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Book Twenty-One
Part One

Family and Friends
*Cadence was thrilled! T'than had agreed to take her to see Naor'rin and her new baby boy with Sc'orr, Zo'rak. He almost hadn't. Cadence had entered his private antechamber and found him speaking with Sc'orr, who was telling him that Naor'rin had asked to see her. T'than had begun to argue, but then sensed her there. She offered him her best and most endearing brokenhearted expression. There had been barely a pause in his words, but he had relented. Afterwards she had flung herself into his arms and kissed him over and over again...and he had finally smiled.

She had initially materialized a jumpsuit, intending to impress him with her skill at doing so but he had given her clothes to wear instead. Cadence had suspicions he regretted showing her how to clothe herself as he did, with pure energy. 

The things he brought for her were never ordinary or earthly. As she watched the dress waft down around her like a cloud of heavenly white, Cadence fancied that perhaps she was somehow too precious to wear what other humans wore...but then again, she wasn't human, was she? She nodded that affirmation to herself and tightened the lacings at her bodice, lifting her breasts prettily and, she hoped, enticingly. The rest of the dress was loose, hiding her shape so she wanted that one asset to show that she had indeed gotten her figure back. The garment brushed the floor as she spun and admired herself. Her shoulders were covered by small cap sleeves, her tresses tickling her exposed arms. T'lana laughed and clapped watching her mother dance around the room.*

Look T'lana! *she spun again and the dress fanned out around her and then she dropped to her knees, letting her daughter crawl onto the pristine expanse of white.* Pretty?

T'lana: Mommy pree...tee!

C - Yes...pretty, just like T'lana is pretty! *She hugged the child close and fell backwards, T'lana's babyish laughter accompanying her own. At last the door opened and T'than entered. When T'lana saw him she took faltering steps towards him, heedless of Cadence's dress.*

Tl: Da! *She reached up for him and cried again happily* DA!

 

GT: *He very much enjoyed seeing Cadence in the outfits he presented her with. They were often the products of his own imagination, when his mind found it needed to think of her... but when duty obliged him to clothe her for fear of becoming... distracted. And if once that distraction was displayed only in long silence, now, he had a physical reaction to care about. And T'than had to admit, it was not all too unpleasant to think of ways to undress her either. In that one moment though, his look was of love rather than wild lust. She did look beautiful...

He was distracted a moment too long. His daughter was clinging to his leg, her little hands gripping his jumpsuit and giving it a demanding pull. He allowed his lips to curve in a smile and picked her up. Like her mother, T'lana was nothing short of perfect.*

C - *T'lana's head was covered now with a fine cap of platinum hair. Cadence was astonished at her rate of growth. Only seven months old, the child looked to be about one year of age. Taelon genes were an interesting thing... The baby kicked contentedly in her father's embrace, hugging him and giving him little, wet kisses. She was dressed in a soft, pale yellow jumper, her tiny feet bare for she refused to wear shoes, disliking the confinement of them.*

GT: *Taelon offspring were never that forthcoming, but it was not something T'than resented in the least. He had a bond with his daughter that no Taelon before him had been allowed to create.* We are going for a walk *he said to the little girl, holding her easily with one arm.* Cadence, shall we?

C - Yes, I am ready to go, *she said, rising, going to where her newborn son lay and picking him up, making sure the blanket was secured around him.* Let's go see your new friend, Zo'rak, okay J'thir? *The baby grunted in his sleep but gave no other response that might lead anyone to think he was excited.*

 

GT: *His face was blank... T'than did not make any comment as to Cadence's words. But of one thing he was sure: until Zo'rak proved to be harmless, he would not allow any of this children near him without proper supervision! He waited for Cadence to stand by him and then turned and exited the room.*

C - *In the living room, Cadence spied a shiny box topped with a blue bow.* You brought it! *Picking it up and cradling it carefully in her free arm she smiled.* Thank you for getting it for me T'than. Naor'rin will enjoy it.

 

GT: So long as you like it, the rest is of no importance. *He did feel like giving her a present. His pent-up lust was no longer an issue after they had finally been together, after the birth. That did not mean, however, that the night was a time for sleep... Still, despite the lack of rest, T'than felt quite well. His duties in the colony had finally dropped into a routine, giving him a little more time for his family.*

C - *Into his main office they went and... they had company: half a dozen men and women with digital and holographic recording devices were in the outer office, and they stepped forward, a dark-haired woman ahead of all the rest.*

Dexter: Leader T'than, Samantha Dexter - Red Colony News Service. We are doing a piece on the new families here - mainly yours, as well as Minister Sc'orr and Naor'rin. Your people are curious about you and your family. Care to give us a statement?

 

C - *A small microphone was brought to his face and Cadence experienced a rather grizzly flashback of their visit to Earth. She tensed up but when a camera was aimed at her face she did affect a small and uncertain smile, though she said nothing.*

 

GT: Yes. *but not a yes that meant he would respond. His tone made it quite clear that he was not in the mood for talk.* Vacate my way. 

Dexter: Sir, *she cajoled, flashing a too-white smile,* we just want a few photos of you with Cadence and the children, so everyone can see what life is like for you when not running this ship; so we can show that life with a Taelon is not so different from that of the human families onboard. Perhaps even...a few words from Cadence?

GT: You should have done your homework, Miss Dexter. *he looked directly into the woman's eyes.* I do not speak of any issue pertaining to my family. But if all are so interested to speak of other people's lives, perhaps you would like to enlighten your fellow colleagues as to what you were doing last night... alone... with Ta'var in the holodeck. *he smirked, rather amused at how the woman's face blanked and then turned a visible shade of red* Good day...

 

*Before they had a chance to say anything else, T'than got hold of Cadence's hands and guided her out of the crowd.* To think they actually believe a news service is required to know what happens on this ship...

C - *She nodded, stunned yet knowing she should not be, that T'than's power reached far beyond the lotus chair on the bridge. It seeped into every corner of the ship, following every aspect of life aboard like an invisible shadow. She dared a small smile as her thoughts shifted to warmer topics; she was famous! People actually wanted to know about her and thought she was special. No matter what T'than said, Cadence could not help but be thrilled by that.*

 

GT: *To avoid any further interruption he entered the secret maze, exiting the walls just a corridor away from Sc'orr's quarters.* Sc'orr informed me he would be expecting us. Jor'rel is also expecting me in the infirmary - it would be wise to take J'thir for an examination. I can do it if you want to stay behind with Naor'rin. *there was of course, another intention to his gentleness: He wanted Jor'rel to run full scan of J'thir and hence, add another record to the database. He figured... there was only so much Cadence needed to know about it. Free willed as she was, she might not appreciate his ultimate objectives.*

C - Um...I guess that would be okay, *she said uncertainly. Thus far, J'thir had never been out of her sight. Her belly tickled unpleasantly with the thought of that changing so soon.*

~*~

Sc: Naor'rin they have arrived, *Sc'orr called softly when he heard the chime. T'than and Cadence were a stark contrast greeting him beyond the open door - he, ever-severe in black and she in angelic white. Yes, the analogy was apt, he thought before smiling and ushering them inside.* Hello. Cadence, you look lovely... *he arched a brow, his grin bigger*...as usual as well as this precious little girl here. *He took T'lana's pudgy hand into his fingers and squeezed it, eliciting a smile from the child.*

 

GT: *It was still somewhat a mystery to T'than how Sc'orr was able to act so relaxed, even contented, when strangers invaded his space and were close to his family. Though the younger Taelon had learned to accept such presences, he had never liked them. T'lana seemed to positively react to Sc'orr though, but T'than, as always did not receive a warm greeting... he would not requite it anyway.*

C - Thank you, *she said, blushing, watching as Sc'orr lifted the blanket to gaze down at the sleeping newborn.*

Sc: Ah, I see that J'thir is as busy as our son. *He smirked and led them all into his large sitting room. The glass table that had once fronted the long black sofa was gone, replaced with a blanket and baby toys.* I did not want T'lana to feel left out as the adults visit... *His words died and he smiled, watching Cadence practically slide off the sofa to the floor, holding up a bright orb for her son, but looking equally fascinated herself.* Well, we shall visit, right T'than? 

GT: That is the point to this encounter. *watching his family, he could not help thinking Cadence had as much of a child's spirit as their babies. But it had always been something that fascinated T'than. After thirty-five-hundred years of exploring the galaxy, nothing amazed him anymore. Well, at least, that was so until he had met Cadence. She had changed his life - his species' life!* But it appears Naor'rin is running late herself... 

Sc: Zo'rak kept her awake for much of the night, and so I wanted her to get extra rest this morning. She will be out shortly. *small smile*

 

C - *T'lana whined to be released from her father's arms and join the fun with her mother. J'thir was awake now, his golden eyes appearing to light up as glowing shapes were held before him.*

Sc: *Sc'orr decided to have a little fun while they waited for Naor'rin to emerge with her baby.* Do you not find it interesting... the way genes work?

GT: *He carefully watched T'lana as he put her down and she gave a few precarious steps towards her mother.* How so?

Sc: I cannot help but notice how... diminutive... J'thir is, compared to my son, and yet he is more than a week older than Zo'rak. 

GT: *He had to arch a brow at that comment. T'lana had finally reached her mother's knees, so T'than looked up and at Sc'orr. The older Taelon was taller than he was.* I do not see what that has to do with anything. *he looked at Sc'orr from head to toe, then smirked* Size is of little importance in the potential of a Taelon, Sc'orr. I am certain my son will follow his father's footsteps and become a great warrior. *he was looking back at Cadence, more exactly, at the little bundle of blankets inside which J'thir lay hidden. No one could call him a warrior at the moment... not by merely looking at him. But he was strong - T'than was sure of it, no matter what Sc'orr had meant to imply!*

Sc: *He smiled and nodded, his pride in his own child spurring him on into this little sparring contest.* Oh of course, of course, *he said jovially* You are correct about size not being a matter of importance. For instance, I am certain that someone who did not know of your position would ever consider that a Taelon of your... smaller stature could become a great warlord as you have become, as well as the leader of your kind. *Cadence had her back turned to him and he saw her pause and turn slightly but the old Taelon just offered an annoying and playful grin to his other Taelon guest.*

 

GT: Of course the opinion of that someone could never be taken into consideration for the narrow-mindedness of the one conceiving it. *he sounded very relaxed, though one could see the little wrinkles showing on each side of his eyes as his features tensed to stone.* On the other hand, matters of personality are much more preoccupying and precocious in revealing themselves. Zo'rak already appears to be very dependent on its parents, having kept you both awake last night.

Sc: *It took the discipline of ten-thousand years of learning to keep his relaxed appearance. The game was not nearly as entertaining when T'than was the one delivering the cutting remarks instead of receiving them. Sc'orr even had to remind himself that it was just a game, but where his mate and child were concerned it was next to impossible to take anything lightly.* Zo'rak merely...knows what he wants, and is not afraid to ask for it. *He sat back, a smile lighting his face. It was a good save.*

N: *At last she was ready, and dressed. She had opted for a white, simple but flowing gown at the last moment. Its many layers prevented it from being see-through. She wrapped the baby in a dark blue blanket. It made the paleness of his tiny jumpsuit and skin stand out incredibly, the same as his deep bright blue eyes.

She entered the room in tiny graceful steps. Even from behind the door she had heard little baby noises and her mate's voice as he talked to T'than. She had found it better to hasten given the increasingly aggressive tone of the leader's voice.*  

Hello. *she said brightly, nearly ignoring T'than's presence and focusing on Cadence and her children. Cadence was also dressed in white, and looking positively radiant.* Hmm, what do you know, we dressed to match.

C - *She rose and went to her friend, smiling happily.* Yes, but how come you look so much better than me? *she asked, admiring as she always did, Naor'rin's tall and curvy shape.* Look, they match too, *she said, pointing at the Taelons, both regal in black.*

 

N: *She looked behind her shoulder at the two Taelons, then smiled at Cadence.* They do... Our babies, on the other hand... *she moved so that the girl could peek at the baby she was holding. His dark hair and his iridescent eyes were very distinct. And despite T'than's opinion, Naor'rin was rather fond of that difference.*

C - Oh! *she cooed to the child in her arms,* He is beautiful Naor'rin. *She touched his little button nose, watching his eyes follow her fingertip.* Hi Zo'rak! I'm Cadence. Wow, you have such pretty eyes, like your Mommy...all different colors at once...amazing...

 

N: *Her lips curved in a warm smile.* He is. *she could not help but feel filled with a fuzzy sense of warmth every time she looked at her child. It was happiness, pride and a sense of fulfillment all at once.* The last few days have been nothing short of magical.

C - I know...*she whispered, her own sense of awe over her children delighting her. Taking her hand she led her to the blanket.* Sit down. I have a present for you and one for the baby too! *Tlana walked over and opened her arms to the Jaridian, smiling, revealing two tiny teeth in the front of her mouth.* 

 

N: Hi T'lana... *she said, bending down to talk to the child, and then kneeling down on the cushioned floor.*

Tl: N'rin! *she cried* T'lana sees N'rin!

 

N: *The little girl's footsteps were as uneasy as her attempt to speak, but it was most endearing.* I am happy to see you too... *it was incredible how fast they grew. It seemed like yesterday she had been holding her, a silent but already very perceptive baby... in the deep recesses of the Mothership. Another lifetime, indeed.* Come and meet Zo'rak.

Tl: *She sat contentedly on Naor'rin's knee as she was introduced to the baby boy, cocking her head sweetly as she heard another new name.* Z....

 

N: Zor-ak... *she pulled the blankets back so that T'lana could get a good view of her son.* He is very little, just like your brother.

Tl: *She listened as it was spoken again, her entire face lighting up as she shouted,* Zor! *pause* Zor Zor Zor! *She laughed and clapped her hands* Zor!

 

C - *She laughed,* That's close T'lana. Zor - rak.

Tl: Zor.

 

N: *She was distant, T'lana's words reaching her ears like a faraway echo. As if the utterance of a name so familiar - and despite the physical distance, ever so close - was not something she could react to stoically. It still upset her, and for a brief instant her focus had been her child, but her thoughts though, had been on Zo'or. For the moment, none of the baby's traits were akin to his true father's... but, that might change in time.*

C - Naor'rin, *she laughed* ...once she starts she won't shut up.

 

N: *The shine and focus returned to Naor'rin's eyes, and a faint smile adorned her lips when she faced Cadence.* Yes, but that is a good sign. She is very full of life.

 

Sc: Hmmm, much like someone else we know... *Cadence cast a playful glare over her shoulder but then brought her box to his mate.* Ah, I have been curious what is inside there.

C - You'll see, *she replied to him and then extended her hands to Naor'rin*  For you, *she said, noting a slight twist in the other girl's expression, but brushing it off as her own imagination. Naor'rin lifted the lid.* The little wrapped box is for Zo'rak. The other is for you.

 

N: *The sweet scent of fresh fruits filled her nostrils. Her system warned her at once that it wanted sustenance. The night had been long. Naor'rin had been too tired to eat, falling asleep the moment Sc'orr had taken over with their son. Then she had only had the time to get dressed and feed a very demanding and hungry Zo'rak.* Where did you get these? *they looked delicious!*

C - We have a real and producing hydroponic garden! That little purple thing is a plum, from my planet, and those little green things all in a bunch are grapes. I have tried them and they are really sweet. 

 

N: They look very appealing... *green was a colour that naturally appealed to her kind. Rather distractedly, she reached for a grape and bit down on it, feeling it crush and released its sweet juice in her mouth. It was different, but she liked the flavour.* Hmm... what else is there?

 

C - There are apples and oranges too - fruits of all seasons together. I think that is neat! *Pointing* I've never seen those little yellow things though, or that round one that is all different colors. What are they?

 

N: Those look more familiar... the yellow is from a wild tree that we had in my homeworld. Well, it is a shared legacy with the Taelons, it seems. The other... I'd risk saying it derived from another of our fruits. The shape is familiar, though the original size was smaller, and I do not recall it being so colourful. It's a little acidic, but it's very appealing because if you can withstand the initial discomfort, it actually turns sweet in your mouth. *she smiled, genuinely.* I used to love them as a child.

C - Hmmm, let me try one! *She took one of the round fruits and bit into its colorful flesh. Instantly her eyes watered and her face scrunched up. It was worse than a lemon! She couldn't decide which was worse - the overwhelming sourness that made her tongue curl up on itself of the way that the pulp stuck in her throat no matter how many times she swallowed trying to dislodge it.*

N: *Cadence's cheeks paled, and her eyes looked bigger as they watered a little. She looked like she was about to choke. Naor'rin looked at the girl, expectantly... she did love those fruits. The reaction of the acid with the saliva did indeed make them sweet, a little flowery even... after a while. The Jaridian began to worry.*  Are you... all right? *even T'lana was looking at her mother oddly.*

 

Sc: Cadence, *he chuckled,* you forget that the Jaridian palate is set up a bit differently than yours. Some flavors will be interpreted differently.

C - Yes well, this was definitely lost in the translation. *Sc'orr was openly grinning and T'than was amused as well, though his facial expression was unchanged, but she could feel it.* I am glad that I provide you both with such entertainment, *she groused.*

Sc: Indeed. *Oh the look on her face was priceless!*

N: I am sorry... *she sighed in relief at last. For a moment there, she had almost feared to have poisoned Cadence.* It does take some getting used to. The flavour is... strong. *she smiled, but at herself.* Your reaction reminds me of mine when I first tasted your pepper. I discovered it was no simple metaphor when they said it burned.

C - *T'lana sniffed at the colorful orb in her mother's hand and stuck her tongue out to taste it, falling on her rear end, making a face and shaking her head back and forth. Now it was Cadence's turn to laugh while she wiped away the drool from her daughter's chin.* Here Naor'rin, perhaps you should eat the rest. *grin*

N: Maybe later... *she took the fruit from Cadence's hand. She couldn't help feeling amused at the girl's obvious relief to be rid of it. Naor'rin set it down in the box, and her eyes fell on the tiny one still left unopened. Her delicate and long fingers brushed the ribbon that held on the lid.*

Sc: *He moved further down the long expanse of the sofa until his bent knees were against Naor'rin's back as she continued sitting on the floor, facing Cadence. He leaned forward and squeezed her arm, placing a small kiss on top of her dark head.* Let us see what they brought for Zo'rak...

C - *Watching as the little box was unwrapped she saw their curious expressions over what looked like a crystal orb with one flat side. Good - that meant they did not already have one!*

N: *She picked it up, very gently, from the velvet case, so the light could hit it fully. It was gorgeous, but the shape did not betray its usefulness.* I don't believe I have ever seen one of these... *her hand brushed Sc'orr's, a rather natural caress, and she handed him the orb.* It looks Taelon.

Sc: It is, *he said.*

C - It's to stimulate and develop his senses. You can affix it to a wall, or above Zo'rak's cradle, or set it on a table. Watch! *Waving her hand over the device it shimmered to life. Colorful light emanated in bright beams in all directions. Touching the sphere with just a fingertip, the light beams became three-dimensional shapes that spun slowly and changed color, turning into animals and then back into geometric shapes. Music tinkled soothingly.* 

N: Oooh... *it was really clever. It could buy her some more hours of sleep.*

C - You can program in your own faces and voices so he can see and hear you. When he is old enough his own thought patterns will be read, so he will be able to choose what he sees and hears.

N: *She smiled at Cadence* Thank you! That might indeed be handy. Zo'rak is... demanding.

GT: Over dependent, you mean. *he had been silent for a little too long.*

Sc: *His eyes were cold when they met T'than's, and his hand unconsciously tightened over Naor'rin's. He had had just about enough of T'than's implications that their son was somehow inferior to T'lana and J'thir.*

GT: *Watching was really useful - he had learned a lot about its advantages over the past few weeks, though he had kept away from the couple in front of him. They looked... intimate, and very comfortable at acting that way in the presence of others. T'than had never truly gotten there... and to him, it was even somewhat of a mistake. Anyway... back to being his bitchy self.* The orb is also a gift from me. It was designed with the purpose of helping the children develop a sense of discipline. It will also tell us the child's... shall we say, inclinations. *he knew Sc'orr and Naor'rin would understand precisely what he meant, though the words would be totally lost on Cadence.*

C - So, do you like it?

N: Yes... I am sure Sc'orr and I will put it to good use... *Zo'rak's eyes were already on the tiny device. They gleamed in just as many colours as the orb they watched.* 

Tl: *Reaching for the toy* Want!

C - No Sweetheart - that one isn't yours. You can play when we get home.

Tl: Mommy want!

C - No T'lana. Later.

Tl: Mom-my...WANT! Mine! *T'lana fell face down and kicked her feet, hitting the blanket with tiny, flailing fists. J'thir, hearing the angry ruckus, also began to cry. Cadence picked him up and rocked him, her other hand stroking T'lana's back.*

N: *From one moment to the next, the situation became pure chaos. Luckily, she had fed Zo'rak not so long ago, and with a full stomach her son's senses were a little drowsy. His eyes were wide though, and he grimaced when the orb disappeared from sight. Naor'rin hurried to rock him, to stop a third voice from joining the chorus.* It's all right, you can let her play with it for now if you want.

GT: No! *he intervened at once, picking up the object and setting it on the nearest table, away from the children’s sight.* 

Sc: Really T'than, if it will calm her, what is the harm in it? She is just an infant after all.

GT: She must learn that she will not to get her way every time she decides to wreck havoc. *he looked at Cadence intently.* It is extremely hard to correct such behaviour in later stages of life. *though he had to admit, hearing his children cry was something akin to torture.*

C - I am sure I don't know what you mean, *she said, pursing her lips, stung by his subtle slur.*

GT: *Resolute, he approached Cadence and extended his arms to receive his crying son.* I think it is time we decrease the concentration of babies in this room. *he could hear a voice whining, menacing to turn to loud crying. And... well, he just wasn't in the mood for such a deafening symphony!* 

C - Are you going somewhere?

GT: I shall take J'thir to see Jor'rel now. *he knew Cadence probably wouldn't oppose. She clung to every tiny moment of freedom he gave her.*

C - Oh... *Her concentration was pulled back to her daughter, who upon noticing her mother's empty arms, promptly took J'thir's place, sniffling softly as she lay against her shoulder.*

Sc: *He stood, heading for the door with his guest* I am sure that Cadence and T'lana will enjoy their visit until you return.

C - *Knowing T'than could still see them, and still angry over his earlier comments she picked up the glass sphere and gave it to T'lana.* Shhh...I know I know...Daddy is mean. 

Tl: Da mean to T'lana, *she pouted, calm now that she had at last gotten her way.*

 

GT: *His eyes narrowed somewhat. It wasn't over... clearly. But he was not about to give Cadence her way and have a fight. No, he would deal with it later. He always did. His authority would not be undermined!*

C  - *She didn't say anything, only grinned at her mate in a challenging manner and sticking her tongue out at him before he left. T'lana, now happy to share, was showing the colorful orb to baby Zo'rak.*

Tl: Bay-bee...see? Pwetty! See Zor?

C - *It was as though T'lana had created the orb herself and was proud of the miracle she now bestowed upon the tiny infant who watched her move it near his face attentively.* He really is adorable; you and Sc'orr must be so proud! 

 

N: *She was distracted watching the two infants communicating in their own childish ways. T'lana stumbled in her speech; little Zo'rak could only speak through the silence of his facial expressions, the shine in his eyes and the restless little movements of his arms. He was clearly excited about the new object and the new presence.* We are. *she replied, gazing at Cadence for a moment, then focusing back on the children.* He is a little different from your children, and possibly from all the other hybrids. But he is ours. *he was, in fact, the celebration of her union with Sc'orr and the beginning of her new life.*

C - That dark hair is going to drive the girls wild someday! 

 

N: *She laughed and this time, looked up and kept eye contact with Cadence.* I do like the combination of his dark hair and his bright eyes. And he is already very vivacious. I have a feeling he will keep our hands full, but also, that he will grow up to be strong and wise, like his father. *she meant Sc'orr, and the words had left her mouth without hesitation. She realized it then, and it was actually a relief.*

C - Naor'rin, why didn't you make his name sound more like Sc'orr's? Sco'rak or something. Every time T'lana says 'Zor,' I can't help but think of Zo'or.

 

N: *That was it. Cadence's comment disarmed her. Her heart leaped into her throat and seemed to stay there, constricting her vocal cords and rendering her silent. Naor'rin was also aware of Sc'orr's proximity in the back of her mind...*

Sc: *He had just come back in and now he stood, his somber eyes locked upon his mate before uttering quietly.* I... have some work that must be attended to in my office. * # I will let you talk to her alone. You have my blessing in whatever you decide to reveal.# 

 

N: # Thank you...# *her eyes had dropped again. That issue made her feel shame, even though she shouldn't. It was infuriating, very frustrating and sad as well.* 

Sc: *He nodded to her once and looked wistfully at the baby in her arms. He knew he should not dwell on it but he still wished... No! He corrected himself; Zo'rak was his! DNA did not make a parent - love, and guidance did. Commitment did! He had each in mass quantities.*

 

N: *She noticed Sc'orr's distance increasing even before hearing the door close behind him. He had weakened their link, allowing her privacy. Zo'rak felt it too and was a little restless, but Naor'rin cooed at him and rocked him gently, rendering him quiet. Her thoughts were confused though, and she was transported to that moment in time, when she had met with Zo'or and he had not felt him. Their child. Their dream, brought up by her nightmare and arriving in their lives a moment too late.*

C - *Now alone, she tapped her friend to bring her back from whatever thoughts she had escaped to.* Naor'rin? Hello? Cadence to Naor'rin?

 

N: *She blinked. Her vision had gone blurry. With a deep breath, she closed her eyes keeping the tears at bay.* Yes?

C - Did I...say something wrong?

 

N: *She shook her head* No. *she paused, as her words had been weak and choked. She swallowed and then continued.* Zo'rak is a the name of an ancient warrior, and a great leader. He belonged to neither the Taelon nor the Jaridian race. He came before the time of the split up, and was an active fighter against it. I thought it would fit my child, born of the reunion of both races, to wear that name. *a faint smile played on her lips.* Zo'rak has in him pieces of my old life: my blood, hence, my kind's blood...as well as the Taelon genes and energy of his biological father. He saw my final days as liaison and the few months I lived and breathed for war and vengeance that followed. He saw me back in the Taelons' hands, turning a page in my life, letting go of a great love to embrace that which would be my future. 

C - *She looked rather in awe, but then she smiled.* What a wonderful way to choose his name, and what a story you will have to tell him when he is old enough. I am sorry that I oversimplified the issue; Zo'rak will be proud to have such a name when he learns of the honor behind it. *She paused then, her eyes squinting slightly as she watched her friend with her baby. Even though Naor'rin was now looking down at her son and smiling, Cadence could still easily sense her sorrow.* But...there is something more, isn't there - something that is making you sad? *She leaned forward on her knees, placing a hand on the other's shoulder where it slid down to rest on her arm.* Will you tell me what it is?

 

N: *She paused, unsure of whether to reveal it or not. Would Cadence understand? T'than could be barbaric towards her, still, she had always stayed with him because she loved him. Naor'rin had walked away from Zo'or when some would assume it was too late to do so: carrying his child.* Zo'rak.. *she started, and her eyes dropped. Her son was becoming restless, no doubt sensing her own distress.* Hold him for me, please. 

C - *She cradled the tiny bundle in her arms, kissing his sweet little face. T'lana babbled softly to herself, still engrossed with Zo'rak's toy which now sent glittering streams of light all around her.* He is content, but you are not. Please tell me what's wrong?

 

N: *Only when the child was safely in Cadence's arms, and obviously distracted by that new and jovial face that greeted him, did Naor'rin continue, releasing words she knew would be shocking.* Zo'rak... is Zo'or's biological son.

C - *She couldn't mask her look of surprise, so she looked down at the baby. It was strange to think that that innocent little face that looked back at her...had been created by the calculating former Synod leader. Upon first being posted to bridge duty she had been fascinated with him, even to the point of a little crush. Later, Naor'rin had confided that Zo'or was her mate. Then, Cadence had gotten to know him better through his visit to her hospital room, the trial, and the presentation of her then newborn daughter. The impressions had not been the best and her fascination had died. There had been one final meeting, when Cadence still believed that Naor'rin had left after being marked a traitor; Zo'or had been so angry with her for reasons he had not explained. Then, Naor'rin had returned - not a traitor, and suddenly, she was with Sc'orr. She had never thought to ask how that had happened - it was really none of her business. Absorbed in family life, she had forgotten about it...until now.* I think I finally understand why you are with Sc'orr. I always knew Zo'or to be unscrupulous, but...to leave you for another colony when you were pregnant with his child... That...is just low!

 

N: *She was at loss for words. Naor'rin should have guessed that would be Cadence's reaction. Because indeed, Cadence would only have left T'than if T'than actually deserted her. Which he never would.* It was not he who left me. In fact, Zo'or does not know he has a son. *she sounded sad, though at the same time sarcastic when she added* In a sense, he doesn't have. For all concerned, Zo'rak is Sc'orr's child. It was he who stood by me through my pregnancy, as well as the birth. Zo'or gave the genes *well, forced them upon her was closer to the truth.* ...but that was all. 

C - *She looked down, rocking Zo'rak, trying to digest all the information, knowing that there must have been details left out and not exactly sure how to broach the topic - not even sure how to respond to Naor'rin's words.* From my...own experiences, I know that Zo'or can be very cold; all Taelons can be...but... *she looked up at last*...I do not mean to sound indelicate but, regardless of Zo'or's behavior, how could you in good conscience not tell him that you were pregnant? I mean...he was your mate...once.

N: Zo'rak was... unexpected. I only knew I was pregnant when I reached Jaridia, two months after my incarceration as a traitor. You know my state of mind at that time. It was Zo'or's manipulations that nearly drove me mad, but Sc'orr was the one who rescued me... *her fingertips brushed Zo'rak's chubby arms* ...us, from that hell. I spoke to Zo'or one last time, in the third month of pregnancy. He... did not feel his own son, Cadence.

C - *She looked genuinely shocked; whatever Zo'or had done to her was so devastating and had distanced them so much that he did not even sense the child!* How awful... *Her voice shook with little, rounded waves.* T'than could feel T'lana's presence days after her conception. He knew she was his. It must have taken a lot of courage for you to go to him then...

N: I just wanted to make sure. In that moment I knew, Zo'rak's father could only be Sc'orr. My love for Zo'or had died a little every day when my heart was consumed with hatred, and it's now just a sparkle of what it once was. I do not think it will ever die entirely; but all of me belongs to Sc'orr now.

C - I'm so sorry, *she said, shaking her head and wishing she could say something more helpful - something that would ease Naor'rin's heartache but no words came.* Does anyone else know?

N: T'than knows, of course, as well as Jor'rel. I tell you because we are friends, and I know I can trust you with this knowledge. But as far as all others are concerned... my son is Sc'orr's son.

C - I would never tell anyone else, I promise. You are right anyway - Zo'rak is Sc'orr's son. All you have to do is look at him and it's easy to see how much he loves him. How much he loves you. 

 

N: Yes, we are very much in love with each other. *she looked down at her son. He looked so at peace. Oddly enough, so did Naor'rin. Yes, she had made the right choice. Every passing day made her a little more aware of that.* And we will have to wait a little, but we want to give Zo'rak a sibling soon.

 

C - Oh, that will be wonderful! Please make it soon; I feel...rather ahead of everyone with two children. *She laughed then and, smiling, she leaned forward to embrace Naor'rin.* I am so happy for you, and that your journey ended back here, with us. 

 

N: *She hugged the girl back; a simple gesture that meant the world. She found acceptance: her new life, her new world was telling her that she was welcomed through Cadence's embrace.* So am I. I cannot imagine myself living anywhere else but here, with Sc'orr as my mate, and you as my friend. *her eyes caught movement and caught a glimpse of T'lana, visibly protesting.* Ooh, and let us not forget T'lana too. *the girl looked a lot happier now, and her innocence transpired to Naor'rin's smile.*

Tl: T'lana...ME! *she shouted and pointed to herself happily and then clapped her hands together. Cadence and Naor'rin were smiling and laughing with her and the little girl clapped again, feeling their peace, and their happiness.*
Book Twenty-One
Part Two
It’s All In the Genes
GT: *Leaving Cadence behind, and alone with Naor'rin was a small price to pay. He would rather have her distracted while he gathered information of his son. He hadn't been so diligent with T'lana, maybe because he did not expect so much from her as he did from J'thir. J'thir would be his legacy. He would probably assume the leadership of the colony in the future. 

Jor'rel was already waiting for him. T'than had called the healer shortly after leaving his quarters. Jor'rel had sounded somewhat exasperated. As if... T'than had interrupted something important. With a smirk, the General thought to himself  what he had most likely interrupted.  But it did not matter: the job of a healer demanded that he be on duty at any time. 

His broad, though graceful footsteps led him to the infirmary in a few minutes. He passed a few people in the halls, and though he was holding his son - or maybe, precisely because of that - none of them approached him or even spoke to him. There were a few nods of respect that T'than did not return for the most part.

At last he was in the infirmary. Instead of going to the emergency wings, T'than went to a room by Jor'rel's personal office. The old Taelon was there, looking rather flustered... and comical, in his long and loose robes that T'than now knew had a hidden purpose other than fashion murder.* Greetings, Jor'rel. 

Jor: Greetings T'than, *he said, nodding, affecting his usual and jovial demeanor though, in truth he wished that the General would accept alternate healers sometimes so his moments of privacy would be assured of not being ended prematurely. It was ironic; in the beginning T'than had almost refused his services and now, his services were the only ones he would accept. Scanning over T'than and the infant in his arms he grew quizzical.* Is everything all right?

 

GT: *As he entered the room, the door materialized behind his back.* Why should it not be? *he sounded a little too casual - in fact, his tone bordered on sarcastic.*

Jor: Your summons indicated urgency. I was concerned that Cadence or one of the children was ill.

 

GT: They are all perfectly fine... but you appear displeased to be here. *he arched a brow and his tone changed to offended.* It would almost appear you deem it more proper to engage in whatever activity you were involved with beyond your duty, than to heed my summons.

Jor: You may trust that nothing I do in my off-hours is as important as you or your family, T'than, *he placated patiently.* I just wish you to be aware that Jen'vei is quite capable in his duties and is here to serve on a moment's notice when I am not in attendance of the unit.

 

GT: Jen'vei is... *he thought of the word* ...inexperienced. Furthermore, what brings me here is of your responsibility. I wish to know of your findings on the hybrids.

Jor: *He motioned for T'than to follow him into an exam room and lay the infant on the table. Gently he unwrapped the light blue blanket that surrounded him, smiling as the child watched him.* Hello, little J'thir. And how are you this fine day? *The baby did not respond at first but then made burbling noises with his lips.* Ah, I see. *He opened the front panel of the soft pajamas he wore to expose most of his tiny body. The baby grabbed at the lighted scanner being moved over him and brought it to his mouth to suckle.* Oh, I am certain that your mother tastes much better... *He pulled it away, eliciting a small protest from the boy but T'than came close to soothe him and the healer quietly continued his readings.*

 

GT: *He was looking down at his son, his hands glowing softly, taking his attention away from Jor'rel's scanning device. He was somewhat anxious - hence the urgency of that encounter - but it did not transpire to his tone of voice.* Do you have any conclusive findings on the children? 

Jor: Yes, I have the results of the tests and scans from both T'lana and Zo'rak, and have begun the database. I will add J'thir to it after I gather a sample of his energy.

 

GT: Yes... but, have you detected any abnormality in either of them? *he was still concerned. T'than tried not to give it much thought, but much could still happen. Dor'mah had been a failure - granted that she had been conceived as a result of a mistake rather than deliberately. If any of the new children revealed any sign of physical illness as a result of genetic imcompatibilities it could be disastrous for the future of the colony.* Are they all we hoped? *It was a rather strange choice of words for a Taelon - after all, hope was not a rational thing.*

Jor: *He merely smiled when T'than asked the most important question - a question that had obviously been burning and boiling in the back of his mind. He deliberately said nothing; it was his minor revenge for having to leave Jenny alone in their bed. Taking J'thir's miniature hand, he gently uncurled his fingers and pressed a slim stem of glass against his palm.*

 

GT: Answer me! *the healer had not even turned from whatever it was he was doing to face him.*

 

Jor: I heard you T'than - just a moment. *Another smile he donned to annoy, placidly watching as the slim tube began to glow with J'thir's energy.* Good boy. All done.

 

GT: *His patience was growing thin. One could tell by the unnaturally rigid movements of T'than's fingers as he worked on J'thir's clothes.*

Jor: *Stepping away he placed the flask on a countertop and finally answered while T'than redressed his son.* I believe that you will find the results most interesting though perhaps... unexpected.

 

GT: *Unexpected was not good. It was never good. It meant something had failed along the way. Something that had escaped their control.* What do you mean?

Jor: T'lana and Zo'rak are both strong and healthy, the Taelon factors of their genetic structure will not affect their ability to have children at all. These hybrid children will indeed be the solution we had hoped for.

 

GT: *It looked like a weight had been lifted from his back, because suddenly T'than looked much more relaxed. Even his stern features wore a rare sense of peace. Still, some of the tension was still lingering in the corners of his eyes.* And what of the unexpected discovery?

Jor: The interesting part was what the readings showed in regard to compatibility:

T'lana and Zo'rak are compatible with each other. The children they would produce together would be perfect. *He tilted his head, preparing himself for the inevitable response.*

 

GT: *T'than was completely disarmed. It showed in the way his body tensed up again; the way his fingers closed around themselves and the knuckles turned pale.* What? *it was barely a hiss.* Are you jesting with me, Jor'rel? Because if you are, this is not entertaining in the least!

Jor: I can assure you that your entertainment is the furthest thing from my mind. *He swiveled on his toes, his gold robe fluttering outward and revealing the violet tunic and pants he wore beneath it. Handing T'than a datapad he added,* See for yourself.

GT: *He practically snatched the datapad from Jor'rel's hands. He stared at the screen as though he wanted it to change according to his will. Yet... the numbers did not lie. A ninety-eight percent compatibility was irrefutable.* This cannot be. You must have made a mistake! I am certain that if you increase the variables, the results will change!

Jor: The results do not lie; the procedures used to arrive at them were exacting and since I know that you would not allow me as your healer if you did not already know of my thoroughness, I trust that this satisfies the argument? *He arched a ridge knowingly.*

 

GT: *He looked at Jor'rel with the same set of eyes that had scrutinized the datapad - wishing he would implode! But that was only because the healer was right - T'than knew him to be thorough in his work, and to know more of hybrids than common Taelons, if only because his horizons were much broader.* I refuse to accept this! *he nearly broke the datapad when he smashed it against the table. J'thir shifted with the noise and protested, but did not cry.*

Jor: Why are you so upset? Sc'orr and Naor'rin are two of the extreme few you allow in your circle. I would think that the prospect of a mating between Zo'rak and T'lana would be looked upon positively.

 

GT: You think wrong! Zo'rak is... Jaridian. One would think that is enough to compromise his genetic legacy, but to make matters worse... he is Zo'or's son! However good a parent Sc'orr is, he cannot change that. *T'than was positively livid! Of all the children yet to be born, Zo'rak was the last the general wanted for a... son in law.* Sha'bra! I will not allow it! *it suddenly dawned on him that as they spoke, T'lana was sharing the same square feet as his nemesis' son.*

Jor: Despite what you may believe now, your daughter will want to make her own choices one day. The chance that she would choose Zo'rak from what will be a much larger population of her generation by then are small, but it could happen.

 

GT: It is not that small... as you pointed out yourself, Naor'rin and Sc'orr are some of the few that I allow near my family. Perhaps I should change that... for the benefit of all. *He was pacing back and forth without realizing it. Didn't Jor'rel see? He himself had inadvertedly chosen Cadence because they were compatible. It was not such a simple issue, but chemistry had much to do with the matter, and energetic attraction was undeniable.*

Jor: Guiding her destiny is a simple matter now when she still fits in your arms...

 

GT: If well manipulated, I can make my influence last for a very long time. I cannot allow her to make such a great mistake. Especially when it is yet to be proven that Zo'rak's existence is harmless. *his eyes narrowed as he stopped and looked at the healer.* 

Jor: Are you saying that you intend to choose her mate for her? 

 

GT: That is precisely what I am saying. And it will not be Zo'rak.

 

Jor: And... what about J'thir?

 

GT: I will trust my son to make a wise decision, when the time comes. He will most likely inherit the leadership of this colony.

Jor: Ah I see; so he is to be groomed as a leader while T'lana has her life choices decided for her. I doubt she would allow that... *Unless she was raised to believe such was the natural order. Looking at T'than's resolute manner, it was certainly within his moral template to do so.* I could not proceed like that were they my children...

 

GT: But they are not! So you waste your core energy on speculation. *he returned his attention to J'thir.* My daughter will never bond with a... mongrel. *he was keenly aware of the cruelty of his words, but he needed to act now!* I am increasingly convinced that the database is of utmost importance if we are to make certain we have a future. And I see nothing else but success for my children.

Jor: I agree, and if they inherit both yours and Cadence's strength and spirit, then I doubt that something as trivial as DNA strands would impede such success. As for Zo'rak, he is no mongrel. In fact, I need to speak with you about him.

 

GT: *He stopped in his tracks, his eyes inquisitive and at the same time, accusing. He looked evil... not unlike how he used to before knowing Cadence.*  What have you discovered?

Jor: Naor'rin's Jaridian DNA is just the sort of random factor that could fortify our gene pool; if Zo'rak shows such compatibility with the Taelon/Human hybrids I have no reason to doubt that the children she and Sc'orr produced would be any different. The edict you have implemented needs to be lifted; she should try to conceive as soon as possible.

 

GT: I do not concur. *both his hands took their usual place behind his back. His chin was lifted in his oh-so arrogant manner. He meant business.* Zo'rak is a menace. His potential is no doubt far greater for violence than for reason. I am already being tolerant in allowing Naor'rin the time to prove me wrong. I could simply decree a prohibition to procreate. *in fact, he only did not do so because he held Sc'orr in high account... and Naor'rin knew too much. So, buying time was all the damage control he could afford at the moment.*

Jor: *He was extremely exasperated by this point.* There is no proof whatsoever that her children will have any more tendency toward violence that yours will! *His words were heated even carried on his soft voice. T'than could be a violent individual and his attitude now was pure elitist hypocracy!* If you truly want what is best for this colony, Naor'rin should have several children in this generation. Because she now is blessed with our longevity, she should do this for several generations to come. Her genes added into the population can only strengthen us.

 

GT: If what you say is true... then we should indeed keep her from breeding. Naor'rin's Jaridian genes represent a limited variety. Perhaps in the first generations they would be beneficial, but not in the long run. We need to make sure our children are homologous in temper and genes. Otherwise... we will have another war on our hands. I will not have that in the future of my children, Jor'rel!

Jor: I understand your desire for biological homology and such similarities are beneficial up to a certain extent. But on the genetic level we need to strive towards variety. Naor'rin's DNA offers that.

GT: *He paced around the table. J'thir was silent, contented sucking his own thumb. So human... so fragile. At least, for now. They needed someone strong, someone with a vision and capability of making sacrifices to ensure their future. One small mistake now could propagate exponentially in time, and become a fatal error. 

 

T'than's hand reached out for his child's. The infant got a hold of a finger and squeezed tightly.* Naor'rin is only one. She could never give us enough children to make a difference. 

Jor: Any addition to our gene pool would be helpful, and as each child mated and produced their own children there would be additional blending. You speak as though you wish to isolate she and her family. That would not be ethical...

GT: *He sounded calmer now.* You are right, I cannot isolate them. *he lifted his chin and his eyes met Jor'rel's* You are vowed to silence on this issue. I want none of it to reach Naor'rin's or Sc'orr's ears. I believe they would very much welcome the idea of their son and my daughter... *Ah, blasphemy! *

Jor: Indeed; I believe they would.

GT: *The mere thought made him ill! But perhaps... that was simply the initial result. Zo'rak might well be compatible with other females. Though at the moment, there were none to compare.*

Jor: I will hold my silence, but as I informed you previously, I will not do anything to thwart conception. She has agreed to your order that she not have anymore children for the present time, but that is her choice.

 

GT: I maintain my position. Naor'rin will wait. As you said, she has a greater lifespan so we can afford the time wasted. Furthermore, I prefer to be safe than sorry. *he picked up his son, rocking him absentmindedly.* In the meantime, there is yet another issue I would like to address. What of the children in the womb? As far as genetic contributions go, they are of great value to us.

Jor: *He pursed his lips, looking thoughtful; he had visited the womb, gazing at the glowing pods containing the Taelons' unrealized future.* Agreed. *His hands made fluid motions, sometimes disappearing into the folds of his voluminous clothing only to reappear and begin the cycle all over again.* Before our ships went their separate ways I had cogitated a plan with Mit'gai and Cal'lar which involved collecting and cloning our core energy, much as we did so we could move forward with the separation, except this time the mass storage would be used to revive our children. As you know, emergence will require great quantities for each fetus.

 

GT: *He nodded* That is the main reason why we chose to relegate them to the womb. But things are changed now. And alas, I was away from Taelon affairs for far too long to know of all details. *indeed, he still had to gather time to study many files and folders. Though Taelon language simplified the texts, he had lost a great deal.*

 

Jor: It was decided that this could be done en masse once we arrived at our planned destination... but that is three centuries away. *He was now feeding the sample of J'thir's energy into a testing device, his back slightly turned to T'than.* The disadvantage of this is that we have to wait, while over a dozen generations of possibly compatible humans live and die, not to mention the logistics involved of reviving and caring for almost three-hundred Taelon infants once our three ships rejoin.

 

GT: Yes, those too are my thoughts. Furthermore... if those Taelon children are revived too many years from now, they will have missed these times of change. It would be unfair for our children to awaken at such a moment. But energy remains a concern... *something little J'thir, who was close to falling asleep in his father's arms, did not have to worry about.*

Jor: I have reflected on the issue for some time; I believe that it could be advantageous to revive the children as the energy becomes available. 

GT: *He looked from his child and directly at Jor'rel. The healer was still busy, watching as the vial he held changed its colour after he added something to it.* How so?

Jor: We could revive two to three of the Taelon infants every decade. By the time we reach the planet Sharlu'un, we would have revived nearly all of the ones we now safeguard, all the while releasing new Taelon DNA into our population at a steady rate as these children mature and take mates. This will also make caring for them easier; there are not enough Taelons aboard to care for them all at once even if we could awaken them all now, and I do not believe that it would be wise, not to mention allowed, for human couples to raise them.

GT: *He couldn't help but smirk* I have no problems concurring with that finding. Humans would be as much at loss to deal with our children, as our children would to deal with them. After all, we are born with a great deal of genetic knowledge. It is... unnatural for an already superior being to be raised by an inferior. *he noticed Jor'rel stopped what he was doing; a moment's hesitation that betrayed the will to say words that would never leave the healer's mouth.*

Jor: Only those pairings composed of a Taelon and a human will be acceptable. *Letting his devices analyze J'thir's energy he left the room, knowing T'than was following him. Once in his office he waved open a panel in the wall. It took him a moment to input the many codes which kept it locked, but it opened finally with a hiss. From its dark depths he withdrew a padded case that was slightly bigger than his hand and gave it to the General.*

GT: *Arranging the light weight that was his son in one arm, he accepted the tiny box from Jor'rel.* What is this? *he did not recognise it from any of his tours to the infirmary. And they had been many and long over the past years.*

Jor: Open it, *he said matter-of-factly. T'than's face took on a blue glow as he lifted the lid, revealing two glowing orbs the size of golf balls.* 

GT: *He felt it, now that the energy was not completely confined. Even the small J'thir opened his huge gold eyes to look curiously at what his father held. Never in all the years they had spent on Earth had he seen such a great amount of concentrated core energy.* Where have you retrieved this from? *it would appear that there were things that he, even as a leader, still did not know.*

Jor: We did not expend all of our energy ration during the split; each of those would revive one of our children. I believe that you have two in the womb...

GT: *That which he was holding... was life. The key to the life of his Taelon children. It was too precious a gift. T'than was silent, the blue energy playing with his features as liquid-like shadows moved over his pale skin.*

Jor: When J'thir and T'lana are a bit older so they are not taxing so much of Cadence's energy... you could awaken the others. I am certain that you could instruct her as to how to care for them. It is not so different from what she is doing after all.

GT: *He closed his palm, thus closing the tiny lid and hiding away the dancing energy.* It is very different. *in truth, he was rather unsure he himself would know how to deal with his children. He had never raised one. And... the ones he had raised, children of others... the image of L'syr shadowed his thoughts but he cast it away and focused on the issue at hand.* How is Cadence to feed them?

Jor: I realize that she cannot offer them nourishment...

GT: No... though I was always the second parent, that would have to be my own responsibility. The leader's seat is already a very demanding responsibility. Raising two children would divert me from my duty.

Jor: *He smiled knowingly.* So it would not interfere with your ability to lead, I can fashion a device you can use to collect your essence so during your absence Cadence could...bottle feed them. *eyeridge arch*

GT: *He had to admit, it was tempting... and he knew he wouldn't have any other raise his children! There were enough orphans to be handed to Taelons who had either already lost their children, or had only one on the womb to raise.* It is not time. Not yet.

Jor: *Taking back the case he slipped it back into its place and closed the panel.* It is waiting for you... for when you... for when you are both, ready.

GT: *He nodded at the healer. For a moment, T'than almost did not seem T'than. He was introspective and thoughtful, almost distant. After a while, he finally spoke.* If you have nothing else to report about J'thir, I believe it is time for me to leave. 

Jor: No, nothing for now. Until more children are born I will not have anyone to compare against J'thir's readings. For now, he has been added to our database. I am sorry to have delayed you; I did not realize that you had another appointment.

GT: Cadence is with Naor'rin for a visit, and I have exceeded the time that it is safe to leave her alone...

Jor: I see. I am certain she is quite safe with them, T'than. *He did not allow his bemusement to show; he thought T'than's concerns were absurd.*

 

GT: *Yes, Cadence might be. But T'lana was not...* I know of what I speak. *he nodded, clearly saying good-bye to the healer.*

Jor: *He nodded and replied,* Good evening then, *and went to return to his chambers.*

~^~

*Cadence barely noticed Sc'orr rise to answer the chime. When T'than entered the room she was clapping and Naor'rin was laughing.* Say it again, say it again T'lana!

Tl: T'lana loves bay-bee Zor........rak! *She grinned, proud of herself and leaned over to kiss the baby that Cadence was holding and cooing at.*

 

C - Did you hear that?

 

GT: *He wished he hadn't! All the relaxation he had learned to wear around Sc'orr and Naor'rin was gone. And he looked... pale. J'thir shifted in his arms and protested. He had probably felt his mother's presence... and his father's tension. He did not say a word though as he passed by Sc'orr and came closer to Cadence.*

 

C - T'lana loves you Zo'rak! Naor'rin... he is just the sweetest!

 

N: *She knew T'than was already there. His shadow was looming over them, and soon enough, he was standing behind Cadence. She could glimpse at the child the leader was holding. A little arm had just peeked from the blankets and was now pulling at T'than's jumpsuit.* So is your son. I am very glad Zo'rak does not have to be alone. *Those words were obviously for T'than. After what he had decreed concerning her next pregnancy, Naor'rin had been truly afraid that he would also decree Zo'rak's isolation. That could only turn against T'than himself one day, to raise a child in loneliness when the others' reality was so much different* And I can tell from the start T'lana is really fond of him. *she bent over to look at her own child.* Ooh, and he looks so happy too. You have to come by more often Cadence. I am not assigned to any job at the moment, so when Sc'orr is away it becomes really lonely. I am sure you feel the same about T'than's absence.

C - Yes, I do. *she cast blinking, petulant eyes up at her mate.* I would love to come over though! T'lana and J'thir can have playdates with Zo'rak!

Tl: T'lana loves Zo....Zor!

 

GT: *Hmm, maybe it wouldn't be such a bad thing after all to find Naor'rin something to do... with different shifts from Sc'orr. That would not only keep them apart, it would mean at least one of them would have to stay with Zo'rak. And he would make sure it was Sc'orr when Cadence was alone - he would never let her be alone with him. It was subtle enough and it served his purposes.* 

C - Can we come back soon T'than?

GT: Yes, we will return more often, I am certain... *his eyes were predatory as he looked down at the child Cadence was holding.* Hand Zo'rak back to his parents Cadence. It is time we leave. 

C - *She gave the child a last kiss and gently returned him to his mother.* I bet that soon Zo'rak will have a little brother or sister of his own; then we will really have our hands full, won't we Naor'rin? *Again that pained expression that never made it past her eyes but this time Sc'orr seemed uncomfortable as well. She wanted to ask about it but T'than had gripped her beneath her arm and was pulling her up adamantly.* Okay okay I'm coming. Keep your knickers on, *she complained.* 

 

N: *With Sc'orr's aid, she got back on her feet. She leaned against his chest, seeking the solace of his arms. The wait wouldn't be long, she was sure of it. Zo'rak was perfect and they would raise him well!* It looks like you have to go. *a sad smile curved her lips.*

C - Bye Naor'rin, see you soon!

 

N: *She raised her hand.* Good-bye. *Sc'orr's lips touched the back of her head before he moved forward to accompany their guests.*

Sc: *At the door he smiled at Cadence and patted her back.* Thank you for visiting. You made Naor'rin happy.

C - I was happy too.

Sc: Of course. *Then he looked at his leader* They did have an enjoyable time; T'lana gets on with Zo'rak quite well. Perhaps in the future we could be looking at a bonding. *smile*

 

GT: Indeed... *his tone was so cold, it looked like the room temperature had dropped several degrees. He still caught a glimpse of the Jaridian and her child. Sc'orr had to be jesting...* Good day, Sc'orr... *without another word he urged Cadence forward and they disappeared down the hall.* 
Book Twenty-One
Part Three
People Can Surprise You
[Takes place about a week after "All In The Genes" ]
*Cadence openly cringed when she heard Monica's voice ring out, the bell-like sound chasing her fast footsteps down the empty corridor. She was stuck in the A-Wing of the infirmary while T'than officially welcomed the new medical staff with Jor'rel. She knew he disliked such forays into 'Political nonsense,' as he called it. But, it was a part of his duty as leader and so he complied, albeit grudgingly.

She turned to see the tall girl just coming up behind her, dressed in a plain gray jumpsuit, her long auburn hair tied back in a low ponytail.* 

Monica: Cadence! Hey, didn't you hear me?

C - Uh...no...I must have been lost in thought... *She tensed, waiting for the onslaught of angry words she was certain Monica would assault her with; after all, because of her, Monica went to S'lir's bed completely unprepared!

Mon: Oh no problem! I know how that is. *She leaned forward, going serious, her deep blue eyes riveted on Cadence* I have had a lot on my mind too...

C - # Oh here it comes...# *She smiled nervously* Of that I am sure. *But the girl did not continue, instead switching to another topic.*

Mon: Oh, are your children here? I have just got to grab opportunity when it knocks so I wanted to ask if I could see your babies. Can I?

C - *She swallowed, trying to extinguish visions of Monica's hands around her throat.* Sure... *She led her into her room. J'thir was asleep in his oval cradle that rocked ceaselessly, suspended between its two sets of metallic prongs.

Mon: *She looked down at the tiny newborn* Oh, *she breathed*...he is precious! *She wedged her finger beneath his delicate fingers; the baby grabbed it in his sleep.* Awww...so perfect...

C - We think so...

Mon: I can't wait to have a baby, *she sighed.*

C - # Keep getting tied to the wall like that and I'm sure it won't be long # *Cadence blushed as she thought of how poor Monica was completely unaware that her first union with her mate had been anything but private.* I'm sure it will happen for you....

Mon: Oh I'm sure! S'lir is absolutely ravenous! I don't think there is any part of me that hasn't been corrupted! *she laughed.*

C - *She was feeling hot, the sweat breaking out on her skin just adding to her discomfort. Feeling dizzy, she sat down on a cushioned chair whose leathery surface cooled  her. As Monica spoke all Cadence could see were images of her naked body being plundered.*

Mon: I don't think there is a place we haven't corrupted, either! Our quarters have been fully baptized. *grin*

C - Ah, *she replied weakly.* Good...

Mon: *She looked around the room they were in.* This room has some memories, let me tell you! And I don't think that I will ever look at that chair the same way again!

C - *Her pink skin paled and she stopped caressing the bluish leather at once. Rising, she tried to wipe her hands against her backside without looking obvious about it. Her attention was diverted from wondering when the last time the disinfect protocols had run, to the sound of a babyish yawn. T'lana was corralled inside a four-sided forcefield where she had been sleeping, unnoticed on a cushioned blanket, surrounded by toys.*

Mon: This must be T'lana! *The little girl stood on trembling legs, holding to a colored square of forcefield, smiling up at her mother and her new visitor. Lifting her, Monica bounced her lightly.* You are even prettier than when I saw you on the news!

Tl: Pwetty!

C - Oh yes, we came into T'than's office and got bombarded.

Mon: Yes, and poor Samantha Dexter - no one knew she was seeing a Taelon! I think his name is Ta'var...

C - Yes. T'than says he is a pilot.

Mon: Oooh, that's important!

C - *She smirked. T'than disagreed.*

Mon: How old is T'lana?

C - Seven-and-a-half months.

Mon: Oh my God! I thought she was a year!

C - Taelon children grow faster then humans are used to. *She smiled at her daughter.* Do you like Monica?

Tl: Mon-i-ca.

Mon: Wow! They talk faster too! Yes, that's me, Monica, and I hope to have a cute little baby like you someday.

Tl: Bay - beeeeee.

Mon: Yes, *she grinned* and your Mommy says I will have one soon! *Putting her back down with her toys she turned back to face the other girl.* You know, I was kind of mad at you Cadence, *she said, though she was grinning.*

C - *Expelling a breath she sighed - the moment of truth had arrived.* I know...I'm sorry I didn't tell you everything...

Mon: You sure didn't! *laugh* I was totally unprepared!

C - *She looked down* I know, I'm sorry. I should have mentioned the Taelons' penchant for...binding you...

Mon: *She clapped her hands and laughed, eliciting a laugh from T'lana, who was watching the animated human with fascination.* Binding? Oh that was no big deal. I mean all the...other stuff you neglected to mention... *She arched a ginger brow.*

C - Other stuff? *Gods! What else was S'lir doing to her???*

Mon: Yeah! *She cocked out one hip and put her hand on it.* Cadence Blue, how could you not tell me to bring more than just a whip????

C -  # Oh no...he must enjoy devices of torture. Poor Monica! # *And Cadence could sympathize. T'than also enjoyed using his painful toys.* Well...maybe he could get some...other stuff from...T'than or something...

Mon: I may have him ask. I mean, after I whipped him like you said, he was begging for something even more intense! The only thing I had were some high-heeled shoes, but fortunately he seemed to like them. 

C - Wh...what? *She held onto T'lana's playpen to steady her balance.*

Mon: I think I turned the place upside down looking for stuff to hit him with but nothing was enough for him. Everything I tried he just said wasn't painful enough. You should see him Cadence, with his cute little butt up in the air, just waiting for me to whack it!

C - *She fell into the chair, not caring anymore what sex-cooties might be on it. She hoped Monica wouldn't tell her anymore; it was just too hideous of an image to envision! Monica was walking around the room. Inside a drawer she withdrew some heavy rubber tubing used for some of the medical equipment.*

Mon: Do you...think they would miss this?

C - Um...I don't know. Why? *She realized too late that she should not have asked.*

Mon: *Looping the thick tube once around her hand she swung the slack around, a satisfied look creeping over her lips when she heard the sound it made as it cut through the air.* Oh, this will be perfect! S'lir will be shuddering with delight! I'll beat that little white booty till it's glowing! Cadence? Hey, you don't look so good...

C - I'm ok, really....

Mon: No, I keep forgetting that you just had a baby. You need to rest, and I need to get back to my room before S'lir gets back. He does like to keep appearances of being the big bad Taelon, and well, I do enjoy him that way too...sometimes. I'll see you later! *Blowing a kiss, she left the room and hurried back the way she had come.

Cadence looked positively flustered but finally, a small grin curled her lips when she thought that, someday, T'than would get the surprise of his life when tuning in to spy on his subordinate, and his mate.*

Book Twenty-One
Part Four
A Public Display of Affection
[ Takes place about four months after the "Family & Friends/All In the Genes" chapters ]

*Time... such a tricky thing. Naor'rin sat staring at an empty datastream. Only seconds before though, it had contained Cadence's smiling face, inviting both she and Sc'orr to T'lana's first birthday party next month.

 

Children grew so fast! Her own son, Zo'rak, could already babble a few words and was beginning to struggle with his first steps. And thanks to T'than, Sc'orr had missed that moment. She smiled sardonically as the human saying "be careful what you wish for," silently echoed inside her head. Three months ago she had received a call from the colony leader saying he had found her a working post. A good one too: she could not refuse his generosity. In fact, Naor'rin had found it rather odd, and later she had realized her first instincts had been right. She did have a good post, but thanks to it, she did not see Sc'orr that much anymore. While she was resting, he was working, and vice versa. Work was very taxing too. Most of their free time together was devoted to Zo'rak.

 

Sc'orr was understanding of the whole situation, but Naor'rin felt - and shared - his anxiety. She could not let go of her work, or T'than would no doubt keep her from working indefinitely; and that thought was unbearable! But she missed Sc'orr. Missed him with every fiber of her being! Missed him so much it burned, and sometimes - like in that precise moment - it was truly hard to focus on her work.

 

But she was doing a good job; the other Taelons on the ship did not give her a second look anymore, nor did most of the humans. She had her place, and her dignity, but it was rather lonely and cold...

 

Absently her fingers ran over the console, closing the stream and showing another that had hid behind it. There was still so much to be done, and T'than wanted results within the hour!*

 

Shi'pra! *her hand came crashing against the console. A human who was working in the vicinity raised his eyes from his work to look at her. Ignoring him, Naor'rin swiveled in her chair, turning it towards the window. The starscape outside was just dazzling!!! She had been so lost in thought she had nearly missed it.

 

Rising from the chair, she gave several floating footsteps towards the large virtual glass window. The ship was floating by a tiny purple planet, its surface seemingly painted in pastels of pink and blue. But the most amazing thing about it was its crown of pure white and a bright aura of red light surrounding it like flames. The three moons that circled the planet were half-red, half-grey from the radiation. In that new fiery light, even her office turned from blue to an intense purple. Instead of reflecting the colours, her eyes seemed to absorb them, shining with the same intensity of the flaming red aura. It was mesmerizing...

 

The fiery light that bathed her skin gave it a darker look. She was almost back to her old skin tone: only it was reddish, as if flames were igniting underneath the surface of her body. Burning steadily, making her heart race faster and the blood boil in her veins.

 

Naor'rin could not tell if it had been the accumulated anxiousness, anger, or frustration to start that inner fire. All of a sudden, she knew she could not withstand it anymore! Turning swiftly on her heel, she headed to the console. The work orders were quickly erased by her skillful fingers, leaving only the light of the eclipse to illuminate her smirk.* I have had enough! *a new datastream was opened.* Sc'orr... *her tone was hoarse, her breathing accelerated.* ...come quickly! I need you! *she sounded urgent, about to collapse; her eyes and her skin had a feverish glow to them as if the old Jaridian fever had come back to consume her.*

~*~

Sc: *Sc'orr moved at a brisk pace, traversing the patchwork of shadows and light that painted the floors, walls and ceilings of the ship in an eerie tapestry of reds and violet. A being possessed of wonder, he would normally have been observing the phenomenon taking place outside, but Naor'rin's summons had been urgent and he was too focused on going to her than gazing at the gaseous planets now veiled in the eclipse. Jenny Madden was more than willing to come and stay with the baby and so at least one matter of concern was under control.

Entering the large office where his mate now worked assigning members of this new community to jobs for which they would be best suited, as well as coordinating schedules and interviews, he stopped and looked around. Volunteers worked sluggishly at consoles, their focus inexorably drawn to the huge windows. He noticed that the mood here, as well as everywhere else, was one of distraction; even the Taelons were not completely immune. Within himself, Sc'orr felt a pressure building and yet he felt a peculiar sort of intoxication that made him feel loose around the edges. Perhaps he was channeling her emotions; he tried to hone in on her perceptions but they were wildly skewed. What was wrong?

He was barely noticed as he walked by the others and into a smaller chamber where Naor'rin stood behind a console, clad in a dark jumpsuit that sparkled as her body moved, shoulders rolling, hips swaying... It had been so long since they had been together and now, watching her slowly approach him he realized just how much he had missed her.

How much his body had missed her.*

Naor'rin, *he said on a breath*...are you all right? Your summons...it had me worried...

 

N: *Her sight came in frames. Her perception was nearly reduced to the fact that he was there... close. Closer with each step. Ah, the feeling of his energy. Naor'rin was a mere foot from him when her hand reached out behind his head, her eyes looking pleadingly into his.* No... *her body pressed closer to his. He still had a look of worry on his face. But the strange radiation that illuminated them pierced through his skin, causing the many tiny pathways to stand out. She could feel them pulsing... see them pulsing. With energy, with life... with lust!!!*

Sc: *His hands instinctively went to her waist, holding her, his examining gaze changing frequency to something far less clinical, admiring her form. She looked like art - a sculpture made of polished onyx and light.* Naor'rin....

N: *Without the slightest warning she pulled him down. Their lips met in a desperate kiss, one that she prolonged until her head swooned from lack of air.* I need you... *she whispered between kisses* ...too much... *She pushed him to the closest wall.* ...desperately! 

Sc: *The hands on her waist trembled, Decorum and Need waging a terrible battle through his spread fingertips.* I have needed you too; the nights have been so cold without you...*The soldiers of Decorum were falling, one by one, and his hands moved down to cup her buttocks, but then he looked over her shoulder.* However, I am not lonely now... in fact the room does feel somewhat... overcrowded.

N: *There was noise in the background. Naor'rin's eyes were wild when they looked over her shoulder. The human was still there, by his workplace. He had dropped one of the pads.* Leave... *she hissed. Her tone meant business. Not long after the human rushed out of the small office, her hand went clashing against the wall beside Sc'orr, hitting the door's command and locking them inside.*

Sc: *The great fighting men of Need had won, and they led his fingers and hands over her uplifted curves as his body crushed hers to the wall.* It has been so long... *he said into her mouth*...so very long!

 

N: *She had both arms around his neck.* The wait ends now! *Ah, by all the gods, it was bliss to feel him close. Yet at the same time it was torment because she needed him even closer!*

Sc: I do not wish to infringe on your life but... I could wish for you to be back in our quarters... *Where she would always be there, he thought. Always available. It seemed to work for T'than quite well. He extinguished the idea; it was not a philosophy he could adopt - not for her. She would never accept it and he would feel too guilty anyway.*

 

N: Why? *she had just realized how easy it could be. Of course, there was no need to wait for later... the place didn't really matter.* ...when I just wished you here... with me... and you came! 

 

Sc: *His kisses became more fervent and he lifted one of her legs under the knee so he could press his hips hard against her.* I want you...

 

N: *Her body had tensed, using the wall as leverage to push itself against him. She kissed him again, nibbling on his lower lip as she pulled back to whisper* Take me...

Sc: I will take you, right here against this wall. We need not be denied!

 

N: *She actually grinned at him, mischief printed on her dazzling expression.* We won't, ever again...

Sc: *He smiled against her hair; pulling it down from the pins that held it neatly away from her face.* I have missed you Naor'rin. *He lifted her chin, his eyes crinkling at the corners, his full lips slightly parted. It was a moment of affection, soft and blue, cooling the fiery rays that fell on them with no warmth save for the heat in their bodies.* This night is special; your taking must be handled properly. *His smile turned mischievous. Stepping away from her he placed both his hands upon her shoulders. They moved slowly down over her chest, not cupping the breasts that his palms ached to squeeze. Moving back up, one of his fingers caught against the wide collar of her garment. A single tug and it cut through it, as though her clothing were made of butter and his finger was a hot knife. Taelon clothing was a wonderful thing.*

 

N: *Tt was like being stranded. It did not matter whether she tried to move or not - Naor'rin knew she would not go anywhere! She was looking ahead and out the window, her breathing anxious and uncertain. His tease was enough to make her shiver, yet in its slowness, it was driving her insane! Maybe he had enough cold blood to stall, but she felt like she would implode if he did not take her right then and there!* 

Sc: Be still Naor'rin, *he whispered, now on his knees. He could have simply peeled the garment away and exposed her but instead his finger continued on its way, exposing a slim line of her flesh all the way down until he felt the furrow of her womanhood and still he pulled lower, his hand now between her legs and behind her, following the divide of her perfect ass, stopping finally at the small of her back before he rocked back on his booted heels.* There. Now that it what I call extraordinary skill! 

 

N: You could have waited for a better moment to show off... *the pulsing of her heart echoed between her legs. Her body was fully awakened by his closeness, and it needed him inside!* It's burning...

 

Sc: Ah, but there is never a better time than the present. *He grinned looking up at her, gazing down over her full breasts at him, her face half hidden in plum rays of light, her back against the wall, her hips canted out slightly toward his face.* I have not taken nourishment today; I do believe that I need something to...eat... *Licking his lips he peeled back the panels of her ruined clothes just between her legs, leaving her enticingly covered everywhere else - dewy leaves parting to reveal the flower within, it's petals moist, her swollen clit its center just waiting to be plucked by his tongue.*

 

N: *The breath caught in her throat and she moaned, her head falling sideways against the wall. Her legs were trembling underneath her, as a wave of pleasure spread from between them by the simple promise of his touch.*

Sc: Mmm...so sweet, my sweet. *Sc'orr appeared completely unaffected when the alert of an incoming datastream sounded. Pulling back from his ministrations he smiled.* You should answer that; it bears T'than's cryptogram.

 

N: *It was like falling down a cliff during a dream, only this time, she hit rock bottom. T'than?! Shi'pra! Would his interference never cease to keep them parted? She looked down at herself: her jumpsuit was completely torn!* I can't answer that... *but she knew she had to.*

Sc: Oh, do not mind me my dear. Just... do what you need to do, and I shall do the same. *He could have enjoyed her flustered expression, but his face was already buried between her legs...*

 

N: *Naor'rin cried aloud, the sound of it was choked and lost to the rising alarm of the incoming stream. Damn Sc'orr for being so skillful, because she felt as though she wouldn't be able to utter a single word without falling into a fit of moans and cries. For a moment, he made her forget that T'than's name was actually the sender's. Naor'rin took a moment to pull herself together - and it had never been harder to accomplish that - and waved open the stream so it would show her face alone. Keeping it from betraying her would be the true challenge though.* Yesss... *it had been more of a moan than an actual answer to T'than.*

 

GT: *He had nearly ended the call and surprised Naor'rin in her offices. Maybe a little bit of humiliation in front of the humans would teach her to be faster in attending to him.* Do you have the report? *he did not waste time reprimanding her; he had felt testy all day long.*

 

N: Yess... *Sc'orr's finger had slipped inside her. And gods, his tongue felt so good! She closed her eyes and swallowed, pulling herself together* I mean, no. I still need to go over a few details. *what she needed to go over was Sc'orr! She felt incredibly hot down below, and it was fast rising to her face.*

 

GT: *He arched a hairless ridge. She was acting strange. Her hair was down as she seldom wore it for work, her eyes were glassy, and her expression had a certain glow to it... in fact, it was as though she had just gotten out of bed - and not after sleeping. Sha'bra!* You are slow in your duties...

 

N: *Why couldn't he settle for a no?! Sc'orr was enjoying becoming bolder, her torment made him work harder. She gasped as his teeth caught her clit and his tongue grazed against it, but it could pass as exasperation or surprise for T'than's accusation. She wanted to scream!!!* Forgive me, I will send you the report within the hour, T'than.

 

GT: If you value your job, you will. I cannot tolerate incompetence...

Sc: Hmm, then I guess we can expect an announcement that the position of leader has opened up, *he joked, just loud enough for her to hear, and at the same time, shoving a second finger up inside her, followed by his mouth.*

 

N: *Her hips were already moving on their own, pushing against Sc'orr's face. She would come if he kept that up. And there was not a chance T'than would miss the signs... then, she would truly lose her job placement.* Yes... *she sounded strained.* I know. *she would have defended herself... that is, if Sc'orr wasn't down between her legs stealing all reason and all ability to speak from her.* I really need... to get back to what I was doing. 

Sc: Indeed, *he mumbled into her flesh, and then nipped at it again playfully.*

 

GT: Make sure you do. I want a flawless report on my console within the hour. *having caught her irresponsibility was actually good. Naor'rin was not her argumentative self, and he liked it when people just obeyed like they were supposed to! Besides, he was feeling rather... impulsive and uneasy. Without another word, he waved off the stream. Indeed, much could be done within that waiting hour. T'than turned his chair around and with a grin, contemplated the closed door of his quarters.*

~*~

N: I should kick you out for that! *those were empty words though. Naor'rin knew she would not move an inch. Not unless it was an inch closer to Sc'orr's fingers and tongue.*

Sc: *He merely grinned at her annoyed comments to him.* Come now, I thought you handled him quite well though...*a third finger worked its way into her slick, hot opening*...not as well as I can handle you. *His hand worked her in a slow rhythm.*

 

N: *Naor'rin moaned aloud. She was too hot to be angry at him. And the spontaneity of that sex, as well as the peril of being caught had actually been quite the turn on. She was not about to admit it though.* If he noticed... *a purr erupted from her throat. She bit her lips before she went on.* I will lose my job... *Her job, she thought, wouldn't be so unpleasant if it was always like that. Both her hands were now busy: one was pinching at an erect nipple, urging forth her climax, while the other was traveling down below, seeking Sc'orr's head to pull it closer. She was now only miraculously supported by one trembling leg, as the other was bent and resting on his shoulder.*

Sc: You will not lose your job I assure you. He does not suspect anything. *He had pushed things to the edge; Sc'orr wondered, just for a second, if he had wanted her to get caught and thus solve their problem of separation for good. But the thought flickered out at the sight of his fingers vanishing into her splayed sex, and he stopped her argument with deft skill.* You want my cock inside of you, *he boasted, using language he had heard males use; coarse, and yet, it made him even more aroused!*

 

N: *Whenever he spoke against her sex, it was pure torment. The caresses of his breath and his moving lips was just a tease when her want was so great already! Her skin felt like a million ants were walking up and down, pinching here and there, not enough to hurt just to leave a profound discomfort behind. It was gleaming in the odd light* I want all of you. Though right now, I would settle for your cock. 

Sc: Yes I know, *he replied haughtily,*  but I find that...your lips are indeed too much in the mood for talking...*He pulled her down to him, his fingers tangled in a mass of her silken, ebony locks.* I will give you what you want....*teasing tone*...soon. 

 

N: *Soon?! Her expression was a mix of frustration and anger. She should just push him down and take him! To hell with teasing - she was that needy! But Sc'orr was a good player at his game. He pulled out really good cards at the right time. Like his tongue back in between her legs... and his sex just begging for her attention.*

 

Sc: *His jumpsuit became a million particles that dissipated and swirled away. His penis sprang forth, tapping at her lips.* Take me Naor'rin. *His look, his voice, both were partners in wickedness - the sexual kind, and he pulled her forward and slipped into her mouth.* Yessss....oh yessss.... 

N: *It was her time to play, it seemed. Having him inside her only made her sex throb for more. It felt so cold, so empty when once his fingers had filled it so deliciously. She got hold of his shaft, working the tip with her tongue and lips, and the base with her long fingers. He was throbbing and growing in her hands, his energy was pulsing just underneath his skin, making her own react to it. Her palm was glowing when she let it slide further down, between his legs, where the junction with his main pathway was, just as she leaned forward and let him sink all the way into her mouth. Naor'rin heard him moan and push upwards, and that was precisely when she pulled away.* If you want more of that, I suggest you work for it...

 

Sc: *He nodded, acknowledging her with a look that was both sexy and seductive. They lay on the shiny floor facing in opposite directions, so the Taelon now had a proprietary view of her nether-region. As she sucked him one of his palms flexed against the floor and then appeared to grab something and pull it away.* This is not what you crave... not nearly as good but, *he moaned and then proceeded*...it will do for now...*And into her wet passage he plunged the phallus he had created simply by wanting it, the ship giving a part of herself for their mutual pleasure...*

 

N: *As the phallus reached her depths, Naor'rin almost choked on him with the huge gasp. Her hips pushed against it - the surrogate cock felt so good! It was not real, but it was Sc'orr's energy giving it life, and her body opened up to it, deceived by her extreme want. She was impaled on those two rods, and riding them both with abandon: her lips were sucking at his sex, wanting to drink of his seed, while her own sex was glistening with her love juices, inviting him to drink of her as well.*

Sc: *Through the mist of his lust he watched the phallus as she rode it. Her sex lips were stretched around its blue girth, like her other lips on his own enflamed staff, each wet, slick and hot, leaving glistening trails of saliva and essence behind. He clenched one of her firm buttocks in his hand to stop her gyrations; he now controlled the toy. Leaving her to pleasure him below he proceeded to thrust the dildo into her in long, slow strokes while tonguing her clit until it had swollen into a pink pearl that he avidly sucked.* As you can see, *he murmured*...I am working. A good employee, am I not?

 

N: *She slid her tongue up his length, giving her vocal cords enough space and time to reply. At first, it was but a long moan - the language of her pleasure. Naor'rin sucked on his tip, deep-throating him once and then pulling off altogether.* What does that tell you? *the words were spoken on the brink of bliss-induced madness. Naor'rin had the feeling that she was melting; her muscles no longer complied to any conscious commands and her essence was leaking from her depths, aiding the phallus in despite the increasing tightening of her sex.*

Sc: *Withdrawing the phallus altogether he pushed apart her thighs and spread open her labia. Bringing the rounded head of the small baton to her sensitive node he began moving it in tiny circles, gleeful over her shuddering.* I will make you squirm...*those words were moaned; her mouth was the oracle to his climax. She too, could make him squirm!* 

 

N: *It was not consciously that her lips and tongue became more zealous. Or that her hands squeezed him and caressed his apex as though she meant to milk him. She was acting on instinct; body language commanding body language. The shadow against the pinkish wall spoke of two indiscernible entities moving in a chaotic but perfect unison.*

 

Sc: Two can play at this game, Naor'rin...*He moved the toy over her clit faster in quick, back and forth motions.* So wet, *he whispered, seeing her want pooling on the floor between her legs.* Come for me....now....*He looked like he was vigorously coloring a picture with the hard wand and she was crying out now. When Sc'orr spoke again his own words were punctuated by his own thrusting as he pumped against her mouth; he would wait though - he would see her climax first!* Come Naor'rin... come and let me see your soul!

 
N: *His words were indistinguishable to her. It truly felt like the words had been pulled into a vortex where time slowed down to make his voice sound so low and haunting. Even her own cries were muffled and distorted, as were the images in the strange reddish light that bathed them. Hovering in that strangeness lasted only a short moment. Suddenly her senses were sharply invaded by a scream, one that came from the depths of her being. It felt like her back would snap when she erupted - shivering - sending her straight against the tool that had brought her to such extremes.*

Sc: *The light from the eclipse had deepened, becoming truculent. Sc'orr thought it was the perfect compliment to his nearly brutal motions into her with the object and her feral little cries and growls. She nearly pulled it from his hand with the sexual seizure but his grip was sure.* Yes...oh yes feel the ecstasy! *he urged. His own was close at hand - his organ throbbing and he lunged forward against her face and delved into her with his eager lips...*

 

N: *Having at last caught some air with the climax still riding her body and forcing her back to bend, she let him slid all the way into her. It was like being hotwired, and she was the conduit between his sex and his mouth, both of them leaking energy into her quivering body, and prolonging her climax.*

Sc: *Bliss was, in that instant, her trembling sex crushed against his mouth. Delight was her mouth, alive and a fountain of sensation around his cock; it felt like it was enveloped in a warm velvet jacket that snugged and pulled at him until he gave up powerful exclamations of his love that surged and overflowed from her mouth, running down over her face and onto the floor.*

 

N: *When he came the spell was brought to an end. She took him to the hilt and then simply let go, rolling off of him to lie on her back on the floor. Naor'rin could not help but to laugh. Laugh at her situation facing T'than; laugh at having fooled him; laugh of happiness for being with Sc'orr. Finally the dormancy of an orgasm's aftermath took over, and with a deep breath, she just lay there, enjoying Sc'orr's proximity and the warm light that bathed them both.*

Sc: *They lay there in a pool of light and fluids; the room was totally silent except for their exhalations, until he spoke, his tone rather frank for the mood.* Your new position on this ship...it was engineered to keep us separated. *It was not a question.* T'than...he wishes to prevent our unity.

 

N: *The smile vanished from her lips. Even her eyes focused again, like those of an eagle acknowledging a runaway prey.* I would not put it past him. *her head lolled softly to the side and leisurely, her body began to move* He must not trust me to keep my part of the bargain.

Sc: He is using the prospect of a child to keep us apart indefinitely. I will not allow it to happen; we are mated; as one! *His fist slammed down on the smooth floor next to him.* 

 

N: *She was lying on her belly now, her chin lifted and resting on her crossed arms. The cold floor felt good against her skin.* Do not let him get to you. It is proven now, we can circumvent his plots. Furthermore, let him think he got his way; it will keep him tame and he will leave us in peace.

Sc: *He sat up slowly and pulled her up too and then against him. There was aggressiveness in the gesture; he had not realized until his climax just how much he had missed her, and that anguish guided words he had promised himself not to utter.* This is over...

 

N: *She was so relaxed, and he was so fast, that Naor'rin did not do anything to stop him. Soon she found herself in his arms, and it felt good and right and comforting. But still, there was anger in her.* What is? 

Sc: *Her chin was now solidly in his grip as he looked down into her amazing and ever-changing eyes.* This separation. This new vocation of yours. It is not necessary! I want you home, with Zo'rak and with me. It is where you belong.

 

N: *Naor'rin pulled away from his grip; slightly away from him.* You would rather see me break to T'than's wishes, see me turned into a puppet like Cadence? *her eyes gleamed unnaturally with the reddish light that hit them. Naor'rin looked demonic.* 

Sc: No. I would see you turned into the mother of our child! We fought to get to this place; to bring Zo'rak into the world. Should he not be your priority? Would leaving this office simply be making the choice of choosing one profession for another which is equally as valid?

N: It would kill me. If I give away my work now, I will never be allowed to gain it back! And I do not want my children to grow up believing that their destiny is in any way influenced by their gender or genetics! *She looked down, then up and into his eyes.* We are both between the rock and the hard place, but I will not let T'than divide us. He will come around. And if I wait... it is only because I don't want our children growing under the same suspicion as Zo'rak. Let T'than plot all he wants; let him observe Zo'rak closely. We are much stronger than that...

Sc: *He said nothing for a while, all of his frustration and anger over the situation rippling his expression. She was right, and he hated that she was right, not because he couldn't tolerate being wrong but because it meant that T'than was holding the strings of their destiny more than he had ever wanted to admit to himself. His fury made his body tense, his flashing eyes quarreling silently with hers.*

 

N: *She hated his silence. Though his eyes spoke volumes of what he felt, they were still not clear enough in all the fury of his rampant emotions. Her place was not an easy one, but she could bet his was rougher - after all, he had allowed T'than to take his place in the leader's seat. They would not be going through that dilemma were it not for Sc'orr's faith in the general.* Sc'orr, we will be just fine. *her words were meant to reassure him, though she was not certain of them either. Naor'rin missed being with him and with her son. Ironically, the bond that united them was so strong, it made her keenly aware of their absence.*

 

Sc: *He let his body shout what his lips would not; he lifted her and dropped her unceremoniously onto a console. His breathing was audible, the grunt as he ripped away her clothes gritty. One of his muscular arms went around her shoulders and he hugged her to him tightly, his tongue thrusting past her lips, his other hand cupping a full breast and squeezing it until she whimpered.* I say these things only because sometimes my love for you is so strong that it pains from your absence!

 

N: *The air caught in her lungs. Naor'rin had not expected his fury to become physical. When his words reached her, her heartbeat was so strong and loud that it thundered in her eardrums. Her forehead rested against his, as though she was dizzy.* I know... *her lips were half parted, and she breathed heavily, her warm breath against his skin.* I share your pain...

Sc: *Being apart was sheer torment, especially knowing it was orchestrated. All that he wanted now was unity - complete unity. He never gave her time to prepare; in a single motion he had rammed himself deeply into her, impaling her against the console... and him.

 

N: *His need was again translated in violence, and her surprise in a loud cry. When what had happened settled in, Naor'rin let her arms slide over his back until her fingers entwined behind his neck, holding her body at an angle and their groins glued together. A flush quickly rose to her cheeks, and apparently, it reached even her eyes - her pupils were wide and her pale-pink irises looked wildly into his, inviting him to go on... to spend all his pent up frustration and use it as fuel in a sort of vindictive lovemaking.

 

Such was the irony of the result of T'than's actions.*

Sc: *Through their bond he knew what she was giving him permission to do, and he did not retreat from the invitation. He grabbed her knees and spread her legs until he met the resistance of her straining muscles and, using his body, began making his demands.

Thrust! Into her he went, forcing in the full spectrum of his emotions. Thrust! Frustration. Thrust! Anger. Thrust! Pain. Thrust! Loneliness.*

 

N: *Incredibly, his emotions were the strongest she had felt. Not even T'than, in all his cold fury in the past; or Zo'or at the time of Zo'rak's conception had been so wild! There was a hidden message behind it all; and the strength of his thrusts combined with that of his emotions was simply intoxicating to her. All her senses were being taken to the hilt, from the outside in - by the light and the plunging of his cock - as from the inside out, when he touched so deeply into her core that it ached and yet, it turned to amazing pleasure. In that physically carnal, almost callous sex, he was taking her emotions as well.*

Sc: *The sex was a burning fire that only she could extinguish with the wetness of her splayed womanhood. Her spread legs. Her bouncing breasts. Her open mouth that seemed to beg for his kisses. He obliged, and the orifice that had sucked his seed from him now felt like it was sucking the very breath from his lungs! His tongue moved over her teeth and he moaned into her as he continued to pummel her body with his own.* You feel so good, *he uttered passionately*...to be inside you is...bliss!

 

N: *To have him inside her was beyond that though. She nearly sucked the last words from his mouth with a savage kiss, just as her sex lips enveloped him completely when he reached ever so deep again and she tightened around him, almost wanting to keep him captive. All moments should be like that, even at the risk of sensory overload.*

S: Ride me Naor'rin. Show me how much you have missed me...

N: *It was not hard to comply. It was only hard to break the kiss and lean back again. Her hands behind his neck kept her angle, while her legs caught hold of his waist and pulled him close, deeply into her. Naor'rin's buttocks slid on the console until she was sitting at the very end of it. The smooth surface made it easy to glide as a large wave went from her chest to her abdomen and finally her hips, repeating itself in a tempo and sending her against and away from him as her cries reverberated in the room.*

~*~

*In the outer office Lt. Carleon's brown eyes widened as his console flashed with insistent red light, alerting him that an intruder had breached the office. He alerted his superior, Captain Benson.*

Benson: *He arrived and looked at the other man incredulously.* We are five months into open space; how can we be having an intruder alert?

Carleon: I do not understand it either, sir, *he said, his inflections hinting at the Spanish city where he had grown up.* A moment ago all was quiet. I have run maintenance scans and it is no malfunction.

Benson: *It was coming from Naor'rin's office. He rang the chime twice but received no response. His voice requests were also unanswered. Something must be wrong - perhaps the Jaridians had followed them after all.* Carleon, override the lock, on my authority and open a channel to T'than's office.

Carleon: Yes sir.

Benson: *The door dematerialized and he stepped into the humid air. The ruby light from the eclipse was deep, but it was not enough to hide the blatant image in front of him...*

Sc: *Naor'rin was riding him wildly, her long limbs wrapped around him like the clinging vines of a predatory plant. His facade was gone so his pleasure was quite visible in the turbulent eddies of his vivid energy as it raced through his pathways. His cock flashed; it was the point of convergence and it was becoming even brighter. 

He looked over, suddenly aware of the new presence in the room. The tall blond man appeared to have frozen in place.* Out. *he said in a voice that had become unfamiliar to him.*

Benson: Yessir, *he said, his head bobbing on his neck.* I did not mean to disturb you but...a proximity alarm went off and Carleon called me....

Sc: Get...Out!

Benson: Yessir....sorry sir...I am leaving right now....sorry to have disturbed you...*Flashing sets of Taelon and Jaridian eyes stopped his yammering and he backed out, locking the door behind him.*

Carleon: *Benson was positively ashen-faced.* Sir? What happened? *He was beginning to feel agitated.* I shall summon T'than...

Benson: NO! *he pulled himself together and smiled sheepishly* Uh, no, that will not be necessary... *he went to where his subordinate stood and entered his security code, deactivating the alarm that Naor'rin must have activated accidentally as her # gorgeous # body had slid over the console.* All is well.

Carleon: *Benson turned to leave and he called after him.*  But...what happened? What did you see in there?

Benson: An incoming missile. *He walked out before he would be asked to explain.*

~*~

Sc: Harder Naor'rin harder! *he ordered as she gyrated and tussled with his organ.* FASTER! *His arms were strong pillars, holding his body above hers but he finally slid downwards off the console so his feet were flat on the floor. Now as she rode him he cupped her buttocks, forcing her into his desired rhythm.* 

 

N: *The human showing up had nearly been a turn off. Just as the temperature had risen when their lovemaking had quickened, it had dropped upon the man's entrance. But now, she realized, it was for the better. Naor'rin had experienced a new rise of her pleasure. As if the orgasm had half stopped, only to start building again, persistent and prolonging their pleasure. The angle was so sharp that she could swear her sex was pushed upwards inside of her. It was but a tiny glove that tightened, and tightened, making Naor'rin toss her head backwards with pleasure and cry louder as her movements became erratic and wild.*

 

Sc: More... Do not stop! *He squeezed a firm cheek* Grip me tighter Naor'rin! *Her heels were digging into his lower back but he ignored the discomfort; it was small compared to the enormity of sensations that were exploding throughout his body, culminating in his quivering cock.* You will make me come like this...

 

N: *Naor'rin pulled herself up and stared into his eyes. Her hair went splashing against his shoulders. Her look was feral - dangerous. The perspiration forced her to use her nails to keep her in that position.*

Sc: Tell me you want me Naor'rin...

 

N: *She literally growled her response.* I want you...

Sc: Tell me that you want me to come in you - give you everything that I have.

 

N: *She smiled at that, then slowly, let herself go and slide completely so she was lying on the console. She pushed against him with her hips, crying with the sharpness of his thrusts. He literally meant to fuck the words out of her mouth!*

Sc: Tell me! I want to hear you say it!

 

N: *She didn't. Instead, her legs pulled him forward until their bodies slammed against each other. He was fighting to move away but she did not let go, instead using the pulsing of her own sex to extract the pleasure from his cock. Her arms were thrown backwards, and so was her head. She was using him - and making sure he realized it. She shuddered and laughed amidst her cries when her first orgasm came. He could feel it, as the shuddering reflected in her sex, squeezing his until she heard him groan.*

Sc: *Like being pulled beneath the sea by the invisible riptide below, Naor'rin deftly usurped his pleasure and made it her own. The volcanic currents that now carried him over tumultuous rapids of carnality all led directly to her body where she pulled him, each thrust against her now taking from him instead of feeding him. She played his organ like a fine instrument, shuddering with her own delight and yet keeping him just at the brink of ecstasy; his climax was trapped while she undulated with her release.*

 

N: *Not the least satisfied though, Naor'rin hauled herself onto her elbows and at last her legs freed him. Sc'orr looked absolutely furious that she had had her moment, leaving him to burn in the wait for his. She was high on pleasure, as each bubble of ecstasy popped all around her body, and it showed in the velvety tone of her voice after she pushed herself against him and up, almost lifting him from the floor by his shaft.* Give me everything that you have... *that, was definitely a dare.*

Sc: Be careful what you ask for, *he taunted.* You may find that having a thing is not as pleasant as wanting it. *His calm voice belied his rough actions: grabbing her by her waist he flipped her over on the console. Her ass was marvelously displayed in the shifting crimson light and in the perfect position for him to take advantage of her swollen little sex. Her legs dangled; she could not touch the floor.* Or perhaps, it will be even more pleasant. 

 

N: *He was not as fragile looking as other Taelons, but still it amazed her just how strong he could be. He had her flipped on the console in a fraction of second, but that was still too long; her body was still feverish with want. Naor'rin moaned despite herself.* 

 

Sc: *Her sex practically winked at him and he did not ignore the teasing invitation. His cock jabbed into her, growing stiffer with her cries.* Is that outrage I hear in your voice Naor'rin? The cry of the huntress becoming the prey? My prey...*he panted, lifting her by the thighs and jiggling her up and down while at the same time plunging forward.* Or is that rhapsody I hear in your call?

 

N: *She was up on her elbows again, but her head was low and a veil of hair was covering her face. It did very little to muffle her cries though. He felt unbelievable inside of her! She had long ago lost the notion of where the edge and the abyss were, as it seemed each stab meant a new climax. It was delightfully unbearable.* Harder... *she groaned.*

Sc: Like this? *he growled and shoved into her once.*

N: *Naor'rin tossed her head to the side and tried to look over her shoulder at him.* Harrderrrrr... 

Sc: *A sound left his depths as he complied and plunged into hers so hard that her copper skin actually rippled. He had released her thighs and now had her hips firmly in his large hands. His facade flashed on and off and his energies were at their peak - all that he was rushing to his core to flame in the thick rod he rammed into her over and over, harder and harder.* ...Will take you! *The words scratched out of his throat*...now...it is MY TURN! *His energy had heated with his need as she had made him wait, and when it erupted it was hot, the blue tainted pink, but looking like lava when some leaked out of her to drip onto the floor, made glowing and crystalline by the escaping rays of the red sun.*

 

N: *She cried aloud. Her sex was tight, his thrusts painful and unlocking the very core of her being. Her elbows gave in until her forehead was touching the console and she erupted in gasps and cries that betrayed her stiff body. Just as he exploded into her, her stillness was broken and Naor'rin shuddered with a final climax. It was riding her, making her body go faster and into a hallucinatory vortex of bliss.* 

Sc: *Sc'orr pumped into her continuously, groaning as his steel softened and finally slipped out of her passage along with his come, and hers...*

 

N: *Her eyes were shut, and she groaned as she tried to move. The orgasm was subsiding; he was gone; and she was exhausted, but oh, so thrilled!  Her head lolled to the side, allowing her to breathe the fresh air through the many locks of white and black hair that glued to her face. A final shudder and she moaned, as though resiliently awakening from a long needed sleep.*

Sc: *He pulled her down to the floor and hugged her against him, smothering her with a passionate kiss that was more like a benediction; they were giving thanks for the pleasure they had brought one another. Pleasure... that had been waiting far too long for release.*

 

N: *That had been... stunning. Her eyes were still dreamy and glittering with tears - not of sadness, but probably from an overdose of bliss during their climax - and her lips sought his despite her shortness of breath. He was the air she needed, the energy she hungered for! At last, she pulled back and just stared at him.* 

Sc: I believe that...we shall have to run the cleaning protocols on this office. *smile*

 

N: *She smiled back at him, mischievously.* Hmm, yes, it would appear so... *she ran her finger over his chiseled features, drawing over the contours of his face.* We should do it more often. *Sex, messy, and in her office. Sometimes, being far away from something and not experiencing reminded her of how much she had missed it.* 

Sc: I would not be opposed to that, *he replied with a soft smile while he trailed a finger over her cheek down to her jaw. The lone digit moved over the hollows of her throat and down, coming to rest just above her breast.* I never want to be parted for as long as we have been these past weeks. It is not just our physical needs that need tending; our souls also demand attention and we cannot allow a tyrant like T'than to control our lives...because he will, if we allow him to. *He smiled wryly.* Despite how my words may sound to the contrary, I do respect him. He possesses qualities that will make him an exceptional leader...someday. His skills are exemplary at present but he still has much to learn, and that is why I permitted him to take the seat of power on this ship. But, this is not an autocracy; the decisions he hands down must be amenable to his three counterparts.

N: That is true. *she smiled sadly.* The leader's chair is a cold and lonely one. *she had experienced it by proxy. The irony was that Zo'or had allowed his position and work to come between them, and Naor'rin was doing the same now.* Maybe you can talk him down to changing our routines. These offices are cold and lonely. I really miss you...

Sc: *He pulled her close and stroked her hair, his strong-willed mate suffering a vulnerable moment he intended to soothe.* I will speak with T'than about the arrangements he has made for you and they will be altered to something you will find suitable. And...Naor'rin?

 

N: *She snuggled closer, resting her head underneath his chin. His presence was so comforting* Hm?

 

Sc: I am sorry for my words earlier; I would never wish for you to feel unfulfilled with your life. I do understand your desire to work within our colony. Apparently my frustration was speaking louder than my mind. *grin*

 

N: I know. And I understand your words Sc'orr. More so than you think. *her fingers were playing distractedly with the contours of his torso.* The females of my species are used to being mothers and warriors and all else that is asked of them. Growing up, I barely saw my parents. To some, it soothes the lost when they are gone because the bond is weaker, but it truly angered me that thanks to the war, I barely knew who they were. 

Sc: I understand, *he replied, his words heavy with melancholy.* Taelons are guilty of the same; we abandoned our children also, but not for the sense of patriotism and duty that the Jaridians did. We distanced ourselves in favor of the purity we believed we had achieved, when in reality we were disconnecting our race, blind to the fact that being unhindered by emotions and the bonds of family gave us nothing, and perfection felt more like emptiness.

N: *She curled up against him, feeling his energy as a warm blanket that surrounded her naked body.* I don't want us to be apart anymore. *she pulled away just enough to kiss him.*

Sc: We will not be, and our children, they will know who you are, and that, *he said, looking down into her eyes*...will be the greatest feeling of fulfillment of all.
To Be Continued...
