand that did not stop to caress her skin pulled her head closer and without any regard for his shortness of breath, T'than pulled her close for a kiss.* No... this night, you will not. 

C - *Cadence would never know how true his words were as she kissed and nuzzled him before falling asleep against him. T'than had indeed made this night the one she would remember. Her first time with her teenaged lover was gone, swept away by his passion...and his will. She would never think of it again.*
Too Be Continued…
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