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Authors' Introduction

What you are about to read are the posts from a private Earth: Final Conflict role playing group, featuring, obviously, erotic role play. 

We have tried to remove spelling errors, however as the documents are so large, I know we have missed some, and for this we apologize.

Please be advised that this story does contain sexual situations that some readers may find disturbing.

The story revolves primarily around the Taelon War Minister, T'than, and a twenty-two year old Volunteer named Cadence Blue. You will occasionally hear mention of other characters who are not fully included here. As you can understand, there are other role play threads running simultaneously to this one and some of the stories cross over into each other. We did not include all of that here, so we will give you a brief description of the other characters so you are not entirely lost!

Also, before each name is the abbreviation that will appear before each part so you will know who is speaking.

Ch: Volunteer Chandra Sheridan: Cadence's best friend who has been newly assigned to the Mothership. Blond, hazel-eyed and nineteen years old, she is our resident innocent - she is a virgin.

Z: Zo'or: Synod Leader - you all know who he is. In this EFC Universe, Zo'or possesses gender - male. He had to keep this fact hidden from the Commonality for fear of being made an outcast. He learned to separate his thoughts from those of the collective consciousness to accomplish this.

Zek: Zekhoor: Zo'or's Protector, of the planet Velura. Tall, black-haired and blue eyed, this telepathic race can probe minds. They are peacefully allied with the Taelons. Zekhoor is interested in Chandra Sheridan.

N: Naor'rin: Zo'or's beautiful, Jaridian mate. She has a sharp tongue and sharp teeth :) Zo'or is quite possessive of her.

Za: Zara: Twenty-five year old former Volunteer who was one of T'than's earlier conquests, formerly imprisoned onboard the ship by him at age nineteen, she is possessed of unusual strength due to being experimented upon with Taelon technology. Now she wanders the ship like a ghost, sometimes to torment those onboard with mildly sadistic acts. Though she is beautiful, T'than's torments have left her empty, and bordering on insanity.

 G: Gabriel, handsome, dark-haired Volunteer who steals Cadence’s heart, but he has a dark secret to hide…

Sc: Sc'orr: He calls himself the Taelon Sex God. Newly arrived on the Mothership from centuries of exile, for, like Zo'or, he is also gendered (male). He was not able to hide his difference from the Commonality and was exiled to Thasis, a desert planet inhabited by a warrior race. He initially stated his desire to make love to every beautiful woman onboard, though this changes when he meets a lovely, black haired Volunteer.

P: Volunteer Pharaa Santee: The Volunteer who steals the heart of the Sex God.

The Mirror in Cadence's room: We include this because it is important. Cadence does not realize that her full-length mirror is really a window and a doorway from T'than's office and chambers.

C - Cadence Blue

GT: General T'than

*Phrases that appear between asterisks are descriptions - no one is speaking. *

# Phrases that appear between the number sign are the characters' thoughts #

Phrases with no designations are actual speech - we do not use quotation marks.

 The story begins with Cadence Blue discovering that her best friend has just been assigned to the Mothership from the UN Embassy in New York where they both worked together at one time. The events that transpire while T’than secretly observes set the stage for the what occurs between T’than and Cadence in the rest of the story as he begins to methodically take over her life…

Prologue

Ch: *Chandra finally sees the chamber of her best friend, Cadence Blue, up 
ahead. She's looked everywhere and managed to get lost several times in the last
hour. She had never been onboard the Mothership before today, and it was a

Lot bigger than she had imagined.

She rings the alert chime and when the door opens, she throws her arms around
the one who answers* Cadence! I'm here at last! I thought I fell into the void a few times there, but here I am, newly assigned from Earth and ready to continue my service to the Taelons in my capacity as a Volunteer!

C - *Cadence smiles brightly when she sees her friend at her door. She also 
throws her arms around Chandra* Chandra Sheridan! I can't believe you're 
finally here! I am so glad that they finally assigned you here - I missed 
our all night talks at the UN. *she smiles warmly.*

Ch: I LIKE your quarters, Cade. They are so much bigger than mine! *She twirls
around and than takes her friend's hand and they stand before a large, full
length mirror. Each has her arm around the waist of the other, and to look 
at them in their identical Volunteer uniforms, you would think they were
sisters, or at least cousins.

Both girls are petite with blond hair, though Chandra's is perhaps a shade
lighter, her golden waves reaching to her middle back, as opposed to Cadence's
shoulder length locks.


Chandra takes Cadence by her shoulders and turns her so they are face to
face.* I missed you so much, my best friend....*she leans over and kisses her 
softly on her lips and whispers* ...in more ways than one...

C - *Cadence closes her eyes for the kiss, and then draws away and turns 
Chandra so her back is to her and she is facing Cadence's mirror. She puts 
her arms around Chandra's waist and draws a hand down the front of the 
girl's body, stopping nearly between her legs*

So, have you managed to lose your...*playful squeeze* cherry, yet? I know 
that you and I have had fun on occasion but honestly Chandra, you need a 
man! *she laughs and sits down on her bed* You can't stay a virgin forever, you know...

GT: *T'than is sitting in his quarters, enjoying the view from the secret camera 
installed in his slave girl's room; he watches as the two girls tease each 
other. The smirk is every bit present, his fingers moving slightly over the 
armrests.*

Ch: *Chandra folds her arms across her chest* Oh listen to you! I know you 
play up the sex goddess act to everyone, but I know different. *playful* You 
are not as experienced as you claim to be. How many men have you been 
with....two...three?

*She flops down next to Cadence on the bed and props herself up on her elbows 
and speaks in a conspiratorial whisper* What I really want to know is, have 
you been with a Taelon yet?

C - *shakes head, smiling sadly* No, I haven't - wish I had! *serious* But I 
don't think they have sex, or if they do, not with humans. The one I work 
for, his name is T'than - I could walk in there naked one morning and I 
swear to God, he wouldn't know what to do! *They fall back in riots of 
laughter, and Cadence thinks how mad T'than would be if he could somehow 
zoom in and listen to this conversation* I mean, you've seen those jumpsuits 
they wear - so tight, and I have looked, but there's nothing there that I 
can see! *more giggling* Or if there is, it must be 2 inches long!

GT: *Barely does Cadence know, for each time she looks at the mirror, she might 
be looking at him because behind it, is a tiny passageway that leads to his 
quarters* Poor unconscious naive slave girl... *he smirks broadly, his mind 
divising ways of making her eat those words... or something else... little 
by little... until she gags. And it's not with 2 inches he will accomplish 
that... evil laughter echoes in his room.

C - *She hops off the bed and with one zip, peels away her uniform and stands 
there wearing nothing but a white lace bra and thong. She holds her arms out 
and spins around* Here I am T'than - do you know what to do? *Both of them 
are fairly screaming with laughter by now, and Cadence is REALLY glad that 
no one can see them. She lies down on the floor and spreads her legs 
slightly, her arms above her head*

GT: Yes, little slave, I do know what to do. Question is, can you take it... *he 
whispers to the echoing silence of his room*

C - Oh T'than take me take me! *she cries melodramatically, and then, she sits 
up, a puzzled expression on her face* What's that T'than? You can't do 
anything cos you don't have a... *more hysterics as Chandra jumps down and 
clamps her hand over Cade's mouth.*

GT: I'll have you begging before long... and do I have plans for you, my little 
slave girl... I am not to be toyed with; but YOU, on the other hand, are my 
little toy... *he points the camera at her and zooms it to take a better 
look at what she is offering him. He decides to give the camera some rest 
and watch the two volunteers for himself. He rises and walks towards the 
entrance to the passageway to her quarters; it takes him less than 3 minutes 
to arrive to his destination; there is a tiny chamber right behind the one 
way looking glass, with a chair on it. He sits on it; looking directly at 
Cadence and her lustful body. He wants to jump on her and force her 
to her knees... Crazy thoughts for a Taelon to have, but the thought of 
dominating her completely, does bring a wicked smirk to his lips. Humans 
humans... such great toys when used properly...

Ch: Shhhh! Zo'or can't hear you on the bridge yet - jeez Cade! *but she 
cannot help but to laugh at Cadence's little scenario too, and a new fit of 
giggling is heard as the girls hold onto each other’s shoulders, foreheads 
together, eyes squinted shut with their hysterics.* Oh Cade! *Chandra says, 
falling back on the floor holding her laugh-aching stomach,* You are too much 
for me!

*She rises to her feet, and stands right before the mirror, unaware that it 
is not a mirror alone, and slowly unzips her uniform and takes it off, 
streatching luxuriantly afterwards.* Ahhh, that feels MUCH better! *She wears 
no bra, only a pair of blue satin panties. She brings her hands up to massage 
her breasts, meanwhile contemplating herself in the glass* I should really 
wear a bra - that fabric chafes me!
Cade? *She looks down at her friend, still sitting on the floor* Do you think 
that my boobs are getting smaller? I swear, these Taelon embassies and ships 
must have something in the air, b/c I swear I am shrinking!

C - *Cadence gets up and stands behind Chandra and reaches around her to 
cup her naked breasts, both of them facing the mirror* Mmmm, they feel the 
same to me, and even if they were shrinking, which they are NOT, they are 
still a tad bigger than mine. *She pouts. Then, reaching around behind 
herself, Cadence unhooks her own bra and watches as it slides to the floor. 
Then she comes to stand before the mirror, her arm again around Chandra's 
waist. They both stand there topless, and gaze at their reflections.* Ahhhh, 
better than mortal man deserves!
*Then Cadence smiles* It is really too bad though, about the Taelons I mean. 
*She cups her own breasts and strokes them thoughtfully* T'than *giggles* 
Zo'or, *more giggling from both* It's just too bad they CAN'T have fun!

Ch: *She looks at Cadence meaningfully* But we can...*she notices the 
small stereo above Cadence's bed and turns it on, knowing that the rooms are 
nicely soundproofed, and turns up the volume to an acceptable level. She 
begins to shimmy and sway her body to the music, teasing her own breasts with 
her fingers.* What's the matter, Cade? Can't you dance?

GT: Dance for me little slave... *he says under his breath; it is really too bad, about you I mean.... it's just too bad I won't let _you_ have fun.... *He smirks ominously as he thinks of the wonderful torments he has planned, especially for Cadence. Torments for her anyway, because for him, it will be extremely pleasurable…

C - *Cadence turns away from the mirror and smiles at Chandra* You bet 
your tiny shiny hiney I can! *she wiggles her own thong-clad ass at the 
mirror for emphasis. She hops up on top of her bed, pretending it's a stage, 
and sings along with the music* I'm a genie in a bottle, baby - better rub 
me the right way honey *rubs her fingers over the white lace provocatively* 
I'm a genie in a bottle baby, come on and let me out!

*She continues to gyrate to the music as she rummages in her make-up box, 
and then goes back over to the mirror* Chandra, watch me! *She opens the 
tube of red lipstick and seductively runs it over her full lips. Chandra 
comes to watch. Cadence, now with a pouty mouth, sways to the musical beat, 
watching her body in the mirror. She lifts her blond hair on top of her head 
and watches as it now hangs over her cheeks sexily and then lets it fall 
back around her shoulders.* I need to blot this lipstick! *Still moving 
slowly in a dance, she leans over until her body is pressed tightly against 
the cool glass. A moan escapes her lips as she presses them to the mirror 
and even lets her tongue caress the glass.* I want you I want you baby - 
kiss meeee....

*She giggles and then looks at Chandra.* But, kissing you would be far more 
interesting...* She presses her red-stained lips to Chandra's for a long and 
erotic kiss, her hands moving over her friend's warm body...*

Ch: Chandra feels the coolness of mirror glass against her back as  Cadence kisses her, pressing her sweet body tightly against her own. Her  nipples harden as she feels fingers walking over them, and then, they are sliding down the slippery glass and Chandra lies beneath Cadence, their  lips locked in passion, their arms entwined. Her hands run over Cadence's  uplifted rear end and snake beneath her thong and around until her fingers are bathed in moist warmth from her friend's desire. She slips them inside, feeling the other girl shudder against her...*

 C - *Cadence moans softly as Chandra's fingers slip inside of her. She 
rolls onto her side and begins kissing Chandra on her lips, moving down to 
her breasts and nibbling them gently, her hand finding its way into her blue 
satin panties. She flexes her muscles to keep Chandra's fingers inside of 
her, meanwhile rubbing her own fingers over her friend's virgin territory. 
She slips them gently inside but the other girl tenses immediately, a 
shocked sigh escaping her mouth.*

*It's ok Chandra, I won't hurt you. *She speaks tenderly to her, while 
continuing to pet and stroke her, and hold her close...*

Ch: *The feel of Cadence's fingertips within her is thrilling and 
frightening at the same time and she tenses, even through Cadence's words of 
comfort. She slowly extracts her wet fingers from her friend and stands up 
nervously* I...have bridge duty at midnight - I have to get in a nap before 
then ok? But before I go I have something for you - I brought it from Earth. 
*she smiles and goes to her overnight bag that is lying on the floor where it 
was dropped when she arrived. She pulls out a small package wrapped in tissue 
and hands it to Cadence.* I hope that you like these - I bought a pair for me 
too, but I thought you would look very pretty in them...*

*Cadence slowly unwraps the package and reveals a set of snow-white 
babydoll PJ's, bedecked in ruffles* Oh Chani, they are beautiful - thank you! 
*she rises from the floor and in one swift motion takes off her tiny thong 
and slips into the PJ's. The bottoms were short-shorts, ruffles over the 
rear, which filled out delightfully as Cadence pulled them up. The top was 
sleeveless, with a ruffle over each shoulder and at the hem, which reached 
low enough to let only a bit of the ruffled shorts peek out.

She stood before her mirror admiring the ensemble* They do make me look 
rather...innocent, don't they? *giggle*


Ch: Not yet...just wait... *she comes up behind Cadence and gathers her 
hair into a high ponytail and secures the flaxen strands with a white ribbon, 
tied in a bow. She makes sure that there are ringlets and wisps of hair 
around her cheeks and forehead and the back of her neck. When she is done, 
she steps back to admire her work, and her baby-faced friend, who looks like 
a doll now.*

There, *she says smiling* Now you are a virgin, just like me!

Book One

Part One

In Cadence’s Dream

T'than watches the spectacle as Cadence and Chandra play with each other. He hears Volunteer Blue's remarks about the other girl's virginity, and a smirk crosses his lips... Not for long, not on that ship...He laughs at his slave girl when Chandra "innocently" steps away... He wonders if the younger girl isn't merely toying with Cadence. He decidedly likes her style... nearly as much as he likes Blue's, now on the floor complaining about unfulfilled promises of sheer ecstasy...

The energy in his pathways has for a moment, lowered its rhythm... and as Cadence puts on the babydolls, desire becomes a scornful attitude. She looks childish... but there is something about that awkward costume that makes him want to rip it off of her...The two girls continue to play their theatre in front of his window. T'than doesn't resist a laugh when Chandra calls Volunteer Blue a virgin... maybe she was, once... but in a broader sense, maybe she is just that. Never having been with a Taelon before...The girl is indeed lustful... for more than power. Sitting on Zo'or's chair would cost them their lives... probably at his, T'than's, hands... wouldn't that be interesting? A more than evil smile twists his lips... "Yessssss...* a hissing sound is heard inside the secret chamber; snake like eyes gleaming in the dark; then he watches as Chandra leaves, rather jumpy for someone without doubts; Cadence is left all alone*

C: Now alone, Cadence feels her own sleepiness overtake her, and decides to go to bed herself. She programs her stereo to play soft, ambient music for an hour and dims the lights. She climbs into her soft bed and lies back against its plump pillows, waving to herself in the full length mirror, and absently toying with the ribbon at her chest - the bow being the only thing keeping her top closed. She pulls a sheet over herself and lies back. When the music shuts off an hour later, Cadence is sound asleep, a tangle of limbs and white ruffles over the now rumpled sheet. She is oblivious to all around her except her dreams...*

GT: T'than waits a few minutes, for the human to fall asleep, then he slides silently out of his hideout, and paces the room towards the bed; he stands by its side, staring down his nose at the sleeping volunteer, his blue eyes gleaming just slightly in the dimness. So fragile, so exposed; completely at his mercy, defenceless and unaware. Humans were as pitiful as appealing in that respect.

His energy flow speeds up again when he lowers himself and slides a finger down her face*  Little slave girl... I feel I have not yet explored all your abilities... but soon... *he lets his hand slide downwards, playing with her hair for a moment, and then delicately pulls the sheet away as he walks to the bottom of the mattress* What are you dreaming of, I wonder... *he whispers as her body is revealed to his eyes; then he walks over to the head of the bed, and touches a finger to her temple, nearly immediately going into her mind; his figure is immediately introduced into her dream, and as he whispers her name softly, inside her mind it happens as well* #Slave girl... #

C: *Cadence is wrapped in the surreal veil of a dream, the reality of sleep. She is in a dimmed room and an almost supernatural melody is coming from all around her, surrounding her with its throbbing beat. There are people around her - dancers - faceless and all dressed in grey. They writhe together, or alone or in groups, but completely ignore her.

She is dancing too, writhing provocatively, her tight Volunteer's uniform flexing with her body. Then all at once, the grey figures surround her, reaching out to touch her with ghostly hands, and she continues to dance, now wearing the white babydoll PJ's. She does not find her change of attire odd, as dream logic is her world now. A body presses against her and she feels hot breath on her neck, but when she reaches to put her arms around the figure he is gone, and she sways alone. The ribbon on her tiny top is pulled and the two panels fall open, revealing her breasts to many caressing hands...She pulls away and at once hears a whispering voice in her mind* Cadence... ...Slave Girl...

*Covering her breasts with her arms, she turns around...


GT: *The Taelon general acts as a spectator for part of his volunteer's strange dream. He enjoys watching her dance, so full of life, and even though she does not admit it, innocence. Yes, indeed, compared to him she is just a child; adult in human standards, but quite the infant for a Taelon of his age. He can feel her every desire, it is all there, stamped in the motions of those grey ghosts that surround her and obey to the will of her subconscious. But now he is there to take control, make her pay for her daring words of one hour ago.  He will cast her in doubt, and leave her like that.

Knowing his little slave girl all too well, it will consume her, and she will sooner or later, be compelled to discover if indeed Taelons are gendered, and well endowed for that matter. He bares a smirk when he calls her and watches her freeze. He manipulates the environment so that it goes freezing cold, and freezes the ghosts in a multitude of strange positions. 

Then, one by one, they start moving again, sounds and motions of passion involve Cadence. All over her beings are surrendering to unbridled passion, a true orgy, where bodies snake over each other trying to pleasure and be pleasured. She finds herself surrounded by what appear to be couples, but in truth, those ghosts are asexual, and she discovers just that when two of them rise from the floor, and grab her tightly by the arms*

So. *T'than walks to her* slave girl *he approaches her and slides a finger down her face, following it with his eyes* What was it you said about Taelon incapacity *he eyes her threateningly and then moves around her. The shadows open room to his passage, never ceasing their loving* and size? *he leans to her, whispering those words at her ears as he pushes his hip, and *something* else, slightly against her buttocks*

C - *Cadence's mind reels, even in her dreamstate, b/c for her, this is reality. She heard his voice...that sonorous voice of his...in her mind. At once everything became frozen around her, her ghostly companions locked in poses of passion. But then it was over and they began their undulating movements once more and she turned around and there... standing before her, glaring at her with burning blue eyes was T'than!

She wanted to flee, but as if reading her thoughts, two of the eerie figures leapt up from their supine positions and grabbed her by the arms, restraining her fully. T'than was gazing down at her, touching her face, his eyes boring into her very core, and he was asking her questions - questions about something she had said...but she could not remember, as the waking world was but a half-remembered dream.

She gasped when she felt him behind her, pressing into her with something that could not be possible! All at once her words of earlier came back to her in a rush - she remembered her playful words to Chandra in her room. (How did he KNOW???)  His lips were at her ear, tormenting her - she could feel his breath on her face and his body behind her, pressing even more firmly. She shook her head and tried to pull away from him, a small cry escaping her lips*

GT: You should know better than toying with me by now. *he steps away from her and moves to stand before her, a flawless grin twisting his lips* That childish joke will cost you dearly! *he needs not even move for two of the ghosts that lie on the floor to grab her legs and kissing them, start pulling them apart; all the while he traces a finger down her chest, and around her erect nipples* But if you kneel and work for pardon, I might actually be gentle.

C - *Horrified, Cadence feels her legs being pulled apart, and kisses from cold lips on her ankles. She screams and struggles to free herself, and tries not to acknowledge the pleasure of his touch on her breasts. She shudders, her breathing quickening, feeling the familiar flutter in her stomach as it moves downwards, creating heat between her thighs. But fear is her companion as well, though she fights gallantly to hide it from him under the guise of anger*

GT: *T'than laughs at her attempts to break free; it's half a victory that she fears him so. He locks his eyes on hers, as one would do trying to tame a wild beast, to see how long it can sustain eye contact.* Ah, should I pity you Cadence, maybe have them stop* he deviates his eyes as to have hers follow them down her legs to where the ghostly figures are kissing her, slowly staring to move upwards* You know what they want, don't you? *he tilts his head slightly to the side, then smirks with his ever-annoying arrogance*

C- I_will_NEVER_kneel_to_the_likes_of_you! *she says through clenched teeth, straining against the ghosts with all her strength, but her legs are being taken from beneath her and she feels hands on her shoulders now as well, pulling her downward into the darkness...*
 
GT: Never may seem eternity to you, but it is but a second past for me. I have lived several hundred years little slave girl. Do you believe I was ever defeated at this game *he orders the fantasy creatures to push her further down, until she falls on her knees before him; as if taking pity on her, T'than goes on his right knee and cups her chin in his hand* Co-operation would be wise at this moment. You do not want to suffer a bigger humiliation than necessary, do you?

C - *She is on her knees before him, her arms still tightly restrained, looking at the floor. She is now a true slave to him, bound and humbled. She suffers the pleasure of humiliation, her desires rising to the surface that she wants to deny. She feels herself becoming slick inside the tiny, ruffled shorts and all of the sudden a feeling of panic comes over her. She has to get away from him! Her mind tries to convince her that she does not want him - that indeed she hates him! And she does, but...*

GT: *he kisses her forehead, a chilling sort of caress, if only by its evil nature, then rises to give her full view of what expects her* I thought you implied to like them well endowed... So complaining is out of the question. *she can hear him laugh yet one more time, a sound so wicked it could freeze the warmest of souls.*

C - *Cadence tries to turn away from his kisses, but his grip on her chin is strong. Her eyes close as his lips caress her face and her body shudders against her will. When he stands before her she can see a tapestry of shadows and light play over his jumpsuit, and her eyes cannot resist but to look at what is before her. She swallows as she sees how tightly the material is stretched over anatomy that is straining in her direction. 

She thinks back on everything she has heard about the Taelons and their androgyny - now a bulge where none had ever existed before in her memory. Fear, like a black snake coils around her with its cold embrace and she screams, but her cries are cut short by soft hands covering her mouth and caressing her body as she is pulled back against the grey multitudes - their touch meant to calm her fears and encourage her desire as they hold her there for him, her mouth still covered, her green eyes staring up at him in frightened anticipation...*

GT: Now, that is more like it. Should I give you a taste of what androgynous beings are like *he looks with hawk eyes at her, now so exposed to him, and more fragile than ever before; he orders the ghost-like creatures to crawl over her and start teasing her; kissing her softly on the lips, kneading at her breasts, nibbling at her earlobes, tonguing her so close to her pleasure, but not too close. She is for him alone.* Or would you rather that I put you out of your misery? *he waves his jumpsuit away; to her surprise, he can tell, he maintains his human façade, just not the clothing. One would believe he had to lose both; but yet, there he was, the contours of his body so close to those of a human male, and as one would look him from head to toe, one would add a hairless very well endowed _and_ horny human male.*


C - *Cadence feels the spider-like touch of the shadowy spectres as they slither over her body. The hand over her mouth is soon replaced by the touch of lips - not the warmth of human lips, but the chill of a ghost's. They say not a word to her, their faces a blur to her - only the glitter of their dark eyes as they gaze upon her avidly. Her breasts are kissed, stroked and kneaded as she writhes beneath them, her body caught in between pain and pleasure. She feels the wetness of many tongues on her inner thighs, but they are hot! Teeth grab at the ruffled shorts and pull at the gauzy fabric, which tears under their ministrations. She is only partially aware of the hands yanking at the elastic waistband and pulling downwards, for she is entrapped in the vision of the Taelon General, who now stands before her nude.

Her eyes travel over his well-defined and hairless body, still in partial shadow, though not enough to hide his enflamed gender from her. She squints shut her eyes and tries to ignore the obvious, shaking her head back and forth.* No...not possible...not possible... *she says in a whisper. Somewhere deep within her she feels the beginnings of.... want... for him - images of his warm and needing body pressed up against her, and IN her, at the edges of her mind. Between her thighs she can feel herself ripening, even as another part of her mind screams in protest. She clamps her legs together against the eerie pleasures from her dream-beings and again struggles against the many hands that hold her down, casting a fiery and challenging look at T'than as she does so...*

GT: *he laughs as she shies away* What is the matter now Cadence? You will not tell me you are shy now, will you. That would be a disappointment, fearless and slick Volunteer Blue terrified of her destiny. *he walks around her, his body passing right through the ghosts, his face and eyes as if enhanced a hundred times by his psychic suggestion and the darkness around them* But ooh yes, it is quite possible, you should know there are no limits to what I can do. And I mean that. *he rolls his eyes and laughs* But you will soon find out just how truthful my words are. *he slowly descends to his knees and crawls towards her, to stop only when his face is hovering directly over her; all the while the grey beings hold her tight, taking the liberty to continue their teasing wherever it is still possible.* Now, cease the pretence; I can order them to torture you unmercifully. *as he closes his eyes once, two of the alien rip whatever is left of her clothing, and get progressively more daring on her thighs* 

Do you know what these beings are Cadence? They are shadows, corpses. Each represents one victory, one conquest, one stubborn being that committed the imprudence of denying me. I can let them turn you into one of them. *he pulls one of the ghosts so that he hovers once all too close to her face, then orders him away again* Or not. *he grins at her* It will all depend on your behaviour. In truth, you can squirm, beg, plead all you want. But if you do not beg for me, until your body climaxes -- and make no mistake, it will like never before -- then. *he nods at the beings again, the humming sounds and moans of pleasure being intensified times and times over, one of the ghosts sliding his tongue so close to her most private area; T'than's eyes flash in the dimness of her dream. Then he whispers at her ear* Do not think of me only as your master, girl; I am also your saviour, but, I do not waste my time with those who do not deserve my attention. So question is: what are you willing to do to convince me? *he glances down her belly then moves to sit by her feet and give her full view as one of the creatures flies through him to bury his face between her thighs* I would be quick to answer, if I were you. You won't be able to say much in a few moments. *several of the beings mount over each other; at first it would seem they are engaging in an orgy, from the amount of bodies that snake, squirm and struggle; but they soon take an odd form; the form of a chair that lifts T'than from the ground and moulds into his throne, from which he can enjoy the spectacle with a privileged view*

C - *There is a being between her legs, his tongue feeling like molten metal against her, but yet with lips as cold as ice. The dual sensation is too much to bear and her head falls back and she bites her lip to keep a moan from escaping. She does not want to give him even more satisfaction, and yet control is increasingly more difficult to maintain. She does not want to look at him sitting in front of her but hands are pushing her up slightly from behind and she is forced to witness the horrendous spectacle of these living corpses falling through T'than's body onto one another in a writhing orgy and then, becoming one, moulding into a throne for him - mounting one another in endless succession, causing the chair to increase in height, lifting the War Minister so that he can look down upon her body, now ripped of all its garments.

His face glows from within, the blue eyes looking like gas jets as he watches her. She knows her fear excites him, and she hates herself for being excited by being his little plaything. Images of him making love to her are emblazoned on her mind's eye, but as she looks at his arrogant, smiling face she at once becomes angry, wanting to make HIM suffer!

GT: *he revels in her fear; he also knows it won't last long, for she is not wise enough, and clearly too arrogant, to understand her true position. But if she fights him, so much the better. He watches with clear interest from up his living throne as her body language maintains its contradiction to her words. And then the change occurs; her boldness takes over and she defies him. He cannot but enjoy her attempts at lashing back at him*

She turns her lips into an arrogant smirk of her own and speaks, her sarcastic tone breaking through the sounds of orgasmic passion, hoping to arouse his anger*

C: BEG for you? You MUST be joking! *brittle laugh* I have never had to beg for any man, and I don't plan on starting now. *Her boldness is like a drug, making her reckless, and she does not notice the expression on T'than's face darken as she continues.*

So you think that you could give me the climax of a lifetime? Let me enlighten you, DEAR General - I could bring on more of a climax with my little finger than I would have with your unworthy attentions! I'd rather let one of these ...things, touch me than YOUR alien hands!

GT: Allow me the correction Cadence. I am not ANY man *he smirks, his eyes glittery* I am not even a man. I am Taelon little slave girl. *then his voice lowers to a threatening hiss* And you do not know what that means. Not just yet.

C: *At her words, one of the grey creatures slithers over and quickly mounts her, undulating on her in a pantomime of sex, and she realizes a first bit of control of her environment. *

You wanted begging, T'than? Watch me beg! *She closes her eyes and writhes beneath the phantom as much as she is able. Were she not so tightly restrained she would have wrapped her arms and legs around it, but she isn't strong enough to bypass that aspect of T'than's commands of her confinement.*

Oh...yes...oh...oh yes! Take me take me now! *The creature disgusts her in its asexual frenzy upon her but she continues the ruse.* Oh yes, take me now! Take me hard! *She peeks to see if he is watching, and then lies back and arches her back in false passion.* No! Don't take me - FUCK me! Oh you are so much better than that overbearing idiot T'than...ohhh yessssss..... I want you....fuck me now!

GT: *his initial reaction is that of anger; his eyes squint and shoot daggers at her; his fingers dance above his armrests, restless and provoked. But then, much to her surprise, his smirk reappears, evolves into a grin, and his head falls slightly backwards as he explodes in laughter. When he reassumes his posture, his hands clap one. Two. Three, four times, as if cheering for her and at the same time, they also represent his scorn* 

C - *Cadence stops her antics at the sound of his laughter and clapping. She feels defeated and humiliated, more so than before. She wants to yell, to cry, to lash out at him, but she is utterly helpless. She looks away from the creature atop her and wishes it gone, and it immediately vanishes. All of the sudden she begins to make the connection of her thoughts being directly intertwined with her environment, and she wonders how she can use this information, but T'than's scornful words break through her reverie....

GT: That was an interesting performance. You should consider theatre as a viable profession; you are much better at it than as a Volunteer. *with a wave of his hand, the beings lift her up, as if forming a mattress of one thousand hands underneath her; he grips the living armrests of his throne and rises to his feet, his erection still amazing in its size* But you have gone just a bit too far. Idiots are those who do not have the wisdom to understand when a game is lost to them. Those that treat War as their sister know full well there is a time you should simply admit defeat. *he has them moulding into a chair of sorts for him, with the difference that the armrests are indeed arms, with two hands that grip her by the ankles to spread her legs apart* And so you choose to become one of them? *he gives one step towards her, his manhood in direct course towards the entrance to her core* It is all the same to me.

C - *Cadence floats on the undulating sea of hands before him, her legs held in the vice-like grip of T'than's living throne, talon-like hands unyielding to her struggles to break their grasp. Her eyes move down his body to the massive erection standing at attention for her. Indeed she had her doubts as to whether it would even fit inside of her, and if it did it would be like being a virgin all over again, the searing, delicious pain of initiation... An idea came to her - it was farfetched, but in this strange world that she now found herself in, she had nothing left to lose... She widened her eyes in a pleading way and pouted her full lips and took on an appeasing, and what she hoped was an appealing, stance for him.* Please T'than...please? Not like this - please not like this!

GT: *he licks his lips viciously as the ghosts bring her closer to him, their progress slow as if to make the torture last longer; fear is back to her features, and when her voice reaches his ears, pleading and innocent, he closes his eyes and takes a deep breath, as if wanting to savour the moment*  I see you had a change of heart. That could be a good thing for you *he keeps his smugness and still the beings bring her closer to him*

C:*She swallowed and let her lower lip tremble in fear (not entirely an act!) and tears escape from her eyes. She made herself fearful, innocent and completely at his mercy. She stopped her struggles against the dark hands which held her ankles and lay back calmly into the sea of death below her.* Okay, you win...*small sob* Just please don't hurt me...I will do anything that you ask...but can't we...be together without my being restrained like this? *sweet smile, hopeful expression through her tears* I will beg for you if that is what you desire...but please...don't take me like this!

GT: *he orders the beings to let her go, so they leave her at his feet; he then moves to sit and the old form of his chair reappears to support his weight* You would have done what I wanted anyway Cadence. *he takes his hand to her face, caressing it with chilling tenderness, then gripping her chin strongly and lifting her head so that their eyes meet* Tears become you, humbleness does not, but you can still learn and I am a wonderful teacher.. *then he leans back* Lesson number one is about to start. *he smirks at her, then dresses up in a fully sexual attitude* Kiss me Cadence.

C - *She swallows hard and looks down, and then up at his face, trying desperately not to see his swollen manhood. She rises to her feet slowly and steps closer to his throne. She has a plan, but for now she must put aside her fear and hatred of him, and be what he wants her to be. She leans forward, trying not to touch the deathly chill of his living chair. She does rest her hands over his on the armrests for balance and moves in closer. # I will not like this # *she thinks*  # I will not ALLOW myself to enjoy this! #

GT: *he keeps unbreakable eye contact with her the whole time, she may try to hide her doubts from him, but he is in her mind already; what she believes she is keeping secret in her dream, is all too clear to him; he is enjoying it too much, it shows on his swollen cock, throbbing and wanting, all by her own subconscious suggestion. Such a wonderful thing that the humans cannot control, or know, all aspects of their mind. They are so inferior... so deliciously inferior...*

 
C - *She is getting closer to him, his arrogant, smiling features becoming her entire focus. # He is attractive.# *she thinks, and then lashes out at herself* #You HATE him, Cadence! Remember that!# She cannot look into his eyes and looks down for a moment, a hot blush coming to heat her tearstained cheeks. She stops, an inch from him, trying to keep her body from touching him, or his throne, and takes a deep breath. Then, she closes her eyes and opens her lips ever so slightly, and presses them against his still smiling lips...

 

GT: *he does not move one inch, letting her do all the work for him; his eyes remain open, but his lips do not respond to her: he wishes to drown her in an antagonistic feeling of a little conquest of him, or his dissatisfaction in her performance. He suppresses a moan; her nudity is so close to his erection, her hair tickling at his face. He wished Taelons had not lost their sense of aroma and smell... but they had. He could not enjoy her to the fullest, but she could enjoy him; that enraged him to no end. 

 

With unseen speed for a Taelon, he slides his right hand from under her, and before she loses her balance and fall over him, he pulls her head closer and forces her lips apart, entering her mouth with what in Taelon physiognomy is a tongue. He takes time to explore every aspect of her mouth; her wet vibrant tongue, her teeth, the softness of her lips... he can feel touch, and warmth, so he seeks just that... 

 

While inside her mouth he can hear the soft moans her true body is letting out. She is enjoying him; fighting him at the same time, but loving it even more for that. #You hate me Cadence, remember that# *he whispers into her mind, and as he feels her wanting to part from him, his hands push her even closer, stealing the last of her breath*

All the while, the grey ghosts maintain their sexual dances, their moans making up for the silence of the human and Taelon that share that same limbo with them. They seem angry at the pleasure emanating from the two living creatures, and they intensify their restless search of the pleasure they can no longer feel. It becomes wild, and confusing; hands and arms fight to release themselves from T'than's chair, but they dare not take revenge on their master; so they turn to Cadence, pinching at her legs, nibbling her skin, some even trying to knead at her soft breasts...

 

Noticing it, T'than grabs her by the hair and pulls her from him. The beings feed of lust and pleasure, and feeling it decrease, they automatically pull away. She is lying over him now; he notices his legs are parted and that her nudity is resting just above him. Holding her face still but a few inches from his, he licks his lips and speaks* That was very nice Cadence. But I think you misunderstood when I asked you to kiss "me"... *he frees her, and looks down at her, searching for her tearful eyes; he gives her time to regain her balance and breath, and then has his full erection pull her attention towards it* Now, kneel before your master... *he whispers softly and seductively*

C - *She shudders at his words, spoken so seductively, and alarm goes through her because she cannot determine if she is shivering from fear or pleasure. She regains her balance and casts a fearful look at his now lifeless chair, remembering the molesting hands and mouths of the horrible spectres a moment ago. She looks at him, her eyes wide and pleading with him - no...no...no! She opens her mouth as though to speak, and then thinks better of it. Instead she thinks of his voice in her mind, mocking her of her hatred for him, and decides to see if the connection goes both ways. # You are a real bastard, T'than! I hope you rot in Hell! #

*Her knees buckle beneath her, but not of her own command, and she wonders if his hold on her is getting stronger...

GT: *his smirk broadens. #Clever clever... but you can be sure I will drag you with me; not for the company, but for the pleasure of tormenting you for eternity, slave girl...# *he intensifies his stare, a blue blush assaulting his ivory skin for a split second; it is as if his eyes have chained her and are binding her to his will, a sort of hypnotic force that clearly overwhelms her*

C: At once she is directly faced with his most intimate part - his immense organ. Though she was no newbie to such things, and had been in this position on several occasions, the throbbing cock of the War Minister was like nothing she had ever faced before. It was perfectly shaped, but thick and full...and long.... She felt a throbbing sensation between her legs as her body expressed its curiosity over it and she squeezed her thighs together to silence the notion of sliding down onto him, pain or not, and riding him with abandon.

# NO! # she screamed mentally. # I will NOT! #

GT: #Yesssssssssssss, you will... my confused servant. Your thoughts betray you...#

C - *She gazed up at him, her eyes defiant again and leaned forward on her knees, and then her expression changed as an idea came to her - her plan... Her eyes became wanting, her expression sultry, and a moan escaped her lips as she opened her mouth and brought it to the head, letting him feel her breath on him. Then, ever so slowly, she slipped him inside, her tongue working over the shaft softly. She grabbed it with her left hand and stroked him as she moved her hot mouth over him in slow and deliberate motion, barely able to breathe from his size.. Her body was on the brink - crashing over with ecstasy, but she did not want to give him the satisfaction of her delight, and she had satisfaction of her own she wanted to bring on, but not through HIS delight...

GT: *he tenses up at her touch; the warm wetness of her mouth taking him inside it is simply exhilarating. He watches as she plays with him, he feels the softness of her lips, and her vibrant tongue playing with his shaft. It is an unbelievable feeling. She is not bad - he thinks to himself - he might actually spare her this time. He is enjoying the game, delighting on her fear of him... He reclines on the chair and closes his eyes away from the shallowness of the environment. His senses are now focused merely on touch... He has to admit she is getting him quite worked up; it is not long before he represses his moans, the energy in his system coursing wildly and raising his body temperature just a few degrees higher...

C: She clamped down on him with her teeth viciously, and after a moment she let go and pulled away quickly.* Get your rocks off somewhere else T'than! *She smiled sarcastically, reckless again* I don't do charity work - ESPECIALLY not for a FREAK like you! *She was shouting at the top of her lungs now, heedless of what his reaction might be, and not noticing the shadows creeping closer..

GT: *then something goes wrong... second thoughts... and not good ones! He feels her teeth biting at what he made the most sensitive area of his body. He grips at the armrests, and nearly growls out of rage and pain. But his eyes do all the warning and cursing. They speak of her sentence... long before his words confirm it* I am not known for my benevolence either; I offered you all that I had at my disposal. You refused, and sealed your destiny.*he waves his hand, and the ghostly creatures form a circle around her; and before she can react her wrists are gripped and pulled up; her waist involved by strong arms, and her ankles pushed against a wall of living bodies. With a nod from the General, they lift her up slightly, so that her feet do not touch anything but air, all the while moving hands rape her body, taking no pity or consideration for the girl* 

I take back what I stated before about you being clever Cadence... *he rises and the bodies that composed his chair snake by him like boneless minions and join the others* Because that was a rather stupid thing to do... in fact, so foolish, I did not see it coming. *he now speaks inches from her, his sex preceding him and prodding at the inside to her core; he holds her by the hair and roughly pulls her head backwards, and she feels as he snakes a hand between her thighs and mercilessly sticks a finger inside her, curling it to have it knead at her G-spot, and shocking it for a moment; the ghosts make room for him, forcing her to spread her legs; his otherwise metallic voice is but a hiss* You will pay dearly for it, my little servant. It is time to go back to the basic teachings... Never *he slides his finger from her insides, upwards towards her clit* ever *he puts some pressure over it, and lets more energy flow inside her* toy with me *then is a swift movement, he uses his hand to lift one of her legs and thrusts deeply inside her; all the while her body being taken by a dozen nibbling mouths and hands that hold her tightly. She cannot move away, nor against him if her desire demands, so control is once again his, and he makes it known to her by pushing further in, pressing her limits, without letting her relax*

C - *Her face is set in stone, and she is beautiful in her defiance and spirit. She continues to look at him, even when he grabs her hair she does not shift her eyes away. But when he grabs her thigh and thrusts into her, defiance is lost as her head falls back, her eyes close and her mouth opens slightly - a shocked sigh escaping her lips. He was so endowed, and his anger had made him indelicate, making her body open to him without giving it a chance to accept him slowly.

It hurt like hell, and she knew this was what he wanted - she was a virgin to him, and he wanted her to feel the pain of his entrance; his initiation of his slave.

GT: You asked for pain... *he hisses at her, * You asked for torment *he moves inside her, not withdrawing for a moment* All I offered you was pleasure Cadence... *he lets go of her hair and grips her chin tightly, then invades her mouth with his tongue, and withdraws just slightly from her sex, only to crush her against the wall with another violent thrust; he feels her body contracting and the warmth of her moan being lost inside his mouth; the he lets her reach out for some fresh air*


C: But after the pain subsided she began to feel the beginnings of pleasure and hated her body's betrayal to her mind. She wanted to writhe, to thrash, but the dark embraces of the apparitions who also took their pleasure from her body was steadfast, and she felt as though her limbs were encased in concrete.

He thrust in deeper, enjoying her helplessness and tender defeat. She gasped at his motions within her. She felt climax near but could do nothing to add to her own ecstasy, except take what he deigned to give with little breathy cries of desire, as her pulse quickened and her body came closer to the edge...*

 

GT: *he hears her little cries, and has to use all of his self-control not to let go and just make them both climax* Yes, hate me Cadence... *he hisses as he withdraws almost completely from her, this time re-entering her languidly as to make her so aware of his control, of his size; as to have her feeling as he enters her at his whim, while she is so helpless; and also, to feel her contract against him, wanting to keep him away, but ironically pulling him further in* but your body will always love me... the more I punish it *he uses his free hand pull one of the ghosts from one breast, and takes it in his hand, massaging it, then pushing it up to take the nipple into his mouth; he licks it, his sex nearly touching the recesses of her core* the more it cries for me *he takes her oversensitive nipple between his teeth and applies pressure on it, little at a time; he is completely inside her now, and his tongue is playing with her nipple's tip; he takes delight at her cry, he knows she is so close to climax; she is so tight now, so warm, and there is wetness coming in contact with his groin; his pathways are on fire as well, but he will punish her further more, his release will mean hers, and it is best she is left in doubt and drown in frustration. He lets go of her breasts and whispers close to her hear* Hold on to that thought Cadence. If you dream of it often enough, it might just happen. *he plants a tiny kiss on her full lips and withdraws from her, careful as to not allow his shaft to spend too much time over her erogenous areas lest she does reach her orgasm; he watches her form, cuffed to that living wall. It is indeed beautiful, and his... his alone!

 

He smirks at her, and with a wave of his hand, the wall dissolves and all the ghosts are gone. He just stands there, and then simply makes his image fade away from her mind, leaving her alone in utter darkness.

 

C - *She gazes at the blackness around her, her limbs free, her body still tingling from T'than's passionate abuse. She is frightened and alone, and even wishes for her tormentor to return, if only to save her from this void.

All at once the black expanse is filled with a ringing noise, so loud she has to cover her ears, and as she realizes that it is a global - her global - signalling her morning alarm, the void disintegrates around her, and a strange weight is lifted from her body so she can breathe much more easily. The void fades, replaced with the familiar blues and greys of her darkened chamber onboard the Mothership.

GT: Back in reality, T'than finds himself lying above her. He is not sure how that came to happen, only that his control over her mind will only last a few more seconds. He rises with surprising velocity for a Taelon, and strides towards the mirror. Surprisingly, he passes right through it, and hides in his secret chamber. It seems so hollow now, the energy in his system still running so wildly, so needing. What a waste... that he could not feel everything there was to feel about her... he wanted all there was to take; he wanted to taste every ounce of her body, to explore her secret pleasures and make her explode in plea for him...* Some other time Cadence. *he whispered to himself. A smirk comes back to his features* This is hardly over...

C - *She sits up abruptly, a sharp cry on her lips, expecting to see him there, but she is alone. She reaches over and silences the global's chime and then looks around fearfully. Her body is covered with sweat and she is cold. Bringing her knees up to her chest, she wraps her arms around them and, resting her head on them simply cries, her shoulders shaking with her sobs.

A few moments later she is a little calmer and finally climbs out of bed and goes to her mirror. Her baby dolls are still quite intact, but the ribbon in her hair has long since fallen out from her restless dreams and her hair is in a blond tumble at her shoulders.

She wipes tears from her eyes as she continues to look at herself, though she does not see her own face looking back, but rather all the images from her nightmare, which is still whole in her mind. She shrieks when her global's reminder alarm sounds again, and goes and takes it from her nightstand and hurls it at the wall, narrowly missing the mirror/window.


GT: *he watches as the girl wakes up, clearly startled. His lips twist in that same old victorious smirk. She is not merely afraid, she looks terrified. Had he been inside her mind at that moment, he knows he would have felt that pressure accumulating in his loins... that desire, virus-like intoxicating, taking over him. The power of her own suggestion was terrific, and so useful as well. He nearly takes pity on her, because she had brought it all upon herself... it was out of her control, bur ironically she had been the causer of that "nightmare".

When she approaches the mirror, T'than understands just how much those clothes stand in the way. She looked so much prettier in the nude, and tears did become her. He knew how to bring out her innocence, her frailness, and he loved it... He barely allowed himself to finish that thought... she was just a human, just a petty human! How could he take pity on her, find her desirable… how could he lust for her?

The contemplation of her growing power over him made him furious. It should be a product of his imagination, maybe vestigial pieces of her subconscious still toying inside his mind...

 
C: Then she strips off the baby dolls, once a lovely gift, now only a dark reminder of something she would rather forget. She wads them into a ball and tosses them under her bed, and quickly begins sliding into her uniform, conscious of the wetness between her thighs; the remnants of unspent passion. She had come so close to release - climax a bare moment away, and then he had retreated from her body. She wanted to beg him to stay - to wrap her legs around him and keep him inside of her until the end - and she wanted to rip his facade from him and slash him to bits! She paced her room, sitting 
on her bed, moving things around on her bureau in nervous tension, and finally coming to stand before her mirror to brush her hair.*

GT: *When she stands there, completely nude before him again, T'than's body is assaulted by a wave of desire. He cannot stop it, it is beyond his control... he looks away, wanting to erase her from his mind; but Taelons never forget. It is simply not possible. A blessing and a curse at the same time. Knowing his actions as both uncalled for and cowardly, he forces his eyelids open. She is now moving like a nervous ant over her room... walking closely to the mirror and brushing her hair... a new thought forms in his mind... how her golden hair is soft; he wonders what it smells like...

C: *It was only a dream, *she says in a shaking voice. Her lips are twisted in a wry smile and she laughs sardonically and speaks to her empty room.* Wait'll Chandra hears about this one - she will ask what I was smoking for sure! Imagine - me and T'than *she shudders* Little Taelon troll...

*She heads out the door, but her thoughts do not match her spoken words.* #He was a great lover...if a little rough...#

DAMN! *she cries in frustration and hits her fist on the wall as she walks. But she wonders if her frustration is over the fact that she was worked up into a sexual frenzy by a Taelon she hated, or the fact that she had loved every moment of it...*

GT: *her words sting like poisoned Kryss on his pathways. Little Taelon troll... Not only has she, mysteriously, deprived him of his usual self-control, but she had also put him in some kind of spell.  He waits for her to leave, then enters her room and picks up the baby dolls from under her bed. He holds them in his hand, studying in them in detail: he can feel the soft fabric, he can grasp the pale colour, but he cannot sense her bittersweet smell, nor savour her. He wants her... truth be admitted, he wants her badly. His anger matches hers, and as she leaves he cannot but shout in the deserted chamber* SHA'BRA! I will make you pay for this Cadence, and dearly! I will get what I want from you little witch... but now... *he calms himself* Meditation and an energy shower would come at hand... #If not Ka’arpa’aj#…*so he casts one last look at the empty room and leaves for his chambers, absentmindedly holding the tiny clothes tightly in his closed fist*

Book One

Part Two

Zara

Zara swept into her new quarters like a whirlwind, tossing her few 
personal belongings on the bed as soon as she entered. It took a 
while for her to adjust to her new surroundings; she hadn't had her 
own quarters since her early days on the Mothership, nearly six years 
before.

The room was actually quite large considering the population of 
Volunteer staff these days, and she could see that the Taelons had 
made a cursory attempt to make her comfortable there. She began 
unpacking her first small satchel, which contained the few trinkets 
that she'd been able to keep. I wish I could have kept a few of 
those Taelon toys... she thought ruefully, as she placed a small 
cat shaped crystal figurine upon the bed stand. Finally she would 
have some space of her own!

As she turned to grab her last bag of garments, an unbidden chill 
crept across her spine, as she caught her reflection - startled and 
frightened - looking back at her from a full length mirror, 
positioned directly across from the bed. She hadn't gazed upon that 
face since she had first come to the ship at the tender age of 
nineteen. And something had changed in it, as surely as the physical 
had metamorphosed. Her once shoulder length strawberry blonde curls 
now brushed her lower back, and her deep blue eyes and taken in 
something dark, and eerily unfamiliar. 

Something even more menacing crept into her mind as she peered into 
the smooth glass. She began peeling off her clothes like a 
mechanical doll, as she stared blankly into that damned mirror. *I 
wonder who's watching?* She whispered as her underwear and panties 
hit the floor with a quiet rustle of silk and lace. Someone was 
always watching: this she had learned well from her time with the 
Taelons. They could be everywhere sometimes... behind the mirrors... 
in her dreams. There seemed to be no place that they could not 
touch. 

Suddenly she stumbled backward from the mirror, breaking from her 
trance with an almost violent jerk. With a burst of unbidden 
emotion, she collapsed onto the bed, where she began sobbing. Her 
once jovial mood was overtaken by some dark force which seemed intent 
upon making her miserable. Once she had had the joy of ignorant 
youth… like those silly little rookie volunteers that romped about 
the Mothership with no fear in their hearts. She wanted to be like 
them, yet hated them all the same. Innocence was a funny thing, in 
that it was only a characteristic of the innocent. And once that is 
ripped away, it could never be returned. 

Damn them.

She stood up from the bed, and retrieved her clothes one by one. 
Something, something dark was driving her, like a madness sent from 
the pits of hell. She replaced her clothes with ruthless 
efficiently, and strode back into the dark corridor. She had 
business to attend to… even if was not by her will alone…


Book One

Part Three

Bridge Shift

*Cadence strides onto the nearly empty bridge for her 4AM shift - about 5 minutes late! She isn't worried though b/c she knows that Chandra will be the only one waiting for her* 

People, LOOK OUT! I had an abso-freakin -awful night, and I_am_NOT_to_be_toyed_with! *She stops in her tracks, all at once realizing that she has uttered a phrase that T'than says quite often...even in dreams. . She shakes off a chill and literally flings herself into the command chair causing it to spin swiftly, her shrieks more from excitement  than fright. She looks over at Chandra, who is manning her post, her eyes wide and a little scared.* What's wrong with you? Why are you looking at me like that? 

Ch: *She looks at Cadence happily spinning in Zo'or's chair, and then begins looking around the room for data streams. In her imagination she can see them popping on all over the place, Zo'or's angry face multiplied to infinity. She shakes off the thought and looks at Cadence* 

You shouldn't do that Cadence. I did and Zo'or really came down on me. *she raises her shoulders then* But I didn't let him see me sweat! *she laughs* So, why did you have a bad night? Can't sleep? 

C - *Cadence, still turning around in the chair, frowns irritably at her friend* No I can't sleep! I just had the nightmare from hell! I was in some hellish place with demons and doing the Horizontal Mambo with General T'than. And if THAT wasn't BAD enough, he leaves...HE JUST LEAVES before either of us gets off! *she brings her fists down on the armrests for emphasis, and continues to glare at Chandra* And for your information, I couldn't care LESS what Zo'or thinks of me sitting here! *she folds her arms over her chest and sulks.* 

Z: *as he waves on his datastream to survey the events around the Mothership he catches Volunteer Cadence Blue slamming her fists down on the arms of his chair....he feels it is now necessary to address this situation in person... waving off the datastream he leaves his quarters and makes his way quickly to the Bridge... as he walks in through a  concealed entrance his arrival at first is unbeknownst to them...he stands there momentarily as Cadence remains seated in the command chair, then stealthily approaches her*... Volunteer Blue!.... Just what do you mean by your statement that you do not care what Zo'or thinks? 

C - *Cadence watched Chandra leave the bridge, her shift done for the day, and barely had the door closed when she heard the voice from behind her. Spinning around in the chair she intakes a sharp breath of surprise seeing Zo'or standing there, but it is gone as quickly as it came - replaced by a slight frown. Her eyes narrow as she looks at him, that angelic and glowing face with the arrogant expression. Giving him an arrogant smirk of  her own, she listens as he questions her.* 

Z ...and is there some sort of personal vendetta that you have against the command chair? Or is it me that your fists would like to make contact with? *He controls the inner mirth that he feels at their little games of pretend  or whatever else they may be, he raises his hand and slightly tilts his head*..Well Volunteer! if there is a problem please do enlighten me.

C - Still troubled by her dreams of earlier, she feels the need to antagonize the Taelon. In her logical mind she knows that Zo'or was not at fault, and in fact had done nothing to her - but she is irritable from her unrestful sleep, and feels the need to enact some sort of revenge on him anyway - just BECAUSE he is a Taelon. 

These thoughts transpire in a brief second as she stares at him. Then she smiles at him and twirls the chair once, coming to rest before him again. She sighs and stretches out in the chair, trying to irritate him by taking her good sweet time to answer. * Well, you're right in that I don't have any kind of vendetta against the chair... *coy* *She leaves the innuendo clear, and looks up at him with a mock-innocent smile, wondering what he will say now...* 

Z: *He was not irritated when he first appeared there but he quickly becomes irate at her disrespect .he leans forward and with ease he lifts her out of the chair and sets her upon the floor *... So....I take it then since you do not have a vendetta against my chair it is me you wish to slam your fists into. You are relieved of bridge duty until further notice and you may be put into detention for your insubordination toward a Taelon and the Synod leader to be exact....*his eyes cold and glaring*

C - *It was quite shocking to be lifted like a small child, but more than that, the feel of his hands on her as he did so made her shake with anger. T'than  than had done that - he had touched her over and over again! # it was only a dream! Why am I acting like this? # She decided that she didn't know and didn't care. 

She looked up at him, her shoulders heaving with her breathing and her lips set in an angry pout. She didn't say a word - she did not have to; her burning green eyes said it all. Her fists clenched and unclenched at her sides. Her face felt hot and she looked around the bridge, wishing there was something to throw but there was nothing. Then all at once she thought she was going to cry, hot tears burning her eyes. She looked back at Zo'or she was so confused! She shook her head in frustration, glared at him once more for good measure, and stalked toward the bridge exit. Before she stepped through she looked back and uttered the word she felt perfectly fit  this situation.* 

SHABRA! 

*She ran all the way to her quarters and threw herself onto her bed and cried. She could not understand why a dream would motivate her to act this way! She had had vivid dreams before, but nothing like last night! And now she was relieved of bridge duty, and she wondered if soon there would come a knock on her door - someone sent to take her to detention...*

Book One

Part Four

Chandra and Her Ordeal In the Shower Room

Ch: *Chandra Sheridan strolls into the Female Volunteers' Shower Rooms and drops her bag on the floor of the lobby. She looks around at the cushioned benches 
and the many mirrors surrounded by their warm and flattering golden lights. 
She pulls off her boots, massaging her feet and thinks about how wonderful it 
will be to fall into bed.

She stands before one of the tall mirrors that completely covers one wall of 
the room and slowly unzips her uniform, letting it fall to the floor and 
kicks it off. Clad only in a pair of panties she stood, gazing at herself and 
brushing out her long, blond hair. 
She thought of her best friend, Cadence, and their sultry activities of a few 
hours ago, and how much her body had cried for her to continue, loving the 
feel of Cadence's fingers inside of her. But then she had lost her nerve and, 
like an idiot, pulled away.*
# If the mere thought of your friend's fingers frightens you, how will you 
feel with a man?#

Za: *Zara quietly watches from a dark corner of the locker room, where
she often lurks unseen by the women who used it. She knows every corner of the
Mothership, like a map burned onto her mind by a molten hot brand. 

Chandra was off in some otherworld it seemed, her simple mind lost in some even
simpler trouble no doubt.*

Ch: I know....*she sighed to the empty room. She packed her uniform into her 
carry-bag and then stripped off her panties as well, tossing them in after. 
After placing her bag in a locker, she padded into the shower room. Again 
there were no other Volunteers there save for herself. The room was large 
with many stalls in rows on both sides. She walked over to one and turned on 
the water, setting it at the temperature she liked and waited for the stall 
to warm up. She caught glimpses of her nude form in the reflective walls, and 
she preened, proud of that mane of hair falling down her back and over round 
and uplifted breasts. 

Steam was rising up from behind the stall and she smiled, pulling open the 
door and stepping inside. Instantly she was in an otherworldly place, steam 
clouds coming to play tricks with the shadows and light of the room. She 
waved her hand before her face but it did little good. She stepped beneath 
the water and felt the tensions of the day wash away with the droplets 
cascading down her youthful body as she closed her eyes, feeling 
relaxed...and safe....*

Za: *Zara almost lost herself in the steam, as she watched the girl preen
and dance in the rushing water, her body like that of a perfectly molded doll. 
The Taelons study of her had given her strength, agility, and stealth - all
attributes which was using to her full advantage as she crept up on Chandra,
her own face being bathed in the hot water pouring from the shower head. 

The girl stopped for a moment, slowly turning to perhaps find a presence she
sensed but couldn’t see through the thick steam. Zara dodged her, and waited
until she went back to her shampooing before she returned. 

If Chandra could have seen her, she would have been quite a sight. A slim
shadow, she was fully clothed and soaked through and through, her curly hair
pasted to her forehead and shoulders like curling snakes. 

And in her eyes there was a frightening desperation… something that was driving
her to something dangerous…
She liked little Chandra… she did. She just wanted to warn her… warn her
before her innocence was gone forever.

She slowly raised her hand, and gently grabbed a strand of Chandra’s delicate
blond hair. She twisted it, until Chandra felt the first twinge of pain. The
girl wheeled around, and stared out into the mists in alarm. She called for
her friend Cadence. Perhaps she had thought her little friend was playing some
juvenile prank. 

How wrong she was.

After a moment of groping through the dense steam, she made what seemed to be a
half-hearted attempt to pretend everything was normal, as she turned off the
water, and started to creep toward the door. 

Zara tried to quell her pleasure, as Chandra squinted, and gazed in her
direction. #Can you finally see me?# She wondered. She followed her to the
door way, and smiled as Chandra realized the door was quite locked.

She was trapped.

She started to pound on the door with growing urgency. When the attempt began
appearing as futile as it truly was, she began to wheel around, catching Zara
off guard. She saw her, not completely, but enough to realize that she wasn’t
alone.

Zara caught her around the shoulders before she began screaming (even though
that would have been pointless), and held her fast with one thin arm, which
possessed utterly inhuman strength. She spun her around so that Chandra’s back
was pressed to her breast as she writhed and fought her. 

Taking the hooked forefinger of her other hand, she drew a thin path down the
girl’s body, starting at Chandra’s breast, and then slowly progressing toward
her hips, as she shushed Chandra’s growing sobs. The girl froze under her
caress, her thin shoulders tightening, and her skin glazing with a fresh layer
of sweat.*

Don’t worry. *she whispers* We’re alone. 

Ch: Who are you? *sobs* Why are you doing this to me? *While she is 
speaking, she reaches up with one arm to try and pull the other girl's off 
from around her, meanwhile using her other hand to press on the soap jet in 
the wall. Once her hand is full of the slimy liquid, she flings it backwards, 
into the other's eyes. She squirms with all of her strength and frees herself 
and once more runs to the door, but the floor is slick and she falls forward 
with a scream, hitting her forehead on the wall as she falls. Now prone on 
her stomach, she tries to rise, but there is soap on the floor and she only 
manages to slide around. She brings a hand to her face and her cries 
intensify when she sees the blood on her fingers, and a shadow looming over 
her.... 

Za: *Zara spots the red blood flooding from the volunteers head,
with something that resembles curiousity rather than sympathy. It was only a
little blood after all; the Taelons were capable of taking so much more. #Why
are these little girls always so fucking stupid?# 

Zara slowly knelt over the weeping girl, wanting to comfort her, yet at the
same time wanting to cause her pain. Because pain, unless experienced is
impossible to make tangible. She brought a trembling hand to the girl's
forehead, and eased the hair back from her face.

Chandra cried all the more for her efforts, and her attempts were doing no
good. An inexplicable rage rose in her again, and she grabbed her silken
strands of hair, and used them to violently pull her head backwards.*

The Taelons will have your body. *she whispered, as tears welled in her eyes
again* Just don't let them have your soul... *She paused, feeling hot molten
energy pouring through her body like a torrent of rushing fire.* Because
that's mine...

*She touched the small remote in her hand, and listened to the door swoosh
open.* The doors unlocked. Run... if you dare…

Ch: With a rush of cool air the door swings open, and without looking 
back, Chandra leaps to her feet and bolts from the large stall. She grabs a 
white towel from the dispenser and, wrapping it tightly around her body, runs 
out of the Volunteers' Shower Rooms into the hallways without. Her hair is 
soaked, as is her body and she leaves wet footprints behind her. She runs 
through the halls, her vision blurred by tears and the blood flowing freely 
from the large gash on her forehead.

Her fright has made her panic and she is lost. She stops at one point and 
slides down a wall to her knees.* Help me! *she cries out, her voice echoing 
back at her* Somebody help me! *she puts her face in her hands and weeps, 
wishing she had the strength to rise and find her way back to her 
quarters...*
 

GT: It has not been long since he has left Cadence's quarters. His mind is 
still boiling with the thoughts that came from the aftermath of their 
encounter. Royally pissed does not begin describe T'than's state of mind. He is 
wandering on the corridors of the Mothership, letting his feet take him 
somewhere far away from the bridge where he knows his slave girl is working 
at the moment. It is then he hears the sound of footsteps, but not those of the 
Taelon's platforms or volunteer's boots... it is a somewhat muffled sound. 
He quickens his pace towards that being that moves only a few feet away from 
him, just around the corner. The motion stops, and the ulterior sounds are 
replaced by sobs. It is a human for sure. A human female by the sound of 
the voice that screams for help.
He slowly paces the distance that separates him from the girl. It might be a 
prisoner that escaped, for all her know, so he keeps his hand on the colt. 
But he soon picks the sight of a rather fragile being, sat against the wall 
and visibly distressed.
Immediately, images of Cadence and the dream they shared comes to his mind. 
This girl is also blond, and so innocent... deliciously so. She seems 
familiar... #yesss... Cadence's virgin friend #
He walks towards her, fighting his will to pull her by the arm and rip the 
only garment in which she is involved. It is in his usual coldness that he 
addresses her*

This is a restricted area volunteer. May I ask what are you doing here?

Ch: Her crying obscures the sound of the sly footsteps that come to a 
stop in front of her, but she can see Taelon boots even through the mist of 
tears and blood in her eyes. She looks up, wiping her face and a shiver goes 
through her that is more than the result of her dripping hair and wet skin. 
It is War Minister T'than! The one whom she saw briefly once before as he 
passed her in the hallway, and his expression now is no less icy than it was 
then.

She knows that protocol demands she stand before him so she rises slowly, one 
hand at her breast holding onto the white towel that barely covers what it 
should, the other flat against the wall for balance against her shaking legs. 
She tries to stifle her sobs as she addresses him, her eyes lowered 
respectfully.*

GT: *he notices she is injured and still quite scared… more so than when he 
found her, he thinks. So, maybe Cadence has told her what she dreamt of. She 
mentioned confiding with her friend about it. Or his reputation simply 
precedes him, which is not surprising at all…
There is red blood trickling down her face from a cut just above her 
eyebrow. The contrast of the living red with her blue eyes is noticeable 
and… quite appealing.*

Ch: I was attacked...in the shower...*sob*...There...was someone there...she came 
out of the steam and tried to kill me! *Thinking on the experience brings a 
new, warm flow of tears running down her face. She swallows several times 
trying to control her emotions and looks around with wide, blue-amber eyes.*

I did not mean to trespass into a restricted area Sir...*wipes eyes*...and if 
you will be so kind as to direct me back the way I came, I shall return to my 
quarters. *She tries to look him in the eye but his expression is that of 
cold stone and she looks down again, and unconsciously begins taking steps 
away from him, her back never leaving the wall...*

GT: Yes, it was most unfortunate. But fact remains you should not be here 
*he slides towards her as she tries to move away* Are you afraid of me, 
Chandra? *he looks directly into the girl’s eyes, to see her surprise at him 
knowing her name* Yes, I do know you young Volunteer, as I know everything 
that pertains to Volunteer Blue. *he smirks* But I can tell you know me as 
well, at least by reputation he moves ever so slowly, but manages to nearly 
pin her against the wall*. But you need not fear me. *he raises a hand, 
resting his thumb over her forehead and sliding it slowly towards her cut* I 
am not as bad as rumors say *as he speaks, he maintains heavy eye contact 
with her, and as he finally grazes his finger to her cut, it closes and 
stops bleeding* I am, in fact *he smiles at her, a cold smile as he whispers* 
quite worse. *by that time, his hand is at her temple, and with a simple 
discharge, he renders her unconscious, and holds her body in his arms to 
stop it from falling to the ground. When he looks down, he can almost gaze 
into her soft, untouched breasts.* Very pretty…

He picks her up slowly and gently, and makes his way back towards his room*

~

Ch: She is floating in a gray void - the distant feel of strong arms  around her, and then carrying her. Her body rides the winds toward oblivion...


Book One

Part Five

The Tormenting of Chandra

Za: *Zara stumbled into her quarters, still drenched, and fell to the floor with an
audible thud. She let her shaking hands fall to her lap and watched them
continue trembling with nothing to do to stop them. #I could have killed that
girl! No I *wanted* to kill that girl!#

She felt hot tears beginning to flow from her eyes, as she remembered the
terrified expression that had been on Chandra's face.

But now she was in the hands of T'than.

She had seen him carrying her down the hall... and she should have felt sorry
for her... a little pity was well deserved. But hell, she'd warned her... and
she deserved whatever the fuck she got. 

As she curled up on the floor in that very spot, and closed her eyes to the
world about her, it was T'than's eyes she saw in the darkness of her mind...
staring at her with cold brilliance... and incalculable evil...*

She deserves it... *she chanted slowly* Her own fault... *her voice faded
into a whisper that would chant on and on into the night...

And even as she said it... she knew that the only one that she was fooling was
herself...*

~

Ch: She begins to come slowly awake, her body lying on a padded surface of some 
kind. Her eyelids are so heavy and she has to struggle to open them, and 
even when she does she sees only mottled colors before her; a swimming, 
watercolor canvas invading her disoriented mind. She rolls her head back and 
forth, small moans coming from her lips, and brings a hand to her forehead. 
Where once there was an oozing wound, now there is only a dull ache. Her arm 
drops to her side, its weight too much to bear, and her hand lies atop her 
chest, still wrapped in the damp towel.*
Cadence, *she says softly, wishing for the comfort of her friend, and then 
her eyes close again and she spends the next several moments between sleep 
and wakefulness, barely aware of a presence standing above her, watching 
her...*

GT: *he has ordered the mothership to form a sort of low bed in his 
quarters, and laid the girl there. As he had done with Cadence, he remained 
seated at the edge of the bed, though this time, merely looking down at the 
young girl. Yes, she was fragile, in fact, much more so than any human he 
had seen. That made her appealing, as he had believed he had loved in 
Cadence, her submission, her innocence. But that girl, even so alike Cadence 
in all physical aspects, did not appeal to him, not as much as Blue did. *

Cadence is not here girl. Maybe you wish this had been a bad dream, such as 
what happened with her, but it is quite real. *he doesn't move his eyes from 
her body, and once more he measures her from head to toe. That towel is such 
an obstacle. He rises from the bed, not without calling her* Miss 
Sheridan... Chandra... *he rests a hand on her cheek, walking it up and down 
her silken skin, still moist from her tears* I will skin protocol, if you do 
not mind... but you may not *he lets some of his energy pass to her, but 
this time, meant to awaken her; then moves his seductive touch down her neck, 
barely grazing her throat and chest, and moves only one finger beneath the 
towel* Take this off little girl... *her lets his face loom over hers, and 
permits his lips to smile; she can tell they are not used to doing so, 
because his coldness remains.* I will not harm you... *then they take a much 
more usual form, as a smirk. He moves away from the side of the bed, towards 
its feet, never taking his eyes off her*

Ch: *Her euphoria is stopped by an almost painful pulse of energy which 
begins in her head and rushes through her entire body. She opens her eyes, 
still groggy, and looks around, her eyes eventually coming to a stop on 
T'than. She gazes at him, but there is no fear in her eyes; she is still to 
sleepy for that, but a look of confusion rests over her features. She knows 
what she is seeing, but she cannot believe she is seeing it - the powerful 
Taelon General, sitting on the side of the bed, watching her intently.

She wakes into full alertness instantly when she feels his finger trace 
along her face and throat and then come to rest beneath the damp towel 
gathered at her chest...and commands her to take it off! She sits up in one 
graceful motion, her hand tightly on the towel and shudders when her long, 
damp hair falls against her bare back and shoulders like a cold shawl. She at 
first looks at him fearfully, and then down at her towel-clad body. She can 
feel the heat rising from her chest to her face, and knows that she is likely 
blushing brightly.

GT: *his eyes inspect her every move. She is ashamed... but not humiliated, 
like Cadence had been. He thinks to himself this girl is not as proud; she 
is maybe still too naive for that.* #That can be remedied #. *He has to 
admit, however, that this little girl looks stunning when she blushes...* 
Come now child, it was not such a difficult request, was it?

Ch: She wishes she could be as rebellious to him as she was to Zo'or on the 
bridge earlier when he had been angry at her for playing in his chair, but 
she also thinks that she wasn't naked and in the same room with him, either. 
She did not want to remove that towel! Being nude in front of her girlfriends 
was one thing - a man, or a Taelon, for that matter, was different! But her 
training, so recently drilled into her at the Volunteer Academy, told her 
that, if a Taelon made a request of you, you followed it, period!

Taking a deep breath she closed her eyes and let the towel fall around her 
hips, still concealing her somewhat from those blue eyes that watched her 
from the foot of the bed. She brought her arms up and crossed them over her 
breasts modestly and told herself to be calm, to be brave, and perhaps he 
would soon let her go...*

GT: *he grins* That's a nice girl... *she covers herself almost 
instantaneously, stealing her breasts from his sight. His glimpse was enough 
to notice how round and perfect they were, how fresh*
From what I could glimpse, you have nothing to be ashamed of. *his eyes move 
up and down her body now, to stop over her face* Look at me. I expect you 
can do that without burning up. *he waits for her to gain the courage to 
stand up to him; or IF she will have what it takes to do that; slowly, he 
moves his hand in her direction, and gripping a tip of the towel in his 
fingers, he pulls it from her; his lips twist in a grin* Very nice indeed... 
*then, to her relief, he walks backwards and takes a few steps away from the 
bed* Now stand *his eyes squint menacingly* and dance for me.

Ch: She looks up in utter surprise, blinking her large, lash-rimmed 
eyes several times. Again that same look of mild confusion crosses her face. 
Just as before when her eyes could not accept what they were seeing, now her 
ears could not accept what they were hearing!

Was this Taelon insane? she mused. She had realized too late that he was 
going to rip away the towel from her waist, her hand arriving just a second 
after his, and now she sat nude in what, obviously, had to be his private 
quarters, by the completely alien look of them, and he wanted her to dance! 
Her thoughts went briefly back to when she had teased Cadence, dancing 
topless before her and daring her to do the same, which she had, in a 
wonderful show up on her bed.
But there was no music here, and no Cadence either; only T'than, who watched 
her with anticipation. She looked around the room, hoping to find something 
she could use to drape her body, but aside from T'than's chair, some odd 
sculptures and the walls, there was nothing.

She decided to choose the path of least resistance and comply as best she 
could with his request. She knew that Cadence would not agree - the word 
'Comply' and Cadence had never seen eye to eye, but then again, Cadence was 
three years older, with more experience in these matters.* # though I doubt 
she has had any experience with anything like this! #

Taking another deep breath, she dropped her arms from her chest. What was the 
point if she stood and could not cover everything? She slowly and gracefully 
rose from the futon-like bed, her feet sinking into it, and stepped over its 
edge onto the cold floor. She took a few steps toward him, licking her lips 
nervously, telling herself that he had been right - she had a beautiful body, 
and it was nothing to be ashamed of. Cool air wafted over her, drying away 
the dampness from her shower, and her tears. Her hair was almost dry too, now 
around her shoulders in tousled golden waves, and thankfully lying over her 
breasts, their nipples erect from the cold air.

But as she stepped directly before him, her body looking sunburned from a now 
total blush, she could not hide her shyness. She tried looking in his eyes 
but was not very successful.* I am sorry, Sir, but I cannot comply with your 
entire request. *Her voice was soft, but she made sure to keep it audible.* I 
cannot dance. I have never danced in my life! *she lied so smoothly she 
almost believed it herself.

GT: *he watches her expression... he can nearly read what passes for thought 
in her mind. Between pleading for help, wanting to run, and being utterly 
confused at his request, she was also considering what she had obviously 
taken as a request... So he thinks it better to clarify it* That was not a 
request Volunteer... *he hisses* And you should know it is not wise to lie 
to me *he extends his hands to touch her face lightly, then grabbing her chin 
and forcing her to face him for a moment* I know well of your abilities...


Ch: Then a thought came to her, and she thought that perhaps she could redirect 
his amorous attentions elsewhere. Cadence and she had watched a video on 
table-dance girls, and how it was done. They had spent the rest of the night, 
music blaring, practicing on each other, giggling the whole time.*

You should get your protector to hire you a dancer - then *she gestures 
toward his chair* you can sit there, and she can come and dance on your lap. 
*she shook her head then, and in a first, small act of defiance, said*

Even though....*looks at him finally* ...I would think that a man...Taelon, 
in your position would be above that sort of thing. *Her eyes light with a 
new plan* But, if you allow me to get dressed, I'll go call someone for you 
myself! # and then run like hell! # *she is really thinking this is going to 
work...*

GT: *he listens placidly at her attempts to dissuade him. She does so with 
politeness, but she wouldn't know better than to reason with him in that 
situation, he thinks. But he knows that if he did so much as raise his 
voice, she'd fall on her knees sobbing as when he had found her. It is with 
amusement that he answers her suggestion* Yes, a lapdance would be a good 
idea. For someone who admits to know nothing of this matter, you do offer 
wonderful suggestions... *his eyes squint as he looks into hers.* But I do 
not need to hire an ordinary dancer. *he softens his voice* I have you to 
dance for me... a first dance is so much more precious, would you not agree? 
*he walks closely to her, and wraps his arms around her waist, looking 
deeply into her eyes* Nearly as much as a first night. *he smirks, then lets 
his hand rise to play with her hair and throw it behind her back so he can 
see her breasts so close to her jumpsuit* Besides, you wouldn't want 
anything to happen to Cadence, would you? *he tilts his head slightly to the 
side* So, what will it be? *he begins to walk towards the bed, forcing her 
to give some steps backwards* A dance... or... *he pushes her to fall on the 
bed, and stands there, an evil look on his face as he rapes her body with 
his eyes*

Ch: she watched his eyes rake over her body, and she was once more quite 
conscious of her nudity.*

Sit down in the chair, *she said. Though her voice was soft, it held a 
commanding tone which she hoped he would not punish her for. She stands and 
approaches him, but not before grabbing the white towel he had abruptly taken 
from her and tossed away. She quickly wraps it around herself - it is short, 
but it was better than being nude!* Cadence has done nothing to you! Why 
would you say such a thing? *she is angry, but catches herself and returns to 
a respectful tone. She doesn't want things to degenerate further than they 
already have.* Please don't do anything to her T'than! ....a dance it shall 
be, as long as you will not harm my friend....

GT: *his head tilts slightly to the side when she has the audacity to order 
him sat. But it is of no importance, compared to her willingness to submit, 
and he knows just what had shred her doubt to pieces. He wonders if she has 
any idea that succumbing to blackmail is the worst one can give to him - the 
key to eternal obedience.

He struts towards his chair, and ever so gently, sits down. He is surprised 
to see her still standing there; he would have expected her to make a run 
for the door. She is also wrapped in the towel again. Such a pity. As he 
finishes his thought, he reclines, and rests his hands on the armrests, 
palms downwards. He is completely motionless for the rest of her speech... 
Then he simply sneers, and replies, almost scornfully.*

"The answer to your questions is simple: I would do it, because I can... and 
I might even take pleasure from it." *he grins at her* I think you know 
that. You have made the wise decision. Your sacrifice is insignificant 
compared to what I would charge for your disobedience. A dance is will be, 
and a good one too *his eyes speak for the or else* And now *he lifts his 
chin, and nearly looks at her from up his nose* Enough talk... *he waves his 
hand over the right armrest and a slow, hypnotising music starts playing in 
the room*

 Ch: She looks in surprise as the deep and pulsing beat fills the room. 
She did not expect him to have music.* # It will make it easier at any rate # 
*she thinks to herself and steps up onto the dais that the chair rests on and 
moves in between T'than's thighs. His hands twitch on the rests and she grabs 
his wrists gently, but firmly. She pauses before placing them back on the 
arms of the chair; she has never touched a Taelon before. His skin is soft 
and warm, and on the undersides of his wrists where her fingers meet there is 
a slight fluttering, like pulse points on a human. # How fascinating! # She 
thinks how amazing it is that they are so different from humans and yet, so 
alike to them.

But then she remembers herself and where she is and places his hands back on 
the rests.* You can't touch me...it's the rules....no touching. *She begins 
to move with the beat, at first merely shimmying back and forth between his 
thighs, wondering how she was going to make it through this experience. But 
then, a slight smile comes to her face as an idea forms. She leans over him 
and caresses his shoulders, all the while moving her hips languidly, but in 
her mind's eye she is not seeing T'than but rather, the face of that 
wonderfully handsome Veluran, Zekhoor. And when she leans backward, wrapping 
her arms around the Taelon's neck, the back of her head resting on his 
shoulder, it is not T'than at all. She caresses the back of his neck and 
imagines her fingers running through long, dark hair.

Standing in front of him again, she throws her hair over her shoulders and 
lifts her arms above her hard, her eyes closed, imaging the tall Veluran 
standing there. But the fantasy ends when she realizes that by lifting her 
arms she has also lifted the towel, giving the Taelon a very enticing view of 
the clean-shaven area between her thighs. She turns around and tries to pull 
the brief covering over her buttocks, but that leaves too much on top 
visible. Frustrated, she faces him again and continues to move, one hand now 
holding the towel tightly b/c her writhing movements are loosening it. She 
remembers when she and Cadence had practiced these seductive moves that it 
was at about this point in the dance that you climbed onto the lap of the 
recipient and faced them, undulating on them, and even kissing them, but she 
had no intention of doing that, and he would not know the difference anyway, 
so she kept her movements slow and simple, and off of him.

The music faded and she stopped, trying to re-adjust the towel slightly* 

T'than, please let me leave now...*she looks toward the door* I am not a 
dancer and I don't know what I am doing! This is wrong, and you should let me 
go!

GT: The complete view of her body, so close to him, displayed is all its 
magnificence sends a thrilling sensation throughout his body. This time the 
blue blush shows underneath his alabaster skin. It takes all his 
self-control to keep playing by the rules, instead of obeying his own will 
and just pin her on the ground. As Taelon, he might not be there as a male, 
not physically, but there are other ways…# dreams…#
But then it’s as is a bucket of cold water is thrown over him. She has 
stopped, her body hiding behind the white fabric again, disobeying his will, 
and his orders. He is not aroused anymore, but angry…

“I would agree to your clumsiness. You started out rather well, but you held 
back. I know you did *he lowers his chin just slightly, letting his eyes 
show in the raging shine* There are no rules here but the ones I dictate *he 
rises, rather quickly for a Taelon and grips her arm by the wrists, forcing 
her to let go of the towel* You are not going anywhere until I say so. *he 
walks towards the bed again, dragging her to it, then pulling her so 
harshly, she falls on the mattress* Well now miss Sheridan, onto the next 
order of business…

Ch: *She is rather fascinated by his blushing - an inner glow that 
radiates outward as he catches glimpses of her form peeking out from beneath 
the towel. But then he is angry - exceedingly so! Her pulse quickens and she 
can hear it in her ears as he rises, and then practically leaps on her, 
grabbing her wrists. The shock causes her to scream. He is dragging her back 
to the bed and with one good push, she falls on her stomach, flipping into a 
sitting position at once - the towel falling away from her.* I didn't 
hold back! I didn't! I did what you asked of me! *He is on the mattress now 
too. She pushes against him and attempts to rise to her feet, wanting to run 
away. She hits at his chest with her fists, though, not as hard as she could. 
He is a Taelon, and she cannot circumvent her conditioning to use means that 
might be in any way harmful to him. Her resolve is weakening and she shudders 
knowing that she will not be able to fight him for much longer, and surrender 
is the only way out...*

GT: Yes, fight me off and scream all you want. It will not change a thing! *he takes hold of her wrists and presses them tightly against the mattress* No one will hear you, no once can save you. *he presses a knee between her thighs and forces them open; then the room goes silent when he forces a kiss on her, stealing the air from her lungs; she cringes underneath him, and he prolongs the kiss until she relaxes.* Now, be put, I just want to feel your body. *with that, he lifts up his weight from her body, releasing her wrists as he does so, and moving his hands upwards, very slowly. He lays on his side on the mattress, and lets one of his hands walk up and down her body* You are very pretty, did you know that? *his eyes follow his fingers* A different kind of beauty than your friend though. *he stops just over her breasts, grazing just slightly at her nipple and watching as it goes harder; he grins at her reaction, then moves his finger downwards on her belly, towards the interior of her thighs* I wonder what it was of so precious that you sought to hide from me? *he looks upwards at her, noticing the tears that shine in her cheeks; he snuggles closer to her and licks them away* Hush now *he kisses her softly on the forehead, as he slides his finger over her sensitive area; her body shudders but she is slightly wet down there* Your body is taking pleasure in this, even if you are not *then he just kisses her another time, as he grabs the towel and pulls it over her; he rises from the bed and offers her a hand* I promised I would not hurt you, and if I wanted to go all the way, I would do precisely that. Come, it is time you return to your quarters. *he grins down at her* Your friend, Miss Blue, must have ended her shift, and you look like someone who might need a _friend_*he says so scornfully, and nearly laughs at her despair* But you can take comfort in knowing you saved her… this time. *evil grin*

Ch: She wraps the towel around her again and hesitantly accepts his 
hand and he pulls her up roughly. His tone has once again reverted to 
complete arrogance and scorn and she is shocked into silence with his final 
comments about Cadence. She says nothing as he leads her, her hand grasped 
tightly in his, back to the corridor near the showers. He finally releases 
her hand and she dashes away, but not before she feels a pat on her rear and 
a soft chuckle behind her.

She gets her bag from the lockers and as quickly as she can, slides into 
jeans and a gray T-shirt with the Volunteer Academy emblem emblazoned on the 
front in red. Slinging the duffle over her shoulder she runs through the 
halls towards Cadence's room, hoping she will have returned from her shift by 
now. She wants to tell her of her experience, yet she knows she will not be 
able to tell her of T'than's not-so-veiled threats toward her - it is better 
that she does not know that...*

Book One

Part Six

Specter In the Corridor

Z: Zo’or was sitting in his chair, still contemplating his earlier conversation with Cadence. * He waves on his datastream, she had seemed so upset that he wants to know just why she had acted like that and why she had lashed out at him.*... Volunteer Blue.....I wish to see you immediately on the Bridge... *his face has a set look but not stern...then he mumbles under his breath*....Sha'bra indeed..... 

C - *It had been over an hour since Cadence's troubling talk with Chandra  and her rage had settled into simmering anger, but she knew that the moment that she laid eyes on the War Minister it would all come back - all the things he had done to poor, innocent Chandra, and even if it had only been a dream, all the things he had done to her as well! #I'll make him pay!#

She was setting about to putting her room back in order when the message from Zo'or came. He wanted to see her on the bridge. She acknowledged his order, a sinking feeling going through her. They were going to arrest her probably, but she supposed it was better to be arrested on the bridge then to be seen being taken directly from her quarters by all her friends.

She sighed as she slipped into her uniform and put her hair back into a ponytail. She walked dejectedly toward the bridge, pausing for a moment at the entrance, and then waving open the door and stepping over the threshold.  Zo'or was seated in the command chair and she approached him slowly, not knowing exactly what to expect. She placed her hands behind her back and lifted her chin in proper stance.

She kept a neutral expression as she said* Volunteer Cadence Blue reporting as ordered Sir.

Z: *he rises from his chair and walks around her *Volunteer, Since I have done nothing to you to warrant such disrespect from you then I must assume that there is something else bothering you.....I would like to know exactly what it is... It is not like you to run off in tears for no reason and so.....*with that he picks her up and places her in the command chair and focuses his eyes upon her*....Now you may tell me what it is that has caused you to act so recklessly toward me.

C - *It was as if someone had pressed the Rewind button on a moment in time in her life, for here she sat again, in the command chair facing him. She had unconsciously pulled away from him after he set her down, drawing back as tightly as she could against the backrest. Then, catching herself, she relaxed, and wondered why she had reacted like that in the first place.

She looked down at her hands folded neatly in her lap, and then back up at  him.* I...I am sorry Zo'or. You are right of course, you did nothing to warrant such treatment - regardless of your position. It was cruel, and it was wrong, and my anger wasn't directed at you anyway it was directed at...*A sharp intake of breath as she realizes she is speaking too freely. She bites her lower lip and looks away.* Well anyway it was wrong. *She looks back at him, her feet dangling nervously, wishing she could touch the ground. She is becoming very uncomfortable and tears threaten just over the horizon. #You are allowing a nightmare to make you go nuts - stop it!#

*She blushes from her emotions and wishes she could just get out of there.  She swallows and tries to look at him, but winds up looking out the window  instead.* I haven't been sleeping well, and I've had...some disturbing  dreams...nightmares actually. *She laughs nervously* It's nothing - I most likely just need a peaceful night's rest.

She is getting restless and cannot seem to sit still. She looks around nervously, feeling as though unseen eyes were upon her, crawling over her skin. Then she looks back at the standing Taelon, her expression imploring*  Please... may I return to my quarters now?

~

C: *Cadence walks through the halls of the Mothership, heading back to her quarters. She had every intention of following Zo'or's suggestion that she rest. She needed it! The dream of T'than had seemed to go on for hours, and though she had awakened with fear, and the remains of unfulfilled sexual desire, it was as though she had never slept at all.


Zara: *She leaned backwards as she saw the girl turning the corner, and felt the warm semi-yielding walls contour to cradle her body. It was a comforting feeling, as she caressed the wall with a cool finger, which was no longer trembling. No, she was certain now...*

C: Thoughts off falling into her bed distracting her, she almost didn't notice the flicker of movement out of the corner of her eye. It was about halfway down a corridor which crossed the one she was walking in. She stopped and turned back around, walking a few paces back to the junction. The corridor was deserted except...there was one shadow in a doorway which was darker than all the rest. Cadence began to very slowly advance toward the darkened archway, wondering if she was seeing anything at all, except phantoms created by her sleep deprived mind.*

Za: *Adrenaline started to seep through her hazy thoughts as Cadence came closer. She swore she could feel the heat of the approaching Volunteer's body as the young girl came closer, her youth wrapping her with a cloak of vitality that made her magnetic. Zara could feel the energy seeping in through her own fingertips... as if she could will that very vitality to once again run through her own veins. #Yes, yes that must be it#, she mused darkly. #T'than has been enslaved by that damn will of hers# She felt her breath quicken as thoughts of the war minister filtered through her head, along with other ill-timed memories. #So maybe I wasn't enough for him...# Her pulse quickened. #Perhaps I can prove that  *he* is not enough for *her*...*

C: Hello? *Her voice bounced back off the walls at her, making her jump* Is someone there?

*...she walked a little closer...*

Za: *She stepped closer to the wall as the girl began to approach, and felt her breath stopping up in her throat. She hadn't expected her to come to her. For most, it would have been an instinct to run from a ghost in the hall. Chandra, for instance, would have been half way down the corridor by this point.

Yet for some odd reason, it was she who was afraid. It was that fear that was holding Zara in place like a scared animal now, and although logic would have told her to run before she was seen, something else was begging her to make this girl her friend.

With little hesitation, she touched the seam behind her, and the skin behind her gave way, peeling back for a moment to let her behind the wall. Now that the Zara knew that she could not be seen, she found the courage to speak to Cadence, through a voice that would seem disembodied, and ghostly. She pressed her lips to the wall, and spoke in whisper that shook with her own trembling.*

Don't be afraid *she said.* I'm a friend!

~

GT: I very much doubt so... *spoke a voice from out the shadows of the tiny secret room in which he had let Zara in; he knew the girl would recognize him immediately. He walked to her, ever so slowly, nearly pining her against the now thick wall*

Za: She shuddered unintentionally as he approached. Had she finally baited his attention?

GT: I had a _guest_ *he rolls his eyes at the word* in my room just a few hours ago. She told me a very interesting story about being attacked *he smirks at the girl* I had to comfort the poor innocent child *with this he runs a finger down Zara's cheek, never breaking his eye contact with her* So, you have now taken into harassing young volunteers. *he slides his hand behind her head, and roughly pulls her closer to him, their faces only inches apart when he utters the following words* I love it when you do that. *he licks his lips, then pulls away*

Za: *Fear and anticipation built in her, and the war minister's twisted amusement became more evident.*

GT: However, Volunteer Blue is to be left alone... understood?

Za: #It was her again!# You said I could have anyone on the ship. It was mine, to do what I pleased. *she hissed, her voice growing loud and more indignant.* You promised me, we made a deal and you fucking promised! *A rolling rage began to build inside her* So tell me war minister; I never managed to capture anything but your body... are you honestly telling me  that this little snipe has captured more?

*She breathed uneasily. Whether he would answer her, or kill her on the spot for her insolence... she wasn't sure...*

GT: *He intensifies his stare of her, but then lets his initial rage fades into his usual smirk* Beware of your tongue Zara! I did say you could have anyone, not that you could be disrespectful! *his eyes squint as he proceeds* But my word still stands. You can have anyone, _except_Volunteer Blue. She is my toy, and you know *he walks to her and grabs a lock of her hair* how I don't like others to play with my toys. *he kisses her softly on  the lips, meant more as a tease than a caress* When I am through with her, I  might let you have your share of fun. *he rolls his eyes and turns away, then finishes with adamantly* But not before that!

Za:  *She stares with him with a moment of thinly veiled annoyance.  She wasn't in the mood to fight semantics, and obviously neither was he.  So instead of fighting against him, his hands already partially intwined in her hair, she let herself go limp and fall against his body.*  You've never liked sharing your toys.  *She responded ruefully.*  Just as much as I don't like sharing mine.  But I could see where it might be fun... just once.  Perhaps I can help you with the girl... in the future.  There's nothing like a woman's touch *she said as she moved her hand down the front of T'thon's exo-covering*

*She then disentagled herself from the War Minister's grasp, which was no longer firmly holding her anyway.  She started down the thin corridor behind the wall, and softly called behind her*  Do, let me know. 

~

C - *Cadence whirled around at the sound of the eerily disembodied voice. She could hardly hear it, but she knew whoever it was was a girl. She took a few more steps further into the corridor, her trained reflexes on hyper-alert, and peeked into several archways, but there was no one.* Hello? Who are you? *All of the sudden Chandra's story about the strange and ghostly girl who had assaulted her in the showers came to her mind, and she felt an icy chill go over her skin.* #RUN!# *her mind screamed. It was almost instinctual...a feral response like nothing Cadence had ever felt before* # RUN NOW! #

*She didn't run however. Instead she backed out of the hallway very slowly and went back out into the other corridor. Seeing other Volunteers about she breathed a sigh of relief and headed to her quarters. Once in her room, she sat on her bed for quite awhile trying to figure out where the voice had come from, and to whom it belonged, and why she had had such a strong desire to get away.

She yawned and realized that her adrenaline rush was wearing off, and that, combined with her earlier fatigue, was finally taking its toll. Stripping out of her uniform and underwear, she reached under her bed for the white baby dolls, deciding to forgive them for appearing in her nightmare, but her hand brushed nothing but air. Dropping to her knees she peeked beneath the bed, and seeing nothing, went so far as to get a flashlight and point its beam into the darkness.

GT: *from behind the looking glass, the War Minister watched as Cadence took out her underwear. He had missed her entrance in the room, as well as her stripping off the volunteer uniform, but the most important part of the show, he had witnessed. Indeed, she was a magnificent creature, and so unaware. It was an amazing experience to watch her in her natural habitat, dressed only with the skin and beauty that nature had provided. He licked his upper lip viciously when she fell to her knees and bent, the view was not all too clear, just teasingly suggestive. Then his thoughts told him what she was looking for... and he remembered the little trophy he had kept from the previous night. An evil grin formed in his lips...

C - An old, well-read novel lay in a far corner, but there was no sign of the frilly garment. She stood up, the icy chill visiting her flesh once more. She knew she had tossed them under there! Or had she?* # Perhaps I threw  them in the waste chute instead...# *She shook her head - no, she had not done that.* # *But then WHERE are they? # *Images of the hideous specters ripping at her clothes came to her but she quickly brushed them away. She decided to think about it later when she was more alert, and going to her small dresser, she pulled out a short, pink, silken nightgown and slid it over her nude form.

She made her way to her bed and pulled back the sheet and blanket and lay down and hugged her pillow, not even bothering to pull the sheets around her, and fell asleep.

GT: It is a titanic effort to stay put and not assault her and rip the nightgown away. But T'than finds that it suits her well. Curiously, it does enhance the curves of her body, and he loves to see how it floats behind her when she walks to the bed, how it falls over her breasts, and her prodding nipples, leaving so little to the imagination... He watches placidly as she lays down, and falls asleep... he could simply go to her, like in the last time... but! it had been a most unsatisfying experience... he had other things in mind. Without so much as a moment of hesitation, he goes over to the console in the back of his tiny room, and dials the number to the VTC. His command is short and direct: Apprehend Volunteer Blue, and place her in that one very special cell...

Book One

Part Seven

Cadence’s Arrest

Cadence was sleeping deeply, her body utterly relaxed, one arm beneath her pillow, the other hanging limply over the side of 

her bed. She moaned softly, the only thing to make it into reality from whatever conversations she was having in her dream. There was a loud pounding on her door, followed by the chime, but the girl merely moaned softly again and flipped over onto her other side

~~

She felt arms around her, jerking her upwards, lifting her, and her eyes fluttered open. She was roughly stood on her feet, though hands were supporting her so she would not fall. She looked up curiously into the faces of four, very large male volunteers. She shook her head, vestiges of sleep still clinging to her like vines. They were speaking to her - one, a handsome and built black male, was looking down at her, but his words rolled off of her brain, making no impact at all. She just stared up at him sleepily, but then he grabbed her shoulders and shook her.*


Volunteer Officer: You will come with us Volunteer Blue. You are under arrest by direct order of the Companions, and are to be confined in the detention area until further notice.

C - *She frowned, his words finally sinking in as she rose into full wakefulness.* What? Why?!

*One volunteer took her by the left arm, another took her right, and one walked directly in front, and in back of her. A push on her back made her begin to move as they walked toward the door to her quarters.*

I'm not even dressed! *she cried!* Let me dress! *When they did not respond she began to struggle and try to pull away from their strong grasps, but they only tightened their hold on her arms and she cried out from the pain.

She was mortified at the thought of her peers seeing her being led down the halls, petite and wearing pink silk, by four huge escorts, as though she were dangerous! But it seemed as though the corridor had been cleared, and then they turned down a hallway, which she had never entered. It was near the shower rooms, but it was restricted to Taelons only, so her worries of her friends seeing her this way evaporated, and were instantly replaced by another:

The cell they led her to was NOT in Detention, at least not the detention area she knew of. She had worked there once, and this was not the place! There was a long, almost pitch black hallway, at the end of which was a single cell, it's blue light being the only thing to illuminate their advancing path as they drew closer.

GT: *he watches from behind the wall, another of the secret passages a War Lord would know so well. After all, although Zo'or was leader, that was his castle. He sees the groups of 5 humans pass by, though they cannot see him. The passageway remains hidden by darkness, but it is only a few feet away from the cell. The look on Cadence’s face sends a shockwave of antagonistic emotions through him. Emotions. So that is her effect on him: she is able to awaken the atavistic emotions all Taelons possess, but are not able to feel. *

C: It was somewhat larger than an ordinary holding cell, with a small table and chair, and a bed, being the only pieces of furniture there. Her eyes again looked at the bed as she stood before the virtual shield as a volunteer keyed in a code - it was up against the wall, and it was different from beds which she had seen in cells. It was larger...softer, more luxurious looking than any bed that one would expect to see in a jail cell. It was covered in several soft layers of sheets, and the mattress was quite thick.

She was literally shoved inside, so hard that she fell down with a shriek, looking back at her escorts and jumping back to her feet, her nightgown floating around her.*

Hey! Even prisoners are not treated like that! I want to talk to Zo'or now! NOW! *They only looked back at her and smiled, retreating back down the black hallway and disappearing.*

GT: *he walks right against the wall, and it opens to give passage to him. He stands there, leaned against it, watching and expecting; anticipation welling up in him. The four volunteers pass by him and acknowledge him without a word or nod, just smiling back at the girl.*

C: Come back! Let me out! Whose order put me here! Was it Zo'or?!

*Silence*

Damn you Zo'or! *she shouted at the air* You LIED to me! *she dropped to her knees and her hands came to cover her face, and only a shaking whisper escaped her lips before she cried.*

You lied to me...

GT: *he gives the final steps towards the cell and stands there, looking down his nose at her* Indeed, Zo'or is most cruel, is he not? You see, contrary to many of us, he does not always keep his promises. However, I do not think you can complain about the accommodations, though the company might not be to your liking. *he smirks down at her*

C - *She looks up at him and has to use every ounce of her strength not to pull back from the virtual shield, though her body tenses. Again pangs of fear and desire run through her as she catches glimpses of the dream.

Her eyes are wide and glistening with unspent tears as she stands up slowly, guardedly and faces him. Her hair curls around her face, still tousled from sleep and she looks very unhappy as she sees him smirking at her arrogantly.* Company...not to my liking? *sniffle* Do you mean you? I've never said anything negative about you T'than! *hopeful* I thought you had come to release me. *Her tears come again as she looks around the cell, and she comes close to the forcefield, careful not to touch it. Her voice is pleading* Please...let me out! I can't stay here another minute!

GT: *he reads her body language, as one would do an open book; he knows he could just pass through the forcefield and grab her, and her tearful expression has him thinking exactly that. But he bites it back. There is a fierce struggle being fought within him* I know just how loyal and *he rolls his eyes* _cooperative_ you really are Miss Blue. *he looks at her directly, moving his hands to rest behind his back, and then gives a few steps along the cell* But you are mistaken as to my presence here. I cannot release you, so I am afraid you will have to spend many more minutes in there. I suggest
you take the time to rest. *he looks at the bed by the other side of the room* you might come to need it. *he smiles viciously, then turns his back on her* I wish you _sweet_ dreams.

C - *She is shocked at his swift and final rebuttal of her, and all of the sudden, her tears are replaced by rage. She winces at the heat of it and its suddenness upon her. She is not entirely in control anymore, and she gives in and lets the tide of her anger carry her.*

T'THAN! *she screams* I KNOW WHAT YOU DID TO CHANDRA AND IF YOU DON'T LET ME OUT RIGHT NOW I SWEAR TO MY GODS AND YOURS THAT WHEN I DO GET OUT I WILL NOT HESITATE TO MAKE IT KNOWN TO THE ENTIRE MOTHERSHIP! *She goes over to the single chair and picks it up, and with an enraged scream hurls it at the barrier, watching sparks fly as it hits and is flung back at her, narrowly missing her. She picks it up again and throws with all of her strength and this time, when it makes contact it shatters into several pieces with a satisfying snapping sound.*

What's the matter T'than? *she taunts* Too afraid to talk about it? Too afraid to tell me that Chandra turns your crank? TALK TO ME!

GT: *He stops on his tracks, then turns to her, his body clearly tense as rage wells up inside him* Miss Blue *he turns to her, his eyes shining through the tiny crevice his eyelashes are reduced to* There is no need to yell, as it is only you and I, and this place is sound proof. *He walks to stand in from of her again* Let me assure you, your friend, Miss Sheridan, suffered no damage to her *he smirks* integrity. *then his eyes fall on what's left of the chair, scattered across the floor of her cell* And please, be gentle on the furniture. One does not know how long you will have to wait here until you can spread the news *his voice lowers* that she does *rolls eyes* turn my crank. In fact *his eyes gleam wickedly* I found her to be quite delicious. I might actually have to, as humans would say, crack her cherry? *he practically laughs in her face*

C - *A chill goes through her, shaking her to her depths.*  #How does he know she is a virgin? How the hell does he know?!# *and then, more emotions wash over her - she doesn't know why she feels these particular ones, but she is seized by jealousy and indignation, and even a flash of anger at Chandra for being so damned innocent and desirable. She takes these and buries them.* # I hate T'than...I HATE him! I do! #

*She kicks the pieces of ruined chair out of the way and comes very close to the vibrating barrier, wanting to arouse his anger and not knowing why* Crack her cherry T'than? *smirky smile as she deliberately draws her eyes over his body, stopping at his crotch, and then looking back up into his smug face* With WHAT, General? Harsh language? *she laughs at him and then looks him right in the eyes arrogantly*

GT: *he notices her anger, and that only feeds his ego. He knows she has reached that time when she becomes blind... and utterly reckless. The look of defiance in her eyes is only compared to the indifference with which he faces her* No Cadence... my little slave girl *he whispers* not harsh language... harsh -- what was the word you used that time... ah yes --fucking.

C - #Oh my God how does he know these things?#

GT: *he smirks at her and looks her down upon* I am quite sure I could make her beg... *his eyes gleam in a dangerous blue* Can you imagine, that youthful, fragile untouched little body, pinned against the wall as I...  well *he stops to laugh and looks to his side* you know... *then looks back at her and tilts his head* Or maybe you don't, but you wish you did *his laughter echoes once more on the corridor*

C - *Her mind is reeling from his words, and at times they so closely parallel what she dreamt of that she begins to believe he may have actually been there with her, but it's too horrifying for her to accept, and she doesn’t have to dwell upon it because his threats toward her friend become her new focus. She shakes her head, a "don't go there" look in her eyes*

You bastard...you horrible freak...HOW DARE YOU? *Her body is visibly shaking, and what little reason she had left at the moment fled her instantly.* I'll kill you! I will, and I don't care if I die doing it, but I'll KILL you! *She picked up a length of severed chair leg and held the pointed tip in his direction.* Come in here and see if I don't! *She saw Chandra's face in her mind, her eyes pleading, and then she saw T'than over her, their nude bodies pressed together as he thrust into her for the first time, and she could swear she heard her friend cry out...*

GT: *her eyes go suddenly blank. They shine in anger, but her mind is clearly focused elsewhere. In her own dream, maybe. Or maybe imagining what he could to do them if he so wished. Ah yes, she hated to feel helpless, but she was just that: utterly and completely helpless. He just stands there, his expression that of suggestive evil, as if his thoughts transpired through him and soaked her mind.* No Cadence, you will not kill me. I am the one in the position to make threats if I so wish, and to see them through as well. *he grins at her, and does not even flinch at her threat*

C: NOOOO! *Cadence rushed T'than, forgetting the clear barrier, or maybe just not caring. She brought the edge of her weapon down and it hit, but was thrown from her hand, which, no longer having the object to protect her, slammed into it. Sparks flew and she screamed in pain and shock as her body was hurled backward, where her head struck the floor, and everything went black around her.

She lay still, her hair in curls over her closed eyes and tear-stained face.*

GT: *He nearly moves forward to stop her from investing against him. It's fruitless, and it will be painful. It takes seconds for the barrier to do its work and for Cadence's body to fall on the ground, her expression now serene but still stained with tears. With a hand gesture, the door to the cell is opened and T'than steps inside. He walks over to the girl, as if under hypnosis, and goes on his right knee beside her. He traces a finger down her cheek, freeing from the blond curls that get in the way of his 
sight.* Yes, little slave girl, nightmares can come true. More often so, than dreams. *he whispers softly in the room, then picks her up with surprising delicacy, and walks towards the bed. With a wave of his hand, the sheets make room for her body, and he lays her on the mattress. His eyes walk her body for some time, his hands struggle to follow the same path, but there is time for that; plenty of time.* Tonight your dreams are yours alone, but your reality will now belong to me. *with that, he pulls the covers over her and plants a kiss on her forehead, before rising and walking outside. Before leaving, he casts one last glance at the sleeping beauty and mutters to himself* Tomorrow, it begins. *then as stealthily as he had walked in, he goes away*

Book One

Part Eight

Gabriel

Gabriel::: It had been a few hours after T'than had left. As was common in such situations, a guard was always assigned to supervise the prisoner, at least until when the time came for captive and captor to be left alone. Few volunteers knew what happened in that cell. But the existence of it was rumoured on the Mothership. 

Gabriel was one of those few volunteers in whom T'than trusted. Very much so, something that was rather odd for the General. They had never spoken in person, but Gabriel was without reprehensions in following any orders given to him. And so he stood there now, once again watching that mystical cell, on the forgotten recesses of the Taelon homeship.

He had to admit, however, that it was not such a bad task... not with the view he had. Covered in alien looking sheets was the fragile figure of a young, and by the look of it, very attractive girl. He could only see the blond curly scalp from where he stood. Apparently, T'than had picked well this time.

The morning meal arrived thru the normal way: a small portal on the wall that led to the kitchen, a few decks above. It fed the standard cells, but a tray was always deviated to that deck, by a crossing ID stream...


Upon hearing the noise from the incoming food, Gabriel walked to the wall and waved his hand over it. Whoever that girl was, she seemed to be very special. A glass with fresh orange juice, some berries in a cup, a slice of bread with a strangely purple-colored jelly, and a piece of Earth-made pie, with fresh strawberries decorating the medium size plate. That was the food of a guest, not a prisoner... Shortly after the tray was lifted, something else arrived. Clothes, by the look of it.

Gabriel picked the clothes and after waving the door to the cell open, he stepped inside and rested them on the replacement chair to the one that had been shattered to pieces. Afterwards, he went for the tray, and rested it on what passed for bedside table: a platform that was born directly from the wall. He could not resist turning his bluer than blue eyes to the girl... He could hear her breathing, her sleep seemingly undisturbed... Curious, he sat by the side of the bed, and ran a finger through her hair... soft, so very soft... his nose could pick the fragrance, a sweet yet fresh smell, so tantalizing... He could not wait to see what she tasted like... Under a kind of hypnosis, he leaned forward, his lips coming closer to her own...

C - *She opened her eyes to pain, and a kiss! The difference between the two sensations was shocking and she intook a sharp breath and pulled away from the face that was gazing down upon her. She looked around fearfully, her hands coming up to press weakly against the man who was now so close to her, and sat up very slowly. A small sob escaped her and her hand went to her mouth when she realized she was not in her room, and that everything she remembered, the four huge volunteers, T'than's threats... everything, had really happened.

Pain moved sluggishly over her, like thick molasses, leaving no part of her untouched, finally coalescing in the back of her head where the throbbing was the greatest and she reached back to caress her head. She wondered how much time since her hurling herself against the force screen and blacking out had passed - hours? days???

G: *He immediately pulls back, somewhat surprised at her sudden awakening, green emerald eyes looking back at him. Her reaction is the predictable one. The one is accustomed to seeing in all the prisoners of that cell. Confusion, some more frightened than others. He bit back the satisfaction of knowing she was actually more confused than afraid.*

C - The aromatic scent of food filled her nostrils and she could see a tray atop a table by the bed that had miraculously appeared. The tray was full of fruits, jellies, bread, and the fresh scent reminded her of the very scent which she wore, and was even wearing now; a perfume whose scent was that of citrus - orange, lime, lemon, and not only did it cloak her body in its fresh aroma, but it also gave her skin a sweet flavor, should anyone ever happen to be kissing her.

Her attention finally shifted back to her rather forward company, and she studied him for a moment. He was perhaps in his early or mid-twenties, with wavy black hair that stopped just before it would touch his shoulders. He was tall and muscular, his black and silver jumpsuit conforming wonderfully to those strong male curves. His complexion was very light, though his cheeks had a natural blush, but his eyes were what utterly captured her attention:

They were blue, nearly blue on blue, and the contrast of their crystal depths against the jet black hair was striking, and, even through her aching body she struggled to put down the signals of attraction that her body was sending out to her. The slight smile on her lips vanished with her thoughts. She was a prisoner, and this man might as well be the one responsible for keeping her here, as he was evidently her guard now.*

Volunteer...do you always make a habit of kissing those who you have been ordered to hold captive?

G: *slightly embarrassed, he takes his hand to the back of his neck and answers in between slight laughter* No, actually, just the green eyed, drop dead gorgeous blonds *he smiles slickly at her, then extends his hands as if asking for hers* Hi, I'm Gabriel. *he doesn't shake her hand, just holds it for a moment* I trust you will treat me kindly *he glances back at the pieces of the broken chair pilled outside the wall, and smiles back at her, then rises from the bed, maintaining his good mood*

C - *She cannot help but be charmed by him; his casual demeanour nearly made her forget that she was a captive. The feel of her hands engulfed within his caused a tingle of delight to climb up her spine and she laughed in spite of herself with his comment about the ruined chair, its remains placed out of her reach should she decide she needed another weapon.

G - we will spend a lot of time in each other's company. And yes, my duties here are to see to your welfare and to your every need. Whatever that might be *he winks at her, then starts walking outside the room* Oooh, *he turns just before he leaves* not that you cannot guess, but I'll be right outside! *he grins, and steps out of the cell, the shield materializing around him like an aura of Taelon energy*

C - *Her smile of a moment ago evaporates like snowflakes in the sun and she speaks to him, the shield now between them.* No offense, Gabriel, but I hope we DON'T spend a lot of time in each other's company, for that would only mean that I am to be confined here for a very long time. *She gets off of the bed, but a wave of dizziness comes over her and she gingerly sits back down, looking at the artfully arranged tray at her side, her expression hardening* See to my welfare? You act more like a liaison than a prison guard. *petulant* I AM a prisoner, am I not?

G: *he looks back at her, his smile dissolving just a little as he replies to her well justified question* Of sorts, I guess. Think of yourself as a forced guest. But it's not that bad. At least in here you don't get harassed like in those other cells. Now THAT, is nasty treatment. *he looks around her, as if studying the room for a first time* Whomever put you here seems to be fond of you.

C: *She so wanted to be nice to him. She had not missed the suggestive wink he had bestowed upon her before he left the room and she thought sadly that, under different circumstances, she would have liked to have gotten to know him on a variety of levels, but that was not to be. She gently brought her bare feet to the cold floor and waited to see if the dizziness would come again. She knew that she likely had a concussion and should be in medical. Once secure that her legs would not fail her this time, she took a step over to the bedside table bearing the food tray. She picked up the glass of juice and took a sip, enjoying its cool sweetness in her mouth. She noted that the receptacle was indeed, glass. Turning back to Gabriel, who was standing in the arch, watching her good-naturedly she smiled softly, and spoke her next words sweetly.*

You can tell Zo'or that I will not sit idly by and just think happy thoughts while I am unfairly confined. I don't care how nice he makes it. *She is still smiling as the glass of juice slips from her fingers and shatters at her feet, dousing them in juice and shards of glass. She stoops down and selects one of the larger fragments, a piece with a vicious point and then stands back up. She is still smiling innocently, her voice light as she points the shard at her wrist.* Tell him I'd rather die...*with that she touches the shard to her skin and watches as the tip slides beneath the surface of her flesh, and she is still smiling....* Goodbye, Gabriel...


G: Whoa there! Wait up. *he extends his hand towards the energy barrier, careful not to touch it or make any sudden moves* Lets rewind this scene, shall we? *he smiles at her, strangely not a forced smile, but a rather sincere and comforting one* I'm afraid I can't tell Zo'or anything, because he and I, well, lets say we are not on speaking terms. *he gives a step forward, and passes through the barrier, entering the room* So if you were to do that *he looks at the hand that hold the piece of glass and tilts his head slightly* I'd have to take it as a personal offense. I am not that ugly a sight that you would rather die than have to go through a few days in my company, am I? *he extends his hand, palm upwards as if asking for the improvised weapon* C'mon! Nothing has happened yet. So wait and see. Who knows if this might not be a surprise?

C - *At the mention of his irritation with Zo'or her eyebrow arches, her attention caught enough to listen to him talk. She watches as he steps through the barrier and gestures for her to give up the glass blade. She looks down at it, positioned at her wrist, the point already beneath a red droplet of her blood. His sincere expression stops her from adding more pressure and she feels her resolve weakening with each of his subsequent words.*

You are not an ugly sight at all...I never meant that you were. *She looks down and slowly takes the glass from her flesh, handing it to the Volunteer and looking at him as she does so.* Do you...honestly think I'll only be here for a few days? *Hope rests in her eyes, and brightens even more as her own words to Chandra come back to her.* # Besides, if they confine me, most likely I'll be out within 48 hours after Zo'or cools down, and, remember, we are the lucky few who are trained for bridge duty - they don't have that many Volunteers who work in that capacity, so they'll HAVE to let me out sooner rather than later. #

C: *She smiles softly at the thought - yes, soon she would be needed on the bridge and they would let her go...She turns and sits down on the bed, placing a napkin on her oozing wrist before blood stains the sheer silk of her nightgown.* I am surprised that Zo'or allows you to continue on here if you and he are not on good terms. At best you would be re-assigned to Earth, at worst.... you would be in a place like this. *She looks down, her voice barely audible* I was never totally fond of the Taelons but now.... I think I am beginning to hate them....

G: *he takes the glass from her hand, fighting the impulse to just grab it before she has a change of heart. He tosses it against the energy barrier and it shatters, little particles backlashing as shining dust* Pretty isn't it? *he looks back at her* I had my share of fun inside a Taelon cell. It is what happens when what you think does not exactly correspond to what you say. Lets say Zo'or is still a bit miffed at me. *he smirks for a moment, then sits down on the bed beside her, taking her wrist into his hands and cleaning her wound with the napkin* But I'll be straight with you: I do not know for how long they intend to keep you here. You can bet though, that I'll work to see that your confinement is as pleasurable as confinement can be. Not that they know but *he whispers by her ear* I have not exactly learned my lesson.

C - *She takes in everything that he says in silence, her eyes focused on his hands tending her wound, but her mind more on what he is saying – he seems to dislike the Taelons as much as she does! She can hear it in the tone of his voice when he speaks of them...and when his lips brush her ear with his talk of continued defiance against them, she bites her lower lip and looks to the side mischievously, a giggle escaping her lips.*

G - *he then smiles and winks at her. Then focus back on her wrist* There. That's much better. *as his eyes make their back to her face, they absentmindedly leisure over her breasts, barely covered by the trim fabric of her nightgown.* Erm. You have some clothes over there *he points at the chair, somewhat nervous* And, I just remembered: I still don't know your name, and I take it sleeping beauty is out of the question...

C - *She looks at him playfully, her eyes twinkling* Sleeping Beauty?...oh, yes, you saw me sleeping and....*grin* you decided to awaken me in your own special way. *She leaves the bed and goes to the small wrapped pile of clothing on the table, making him wait for her name. She pulled open the layer of thin paper and was shocked to see a crystal bottle shaped like a teardrop. She recognized it immediately as the sweet smelling/tasting citrus perfume she wore, and knew that it had been taken from the dresser in her room. She shuddered and set the bottle on the table and unfolded the garment, and knew instantly that it had not been taken from her closet.

Her fingers slipped over fabric that was teal green, but yet possessed an iridescence that gave the color actual depth, shining with hints of purple and blue whenever her fingers rumpled the material as she caressed it. She was hesitant to put it on, seeing it as capitulation to Zo'or if she did, but she did want to get out of the nightgown.

Walking over to the corner near the bed, she waved her hand over the wall, hoping it would be like the regular cells she knew of, and she was not disappointed as a small partition slid outward, offering her modesty so she could dress. She knew the moment she had the garment on that whomever had chosen it had done so with great care; it fit her perfectly, as though it had been designed specifically for her, and she could tell it had been picked with her tastes in mind. No Taelon could have chosen so well, nor could the man sitting just on the other side of the partition. She wondered who had chosen this.

G: *he watches as she disappears behind the partition. The light coming from behind her projects her shadow and the contours of her body, and her movements are noticeable. He watches as the trim nightgown slides down her body and falls to her feet, almost in adoration. He suddenly snaps back remembering he had a comment to do* Well, a special guest deserves a special awakening.*Then he fell silent and watched the Japanese theatre of shadows projected in the barrier between his eyes and her 3-dimensional form.*

C: *There was no underwear and she understood why; the dress was long, two flowing panels, one in back, one in front, attached to a collar that went around her neck leaving her shoulders bare. The two panels did not meet, so on either side a complete line of her body was visible from shoulders to her ankles. The panels were held together on each side with two crystal clasps, one just under her breasts, leaving their sides tantalizingly visible, the other just above her hips. When she walked, the back panel floated behind her from her hips on, and she knew if she were to make any sudden turns, her buttocks would be glimpsed briefly.


A brush was also included in the package and she ran it through her hair, the curls relaxing into waves about her shoulders. She knew this color would complement her, and play off her eyes as well, but yet she felt a bit too revealed and wished that she had been offered another choice. She sighed and waved away the partition, walking over to where Gabriel still sat, politely waiting. The feel of the material as it swirled around her was sensuous and made her feel quite feminine.*

Well Gabriel, whoever picked my clothes must have felt that I was going out tonight. *she smiled and turned in a circle, forgetting the floating panels revealing her...* What do you think?

*She looked down, all of the sudden feeling embarrassed.* By the way.... my name is Cadence...

G: *his eyes shine brightly in anticipation before she steps out and offers them quite a view. #it is perfect#. He can smell her fragrance from a distance, a smell that strangely makes him salivate, as if she were to him as a ripe fruit ready to be bitten. He knows those thoughts transpire all too evidently, but that little sorceress has indeed cast him a strong spell. When she spins around herself his eyes glimpse at what before had been hidden by the nightgown.* Just beautiful! *he looks dazzled at her, then adds with a grin* The dress isn't bad either. *he laughs slightly, letting himself fall back on the mattress* You know. *he then suddenly rises from the bed and stand before her* I'm suddenly starting to like this job. *he walks to her* What do you think is making that happen? *he picks a lock of her hair and feels its texture, his slick smile dropping to give room to a tender expression as he caresses her face softly* Cadence. *he drags her name as if his mouth were enjoying uttering it* 

C - *She reaches up to lightly touch his hand where it plays with her hair and laughs softly as she does the same with his name, drawing out the syllables.* Ga-bri-el...

G - If I were a Taelon, I would know perfectly well what to do with you now *he speaks in a seductive whisper, as he leans forward, and grazes his lips to hers just slightly, but then shakes his head, as if to pull himself from a dreamstate* But I can't. If I'm caught in here, I'm dead meat.

C - *His mention of Taelons makes her shudder, but she hopes he will think that she is just reacting to the feel of his lips upon hers. But the kiss is quick and he pulls back to go. As he walks to the barrier, she comes up behind him and turns him to face her and kisses him herself, only her kiss is more bold and she presses her body to him lightly, but before he can hug her she pulls back and goes to sit on the bed. She had wanted to kiss him deeply, and feel his arms around her, but she had no desire to see him hurt, so she pulled back, hoping that soon there would come a time when they could do more...*
Bye Gabriel...be careful out there...I'd like to see you again. *She smiles as he waves to her, touching her lips with her fingertips, wanting to savour their kisses for a long time...*

Book One

Part Nine

Black Magic

*Cadence sat on the bed, her thoughts on Gabriel. He was the only thing keeping her sane from the boredom which had swiftly settled in after his departure. Yes, whoever was keeping her here had thought to feed her with tasty food, and clothe her in lovely fabric, but they had completely forgotten any kind of amusements that might make her confinement more pleasant. Keeping prisoners happy was of no importance she knew, but Gabriel had mentioned that she seemed to be less of a prisoner and more of a 'forced guest'.*

Well, this 'forced guest' is getting VERY bored...*she muttered, looking around the empty cell. She was idly nibbling on a piece of bread that was slathered with a purple jelly she had originally thought to be grape, but one taste and she knew it was not. The fruit, whatever it was, was of perfect sweetness - not cloying, but light and fresh - almost quenching, which was good considering she no longer had the orange juice to drink. She had never tasted anything like it!

Once done with the treat, she ate several berries from a cup on the tray, and then got up and walked around slowly, coming to a stop at the table and chair. She picked up the tiny bottle of perfume she had previously set there and uncorked the top, letting the fruity aroma tickle her nose. The scent was comforting and made her think of being back in her quarters, just being a Volunteer and living a normal, and free, life on the ship.

GT: *The volunteer which had been assigned to guard Cadence had left her alone for a while. All was going is accordance to his plans. He watched from the shadows and a certain distance, as she picked the food from her table and started nibbling at it.* Yes, eat Cadence, eat from the forbidden fruit of desire... *he muttered in the darkness as he watched her move around*


C - She placed two fingers on the point of the glass teardrop and let a few drops of the oil catch on them, and then, slowly, almost sensuously, she ran her fingers over her bare shoulders and neck, feeling as her skin warmed in sympathy to the fluid. She did the same with her legs, again enjoying the warmth which was suffusing her, all over, even where the oil did not touch.

She began to wish that someone would check the climate control in her room, because it was getting very hot! She could feel herself beginning to perspire a little and she tried to fan herself. She knew her citrus perfume was not responsible for making her this warm, and she began to wonder if her captors meant to roast her to death.

With the ensuing heat came a peculiar agitation - she began to feel as though she were crawling out of her skin, and she began to pace the room, like a caged wildcat, her eyes darting one way and the other.*

# What is wrong with me? # she wondered. Heat had never caused this reaction in her before, and then it dawned on her....She went back to the table and rested her hand on its surface - it was cold, as was the floor her bare feet stood upon. She began to get frightened - was she becoming ill? Would she die in here, unable to call for medical assistance?

GT: *the pale blue light of the room's pillars had started to reflect on her alabaster skin. He could tell by her look, the way she moved and how her body was responding to his black magic, that it was sorting its effect.*

C - And then other feelings came over her - want....need....desire...

She ran her hands over her shoulders again, the feeling of her own touch upon her skin ecstatic, and growing nearly electric as she caressed her breasts through the slick fabric of the dress. She stifled a moan and felt her nipples grow erect. Her heart was racing and she began to shudder as her mind brought up images of her dream the other night - T'than over her...touching her....taking her....

It had been the most recent sexual experience her mind could draw upon, and so it played the events for her like a movie, thrillingly unfolding. She shook her head, the word 'No' escaping her lips in a sensuous sigh. She hated him! She would have never allowed him to touch her in real life...NEVER!

GT: *she was distracted enough to allow him to move further towards the cell. Always in the safety or darkness, he paced the corridor from his secret passage towards the cell. His tongue grazed his lips already, imagining as it replaced her fingers that she so helplessly ran through her body in a desperate need for intimate caresses...*

C - But the feel of him thrusting into her was tangible, and she felt a tightening between her legs in response.* Kiss me....*she whispered to herself, and brought forth an image of Gabriel, his red lips against hers, his tongue wanting to enter her mouth, but hesitant. She felt as his arms went round her, imagining she could feel his gorgeous body pressed against hers, the tight Volunteer's uniform doing little to hide his desire...

She opened her eyes and discovered that she had slid down the wall by the table, one hand caressing her breast, the other lying limply at her side. She could feel that the insides of her thighs were slick, her core overflowing with her desire. She sat there, hearing her own quick breathing, her eyes wide with both fear and crackling waves of lust, that kept her rooted to the floor as they crashed over her body...*

GT: *he is by her cell when he hears her mumbling for her imaginary mate to kiss her* That line sounds familiar... *he waves the door to her cell open and stands by it, his eyes crashing in or her magnificent figure. That dress had indeed been a perfect choice, and despite the freshness and comfort of the tissue, she seemed quite willing (not to say needing) to get it off*


C - *She is not distracted enough to miss the sound of the barrier being waved away and she breathes a relieved sigh thinking that at last Gabriel has returned and she can seek release. They will both likely die for such endeavours but at this point she does not care, so caught in ecstasy's thrilling embrace as to be utterly reckless.

She slides up the wall and looks over, and her hands rise to her mouth so her shocked scream does not escape. T'than stands just inside the threshold of her prison, his hands behind his back in his typical stance - the stance she was accustomed to seeing nearly every day when she would come to his offices on one errand or another. His expression however, was changed; his icy eyes held an anticipation - the anticipation of desires yet unfulfilled - the look she remembered from nightmares... *

GT: *he keeps his eyes on her, as if waiting for her motion to be rough enough to expose something to his eyes. But she will, sooner rather than later. He cannot but love her reaction to him standing there: a mixed of terror, surprise and overwhelming desires stains her green eyes with the kind of tone he loves. He simple acknowledges her with a grin, his eyes squinting just a little in that which could be read as anticipation or a threat*
C - *Had it been Gabriel things would have been so much easier - she would have thrown herself into his arms and begged him to take her through her kisses. She found herself scanning over the smooth lines of the Taelon's body - the strong biceps, rippling chest and stomach - they had made themselves so male...so desirable....

She shook her head, a small cry escaping her. All she wanted to do was go to him and feel his body pressed against hers, his hands ripping at the delicate material of the dress, and yet she was feeling such revulsion at the very notion of it. He was T'than - arrogant, haughty, attacker of Chandra...*

# very attractive #

NO! *she cried out loud, her face in her hands.* # You want him...just admit it...you do...#  NO! *she looked over at him* Please go away! Oh PLEASE! Just go away!

GT: *He can tell all too well what passes for thought it her mind. Even under the effect of the most powerful aphrodisiac known to him, something he had gotten from the Jaridians, she still had doubts. It turned him on as much as in enraged him to have to resort to it to have her succumb to his wishes… but… the feeling of her confusion, to know she would become a concubine to him against her mind’s wishes, but without him actually having to force her physically, or mentally, it was simply* Fascinating. *her cries kept playing in his mind. That was the kind of no that humans often said to mean the exact opposite. He had never once quite understood that concept, but it was well visible in her eyes now… His sweet little slave girl… tamed.*

C - *She thought of his perverse words to her the night before regarding Chandra:*

# I am quite sure I could make her beg... *his eyes gleam in a dangerous blue* Can you imagine, that youthful, fragile untouched little body, pinned against the wall as I...  well *he stops to laugh and looks to his side* you know... *then looks back at her and tilts his head* #  *How she had hated him at that moment and smiles in triumph as that feeling returns, pushing down the others, giving her a small feeling of self control. But her thoughts had turned mercilessly against her, playing out the rest...*

#Or maybe you don't, but you wish you did *his laughter echoes once more on the corridor*#  *Once more desire rises like a tide within her...desire for T'than! Desire for one whom she hated above all others!*  # I want him! #

GT: *the struggle is becoming painful to her. And he knows just how much that substance can become painful if one does not get one’s needs satisfied. It not only works with the body, but also the mind, because it does not sort any effect if desire isn’t already present. In a way, it only enhances the feeling; it cannot suggest it from nothing. It is also up to him to finish her misery… one word, one simple word, and she will drag herself towards him pleadingly. So he finally decides it is time to put them both our of their misery* Come here, my little slave girl…
C - *Tears come as her mind and body waged a heated battle for supremacy, the drug in her bloodstream doing its work to make her body win. She licks her lips and comes slowly toward him, shaking her head all the while.*

Please go T'than... please don't make me do this... *Her words are choked with sobs as she continues forward and taking his face in her hands, she presses her body against him and kisses him deeply.* Please don't make me do this...

GT: *he does not move one inch when she comes closer. One would believe he is but a statue standing there, if not for the two pair of blue eyes that follow her every move. When her body finally makes contact with his, he has to repress a slight blush. It feels warm, at the same time fresh… her firm breasts pinned against his chest, making him want to grab them, nibble at those lustful pink nipples… But his thoughts dissolve in her kiss. The wetness of her tears mingles with their lips, and he has to love the hopelessness with which she kisses him: as if there was no tomorrow. 

He finally lets his hands pull her by the waist, his eyes looking hungrily at her when she pleads at him yet another time* Hush now Cadence… *with his thumb, he brushes the tears away* I am not forcing you to do anything. You know you came to me of your own free will. *He leaves his left hand cupping her cheek, as yet a few more tears trickle down her face to moist his fingers* Tears really do become you… 

C - *She hears his words, and they echo in some dark place in her mind* # tears become you, tears become you, tears become you #  *and then the rest* ...# but humbleness does not, however, I am a very good teacher...kiss me Cadence...#

*Somewhere, far away within her mind, his words send her into panic, but it is not something she is able to call upon at the moment, so buried is the feeling beneath the sheen of insatiable lust that clings to her body like the thin layer of perspiration that has added a glow to her skin. She feels him leaning in to kiss her throat and her hard falls back, and she can see them in the mirrored surface that is the ceiling.

GT: *he lets his hand slide down her face to grip her chin lightly, as his tongue makes run up her face trailing the path of a fallen tear; his lips then kissing at her forehead* As does this dress… *he runs his right hand up her waist to find the tiny clips that hold the dress together* Undress for me Cadence…

C-Yes, oh yes...*she whispers through her kisses* Anything you ask...*her words are lost in her lustful moans and she presses against him more tightly, her arms going up around his neck. She hated her words, and was still fighting, trying to pull back, but she was locked in desire, and he was right there... his body so warm, so inviting, and wanting her too...

She kissed his lips, his cheeks, his nose, her fingertips fluttering at his earlobes, and then her hands dropped and gently took his and began drawing him over to the bed. They both sat down and she embraced him and #Gods!#  crawled onto his lap!  But soon that wasn't enough for her and so, changed her position so she was straddling him, their faces together, and she licked his lips, opening them with her tongue, exploring the inside of his mouth, her hands like nervous ants, ceaselessly caressing his shoulders and back, wanting to rip away his uniform, though she knew it was part of him. The sash seemed to be separate though, so she made do with slipping her hands beneath it, pulling on it and finally managing to slip it off of him so it lay at his waist.

GT: *Her hands touching at his neck, snaking all over his back, ignite in him urges her was unfamiliar with. Yes, he had had other humans, but none appealed to him as she did. The word why floated in his mind, but she soon made him forget. Her hand has reaching for his, her warmth pressed tightly against his palm, that all too sensitive part of the Taelon’s body; it feels delicious. The soft aura of energy that humans possess becomes noticeable to his eyes. He can see it now, that power he lusted for, her energy.

Amazingly, he lets her guide him towards the bed. For the first time, at lost as to immediate reactions to her moves, but his mind already boiling with ideas of what to do to her next. Their tongues entwine, and his hands move to grab her by the waist, then while one moves upward to snake behind her neck, playing with her hair and behind her earlobes, the other pulls her closer by the buttocks.* 
C: His hands moved once more to the clasps of her dress and she gently slapped them away, moving her own small fingers beneath the crystal closures at her hips and releasing them, and then to the ones beneath her breasts. Now, the only thing holding the dress on was the collar, but the two floating panels were free...to slide away from her body and hang to the side. Now, when she pushed him backwards onto the mattress, still straddling him, it was her naked flesh his hands came up to caress, and she took one of his hands and...# Don't Cadence LOOK WHAT YOU ARE DOING! # as a tear slid down her face and she smiled all at the same time, slipped his hand between her thighs...*

GT: *He finds himself lying on the bed, his legs hanging from the bed, while she sits on top of him, never ceasing her hungry kissing… He nearly slaps back from his excitement when she slaps his hands away… excitement. He a Taelon, was succumbing to the same sins as his ancestors. But he had to admit, he did not mind breaking any taboo with her…

He looked upward at the ceiling to see himself mirrored there, with her, only semi-covered by that now-forsaken dress. He had to smirk at that sight…

T’than moved his eyes to look directly in hers. She was agonizing still, both in repulse and unrestrained desire, but still she grabbed his hand and took it between her thighs to beg him for release. But he denied her.* Shhht… there is time, my beautiful slave girl… *he whispered seductively as his hands clasped at her waist, moving up and inwards, to graze her breasts, until they reached her neck, and with softness, snapped the last clasp away.* And I want to enjoy this thoroughly* The dress fell over her figure, pausing just for a moment over her breasts to pay homage to her prodding nipples, then finally falling over her thighs. With a hand, he grabs it and pulls it off, tossing it to the ground, and does the same with his sash… his pride as warlord is now scattered in the floor of that cell… 

He sits upright again, pressing her tightly against his chest, then roughly turning them so that he is the one lying on top of her. He pushes her further on the mattress, so that they are both fully lying on it, then lays on his side to look down at his conquest.* So pretty… *he runs a finger over the middle line of her chest, from the hollows of her throat, amidst her breasts, between her abs, touching her nipple, but not daring to go further below. That is what she wants…*

C - *Her eyes are closed and she can feel his gaze on her while his finger slides down her body, and then he tells her how pretty she is.* As pretty as Chandra? *she thought...or, Gods! Had she uttered the question aloud? Why was she feeling the need for him to tell her she was more attractive than her best friend? She HATED him and didn't care what he thought! Or did she? The matter of beauty had never come between she and Chandra. It had nothing to do with the fact that they were built and complexioned similarly, but they had such a close friendship, it never really mattered...until now. She was caught in a tremendous feeling of insecurity, which had begun the day of Chandra's confession, and she wanted, no, NEEDED T'than to tell her that she was the most beautiful.

GT: Look Cadence *he whispers at her ear* look at you: naked, exposed… needing. I told you once that you would yet beg for me…

C - *His voice again echoed in her thoughts* #...and if you do not beg for me, until your body climaxes, and it will like never before...#  *But the words were outside her current frame of mind, beating on the door of her consciousness, wanting to crash in upon her, and later, when the effects of her lust had worn off, they would, and she would suffer greatly. For now though, his words were her command, and she obeyed, and looked...

GT: *he blushes from head to toe, his jumpsuit disappearing in thin air, but leaving his skin in its ivory appearance* I told you to hold that thought of the ultimate climax… *his fingers are now making their way upwards, towards her face, but this time, making a small detour on her nipples. Then, in a sudden move, he lies on top of her. His right hand searching for her legs to make it bend to give him room between her thighs. Then moving up her body, along with the left hand, to search hers and pin them by her side against the mattress. He glues his lips to hers, forcing his way into her mouth and roughly exploring its every contour. After leaving her breathless, he moves to conquer other parts of her body: her earlobes, her neck, and finally, to sink down her chest, to take her pink silky nipples in his mouth and lick, nibble, kiss and suck at them.* Watch as I conquer you, my beautiful concubine… 

C - *Her hands are pinned at her sides as he lets her know she is not to move, and she cannot, because her gaze is transfixed upon the mirrored ceiling. She wants to look away, but she is unable to disobey him, and so she watches, the images of his loveplay over her naked form seared into her memory forever. Even when he lets go of her wrists she is as one in a spell, watching the mirror. Her face is framed by her wavy blond hair as it lies over the pillows around her, and she sees her pouty mouth open in lustful expression as his hands and lips move over her. In fact, it feels to her as though she is watching someone else, for it could not be she pressing his face closer into her heaving chest, and she would never look at his now nude form with obvious lust as the girl in the mirror was! This girl was wanton - allowing him to open her thighs and lie on top of her as she undulated against him!

GT: *then finally, giving in to the request of her undulating body, he lets his hands snake down her body, to part her thighs as he buries his face between them. *You are so wet and needing… Beg for me Cadence.* He started by making his way down her chest, to lick her navel, and finally grazing his tongue over her hairless sex; first towards her core, then upwards to find her clit* 

C - *Her logical mind breaks free for a moment and she grasps his head with her thighs and tries to wrestle out from beneath him.* I hate you. *But the phrase is not spoken loudly or in anger, only in a petulant whisper.*

GT:  *he stops for a moment, looking upwards at her, a grin on his face* No, you don’t… you hate yourself for loving what I am doing to you… *he moves a finger inside her, moving it in circles, feeling her contract against it, then slides yet another. Her warm wetness is so close to his palm, the energy in her aura is increasing in intensity. He loses track of his current line of reasoning to answer an old question* Far more beautiful, no doubt… *then he resumes his teasing of her labia, moving his fingers out of her to give room to his tongue*

C: *His tongue is moving over her clit, and occasionally it flicks into the opening of her core. She stops her struggles again and falls back into the mattress, sinking into her own desires as her body sinks into the lush bed.*  Please... *it is but a whisper* Please....* she wonders if she is begging for him to stop...or to continue and a shudder goes through her as she realizes she does not know*

GT: Yesss? Say it Cadence… *he once more slides a finger inside her, curling it upwards to touch her G-spot as his lips and teeth take her clit between them, to let his tongue work over it*

C: Please T'than...*his lips on her are ecstasy* Please... I... want....#NO!#... *tears*.... you... to... #NO_YOU_DON"T!!!#... take me... *her head slowly shakes back and forth to contradict her words as she struggles with her betraying body* I want... you to... make... me... yours...

GT: *he whispers against her wetness, lowly but loud enough for her to listen* But you are mine already... *he starts moving his face up in her body, leaving his fingers to still play between her thighs: her whole body is shining from her sweat, and he has to admit it is still quite frustrating not to be able to taste her fully*  I own you Cadence… *his lips are once again at her aching nipples, while his free hand kneads at one breast; all the while, his body undulates at the same rhythm of hers, teasing with the prospects of fulfilment* And this means… *her curls his fingers inside her, pushing strongly against the upper wall of her core, as he squeezes a nipple between his fingers* that you cannot be anyone else’s. Understood? 

C -*Tears stream down her face anew as she cries out from his torments of her body yet despite them, nodding her assent, knowing that with each capitulation she allows him to lay another brick in the foundation of her doom. *

GT: *he moves his fingers from inside her, upwards to her clit, and starts rubbing her feverishly; while his mouth nearly eats at her breasts. All the while, his free hand snakes over her body to find hers, to make contact with her mind* #Your climax will seal our contract Cadence… Do you want to explode in sheer bliss?#

C - *Her breath comes in gasps and small cries that are a mix of pleasure from his skilled hands and mouth, to the pain that he deliberately inflicts in his quest to completely own her. Her thoughts are in chaos with her mind still trying to supersede the carnal desires of her body.

She wants to look away, to deny what is happening to her, but the mirror does not lie. She is amazed at T'than's nearly animalistic worship of her body. She had never seen a Taelon so enraged with his passions. She had always thought them to be a nearly emotionless race.

GT: #Surprised Cadence? Do not be, and do not feel so bad, you belonged to me the moment you set foot on this ship. You just did not know it until now.#

C: *She closes her eyes to escape, but he is there in her mind, listening to her thoughts, and waiting to finalize their bond. She can feel his want for her- his need to possess her totally; it radiates from his mind to hers in searing hot waves and she recoils in fear. But that was her mental self...

Her physical self, lying beneath him on the bed is reacting to him as well, but differently, the slender arms rising to go around his neck, followed by her legs, which wrap around his body tightly. Her inner self watches helplessly as the girl on the bed, her face set in vulnerable repose, nuzzles his shoulder and neck, moving up to his ear...*

# Oh please no! HEAR ME! No! #

*...and whispers submissively, a slight tremor in her voice* Yes...take me...I am yours T'than...forever...

GT: That was very clever Cadence. *he stops his caresses of her just as he feels her so ready to explode as he had promised she would.* and very true *he rises his face to stare into her eyes, inches away* I do enjoy your torment so much *he caresses her face with his slender fingertips* Makes you all the more beautiful. *then he kisses her softly on the lips, and starts distributing kisses along her face, towards her ear, nibbling at her earlobes. His hand keeps working on her breast while his other leaves her inner thighs to grab at her buttock and pull her closer* You can beg for me all you want, desperately, but you must learn I will only give you what you want if I want you to have it. *He licks at her ear, inserting his tongue in the hole, his body undulating now slowly over her, always careful not to graze her needing sex, lest she does climax* Your sobs are enough to tell me our arrangement is sealed, and my denying you pleasure, is my way to tell you so. *he moves his lips down her neck, tracing kisses down her arm in something close to adoration* Now relax. *he makes his way downwards to kiss at her palm, then up again, licking the sweat from her skin* Enjoy, and suffer the punishment you have inflicted upon me!

C - *Her eyes go wide and her body tenses, despite him telling her to relax and she finds her voice - it is pleading and confused.* Punishment...that I inflicted on you? I don't understand! Tell me! *sob* Why are you angry at me? I have given you what you have asked for! * She openly cries at his words to her, but her body is still riding on the high tides of desire, and soon his hands are on her again, soothing her, and once more she feels her body tighten with the pressure of unfulfilled climax, and so she swallows her sobs and lies back again.*

GT: *As he fells her unfulfilled orgasm subduing, he returns his hands to the right places, now using teasing tenderness in his loveplay. He grazes at her clit just softly, just enough for her to know he is there, but not really fell him working her to ecstasy. He takes his time in her body, his tongue travels everywhere, leaving a tiny residue of his energy to remember her of where he has been: her neck, her ears, her temples, the hollow in her throat, even close to her armpits, and down the lines of her waist, 
sometimes stopping at her breasts, but never touching her nipples, just simple moving around them.* There is yet one more thing to add to our contract. *he stops as he works on her navel* You are not to finish yourself. *he makes his way planting kisses up the middle line of her chest* that is my conquest. *he makes his way up her neck and throat, digging his tongue in her mouth, then when he feels her requiting him, leaves to put an end to his speech* So, I will be in you when it happens. #with all that implies# *he kisses her again and his fingers slide inside of her and he starts working on her climax again*

C - *She writhes on the bed, wanting release most desperately, but not knowing how to make him give it to her. She cries in desirous frustration with his kisses over her body except where she wants to feel them the most. She shudders from the many tiny trails of his energy that he leaves upon her hungry flesh. Her back arches when he puts his fingers inside of her, sometimes pressing hard into her to make her cry out, sometimes merely to tease the swollen node of her clit.*

Please, please T'than...why are you doing this to me? I need you! Don't you want to make love to me? I thought that is what you wanted! *Anger is encroaching on her lust and she pouts at him, and even kicks at him once. Then she grabs one of the many shining sheets and pulls one over herself, still glaring and pouting at him, trying to slither away from his touch. When he goes to touch her again she hits at his chest with small fists* Go away! I....# say it - you did before! # ...I... hate you!

GT: *he hangs above her, his crotch still pressed against her, his arms supporting his chest as his face hovers over hers; he feels her writhing and sobbing. He even lets her cover herself just slightly. It is in his power to rip the sheets from her, and when she hits as him, it's as if she awakens in him old repressed urges.* But I do want to fuck you my little slave girl. But as I explained *he grabs her wrists and presses them tightly against the bed, his grip so strong he feels her tensing up from the pain* I will do that when I want to. *Next thing he knows she is spitting her venom, gathering the courage to say what she thinks. It comes as nothing new to him. She hates him. Yes; He knows that. But what she hates the most is that he awakens in her the kind of desire she promised herself never to feel for a Taelon. Especially he.*

T'than looks down at her, his eyes gleaming in the same threatening and lustful way  as when she had bitten him. He presses his body tightly against her, moving his hips as if he were about to thrust deep and fast inside of her, such as he had done in her dream* Cadence, you can hate me with all your being if you so wish. It makes you completely mine. You know you cannot stop thinking about me. I am always inside your mind. *he kisses her, forcing her lips to part and raping her mouth with his tongue* And I am doing this to you, because you have to feel what it's like to desire something so badly that you would do anything to have it! Even go against what you are, and all the time, it slips through your fingers. *he lets go of her left wrist to take her hair and play with it, then rolls it over his hand and pulls her head upwards and inches away from his* Not anymore! I will go away when I want. 

*He lets her go and pushes her against the mattress and rolls to his side, freeing her* But maybe I will go now. *he sits on the bed, and grabs his sash from the floor, his jumpsuit reappearing as he rises in the next moment* There is so much for me to do out there* He puts on his sash as he turns to her again. She is still lying there, her face tainted with tears, slight desperation further flooding her emerald eyes* Maybe I will give someone else that climax you so hunger for *he goes on his knee to caress her forehead with his hand and kiss her over her tearful eyes* Maybe Miss Sheridan. *he whispers as he straightens up then laughs wickedly*

C - *He holds her down painfully by the wrists and undulates on top of her. Despite her previous words to him she tries to press herself upwards against him, wanting him so badly it hurt! But the most painful thing of all is when he pulls away from her, leaving her to drown in pure, unbridled lust, and threatening to give what only he can, to Chandra!*

STAY AWAY FROM CHANDRA! *She yells at his departing figure before he can step outside. She wraps the sheet around her, but makes no move to run after him.* LEAVE HER ALONE T'THAN SHE ISN'T YOURS! *She is crying and her voice is angry. She worries for her friend all alone, somewhere out there on the ship, not knowing what T'than is doing, not aware that she could be in danger, but also...also, somewhere far away, she doesn't want the other girl to capture something in T'than that she so far has been unable to...

GT: *he turns on his heels to look back at Cadence. She has gone hysterical, but her cries are music to his ears. He is smirking flawlessly by the time he is facing her* No, she is not mine, not _yet_. You, on the other hand… *he licks his lips viciously, his laughter echoing in the room shortly after*

C: She reaches for the tray on the bedside table and hurls it in his direction.* STAY AWAY FROM HER! *She feels so helpless as she falls into her pillow and cries.*

GT: *he holds his hand high, and the forcefield grows between him and the flying tray. It shatters in a million pieces, leaving nothing but dust behind.* Now, now Cadence, that was very naughty of you. And tears will not dissuade me… you know how I love to see you cry. *he whispers almost tenderly to her* You don’t have to fear for your girl friend if you are a good servant. Save that sexual drive for me, and I will leave Ms Sheridan alone. It is in your hands… *he grins and throws her a kiss, then turns back to continue his way into the corridors* Until our next meeting…

Book One

Part Ten

Forbidden Love

*Cadence is dreaming as her body lies still beneath alien sheets. T'than is above her, his lips pressed against hers, making love to her. She holds him in her arms, a smile of sweetest bliss on her lips. He is smiling down at her too, but there is something dark about it.*  Look Cadence *he whispers at her ear* look at you: naked, exposed, needing. I told you once that you would yet beg for me. *She looks over and sees another bed, with another couple - it is she and T'than, and the other Cadence is also naked, and begging for him with not just her eyes, but her lips as well, and she realizes she is seeing but a mirror image, and it is she who calls for him, pleading with him for more. But instead of tears, she throws her head back and laughs.* Yes, I WANT to beg for you! I want you...I need you!

*His voice whispers in her ear, evil.*  You hate yourself for loving what I do to you.... Yes, oh yes! *she cries, her eyes closed, her head back as she wraps herself around him, wanting him inside of her.*

You are mine already...*he chants in her ear* 

Yes yours! *she sighs in ecstasy*

I own you Cadence, *chanting whisper*

Yes, you own me. *said as one under a spell*

...and that means you cannot be anyone else's. *his order is clear.*

I understand. *soft, resigned, yet wanting* Yours alone...

Yours alone...*she awoke with the words on her lips, startled into wakefulness by the sound of her own voice. She sits up, holding the sheet against her and looks around fearfully, expecting to see T'than standing over her, but the room is empty. She knew she must have been asleep for a long while, for there had been changes in her cell: the leftover food by the bed was gone, as was the teal dress which had been tossed to the floor by the Taelon during his lust. On the table near the exit, there was another neatly wrapped package - clothes presumably. Her hairbrush and perfume had been laid neatly on top as a finish.

Wrapping the sheet around her body she went over and picked up the parcel gently and took it to the dressing area. Engaging the partition, she let she sheet fall and stepped behind it, and pressed a switch that engaged a sonic shower. Though not nearly as relaxing as standing beneath hot, cascading water, she at once began to feel better as her body was surrounded by the tiny vibrations, and soon the stickiness that had clung to her was gone, her body fresh and clean, her hair in a soft tumble again.

She brushed her skin with her sweet perfume and folded back the paper enclosing the clothes. Her lips parted in wonder as she drew up the long dress. It was a simple tank dress that slipped over her head, leaving her arms and shoulders bare, but that is where its simpleness ended. The garment was made of a fine-spun blue mesh that sparkled wherever the light touched it. It clung to her curves gently and was completely see-through, except for a silk ribbon of deeper blue that wrapped around the dress in a spiral, beginning at the neck and crossing over her breasts in a diagonal line and coming to cover the V between her thighs, curving over her right hip to cover most of her buttocks, but leaving enough of their round cleavage visible as to be enticing. She felt nude as she walked about the cell, air passing over her mostly exposed form. On the table, where she hadn't noticed before, were two glittering barrettes that perfectly matched the dress. She swept her hair back from her face with them, leaving a few tendrils to curl around her cheeks.

Though playing with her hair and clothing kept her busy for a time, soon she was bored and lonely, and she began to think of what had happened earlier that day. Her behavior with T'than horrified her, and she wondered what had come over her to make her behave in such a way. She had wanted him - was desperate for his touch everywhere on her body. She had even gone so far as to promise herself to him forever! She stifled a cry, knowing that she had essentially sold her soul to the devil.

She looked down, tendrils of her hair tickling her cheeks. # Why? Why did I do that? #

*T'than had said things to terrify her as well - things that were leading her to believe that her dream had, perhaps, been much more. # I told you once that you would yet beg for me.#  # How did he know? How was he in my mind? # Her mind struggled under these thoughts, making her agitated and upset. Tears were in her eyes, but not because she had hated him for his actions, but because she loved him too, and she did not want to!

She remembered one other thing he had said soon before he had left her that day* # I am doing this to you, because you have to feel what it is like to desire something so badly that you would do anything to have it! Even go against what you are.#

*She was lying forlornly on the bed and sat up abruptly, her hand on her throbbing heart.* # But did he mean me? or...him? #

*A shiver went through her and she realised that, just maybe, she had more power than she thought...

She looked to the doorway when she heard footsteps approaching and smiled when she saw that Gabriel had returned...*

G: *he stepped into the hall that preceded the cell rather cheerfully.* Good morning! Not that up here you can tell if it's morning or night... *he stopped by the virtual glass and looked her from head to toe.* One word. Hmmmm-mmmm! *he smiled at her and presented the tray he brought with him; no glass with juice this time* Breakfast. I'd prefer to give it to you in bed, but I see the sleeping beauty is wide-awake today. *he waves the door open and steps inside, waiting for a second as it forms again before walking towards the bedside table. He rests the tray and walks towards the girl, for the first time noticing the tension that darkens her otherwise joyful features. A look of puzzlement shows in his face* Wazz'up Cadence? If I did not know better, and looking beyond that pretty smile of yours, I would say you feel… sad. *he walks to her and gently puts a hand to her cheek* I know this is not exactly the better place in the world to be but… what happened?

C - She gazes at him, so handsome in his uniform as he walks across the room and places the food tray on the table. She notices that there is no glass of juice this time and thinks that it was probably wise, as she would kill herself for sure now - she felt as though her life was over anyway.

A pleasant tingle lights her body when he touches her face. She looks up at him, conscious that he is looking appreciatively at her figure, its assets barely hidden in the sparkling dress. But when he asks her what is wrong, and why she is sad her smile disappears and she turns away from him, stifling a sob.* It was....*she shakes her head, unable to find the words, and too embarrassed to tell him even if she could.*  It's nothing... I can't talk about it. *She goes and sits on the bed, her face downcast. She brings up a hand to cover her mouth and just shakes her head, trying to keep the tears from coming, because she knows if she starts to cry, she won't be able to stop.* You can take the tray back *she says quietly to the ground* I'm not hungry, and I have decided I am not going to eat anything until I am released. *Her jaw sets in determination though she still does not look his way.*

G: *he lets out a sigh and drops his playful attitude* C’mon Cadence… *he looks around, as if checking for spies, then walks to her, and placing hand on her shoulder, he sits beside her on the bed* At least let me know what I can do to cheer you up a bit. *he puts his arm around her and pulls her closer, so that she can rest her head on his shoulder*

And you have to eat… *he looks ahead, as if seeing ghosts standing before him to whom he speaks next* whatever it is those bastards did to you, you have to live to get even… *he looks back at her, and lowers his head to peek beyond her hair and look for her eyes* that can be done, you know… Besides, I’m sure they want you to feel miserable, so it seems to me you’re acting as they planned. You are stronger than this… *he suddenly speaks louder and more cheerfully* now, lets see… *he studies the tray and picks up a little biscuit from a bowl, and takes it to his mouth* Hmm… I wish we had some of these in the cafeteria! Care to try? *he lifts up her chin and turns her face to him, then plants a tiny kiss on her lips* How did you like the taste of it? *he smiles at her, his eyes gleaming tenderly as they look into her emerald pools* 

C - *She allows her head to rest on his strong shoulder, a sigh escaping her lips as he puts his arms around her. She listens to his words on being strong and about not giving in and knows he is right, though a part of her wants to starve to death - to wither away to bones...until there is nothing left!

Then he is tasting the biscuit, and teases her lips with a kiss. The closes her eyes for it, but it is all too brief, and soon there is only the light taste of sweetness on her mouth to let her know he had been there.* You taste very good... I mean the biscuit does. *she says in a teasing voice. She looks away, blushing, and toying with one of the tendrils of hair that hangs in her face.* How is it that you have remained a guard for so long, being so nice to the pri...forced guests?

G: *he smiles at her comment on the… biscuit, but the joy disappears with her question* Ooh that… With my qualifications, I could be applying to become a protector. But the Taelons *he smirks* Are not quite sure that I would protect them properly. The place I can do less damage is here… and I don’t have to touch anything, just serve you. Thank the heavens Zo’or is so nice to his prisoners, or I myself would be floating out there in a body bag… 

C *He was so attractive! she thought. She was so in need of a kind and gentle word, a soft touch...and other things. The thought of flinging herself into his arms and letting him do whatever he wanted came to her mind with startling force, and it was all she could do to steel herself against the crystal sharp pangs of desire that seemed to swirl within her very being like a storm. He was so close to her on the bed - she could feel his pulse in his throat as her head rested in the crook of his neck, and his hair was tickling her cheeks.* Gabriel, *she said, not lifting her head from him* If you really want to cheer me up, then let me out of here, or leave me the code to the shield and I'll leave myself. I won't mention your name I swear! *she looks into his eyes then...so blue...and blinks away the image of T'than that comes to her mind.* Please help me get out of 
here...please....*She barely noticed as her hand slipped into his and she moved closer to him, their lips pressing together for a long and passionate kiss...*

G: *He takes his time to savour her. She is indeed so much sweeter than any candy known to him. He thinks back on their last kisses, her passion has not diminished; instead, it seems to be growing. But is she trying to buy the ticket out of that cell? He complies passionately to her advance. It is what he wants… at least part of what he wants. And it gives him time to think of a satisfactory answer. He snakes his hands behind her back and pulls her closer, until the time comes to him to breathe. The kiss seems all too short* Cadence… *he mumbles inside her mouth, not sure if he meant to tell her to stop, or was merely whispering her name as someone that wants to please his lover. But then his hands pull her slightly back by the shoulders. His blue eyes are now inches from hers when he speaks* I cannot help you get out, and if you value my life, you will not ask me that. But I can make your time here more pleasant… *he pulls her closer again, and plants and tiny kiss on her lips, then her cheek, and soon his lips are travelling all over her face, sometimes snacking at her neck and earlobes* Maybe you will even grow to like being a forced guest. *he winks and smiles at her, trying to cheer her up; his hand now holding hers* Am I to leave now? *his lips pout and his eyes take on a childish expression, as if he were pleading for her not to take his favourite candy away*

C - *She thinks on his comments and reasons for his denial to help her escape and a resigned feeling goes through her, for she knows she could not ask him to risk his life for her; these thoughts running in her mind even as she feels his kisses over her face and neck, and she moans softly, her head thrown back. But when she sees him pout she has to smile. He looks so sweet and vulnerable, and she finally realized why so many people had given in to her over the years for one thing or another because of the irresistible 
expression. She touches his lips with a single finger, tracing their shape, and then makes him close his eyes so she can touch his eyelids, the silky lashes taunting her fingertips.

She falls into his arms then, one hand moving through his hair and over the back of his neck.* Don't leave me, please? *she looks up at him, her eyes pleading* I don't know why Zo'or went back on his word and sent me to this frightening place... but if I have to stay, I can think of no one who I'd rather have as company. *She rests her head on his strong chest, caressing it through the material of his uniform. She places small kisses after her caressing fingers and presses her body much closer to his. She can feel passion alighting in her again and with it comes the fear that she may not be able to keep her 'promise' to T'than...*

G: *he is positively surprised at her reaction. Her touch feels so tender, so good. He complies with her, knowing it will bring her peace of mind if he is there to comfort her. He holds her in his arms, just as her eyes had pleaded to him long before she had spoken any word.* Hush now… I am not going anywhere Cadence, you can be sure of that. *he takes a lock of her hair in his hands and feels its softness* You are so beautiful, I can’t conceive how someone would want to hurt you. *when she looks up at him, he feels that his heart in melting and nearly thinks back on what brought him there. He shakes away those thoughts and struggles to answer her question* Taelons are hard to figure out. Who knows what passes for thought in those bald alien heads of theirs. *he caresses her head softly, as one would do to comfort a scared child; he smiles when she admits to enjoy his company. Her lips on his chest nearly pass unnoticed, if not for the tickles and the warmth of her breath passing thru the jumpsuit’s fabric to tease his skin. He holds her by the shoulders and pushes her slightly away so he can look her in the eyes* Do you trust me Cadence? 

*He doesn’t wait for her verbal answer; it is more than spoken by her body that gives in when he kisses her tenderly and pushes her softly on the mattress. He rises to look down upon her; his eyes lost in her beauty* I don’t remember what, but I must have done something really good in my other life… *he smiles at her, then leans to her to kiss her again*

C  - *For the first time since she was brought to that secret cell in some hidden part of the Mothership, Cadence smiles and laughs genuinely and reaches up from the mattress for him and pulls him close, her heartbeat quickening as his body comes to lie on top of hers. Their lips lock in passionate kisses that go on and on, as her hands move over the back of his body, caressing his back, his shoulders, and finally his tight rear end, squeezing it appreciatively. He undulates on her slightly and all of the sudden she is seized with thoughts of T'than - his nude form writhing over her, holding her climax hostage. #If only he would have made love to me...#

Her caresses of Gabriel's body stop immediately and she shivers, wondering why T'than comes to her mind - she detests him, so why would he be there?! She wraps her arms around him very tightly, needing the security his closeness offers her. 

G: *he freezes for when she does, wondering what is wrong. He is quite sure of what he wants… but she seems to doubt… or at least she is questioning herself about something* What is the wrong, my wide-awake beauty? *he smiles down at her and waist for her to relax. Instead, she holds him even more tightly, and he cannot but let his hands continue to roam about the roller coaster that is her body.*

C: She moans softly when his hands roam over her and she feels him hardening, and pressing that needing part of himself against her body. She thinks that his uniform must be becoming very uncomfortable.*

G: *he groans slightly as he kisses her* Ah, darn jumpsuits! There is no doubt they were invented by those sexless freaks! They feel like chastity belts in times like these! *he goes on his knees and starts pulling at the fabric as if it burn on his skin; his eyes plead for help, and when he finally gets it, he focus on the much easier task of relieving her of her clothes. 

C - *His eyes burn with hot desire, despite their icy color and she can almost feel his want for her as she reaches forward as one in a trance and helps him peel away the tight spandex from his body. She gazes at his form - he is nude, and despite them being in a cell, with an open hallway right there, he seems very at ease with himself. Her eyes languish over his perfect body; his shoulders and arms, strong and well defined, to his pecs and washboard stomach. He is muscular, but not to such an extreme as to make him look unattractive. No, she thinks, he is as one made by some divine sculptor, every line, every curve, created with a tender and loving touch. He is perfection. Her eyes travel lower over his trim waist and the slim line of his hips, to his swollen and ready sex. He is quite endowed and she understands now why the uniform was so restraining for him. Her study of his body is interrupted by his hands on her legs as they push up the filmy dress, higher and higher, until she feels it sliding upward over her thighs.

G: He rests his hands on her thighs, and starts moving slowly upwards, pulling up the dress as he does so* I have to admit something to you… from the moment I saw you lying there… I *he lets his eyes evade hers, as if he actually felt shy about his words* imagined what it would be like if my chest were that pillow, where you could rest your head as you sleep; and these hands brought you comfort and touched you so intimately as the sheets…

C - Her eyes go dreamy with his words as tiny shockwaves of tingling pleasure dance over her skin like a million tiny ballerinas. Her vision goes blue and sparkling as the dress is lifted over her head, covering her eyes in its shining mist and she feels a slight chill from cool air on her damp and naked flesh. Her perspiration brings out the scent of her perfume and she can imagine she is in an orange grove, surrounded by trees rather than in a Taelon cell. 

G: *he smiles as he finally manages to free her from her clothes. His skin is burning to feel her against him; her smell is that of pure freshness. It transports them both from that cell into an ethereal plane. He moves his hands on the side of her body, feeling as the first drops of sweat ease him on his caress… He then runs his tongue over the middle line of her body, slowly, taking long deep breaths, and when he is close to her neck, finally taking her perfume into his mouth. He kisses her softly, as one would when savouring the food of the gods; he is now completely intoxicated with the pleasurable drug of her flavor… And addicted…* Delicious… *he mutters when he can take no more and pulls her to him*

C: They wrap their arms around each other, pressing their naked bodies together. They are both young and beautiful, an artists dream for the perfect painting; the male dark-haired and strong as he gently lays the girl on her back, his eyes speaking of his need, and the girl, blond and vulnerable beneath him, looking up at him with innocent trust, wanting to give...

She pulls a sheet over them and they lay on their sides, face to face underneath it. Her hand walks down his body and she takes his gift into her hand and strokes him, moving slowly up and down its length, feeling him throb in her palm. She rests her head on his chest and replies to his statement finally.* Now you are my pillow, and you can touch me as the sheets do but...*she shudders against him with a chill that is not from the room,* I am afraid...I think...that we should perhaps not be doing this...

G: *he stares deeply into her eyes, as if lost in their greenness. They are so alive, the perfume of her skin invading his nostrils as his breath becomes labored. Her hand is sliding down his body; he can feel it tickling at his skin, reaching out for where he hungers to be touched. His eyelids close and he lets out a groan when she takes him in her hand. His eyes are gleaming in desire when they finally reopen, little blue flames igniting in their depths as his organ responds to her caresses. He is frozen, lost in that sensation, when she uses his chest for pillow. His hand moves to pull her closer and move them to a position that allows him to further worship her body, when he feels her shivering, and not only from her pleasure… and then she speaks of stopping. His head screams out  #No!# but deeper, a hissing sound whispers a yes of satisfaction. He holds her tightly against him, and rolls to his back* No Cadence… *he runs his hand up and down her back, the other playing with the tiny hair in the back of her neck* this is precisely what we should be doing… 

*he kisses her hair, inhaling her strong perfume that invades his bloodstream along with the refreshing oxygen. He then rolls them over, so that he is the one on the top and looking downwards at her, his face framed with wavy dark hair, and his eyes shining even more in the contrast with his now darkened skin. He kisses her softly, no passion involved, just tenderness. He breaks the kiss when he feels her relaxing and speaks to her again* Carpe diem… *he lets his body slide on hers and rolls on his back as if he were to leave. But what he does is to pick a bowl with a great variety of berries from the tray on the bedside table, and pick a strawberry from it. Then, he lays on his side, his body leaning heavily against hers; she can feel him prodding at her thighs* Ok, so you suggest a break… *he smiles at her* and I suggest a snack. Because I am not about to leave this place until I have eaten everything there is to eat. It would be such a waste. *he winks at her, then his face takes on a seductive look when he bites at the fruit, then slowly takes it to her mouth* Ripe and sweet… *he doesn’t let her bite it; instead he tricks her and moves it away, and then kisses her, laying in her mouth the piece he had taken into his* Wouldn’t you agree?

C - *Cadence rejoices beneath Gabriel's touch as he kisses her all over, and she notices how much he seems to enjoy her flavoured perfume, as he inhales deeply of her scent, his tongue riding over her skin gently. He turns her so she is above him, and she thinks how easy it would be to open her legs and slide down upon him - her body aches for such a release, but then he is on top of her and she is afraid, pulling her thighs together to block his need of her.

He complies without reproach and she knows it takes great effort on his part to do so, and this endears him to her even more that he would care about her needs so much. He is lying beside her now, and eating from a bowl of fruit, biting into the ripest strawberry she has ever seen! She closes her eyes and opens her lips slightly to receive the proffered delicacy from his fingers, and she can almost feel its coolness on her mouth when it is replaced by the heat of his lips as he deposits the morsel that he took into his mouth into hers. She chews it slowly, licking her lips and looking at him.* Ripe and sweet, just as you say...*She sits up and selects a red grape and plucks it from a bunch and holds it in her fingers, rolling it between them before slipping it into her mouth. She leans over to kiss him and is about to let the grape fall from her mouth to his, when she bites it in half, feeling juice spurt from it into both their mouths before letting the tiny fruit drop into him, watching as he chews it. She feeds him several more in the same fashion, laughing at his expression of pure relish as he savors each piece.* My goodness Gabriel! *she giggles* One would think that you had never tried fruit before! 

G: None quite as sweet and appetizing, I’d say… *he smiles at her, and goes for another kiss, knowing the grapes are just a poor addition to her already exotic flavor*

C - *Her smile radiates like the sun upon him as she continues* and I could not help but notice how much you enjoy my yummy perfume too! But I can give you some of your own! *She looks back at the bowl, filled with its colorful delights and chooses a tiny netted pouch filled with raspberries and pulls the sheet away from the dark headed angel next to her and makes him lie flat on his back. She places a trail of tiny red pieces down his smooth chest, to his stomach, and even lower, to the tiny thatch of hair right above his sex, and then sits back on her heels.* You know, *she says, brushing away a lock of her hair from her face,* I love polka dots! *She falls on his chest then and they both laugh as they feel the berries crush in a cool burst in between them. Cadence kisses Gabriel on the lips once and pulls away.* Oh look! I made quite a mess, didn't I? I guess I should clean it up. 

G: *the muscles in his chest contract just slightly over the cold sensation of the berries being rested on his skin; they tickle as they roll until they find a tiny pit between his muscles… he is not quite sure if she will just eat them away… or if she has something else in mind… Ah! He should know better… he is all covered in reddish juice before long. He cannot repress his laughter, if not because of what she had just done (which has stained the sheets with blood like spots), at least because her happiness is communicable.* Yes, I trust you will clean it *he looks down his belly; his excitement is evident, as are still some surviving berries* _all _ up.

C: *Her smile is impish as she leans over on her knees and begins licking the sticky red line of crushed fruit off of his wonderful body, her tongue moving in a dance over his flesh, as she pauses to suck on his nipples and then moves lower inserting her tongue into his navel, watching as his stomach flexes from her tickling motions. And then she arrives at his swollen desire, the berries around it still mostly intact.* Can't have that! *she says and moves her hand over him, crushing them in her hands, and then using the juice as lubrication so she can stroke him, coating his throbbing staff with sticky red liquid. She looks up at him, her eyes sultry* I can see why you like my perfume - it is very sweet, as are you...*She wraps her hand around the base of his shaft and brings her lips just to the tip, closing her eyes...*

G: *He tries to look down his nose at the tuft of blond hair that trickles at his chest and slides slowly downwards. Her kisses on his skin drive him to an ecstasy he never knew could exist. She is tender and childish, yet passionate... and her caresses are wise. He cannot help but moan lowly, and with his hand he reaches for her hair. She looks up at him as he does so; he cannot but smile at her words and let his head fall back on the cushions with a short laughter. It suddenly turns into a gulp, when he feels the wetness and warmth of her skin against his shaft; unwillingly, he pushes himself against her hand and her full lips* Be careful with that *he then looks downwards* It can be ripe and sweet, but it is to be treated gently. We have to spare it for the main course… 

C- # She is on her knees before T'than, his prize in her hand, and then slipping into her mouth as he looks down at her lustfully and triumphantly that she has been conquered...#

Her eyes open and she takes a sharp breath and then a relieved sigh escapes her when she realizes that she was merely remembering her dream, and that it had not been reality. She shakes her head slightly, trying to rid her memory of the thought and then her smile returns, just a little unsure now. Licking her lips she takes in the fruity scent and says, almost just to herself*  Seize the day...*and slips him into her mouth.*

G: *he cannot tell if she is considering his words or if her mind is lost somewhere else. He moves his hand over her head and it flow in between the brushed silken strands. He feels the irregular breathing against his dick, and that can only mean she has spoken; he stops to rewind and see if his ears have picked up anything, but the tape gets stuck as he focus elsewhere… he can feel all the different sensations as he enters her; her warm moist and sensual lips, then the grinding teeth that close softly behind his shaft, then the vibrant tongue that moves against him to tease his tip. He can’t help but hold his breath, then let out the wary air in a deep groan* I’m the one with the name, but the angel here is you… *he takes his other hand to her face, to grab her head by the side and pull her hanging hair back, so he can see himself and her face, as she works on him; he notices his hips are moving just slightly and undulating underneath her; his body slowly becoming a beggar for her caresses* You look so beautiful… *he holds her close to him, then relieves his pressure on her head, afraid that she will withdraw if he becomes too demanding*

C - *She groans lustily as he presses his hand onto her head, forcing her down further onto his pulsing treasure. She feels its tip caress the back of her throat and she holds it there for a very long time until she is dizzy from lack of air and pulls back, her tongue left to languish over the head, first in slow circles, and then flicking him quickly like a snake, one hand squeezing his balls firmly as her hot mouth moves over him. Finally she deep-throats him, taking his entire and substantial length down, enjoying the feel of his body shuddering as he cries out with pleasure, and then with surprise as she slides him back out, but not before nipping him once playfully.

G: *his body is feverish with pleasure; his face has suddenly taken a reddish tan to them, as his breathing becomes more labored. He cannot but think she is an expert; a natural one. When she takes him all the way inside the warmth of her mouth and he feels himself penetrating the depths of her throat, he cries out from the pleasure, his hands gripping harder at her head. His body has gone stiff all over, and her hands at his balls send him haywire… then she withdraws and playfully lets her teeth play with his tip* Maybe I should call you Lucifer instead. Once an angel, and now a little devil! *he smiles at her*

C: She begins to slide her body up his, coming from between his thighs, making sure her breasts linger over his manhood before continuing the journey back so she can kiss his lips and wrap her arms around him.* My guardian angel, that's what you are Gabriel, *she says, her eyes sparkling. She kisses him fervently, at one point sucking on his lower lip, enjoying the sweet bliss when she feels him flip her over onto her back and hold her close, enveloping her in his strong arms; she feels so safe.

G: *He looks down at her, a smile still in his lips* Then let me show you heaven. *he returns to their passionate kissing, his hands running expertly over her body, touching at her thighs, then resting at her buttocks and pulling her closer*

C: Their breathing is heavy and they both let out a moan when his sex prods her below, nearly slipping inside her she is so wet and slick. She arches her back, ready to receive him when she thinks of Chandra, and how T'than will very likely punish the girl if she goes against his wishes and receives fulfilment from this handsome Volunteer. T'than might even kill Gabriel for such an offense!*

No stop! *she cries, pushing him away.* We can't! I'm sorry....*she slides out from beneath him and sits up, holding a sheet in front of her. She is literally aching between her legs for want of him, and she even begins to wish that Chandra had never come, for then the Taelon would have not had anything with which to threaten her except her own life, which she would willingly give up now to be with this beautiful man. She folds her arms over the sheet covering her breasts and hangs her head, a whisper escaping her angry lips.*

I hate you...I hate you...God I hate you! *tears, small cry.* Oh I hate you T'than!

G: *He feels her tensing up at his touch, her mind taking over the control of her body, though there is obvious disagreement between the two. When she pushes him away, and sudden paleness and cold wash over him. He wants to hold her, hug her when she sits and pulls the sheet to cover her body, but he is not quite sure if that is a good idea. He doesn't want to force anything upon her. He sits up and leans his back against the bed's head, not bothering to cover any part of his body* Cadence, I think it is time we talk. What happened last night? *he goes on his knees and approaches her slowly* What did T'than do to you? *he knows better than to touch her, but he is in the right position for her to fall in his arms if she wants to. Although, it is something quite difficult to control. He is aching so much to take her, as much as she wants to be taken. But they cannot move any further without her heart finding some peace.*

C - *She opens her mouth to answer his question, but then a look of uncertainty comes over her and she closes it, looking down and away from him. She can see through the tendrils of her hair that he has approached her, now on his knees near her, but making no move to touch her.

She still looks away when she speaks again, her voice so quiet he has to strain to hear her.* Don't you know what he does? You work here...you must know.

*She looks back at him with tortured green eyes, but her voice is still very quiet, eerily so.* He makes me make promises to him...*she says, avoiding other details, and her voice gets even quieter - just a whisper,* ...promises I don't know if I can keep...*Still holding the sheet in front of her, she leans into his waiting arms, resting her head against his chest, soothed by his heartbeat and his arms as they go around her.* I want to be with you Gabriel, to make love with you but I can't. If I do, he will hurt Chandra, and maybe....*she looks up at him, her expression serious*...maybe he might kill you too...

G: *he holds her close as she speaks of words he knows for sure had been stuck at her throat from the beginning; he lets his hand caress her hair in a comforting tender motion* I am just a volunteer Cadence. The only thing that is said about this room are rumors, and I know better than to believe in them. Regardless, *he plants a tiny kiss on the top of her head* I cannot ignore your distress. *when she looks up and their eyes meet, and immense will to kiss her returns… he can't stop it, but he directs his lips to her eyes, kissing them softly as her eyelids close and unleashed some tears* Do not worry for me, if they wanted me dead, I would be dead already. *he trails a finger over the shiny path of her tears, still managing to take one into its tip, then pressing it to his lips* Even your tears are sweet to me Cadence… But I would prefer to see you smile. What do I need to do to see you smile again? *he slowly sinks them into the mattress* You know, I would give my life for the blessing of loving you… If there is something worth dying for, it is standing right here before me… *he kisses her tenderly, just playing with her lips and hopeful that she will allow herself to focus on nothing else but him*

C - *She is in awe of his tenderness for her, wanting her but considering her own needs first. His sweetness only serves to make her want him all the more, and so she allows him to lay her back down, the sheets coming up around her as she sinks into them. Her 

arms go back up around him and she hides her face in the crook of his shoulder as he holds her tightly.

He is kissing her face, her eyelids, her wet cheeks, and she cannot help but to reciprocate, kissing him back over his shoulders, cheeks and ears, though she is whispering as she does so.*

I am so afraid Gabriel... *kisses*...I don't want to be but I am... afraid for you...for Chandra....just afraid.....*She looks into his eyes now, wanting his lips back - wanting to feel him kissing her, touching her, making love to her...

G: *he holds her face between his palms and he speaks to her in a strange sounding spanish* “Vivir con miedo, es como vivir a meas”… My mother often told me that. It translates into: to live in fear, is to live half a life… *he brushes his lips to hers* So, do not be afraid. From this dream, I will never allow you to wake up.

C: He is on top of her again, but her thighs are clinched at his hips, preventing him from being too close, but she imagines she can feel the heat radiating from his gender as it strains to be within her. She is nearly drowning in a great and churning sea of passion, and his body above her is like a final tidal wave looming over her, and she knows when she gives into him, the wave will break over her being and she will be lost to her desires, sinking deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of sheer ecstasy and carried away by its pulling currents.*

I want you, *she whispers to him softly* I want you so much...I shouldn't but I do! *Her thighs loosen their grip somewhat and he rests lower on her and she can just feel the very tip of his sex nestling in the petals between her legs. He is moving his hips, urging her to let him closer...

G: *he notices her body relaxing underneath his. It is his chance, but he will allow her to set her thoughts right and be sure. He does not want to scare her… not just yet anyway.*  Hush now… there is nothing wrong in wanting another… for me, it is the only thing worth in life, to belong to another. 

C: She once again hears T'than's voice in her thoughts, #You belong to me, and that means... that you can be no one else's...*His fingers curl inside her in both pain and pleasure* ...Understood? #

*She shakes her head, a hint of distress,* # Why is he here in my mind? I don't want him here! #* As if to answer her unspoken question, her mind speaks up to answer itself* # He could not be there unless you wanted him to be.#

*She listens helplessly as two voices of her inner self do battle, and she is gently kissed by Gabriel.*

# NO! #

# You WANT to be his - you even like the idea! You don't want Gabriel - he is just a poor substitute for whom you really want between your legs! #

# NOT TRUE! #

# Isn't it? Then let him take you Cadence...let him take you now! #

# But Chandra...#

# Oh come off it! Is it really Chandra you are worried about, or the idea of not being T'than's favorite should you cheat on him? #

# I DON'T CARE WHAT HE THINKS! #

# Then make love to Gabriel...let him take you now! #

I don't care what he thinks! *Cadence whispers, realizing too late she just spoke the petulant words into Gabriel's ear.* I DO want you! Please...make me forget...make me forget...*her legs relax completely and she feels him pressing against her, positioning himself at the entrance to her sex.* I don't want to be afraid Gabriel! *Her voice is still tearful and pleading as she holds him in a steely embrace.* Just love me and make me forget these demons that are in my mind! Please...take me....

G: *he notices she is elsewhere, for a moment her body stops responding, but it is quickly back to attention. She is making sure, as he had predicted.* Hush… *he plants a kiss on her head* I will make you forget; we will both travel to heaven *he inhales of her perfume, and it’s as if he is filled with new a power* Are you ready? *he whispers at her ear, and feels her head nodding slightly. He rests her back on the mattress and positions himself between her thighs, his maleness prodding at the entrance to her core. He looks down at her face, his eyes piercing through hers; then he slowly pushes himself inside her; all too slowly, to allow her time to let him in. He groans from the sensation of her enveloping warmth, and when he is finally all inside, her seeks her lips to kiss her. He remains inside her until she relaxes and her core throbs in want for the repetition to that pleasure.* Cadence… *he whispers over her lips* my little… sl-- *he withdraws from within her, then thrusts back in softly* --- eeping beauty. *he laughs softly…*

C - *He has expertly soothed her fears away, first by speaking the lilting Spanish to her, full of his mother's wisdom, and then kissing her again, his promises that everything will be okay ringing in her ears so loudly that she was at a loss to remember how she wound up beneath him, waiting to receive his gift within her.

She nodded that she was ready and he rose over her, using his hips to open her legs further and then she felt his throbbing shaft sliding into her. He held her gaze as he did so with his amazingly # Taelon # blue eyes, not letting her look away as he claimed her.

But then he was all the way in and she contracted her muscles around him in reflexive delight. He was so gifted, filling her all the way to the tip of her womb. It was almost painful, but a good kind of pain, and she let her head fall back to the pillow and her mouth opened slightly with a tremulous moan. He stayed that way, keeping her both pinned to the bed and impaled on his maleness until she began to writhe slowly and wantonly beneath him, and so he responded by slowly withdrawing from her, making her body shudder with excruciating desire.

His lips were over hers now, his breath hot as he whispered her name.*

Cadence, my little sl---...

# slave # *The word crashed into her mind with the crystal sharpness of shattering glass, causing her to cry out, and not in passion.*

---eeping Beauty. *He laughed softly. But Cadence was not laughing, though she did relax when she heard the rest of his words. She lay there feeling him fill her again, but her eyes were wide and they moved around the cell in a paranoid fashion before coming to rest on Gabriel and his lustful attentions to her. Her rosebud lips were parted slightly as she breathed through her mouth, occasionally swallowing back what might have been sobs, one large tear coming to caress her cheek on its way down to the pillow.

G: *her reaction to his words does not pass unnoticed. She had been acting strange; It's as if there is more to that moment than the simple love making. He knows that for him it is so. He had wanted to take her so badly, to feel all there was to feel about her: her scent was intoxicating to him; the freshness of her skin, of her breath; the flavour of her sweat, tears and mouth... The moment he had first seen her, he knew they would wind up like that... But she still cried... Even amidst his thrusts, and the fact that his focus was the warmth that involved the most sensitive part of him, he leaned to her and kisses the tear away* Shhh... It's alright Cadence. Everything will be alright...*then he proceeded his love of her, careful to wait for her*

C: She was shaking and reached up to embrace him and pull him close to her, cursing herself for allowing T'than to frighten her so. She did wonder why however, that at such a key moment in her passion, she would think of the Taelon and hear his voice calling her by his pet name for her.

Gabriel's thrusts into her body were growing ever so slightly in their force and she relaxed finally, her arms falling away from him so her hands rested at head level. She closed her eyes as he rhythmically pressed her into the mattress, and wondered why she suddenly wanted to feel strong hands, gripping her wrists to hold her down...*

G: *He could not restrain the moans of pleasure. She felt so good; so tight, contracting just when he would wish her to. They are in perfect synchrony. He lays on her body, his weight partially supported by the elbow that rests on the mattress by her side, his hands snaking up and down her body, then pulling her right leg upwards so it bends* Hold me Cadence... *he speaks in her ear, when he stops his motion inside her for a little, his hands sliding carefully upwards, until they over her arms; he takes her hands on his, entwining his fingers tightly with hers; his head sinking to worship her face* You are wonderful... *his words come as whispers that blow against her skin. He is once more burying his cock as deeply as he can inside her, but his love making remains slow and tender... though he does want to explode, Gabriel knows he can lose her if he goes too fast... so he waits for her to set the rhythm... there will be a time when they will both forget about everything but the urge for release... and he can wait for it. She is too delicious not to take the time to savor her...*

C - *Her fear and tears begin to dissipate with his continued worship of her, and she completely relaxes again and a loud moan escapes her when he bends her leg up and out so he can thrust into her to the hilt, impaling her deeply.

She is gasping for breath by the time he entwines his fingers in hers and asks her to hold him, and she obliges and hugs him close to her, her look of distress now replaced by one of rapture. He tells her that she is wonderful and she smiles and kisses him lustfully all over his face, calling out his name over and over in complete ecstatic joy. 

He is buried within her all the way and she can feel his organ suffering small spasms as he tries to hold back his climax and she has to giggle at his serious expression as he concentrates in this effort. But she feels herself close to orgasm as well, one like she has never experienced before in terms of its almost painful pull over her body. 

G: *he looks down at her, his seriousness dropping to make wave for a pouting look* Hey, don’t laugh at me, it’s not fair!

C: She has matched his languid rhythm now, their moans and sighs adding harmonious accompaniment to their erotic duet. No longer able to be the submissive one she flips him onto his back and moves her hips in a circular motion as she rides him slowly, her hands sliding up to cup her breasts as she casts him an impish smile when she sees him blush a deep red as he fights his ever encroaching climax.

G: *his head is thrown backwards as she starts to ride him. He can feel everything about her, and the sensation of his tip touching at the recesses of her core is overwhelming. He cries out her name, unable to restrain his passion, and his hips speed up their motion underneath her*

C: She falls upon him, sliding him in and out of her while his hands hold onto her buttocks, his groans resonating within her mouth as they kiss.* # I love him! # *her mind cries loudly and with conviction.* # I think I am falling in love with him! #*She does not utter the words but instead presses up against his damp and shining body and looks into his eyes sweetly, her face angelic.* Oh Gabriel… how is it I can feel like this with you? You have cast a spell on me! *She laughs, completely at ease with him now, her distressing thoughts of earlier forgotten.*You want to come, I can tell, *she says breathlessly* I want you to - I want to give you so much pleasure! Tell me what you want me to do!

G: I’d say the reverse is true Cadence… *he bites his lip, hopeful that the pain will give him further strength to hold back* Argh! I can’t… *his eyes close tightly, his mind struggling to control his body to hold on a while longer* I want to come with you… *he opens his eyes to look pleadingly at her; his body squirming and his hips speeding up even under her weight…* Ride me… *he snakes a finger down her belly, trying to find room between them and caress her clit; he is throbbing and tensing up already, fighting his urge so bad it becomes nearly painful* Ride me Cadence! *he groans as he can take no more; his whole body seemingly collapsing, flooded by the energy of the strongest orgasm he has ever felt* 

C - *She can see his struggle to hold back his climax and he practically growls for her to ride him, his fingers coming up so as she moves over him she is rubbed by his hand as well.* Let go, Gabriel...just let it go! *She rides and grinds on him powerfully, increasing her speed as she goes. Her eyes are closed and her face and body are flushed with color as she feels it; that pull, that tensing of every muscle in her body as her stomach flutters and her insides explode in a shock of heat that courses through her every cell, eventually coalescing like a red hot coal in her core that bursts into a wave of warm juices that trickle out from her just at the same moment that she feels Gabriel's body freeze, his grip on her nearly painful as his every muscle tenses, including the one between his legs, growing so hard in her as to be uncomfortable, before it shudders and pulses strongly for a few seconds, liquid warmth bathing her tight passage pleasantly.

They are on their sides, their arms wrapped around one another, and Cadence's legs are around his waist. Their loud cries of passion slowly become low moans and sighs as they kiss each other, their whispers mingling with gentle caresses.

G: *He takes his hand to her face as they kiss, then takes it over to her hair to play with it* What a ride. *he smiles at her, sweetly but already with a bit of his smugness showing* I think I was just witness and participant in a miracle. *he kisses her forehead, then trails tiny kisses all over her face, until he rests his lips on hers again*

C: *Cadence rests her head in the crook of his shoulder, enjoying the scent of his hair and skin. She can still smell a hint of raspberry too, and that makes her smile and lick him lightly.* Gabriel...*she is at a loss for words amidst her strong emotional response to the man* Oh, Gabriel....*she presses closer to him, her head resting on his extended arm and she embraces him 
tightly and curls up against him. She had barely met him, but the security and tenderness he had so freely offered her was an extreme aphrodisiac due to her weakened state of mind; her dream of T'than, her bad behavior on the bridge leading to her subsequent arrest and imprisonment...and then T'than's disturbing visit and its bizarre connection to her dream.

G: *He smiles softly when he feels her tongue grazing at his chest; she had promised to clean all the mess up, but the sheets, and even them, were still tainted by the smell of the berries she had crushed. Promises. She had promised much more than that; at least her body had; she snuggles to him and he rocks her slightly, trying to adjust so that they are as close as possible. With his free hand, he pulls at one sheet to cover their sweating bodies, and then leaves it resting over her, his hand walking absentmindedly over her*

C: She just wanted to forget all of it and stay with Gabriel forever! She nuzzled and kissed him softly, running her fingers in his black hair.* I lo--.....I like you very much Gabriel...*She had been thinking the words and had not realized she had spoken aloud, but caught herself before she uttered her feelings for him. She did not want to scare him away and satisfied herself by basking in his warmth and thinking them instead.* # I love you...#

G: *His eyes widen slightly when he hears her voice uttering uncompleted words... his hand freezes over her body when she corrects her words... but for her mouth to speak at least part of that sentence, her mind must have thought of it. She is not confused anymore… she is sure, but hiding that fact. He kisses her head softly* I think... that if my name entitles me to live in heaven, have met my goddess. *he inhales of her perfume, now tainted by her sweat and the smell of raspberries. He thinks to himself he will never forget it, not for the rest of his life. not her taste, not her scent, not her warmth. It is confusing, transcendent, but strangely pleasurable*

C - *She looks into his face as he speaks words of her being a goddess - HIS goddess, and smiles, continuing to cuddle with him. His eyes are so blue, full of honesty and openness, though there had been a moment, right after their passions climaxed when he had looked down at her and she saw something else in his face than the sweetness she knew - something...smug, almost as if he had won at some game, conquering her. It was a look she had seen before....

She shuddered and sent the thought away. Surely she had merely imagined it, as his look now was of nothing more than blissful rapture as he relaxed in the afterglow of their love. She turned her back and curled her body into his so they were spooned together as he caressed her and nuzzled her hair. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply, but her sigh of pleasure turns sad as other thoughts make their way into her mind, reality seeping in now that ecstasy was over.*

G: *their bodies are too close for him to not notice her shuddering. He wonders if she suspects anything. but by her relaxation and the pleasure she is taking in his company, he knows it's an impossibility. He hears her sighing. They say humans often do that when in love. He smiles at the thought, but when he seeks to see her face, it is tainted with sadness* What is bothering you Cadence? Ever since I walked into this room I've noticed you are unwell, and now I see that same contemplative look on your face. You are up to something.

C: Gabriel...I....I am going to miss you very much....*She wanted to confess her love for him, but something inside of her was making her hold back.* When I am released from here...I am going to run from this ship. The Taelons have made it a crime to resign from one's duties before your tour is up, but I don't care! The minute they let me out of here...*she turns to look into
his eyes*...I'm gone...

G: *He enfolds her in his arms as pulls her close to him* Hush Cadence.... you should not say such things! Do you honestly wish to live as an outlaw for the rest of your life? *he looks down at her* The Taelons would hunt you down, specially if they thought you knew something about them that they wish to hide from the world! Besides. *he kisses her head* what would I 
do without you up here. Ay! I'd go nuts! Heaven without its goddess, makes no sense at all. *he puts on his most seductive smile; she looks up at him, that same pouting face, those pleasing eye washing away his smugness and substituting it by his tenderness* But if you are adamant... then you must promise me you will at least let me help you...

C - *She squirms out of his arms, away from his kisses and sits up,  pulling the sheet around her, not because she is shy with him, but she is cooling off, the sweat on her skin and the cold air making her shiver.* Living as an outlaw couldn't be any worse than being locked away here! *she says hotly, her tiny fists hitting the bed for emphasis.* I have no top secret, Taelon information Gabriel - I'm just a Volunteer! Not even a Protector! *He pouts at her and she is nearly moved by it, but somehow, now that their lovemaking is over, things don't seem so rosy anymore. She sees the cell around her, and the force field, and knows she is a prisoner, and suddenly she is furious, her blond hair looking nearly flaxen against her 
red face.* I WILL NOT live in a cage, Gabriel, and pleasant as this is here with you, it is STILL a cage! *She rises from the bed, pulling a shining sheet with her to wrap about her body attractively.* And you! You are an excellent keeper! EVERY time I say something that goes against the way of things, you try to interject humor and I HATE it! *She turns to face him* 
Yes, I KNOW what you are doing! Zo'or locks me up and you are sent to keep my mind off of it - keep me quiet! Well I HAVE NEWS FOR ZO'OR! *she shouts at the ceiling,* ...and I have news for that BASTARD T'than too! I'd rather 
DIE than stay here! *She again looks at Gabriel* You would not agree to even let me pass through the energy wall...why should I believe that you would out and out help me get off the ship, huh?

G: *He sits up against the head of the bed, looking at her in disbelief as she trashes at everyone, including him; His expression remains unaltered, only his eyes seem to gleam more bright at her angry words. His mind immediately thinks of something she says - that he was sent to keep her quiet. He has to repress a smirk because they have been all but quiet in those last minutes. But he holds it back; obviously, it is not the moment for funnies* I would let you out of that door in this instant if I thought 
it would result in your freedom, Cadence. You seem to forget that I know how they work, much better than you do. It is wiser to let them have their way, or to make them believe so, because if you do go against them, they will rob even your free will, and your spirit. *he looks down, contemplatively* I have lost friends to those bastards; I do not want to lose you. *he gazes 
upwards at her, pure certainty in his eyes*

C: *Hot, angry tears are on her cheeks as she looks at her beautiful lover, her voice breaking with emotion.* I'm sorry Gabriel... to say these things to you. It's SO hard because I... well, I think that I have... feelings for you. *she hangs her head.* But I know that you can't...or won't, help me. *Her voice breaks into soft crying and she slides down the wall to the floor, her face in her hands.* You should know by now that I am no goddess...and this place is not Heaven...

G: Maybe so, but it is certainly the closest thing there is to heaven, if only because you are here. *he goes on his knees before her* I was assigned here on temporary duty. Cadence, this will all be over soon. If you have any feelings for me, you will heed my words. You cannot give up on faith now, you will be letting them win. You may be locked here, but your spirit is free, to hate, to love. The Taelons can take that away from you. Please *he rests his hand over hers on the sheet* Do not let them 
do that. I. *he looks down as if searching for words* have strong feelings for you too; more so than I at first wanted to believe. *he holds her hand in his as he looks at her eyes again* I will protect you, but we must not let them know of this. If I am sent somewhere else… the substitute might not be so kind to you. *he looks pleadingly at her, a warning tainting the blue 
shine of his eyes* 

C - *She looks up into his eyes; they are both on the floor, she wrapped in the sheet and huddled, him on his knees before her, nude. Her face shows exactly what is written in her emotions; fear that he will leave soon and possibly be replaced by someone unpleasant, and overwhelming joy that he feels, at least something for her too, and maybe more than just 
'something'! She unwraps the sheet from herself and brings it around his body too, so that they are both wrapped in it and they now huddle together. She rests her head on his shoulders, his arms around her. She doesn't say anything for a long while, doesn't cry, nothing. Her emotions are in turmoil, shrouding her in confusion. She wants to hate him, just because he is part of her captivity, even if only by orders, but she can't. He has been so kind, so gentle and loving that she cannot utter any more mean words to him.

G: *her expression melts away any and all doubts of her true feelings. Something inside him chants of victory, but there is also a warm, rather innocent feeling of comfort when she shares the sheet and her warmth with him. He had to admit it was getting rather cold, and his human body seemed to be extremely sensitive to temperature changes on that cell. He puts his arm around her and brings her protectively close, for minutes in a row just enjoying the noise of her breath close to his chest*

C: And his words to her - that he has feelings for her! Could it be...that they are both in love? She tries to put down the hope that rises in her like a warm tide as she looks into his face.* Your 'feelings' for me could not be anything close to mine for you, Gabriel. What will I do without you! I'll be locked away here for who knows how long and you'll be gone! *Where a moment ago she was overflowing with words now she is at a loss for one. She turns from him and looks out into the room, so her face is in profile to him, the soft waves of her hair becoming curls for lack of brushing, and coupled with her fretful expression she looks child-like and vulnerable.* I just don't know what I'll do if you go away forever...*She knows he will have to leave soon, so she continues to look straight ahead trying to hold back the tears she knows will come in a flood if she lets them.*

G: I’m not making plans of going anywhere… and believe it or not, my time out there will not pass any faster than yours here. Just know… I will be thinking of you Cadence. *he looks down, his toes flickering underneath the sheets as he moves his legs nervously.* So, do not shun my feelings for you … it has been a long time since I have felt this way about someone but she… met a rather tragic end. *his voice trails off* I am very afraid for you… *a heavy silence grows in the room* I think I will suffocate if I do not feel your scent at my nostrils… *he rests his head against hers, and breathes in deeply* But you are right *he whispers close to her ear* My shift is near its end… 5 hours doesn’t seem such a short while when I know I will need to leave… But for now *he pulls her close* lets just forget about all that and savor the moment. It’s so good to be like this with you… *he plants a kiss on her cheek and pulls her head back to his shoulder*

C - *The minutes pass as they sit there on the floor, wrapped in the sheet together. She wonders of the girl he spoke of – the one who was dead by the sound of it, but thought better of asking him about it, at least right now. His words of concern for her made her feel light and heavy of heart all at the same time. They scared her too, for she wondered what would happen to her now that he was leaving. He did not say when he would return. She did smile though when he breathed in her scent – he certainly did love to do that! He acted as one who was smelling pleasant things for the very first time!

After a while he pulled away from her and began to work his body # his gorgeous body! # back into his uniform. He ran his fingers through his hair and then came to take her back to the bed and she climbed beneath the sheets. Though clothes were brought to her every day, no nightwear was included so she slept nude. The sheets still smelled of raspberries which was comforting to her. She looked and felt so vulnerable as she wrapped her arms around him and whispered into his ear.* Good-bye Gabriel...don't stay away too long...

G: *he tugs the sheets, then sits on the mattress, to lean forward and plant a tiny kiss on her forehead* Not good-bye. Until we meet again. Sleep now. *he smiles downwards at her* Sleep makes time go faster. *he whispers as he rises from the bed and slowly makes his way to the exterior of the room. He still looks back, upon closing the energy door. He is presented with the same view he had when he had stepped into that hallway the first time. A grin expands on his lips, as he turns and walks away, pacing the corridor with quite the untypical elegance for a human male*


Book One

Part Eleven

A Mysterious Visitor

*Cadence had been in the cell for four days. She had not seen T'than since that fateful day when she had promised herself to him and for that she was grateful. If not for Gabriel's all too brief visits, she surely would have gone insane by now!

She paced the cell wondering if she had been missed on bridge duty...and wondering how Chandra was faring. T'than's absence, however gratifying for her, still left her highly worried for her friend's safety. Was he with her now? Was she locked away in a cell like this one?

She did not have time to dwell on it; the girl standing in the doorway startled her out of her thoughts.

Cadence wondered how long she had stood there watching her. She was lovely to be sure, but there was something about her - something that made Cadence think that the girl who watched her did so from some other plane, because her expression was that of complete detachment.

Her eyes captured her gaze as well - deep blue, staring out from a youthful face surrounded by a mass of dark blond curls. But there was wisdom in those haunted orbs - a wisdom that conveyed a horrible awareness of things one should never know.*

Zara:  *Zara felt Cadence's eyes wearily rake her body as she stood motionless at the doorway.  She thought of nothing as she stared at the poor innocent girl, and it was that blankness of mind that had come to scare her.  Yes, nothing.  Nothing at all.  Yet behind that near lack of consciousness, there was something growing in her... a tempest of thought that was dragging her back into the darkness... the same darkness that was beginning to enshrine Cadence... that would perhaps threaten her sanity as well...

And with that, there were words.  Fragmented thoughts that rumbled in her head in no coherent fashion.

She hated this girl.  Hated her not because she didn't like her, but because she didn't understand.  No, she couldn't understand. Not until she tasted the nectar of insanity itself, just as Zara had done.  But then, it would be too late.  Bitter, cold, and too late.  And then she too would be gripped by the madness, the curling frustration of heeding a warning that no sane person could understand.  

And yet she wanted Cadence as well.  Wanted her because T’than wanted her, and she wanted all that was his.  And he had made her his, just as he had made Zara his so long ago. There had once been a day, when *her* eyes had once sparkled with defiance and lively light.  In the days before she had become Zara... when she had had another name... so long... so long ago...*

C: H… hello. *Cadence said warily.* Why didn't you tell me you were there, instead of scaring me like that?

Za:  I didn't mean to frighten you.  *She said, feeling her voice tremble as it drifted into the cell*  I just wanted to know what you thought of the dresses?  Aren't they perfect?

C - *Cadence froze at the question. She didn't understand, or rather, she did not WANT to understand...but she did. She looked down at her body, clad today in white - the silky fabric draped over one shoulder, cutting over her breasts and under her other arm. Her hair was down, the curls adorned with small white silk flowers. She looked like a Grecian princess. She knew now why the clothes looked to have been chosen with such care and respect to what she liked - because they had indeed been chosen by a woman - the woman who stood before her now.*

Y...yes...the clothing is...very pretty, if a bit revealing. *she frowned then, slightly confused.* Why are you dressing me like this? For what purpose? *She turned away then and sharply turned back, stepping closer to the field* Who ARE you, and why are you keeping me here!

Za:  Shhhh, shhhh *she whispered softly, putting a single finger to her lips*  It isn't me whose kept you here.  *she continued softly*  It's him you see.  And he always gets what he wants.  

C - *She frowned. Something was very strange about this girl.* Him? You mean Zo'or?

Za: *She moved a few steps forward, until she felt the tingle of energy emanating from the force field beginning to softly lift the hair that had come to slightly dangle over her face, and gently obscure her left eye.*  Your just his new doll.  Someone to pet, to dress, to play with.  He let me dress you.  Isn't it silly to be locked up in this dark place, dressed up, looking ready for a show but having no one to see?  

C - *The way she spoke was eerie, and sent cold fingertips to gently move up Cadence's spine. She took a few steps backward from the field, her smooth brow creased with ever growing confusion.*


Za: Oh yes, and I know Cadence.  I know how cold it is in there.  One minute your body is burning, and the next there's ice growing on your bones.  And your just stuck there all the time, waiting for someone, for *anyone* to come and end your torture.  And all the while its *his* touch you want, his body you need.  

C - *An image of T'than flashed before her mind's eye and a delicate hand fluttered to her throat as she wondered how this girl knew so well what was in her thoughts.*

Za: I know what your thinking... I can see it in your eyes... all in your eyes.  He'll never extinguish your fire Cadence.  He'll just let you smoulder, smoulder until there's nothing but cinders left, nothing but ashes to sweep away and forget.  He'll make you desire, until you can't remember what it was like not to lust.

C - *She looked at the girl, this frail-looking girl who stood before her, her slim body clad in a dark gray tunic and matching long skirt, and began to feel genuinely afraid. She turned her head slightly and looked at her out of the corner of her eye.* I...think that you should go now. *Her voice was trembling. She did not want to believe what she was hearing.*   Zo'or confined me here...for insubordination, and soon he will release me! *She didn't know who she was trying to convince, this odd girl...or herself.* I don't know who you are...and I don't care, but what I DO know is that you are CRAZY! *She went back and sat on the rumpled bed, her eyes never leaving the ghostly figure who stood there like a prophet of doom...*

Za:  *She stood quietly, staring into the eyes that never lost their hold upon hers.  She could stare into those petulant eyes forever, and wait for Cadence's fragile sanity to unwind.  Would she listen then?  Or perhaps the true question would be, would it matter?  She spoke softly when she spoke again*  You know who has imprisoned you here.  

He doesn't want your body.  *she said running a finger a strand of her hair.*  No, no he doesn't want anything that simple from you.  He wants your soul.  And if he doesn't get it... he'll take your mind instead.  *She began laughing as she brought a single slender finger to touch her forehead*  I would be the perfect case in point, now wouldn't I?  He never claimed my soul.  It's mine!  *she hissed*  

So maybe you'll have to go insane to save your soul little Cadence.  *she looked into Cadence's eyes, her voice serious and quiet*  Maybe you'll just have to go insane...

C - *It felt as though all the air had been sucked out of the cell, little by little, with every new statement the stranger made - her words crashing in upon Cadence with unwanted truth. She had consoled herself with the belief that Zo'or had put her there, even though deep down she had known that Zo'or would never have gone against what he had originally said just to play head trips with her. # But T'than would...#

She swallowed, her eyes filled with unshed tears as she got off the bed slowly again and came closer to the stranger. Her face felt hot and she could feel her temples throbbing with her pulse.* Please *she said, barely a whisper* Please, in the name of all that is holy...let me out of here....

Za:  *Despite the fact that they were separated by an impenetrable curtain of energy, Zara could feel the heat - and the desperation - emanating from the girl's body.  She lifted her palms outward, almost as if to touch Cadence, yet her hands remained suspended in thin air, just mere centimetres away from the field.  

Hot tears began forming in her eyes, like rain about to fall on a drought-ridden desert.  #Why doesn't she understand?#  She thought, feeling her frustration as tangibly as physical pain.*

Even if I opened the door... even if I could... he'd never set you free.  That's what happens to the birds they put in cages.  They clip their wings, so they can never fly again.

GT: *he is sitting in his quarters, resting from his latest and exhausting activities, when he spots Zara walking down the hall that leads to Cadence's cell. He had almost sent her there, but he remembered their conversation just behind the walls of the western wing corridor. Zara was disobeying him... or better yet, trying to, but what she was actually accomplishing, was to aid in his ultimate goal. He watched with interest as she finally made Cadence realize who had put her in that cell, and the obvious reason _why_. He listens attentively as Cadence begs to be freed... he does wonder... if he opened the door...*

 

This should be interesting... *Zara cannot help but feed his ego. He knows full well why she is doing that... even if she herself doesn't quite understand at times. Without another word, he opens the door, trying to reach Zara mentally as he does so* #Go ahead, you are dying to enter that cell again, to be in her place...# 

 

*He waits to see what Zara will do... and he cannot help grinning at the thought of capturing them both inside it...* Yessss... *he licks his lips, suddenly feeling his strength returning, and rises from his chair*

Za:  A cold breath of air hit her face, as she slowly approached the cell.  She was thinly blocking Cadence's escape route, yet she was finding that she simply didn't care.  She just wanted to be inside again...

So she kept walking... oblivious to the field raising behind her.... *

C - *Cadence had just been witness to a bizarre spectacle: The strange girl had listened to her pleas for freedom and responded with a frighteningly cryptic message, essentially telling her that she would never be free_ever!

And then, with a rush of air, the field lowered and the girl stepped inside, and Cadence had to shudder from the look on her face; she was passionate in her words at first, then suddenly blank again, and then...then she frowned slightly, as though trying to hear someone calling her from a long distance away. The girl shook her head then, curls bouncing, and the emptiness returned to her eyes as she came forward, her boots echoing ominously on the floor.

Cadence backed away as she approached, seemingly in a trance.* Stop! *she yelled, backing up and at one point crying out as her hip hit the table in the corner.* Stop! What's wrong with you? *Her hands went up before her and soon she felt the solidness of a wall behind her, and still the girl approached.* STOP!

Za:  *Zara stopped with a start, as T'than's spell lost its power, and she was left standing in front of a trembling Cadence.  She needn't look behind her; she already knew that she had been once again trapped like a rat in a maze.  #You promised me freedom!#  She thought with venom, doing her best to send it to T'than just as he had sent his thoughts to her.

For a moment she was terrified, and her first inclination was to fall to the floor in tears.

Then she was angry, and ready to tear the walls down with her bare hands.

But those things passed swiftly, as her heart was filled with contempt.*  So this is your choice?  *she screamed upwards toward the hollow ceiling.*  Is it T'than?  Shall you have both of us now?  *She raked the room with her eyes, waiting for a response from one of its dark corners.*

C - *Cadence jumped slightly when the girl began to yell...at the room! She followed the stranger's eyes as they moved over the walls and the mirrored ceiling and then she looked back at the other girl, her brow knitted in confusion.*

Za - *She turned her attention to Cadence for a brief moment, as she stepped closer to where the poor girl remained huddled.  She cupped her chin with both hands, and leaned forward lightly brushing her lips to Cadence's. *He's watching *she whispered to the girl, as she stepped away*

So how is it T'than?  Do you want a show?

C - *The girl came to her, cupping her face in her hands. They were nearly at eye level with each other, though Cadence noted that this girl was perhaps two or three inches taller than she, though her look of paleness and frailty led her to believe that she had not been away from the darkness of the Mothership in a VERY long time.

And then, the shock of warm, soft lips kissing her and the scent of perfumed skin so close to her, and then gone as the stranger pulled away and spoke to the empty room again. Cadence couldn't help it - she looked around, her eyes wide and wary, wondering if this odd girl saw something that she did not.

She was taken by a most peculiar reaction then; it was just all so absurd! She, locked away, dressed like a Barbie doll, visited by the lustful War Minister, reputed to be the meanest Taelon to ever have drawn breath, and now, she was kissed by this obviously nutty girl, who is asking an empty room, which she seems to think is occupied by T'than (maybe he's hiding under the bed!), if he wants a "show'.

It wasn't funny, and Cadence knew it, but her body and mind had been through so much in the past two days that something in her mind let go, just for a moment, and she laughed - a soft, lilting laugh at first which grew and swelled in intensity until it filled the small room, bouncing off of the walls and surrounding them in its musical echo. Cadence was holding her stomach by this time, her face red when she looked up at the curly blond girl.* A show? *more laughing* Now THAT is JUST TOO rich! A show! *she goes to the bed and falls back on it, and after another moment of giggles, she looks at her guest, a brittle smile on her face.* I have *heard*...that he favours lapdances...

GT: *he had left his quarters a while back, and used his portal to arrive quicker to his private cage. He had already been listening, hidden in darkness, even when Zara openly addressed him. He decides it is also time to really scare Cadence's arrogance away from her* The answer to all your questions, is YES! *he steps out of the shadows and walks to the door.* My two favourite toys. One a beautiful black crow who has forgotten how to fly, the other still a slick nightingale that sings too loud at times. And singing attracts predators...*He smirks at the two girls. It could be dangerous to walk into that cell at the moment. He needs to insure Zara's tameness. So he addresses her in his most seductive voice* # Zara... you can have your fun now. Even with her. So yes, put up a show for me... please me #and I might yet please you #.*

Za:  *Zara felt the room catch fire, as it began closing in about her.  She felt T'than's words like physical stabbing pain, which had begun seeping through her.  She heard T'than's thoughts racing through her mind more loudly than the words he had spoken, and suddenly wished she'd never stepped foot into that cell.

C - *She listens to T'than as he gives his orders to the other girl, and she does not miss a look that passes between them, almost as if there was more, yet unspoken. She looks at T'than, her face so innocent, her expression as if to ask, 'why are you doing this?' She scoots back on the bed, as far as she can, her knees coming up to her chest and her arms going around them, and looks toward the girl, her eyes frightened, her laughter of a moment ago gone...*

Za:  *She felt her composure crumbling as she watched Cadence fall back, her knees drawn to her face.  There was innocence in those eyes, pure and beautiful in its lack of complexity.  She had truly begun to wonder what T'than so admired in this girl, but now, it seemed all too clear.  

She turned around to face T'than, his smug face still set in stone.  Yes, he had looked at Zara like that many times; with passion that is.  But never the way he looked at Cadence.  There was something deeper in his eyes when he gazed upon her, something that seemed strangely and inexplicably etched upon the Taelon's soul.

She turned again to face the girl, still trembling in her bed.  Clinching her eyes shut, she fought to leave the cell in her mind... to transcend her captivity, as she had many times before.  But when she fought... she fought for nothing.  She saw him in her mind’s eye despite it all, his face mocking and daring, as he ran his hands down her body, harsh and gentle all at the same time.  And even as she fought to send the vision away, she felt the first aching of uncontrollable desire beginning to rage inside her. 

#Damn You!#

Her knees buckled beneath her, and she fell to the floor, new hot tears pouring from her eyes.  Her heart didn't want him.  Her mind didn't need him.  But her body was aching for his touch.  Now all she had the energy to be angry about, was her body's own treachery, and her weak mind's betrayal. *

GT: #You should know better Zara….. but I love it that you don’t.# He watches with a victorious look to him as she falls on her knees. Then his eyes move back at Cadence…* You will one day kneel before me too Cadence… *he mutters to himself, but he is sure that Zara can hear him*

Z: *She managed to rise to her knees slightly and lifted her hand toward Cadence.*  Please take my hand.  *she whispered.*  It's the only way...

C - *Cadence watched the other girl from the far corner of the bed where she cowered in fear. Barely a week ago her life had been so different - a life of protocol which she had enjoyed, and orders which she had followed *most* of the time, when she was not trying to cause mischief in some way, her impish spirit bursting forth with happiness and life. And then she had her friends, especially Chandra, finally assigned to the ship after months of waiting.

Now she was a prisoner, for reasons she as yet, could barely admit to herself, and confronted with this obviously unstable girl who was on her knees before the bed, her slender hand extended to her in a beckoning gesture.

She could see there was some sort of inner struggle going on in the girl's mind. She saw by the way the other looked around, like a desperate and caged animal, that all she wanted to do was escape this small room and flee. In that, at least, Cadence agreed with her.

But there was also something about the girl that frightened Cadence - frightened her very much in fact. There was a strangeness in her dark blue eyes, a certain lack of life - as though a part of her were dead, and the part that faced Cadence now on her knees, was but an empty shell that had been somehow animated. This girl repulsed her, her angelic beauty doing nothing to decrease this emotion - in fact making her more repulsive because of it.

Cadence moved forward on shaking legs, her hands sinking into the plush mattress as she crawled forward warily. She came to the edge of the bed and looked down at the stranger who had no name and tentatively reached out her own hand to hers, taking it into her own and caressing it gently. She just sat there for a moment, holding her hand, looking at the other contemplatively and one might even say, sympathetically. Then her eyes travelled to T'than standing in the doorway, watching them avidly. She had almost forgotten he was there. Her gaze moved back to the girl with the honey curls.* I don't know who you are, *she said softly, sadly as her hand began to squeeze* I don't know WHAT you are, *her expression instantly turned to ice, as did her voice.* ...and_I_DON'T_WANT_to_know! *Her voice was louder, and deadly as she continued to squeeze the hand within hers unmercifully, pulling the girl toward her.* Get the fuck away from me you freaky BITCH!

GT: *he cannot but smirk at the whole scene. Anticipation is flooding his pathways; his core energy racing wildly. They both hate him… but they cannot prevent by loving him as well. Zara is his finished product: dependant on him yet struggling to break free, as a fly would on a spider web. And Cadence… Cadence is yet unaware of the spider web, and she is still the sweet bee flying around for the nectar to produce honey…  But as any bee, she stings. But it does not pain; it only pleases him… the thought of restraining her or shackling her pleasure to unlimited want crosses his mind.*

*He looks at Cadence and he answers the question her mind is asking* Zara is you Cadence… you will become just like her if you decide to go against me. A grey ghost… *he steps a little closer to the cell, his eyes squinting* always urging for pleasure, for release, but never knowing what it is like… empty of identity, reduced to the pure carnal want that haunts its every thought… and that only I can give her. 

C - *With that she gave a hard shove, sending the other girl backward onto the floor. Cadence was shaking now with a mixture of fear and rage, and she looked at the War Minister so her eyes could tell him how she was feeling at that moment, before returning to her corner on the bed and putting her face into her hands, her entire body shaking with angry sobs...*

Za: Zara crumpled to the floor, the sting of her fall still reverberating through her body. #A grey ghost....Just his grey ghost...#

GT: Maybe you are still dreaming Cadence *he walks right through the energy barrier and steps inside the cell* or maybe you wish it were so. *he looks down his nose at Zara, kneeling right beside him and puts his palm to her head* but you cannot run, nor hide… not in this room, not in your mind *he asks Zara for her hand and helps her to her feet. Then he pulls her close to him* Kiss me Zara… I will let you… *he whispers as he runs his hand down her cheek; looking sideways at Cadence*

C - *Cadence listens to T'than's prophetic words, predicting her destiny as though he knew with a dark certainty what lay ahead for her. Her eyes then moved down to the girl on her knees - he said her name was Zara - and she shivered, goosebumps coming up on her skin as she wondered if he was right. Was this all that lay in store for her - to become a being bereft of all life and spirit?*

NO! *she shouted, her face burning with fury. I will NEVER be like HER! *she points at Zara.* I am more than that! *she looks down at her lap and then back up at him, her voice and face tearful.* I am not your plaything T'than! *sobs* I'm not...and I NEVER will be...I swear!

Za: *Zara found herself staring blindly into T'than's beautiful - yet empty - eyes. She saw his face... thinly recognizing their features... There had been a time when she'd cursed him to his face... in this very cell in fact.

But that girl was gone. And there was nothing left but the vacant shell of her, the pretty package that was left behind by the gift. Nothing but the cold... cold...

GT: *he smirks at Cadence for her words, ignoring what he knows to be a desperate attempt to deny the obvious; then he focuses back on Zara* Come my dear, you know you want to. *he whispers seductively, his face so close to her he speaks nearly into her mouth*

Za: *She felt her own arms twining about his neck, fighting to pull him closer. She felt his energy... no not warmth... but energy playing over her skin, and she kissed him trepiditiously at first... and then with growing hunger... *

GT: *he snakes the hand that once had been at her cheek, behind her head and pulls her closer; he lets her do all the work, not requiting the kiss, but merely complying.*

C -*She watches as T'than extends his hand to help Zara to her feet and tells her to kiss him in the very same manner as he has told her the same. The girl seems to float to her feet and, after gazing at his face for a moment, kisses him hesitantly, and then with fervor as her arms goes up around his neck.

She sits and watches them, as if frozen, a look of revulsion on her face. She feels a pang of jealousy when Zara presses herself against him, still kissing him deeply and Cadence thinks of how much better she could make T'than feel if it were her in his embrace.* You seem to be so fascinated with her T'than, which is fine by me, so why don't you let me go so you two can be a-lone, *she says bitterly.*

GT: *he moves the kiss from her lips, down to her neck, the hand by her head moving the curly hair away, and is other by Zara's waist, forcing the girl to turn her back on Cadence. T'than can now look directly at the blond girl, as he traces kisses all over Zara's skin, sometimes nibbling at her earlobes.*

C: *She sits back on the bed, her back against the wall and watches them for another few seconds before turning her head away, a look of repulse back on her face, though this time, the repugnance she felt was not directed at the couple before her, but at herself for allowing her body's emotional response to betray her logical mind.*

GT: *Feeling Zara's body go limp on his arms, he slowly starts to move them towards the bed; tiny but sure steps are given towards the mattress… old memories resurface, when his beautiful black crow used her sharp claws to tear at his jumpsuit, sometimes furious, others furiously needing. They are still a few feet from the bed when T'than stops all caresses and, without warning, pushes Zara onto the mattress. He stands there and looks down at the girl, as she recovers from his spell*  Undress Zara. *then he turns his eyes to Cadence* Undress her for me!

C - *Cadence looks down at Zara, now beside her on the mattress and then back at T'than, who stands there looking at her intently. His voice was frighteningly cold when he spoke to her with his newest order for her to comply with. For a moment her eyes move back and forth, from Zara to T'than and back again. She is at a loss of what to do; part of her wants to fling herself upon him and rip off his face, and still another part of her wants to fall into his arms and smother him with pleading kisses for her freedom, and still another part of her wants to please him, hoping to gain his favor.

She curls up again, looking straight ahead, her fear of the Taelon and what he might do to her if she disobeys him winning out in her mind, though there is still much defiance in her, and this is evidenced by her words to him.*  You are despicable T'than! You are a Taelon with NO honor! I cannot WAIT to tell Zo'or all about this! I am sure he will be quite entertained by your activities you un-endowed piece of....*she stops, remembering that she is the prisoner here and that he could make her pay for her words. She bites her lip, holding back another torrent of frustrated tears and fixes her gaze on Zara, and brings up her shaking hands to the thin zipper on the front of her tunic, not meeting the other girl's eyes as she gives a firm tug and begins to pull downward...*

GT: *he smirks viciously at her* How are you sure Zo’or is not guilty of similar crimes Cadence? *his smirk inverts into a smile, but the wickedness never leaves his features* Maybe you are correct, and I do have no honor… but, on the other hand… I know pleasure. *his eyes shine in the growing darkness* And you may ask Zara if I ever forced her to do anything…

Za: *Zara fell into silence, her gaze never dropping from T'than's face, as Cadence began undressing her. #What does not bend, breaks...#, she thought, the wisdom of the adage falling into all new light. She had been stubborn and inflexible - just like Cadence. So when she finally did give she didn't crack - she splintered.  Into a million tiny pieces that no one could put back together. A cosmic humpty-dumpty.... a plaything for T'than... one more conquest...

The zipper hit her waist and the thin fabric fell away from her shoulders, and onto the bed. She would have to stand to be undressed any further. The chill hit her body viciously, and her nipples rose under the nearly translucent fabric of her bra... yet her eyes never wavered from T'than's...

She stood, and the garment fell to her ankles, landing with a whispery thud on the floor.  The silence in the room was becoming unbearable, and she could have sworn that even little Cadence had stopped breathing behind her.*

So what now?  *she said aloud, her voice being nearly consumed by the silence...*

GT: *He focuses his stare back in Zara. His eyes pierce through hers with so much at ease… with Cadence, it is more difficult, she is not so linear in her thoughts, at least, not yet. He licks his lips when Cadence reveals part of Zara’s body to him. He does not need to speak to Zara for her to stand and let the rest of her garments fall off.* Now, my beauty… *he walks to her, leaning his body to hears, but without touching her skin, or the poking nipples that beg for his lips* lay back… *he waves his hand over her, as one would do to command a datastream, and watches as she falls on the mattress. He smiles down at her with his theatrical tenderness.* 

*He then turns his gaze at Cadence and extends a hand towards her* Come here my sweet little slave girl… *she struggles against his request, her eyes floating between his face, his hand, and the girl lying there, so exposed and needing; but when she finally takes his hands, he helps her stand before him, like a servant would to his queen.* That was not so hard, was it? 

C - *She does not want to take T'than's proffered hand - she did not want to touch him at all! That would have been like her agreement to participate in his latest excursion into the things that obviously brought him immense pleasure, and she wanted no part of helping him there.

But yet there was something in his expression that made her frown slightly with confusion. She had seen him look at Zara with desire, and indeed she saw that same blue lust directed at herself as well, but now his look was different...# almost tender! # and she cannot help but to reach for him, and when he takes her hands and pulls her up, he does so with and almost worshipful gentleness that startles Cadence into silence. For a moment they are face to face and she thinks of how beautiful his face is when he looks like this. # and if I did not know better, I would kiss you right now, the way that you want me to. # But then he turns her away from him and the thought vanishes as though it had never been there at all 

GT: *he turns her so she is with her back turned to his chest; they are both a few feet from the bed. T’than takes his hands to her shoulders, and looks up them at Zara* Now, my beautiful black crow...*his voice becomes a whisper as he plants a kiss on Cadence’s shoulder, his eyes focused on Zara* touch yourself… As for you… *he whispers at Cadence’s ear as his hand pulls her wavy golden hair out of the way of his tongue, that grazes at her earlobe* just watch… *his other hand slides down her shoulder, as to pull her dress downwards; then he pulls her closer to him by the neck, their bodies now pressed against each other*

C - *They both face Zara who is lying prone on the bed and Cadence feels as her hair is gently brushed away from her cheek so T'than can kiss and lick her softly, telling her to watch as though she was an innocent to such sights. Then his hand goes to the one shoulder, which is supporting the Roman dress she wears, and slides it down slowly as he watches Zara move on the bed. Warmth begins in her groin and spreads in an expanding circle outward as Cadence feels herself pulled against T'than's body and the top of her dress slips away. Her arms come up to cover her breasts, and she tries not to give in to the pleasures of T'than's touch upon her, coupled with the erotic image before her of the beautiful blonde, making her go weak in the knees. She sighs and allows herself to rest against his restraining grasp of her - his body is so warm and she feels so secure with him holding onto her like this.

She is aroused as she watches the other girl and hears T'than's breathing quicken as his arousal grows too. She longs for completion, wanting to feel his hated touch; the voice in her mind shouting at her not to allow him to touch her body like this, not to enjoy him, but to hate him, seeming just a little farther away than it did yesterday...*

GT: *he slides his hands down her shoulder, enfolding her in his arms as he pulls her hands away from her breasts* Do not be ashamed Cadence… *he hisses seductively by her ear* You never had anything to be ashamed of. *he lets his hands cover her breasts, substituting hers. As he plants tiny kisses on her neck, sometimes going lower in her back, others upwards to her ears, his hands move in circles at her chest, massaging her chest; sometimes taking her nipples in between two fingers and squeezing them softly.*

Za:  *Zara's eyes never waver from the couple before her, as she watches them from the bed.  Her mind is clouded with desire - for both of them by this point - as she removes the last of her garments.  With a quick slip of the hands, and arch of the back, her bra and panties come off.  Catching them with her foot, she tosses them at T'than and Cadence's feet.  

She begins softly caressing her nipples, and they quickly harden beneath her touch, the excruciating agony of seeing Cadence and T'than together before her, almost enough to send her into that final abyss of darkness... yet the desire is pulling her back, back into the physical world of pain and pleasure.  The fire beneath her skin is spreading quickly, and there's no stopping the pleasure she's already provoked with the simplest of touches... *

GT: *while one of his hands keeps caressing at her breasts, the other makes its way downwards; she can slap him away at any time, she can break his spell and that of the girl lying on that bed… so he is cautious to move slowly, his hips now dancing in small circles, his embrace making her move along with him* Isn’t she beautiful Cadence? *a hand grips at her neck and pulls her head behind while his tongue travels along the side of her exposed throat; his other hand now nearly over her womb, just a little below her navel*

Za: *She closes her eyes, and lets her mind travel, as her hand wanders further down her body.  Her own seldom touched skin slides smoothly under her fingertips as she draws circles and loops on her abdomen, until her fingers finally reach where they've been driven to go... she slides two fingers lightly over her clit, and then into herself, only far enough to feel how wet she already is. And all the while, she imagines it is T'than's touch and not her own...

GT: *As Zara snakes a finger inside herself, T’than’s hand mirrors her motion over Cadence’s body. If once there was doubt as to the young girl’s want, now it was washed away by the juices that moisten her inner thighs, and now, his fingers as well* Good girl… *he whispers at Cadence’s ear, and he slides his fingers from the inside of her core, upwards to find her swollen clit; all the time, his hips continue to move against her, making both their bodies undulate; then suddenly he stops it all and grips her hands, pulling them behind her back and locking them tightly…* Shhh, don’t be afraid… *he whispers at her ear, before refocusing on Zara*

Zara, get up. *he speaks over Cadence’s shoulder and he looks at the girl* Come here… *he nods just slightly to emphasize his calling, and waits for the girl to get up; he waits for her to do so, then his lips call her to him for a kiss* A reward for your obedience. Now, do the same to her, make her come for me. *he knows Cadence will try to break free upon hearing those words, so he holds her tightly against him*

C - *She watches as Zara rises at T'than's seductive call for her and glides over to where they stand. Zara leans over, her nude body almost leaning against Cadence, to accept the soft kiss that T'than offers her, their lips lingering, and Cadence can tell that Zara wants so much more from her seductive master.

Then he tells Zara to make her come...for him! Her blood runs cold and she begins to fight to break free, sending her dress, which was balanced on her hips, falling to the floor to leave her naked against him. She shakes her head and pulls her face away from his kissing lips, defiance and anger coming to sit beside her.* NO! *she screams, knowing she sounds more frightened than angry.* T'than NO! STOP! *her legs kick outwards at Zara as she sees the entranced girl turn to her.* Don't you DARE come close! Don't you DARE touch me! *T'than grabs her even tighter and she cries in pain but still struggles valiantly.*

GT: Be still Cadence. *he whispers to her, his breath close to the back of her neck; then a blush overcomes him and his jumpsuit disappears from his body, leaving her naked form in contact with his alabaster skin*

Za: *Zara approaches slowly her gaze now turning to Cadence. Suddenly she is overwhelmed with desire for both of them, and no longer knows who to turn to first.

Cadence starts screaming as she approaches, and she is taken aback for a moment, as the girl's kicking makes her back up for her own safety. She's curiously surprised at the girl's reaction ... #she almost acts as if I've sprouted a second head!#

She slowly reaches forward and touches her softly... to soothe her perhaps... and maybe to restrain her if necessary...

C: HELP! *she cries looking back over her shoulder, but not being able to see the door because T'than will not allow her to turn. When she feels Zara's first caress she recoils against T'than, her eyes looking to the ceiling, tears streaming down her face.* Somebody...please help me!

GT: Shht. *he whispers as one would to comfort a scared child*  She will not hurt you. In fact, she will only do what I command her to. *he plants a tiny but gelid kiss on her shoulder*

Za: *Zara begins laughing, a strange and lilting laugh that echoes through the chamber.* Now you recoil from my touch, and draw closer to T'than. *She says, her voice silky and low.* You would prefer your enslaver's touch to mine... the touch of the tormentor rather than the touch of the tormented...?

C - No! No I don't! I don't want EITHER of you! *she felt so trapped - to move forward would mean to rest in Zara's embrace, and backward  pressed her up against T'than, who she knew was nude behind her now.*

Za: *She smiles again pausing for a moment* Or maybe, *she continues* His arms are where you want to be... just as I do...

C - *Her gaze is angry now, though tears are still in her eyes.*  You don't know what you're talking about. *The words are uttered through her gritted teeth.*

GT: *T'than is listening to Zara's words. If only the girl knew how right she was… how right and how wrong at the same time. But all the while he doesn't turn his attentions off Cadence's neck. He cannot smell her now, but he can remember all too well how she tastes, and her intoxicating scent*

Za: *She thrusts herself upon Cadence, pressing the girl's writhing body firmly between T'than and herself, ultimately stopping the girl's violent struggles.* You long for this... to surrender control... to be captured with no hope of escape.... this is your every dream... your every desire ... I know, I know....

She grasps the girl's chin between her hands, somewhat with the intention of being soothing, but mostly intending to keep her still. She leans forward leaving little kisses on the girl's face, as her fingers work their way through her silky hair.* You want this *she whispers between kisses, drinking away the last of the salty tears on her face.* And you want me too...

C - *The girl is oddly strong, despite her willowy and frail appearance as she presses herself against Cadence, pinning her in between  she and T'than. Her head rests back and her eyes close, her lips opening slightly in what could be either passion or defeat as she feels his tender kisses on her neck and the wanting warmth of Zara's body over hers. It was so much easier to surrender to them; she was so tired and they were so pleasurable. # surrender IS pleasant # *Her words deny her thoughts however.* No Zara...I don't want you...you only want to believe that to cover your own shame! *she looks away*.

GT: *he realizes she is slowly relaxing... maybe it is a plan to just flee in a moment, but he doesn't care. Now that she is sandwiched between him and Zara, he leaves only one of his hands to hold her wrists tight; as his lips trail kisses over her neck and nibble at her earlobes, his free hand snakes slowly over her body and goes to rest between her thighs. He doesn't move 
his fingers over her; instead, he moves himself and her so that she is pushing slightly against his fingers with every motion.* Yes, she does want you ... my beautiful slave girl, so ready. *His lower hand pulls her tightly to him, and he strengthens his grip* Go on, kiss her Zara… drink of her sweetness. *he kisses her gently on a bare shoulder* I will let you go now Cadence. Behave. *his voice trails off, and she knows there is a or else to his words that he has willingly foregone*

C - *At once his fingers are gone between her legs and cool air moves over her body where once there was his warmth, but he had moved away, telling her to behave in a warning tone of voice. At first she turned, her eyes moving to the door, but she saw that the field was still up, unfortunately. Zara was at her body but Cadence turned away from her for a moment and looked back at T'than as he stood there waiting for them to entertain him. Her eyes never moved below his shoulders, as if she could deny his body defiantly with her eyes.

But then she reached out her arm for him, and composed her features into what she knew was her most adorable and vulnerable pout, tilting her head slightly.* T'than....*she called quietly, needfully as she beckoned him, completely ignoring Zara. She drew away from the other girl slightly and took his shoulder and pulled him closer, looking as angelic and innocent as possible. Her hand slid down his arm and she took his hand in hers and looked back up at him. Her heart began to beat quickly as she thought of just kissing him, asking him to get rid of Zara so she could be with him alone, but instead she called on her defiant spirit and hoped that her next actions would sting him badly. She laid her head on his shoulder and looked up into his eyes and then kissed him on the lips. She thought that he might be surprised because he tensed slightly.* Oh T'than, *she said playfully as she pulled back from the kiss,* You are such a fool if you think that I will EVER do what you want me to...or BE what you want me to be! *She squeezes his hand hard, not unlike what she had done to Zara, and then violently pushes him away from her.* I detest you! You will NEVER own me...EVER!

GT: *he is frozen in place, his eyes focusing only on the naked bodies before him, both equally beautiful in shape... though he can't deny Cadence has that special aura that he has erased from Zara. He still wonders why that was, what could have gone wrong... but it strikes him that if Zara had become what he wished, that he had never have noticed Cadence. Or maybe he would have anyway. He smirked at the thought... and at Cadence's reaction upon having been freed. Like a caged animal, her first reaction was to look for a way to escape… but there was none… as Zara had told her, the cell did not matter; there was simply no escape from a being that knew the corners of the galaxy; he reacts with coldness when he pleads for him, his smirk intensifying in anticipated glory; he knows part of it is theatre…. he knows because she has confided in Gabriel her confused feelings; But he is surprised at her kissing him… he nearly requites it, but her stronger grip at his hand acts as a warning; a new storm is coming. Once more, she spills out her venom. All the while he looks her deeply in the eyes, searching to know if her mind speaks as her words do… they shine in green anger…. and soon, so do his* You already are Cadence. *he grins at her*

C: *She goes back to Zara then and embraces her, kissing first her cheeks and then her soft lips as she croons to her,* I'll never be like you, Zara. You let him win, and I think that you DID give him your soul, as well as your body. *she tosses her hair back and laughs gaily and still kisses her, her hands now moving to the other's rounded breasts.* You are pathetic! I pity you!

Za: *Zara is unsure at first, how to respond when Cadence's lips softly caress her own. But suddenly Cadence is speaking, her words piercing her murky darkness, entering a chamber of her mind that has long been devoid of life.

And then there is noise. And feeling. And pain.

Zara leans closer to Cadence, her fingers entwining through the girl's silky hair. Then with calculated rage, she uses her grasp to pull the girl backwards, and toss her on the bed. She is close behind, quickly pinning the girl beneath her legs, a single hand restraining both of the girl's frail wrists.*

She bites at the ear furthest from T'than, her voice low and full of laughter.* So who are you to talk, little bitch? *She licks and kisses at the tender flesh beneath her ear between words* You’re just like me, another one of T'than's whores... and I promise you there's been many...*

C - No! *But the single word is more of a sob, and Cadence wonders which stung worse - the pulling of her hair and Zara's teeth nipping at her ear, or the words themselves...more unwanted truths....*

GT: *he moves not an inch when Zara put Cadence back in her place. He knew she would, but he keeps an eye and ear specially attentive to the girl*

Za: And what do you know of having a soul? *She croons* Some hapless fool fucks you, and you think you’re in love? Your just a pretty little flower, prone to plucking but not to keeping. Oh yes, yes it's true, even though you may believe it different... your only value lies between those lovely legs of yours my love... *She snakes her free hand down the girl's body, her fingers finding the source of her heat, her fingers tasting of the moistened petals between her thighs...*  See little girl? Your wet for me... for me the one you despise!

*She presses closer, her voice becoming low enough that only Cadence can hear...* And I'll tell you a little secret love...I only do what *I* want to do...

C - *At first she tenses at Zara's mention of her being in love, knowing she meant her recent interlude with Gabriel and curiosity touches her mind as she wonders how the other girl knows this. But the sensation of Zara's cold fingers between her thighs is enough to break that line of reasoning instantly and she finds herself looking directly into her angry face as she swallows back her sobs but says nothing, all words fleeing her. *

GT: *he picks up her words and mild reference to Gabriel. That is not acceptable; in her state of mind she is capable of ruining everything out of rage or jealousy, or both!* Zara! his tone of voice is higher than usual; as if he were reprehending a child or a dog* #be silent!# *he nearly screams inside her mind. Other than her recklessness, he did not enjoy her speaking of her freedom of mind; he walks to the two girls, and grabs Zara by the arm, puling her roughly from Cadence and pushing her away from the bed* Be gone! You have done what I asked of you and it is enough! *he tilts his head towards the door, signaling her to leave; then turns to Cadence* As for you, my little _slave _girl , it is best you start realizing your place, lest I make your dream turn to nightmare. *he picks the dress from the floor and tosses it at her* Get dressed! 

Za:  *Zara remains on the ground, as if her bones are stranded in the mist of some alien rigor mortis, despite the fact that T'than has commanded her dismissal.  She feels tired, more tired than she has ever felt before, her body aching, her heart beyond repair.  In the coldness of his words, she's frozen, some instinctual back-lot of her mind desperately pleading with her, wanting so much to be back in his favor.

She holds her dress in her hands the fabric of it gently folding to the contours of her fingers.  She replaces it slowly... not so much because T'than has told her to... but more so to cover her vulnerability.* 

C - *Cadence shrinks back from the enraged Taelon - she had never seen him this angry before! Something Zara had said or done had started it, and there was some dynamic between them that she did not understand, but his voice betrayed more than the words he was speaking. She quickly slips back into the beautiful white dress and perches on the side of the bed watching T'than as he continues to reprimand Zara.

GT: *then, T'than steps away from the bed and approaches Zara. Silently, he pierces through her with his stare, as he speaks in her mind. #if you dare disobey me again Zara, I will be more than happy to go through the process of your training all over again; and this means I will revoke your right to have anyone.* he grabs her hand and pushes it upwards to stand in from of her face* Even this! *then he pushes her again, causing her to fall on her knees*

Za:  *Zara crashes to her knees, her eyes downcast, and unable to meet his gaze*

C - *It would have been best at this moment for Cadence to remain silent at the scene before her but her captivity of the last days combined with the other events that had taken place in the small cell were having their effect on her, and she was reckless, more so than usual. She looked at Zara, humbled and on her knees before T'than, who still looked sinister.* I can see that I was right about you Zara, *she says, very softly.* You DID give him your soul you poor pathetic creature. *She stood up and slowly walked over to them, looking down patronizingly at the other girl* But I can also see that YOU were right about some things too. *smile, little laugh.* You ARE one of his whores! *she drops to her knees and looks into her eyes, still smiling maliciously.* ...and I can see that you are very comfortable down here...BEING one of his whores! *she stands again.* THIS honor I give to you willingly Zara. Enjoy. *She turns to go back to the bed.*

GT: *T’than looks sideways at Cadence, his eyes reduced to a shining blue line that comes out of his squinted eyelids; it is more than a threat; it is something close to what even a human would decode as a murderous glare.*

Za:  *Zara listens silent for a moment, her gaze never lifting higher than the girl's feet.  #You are one of his whores...#  The words echo through the emptiness, the truth of them accepted long ago.  

Her breath is catching in the back of her throat, the adrenaline rushing through her, as she finally lifts her eyes to meet the girl's gaze.*  And you think your better?  *she whispers, never even taking a moment to look at T'than.

Suddenly the emptiness is boiling over... turning to rage... she raises from her knees in a split second... her body on the bed, in an instant... Cadence's chin in her hand in even less time...*

Stay away T'than!  *she screams, her voice high and cracking.*  You fucking let me out of this cell... or she dies...

GT: *he doesn’t even flinch when, panther-like, Zara rises and attacks Cadence. He knows both girls are acting out of rage, and in the back of his head, he can’t help thinking it is partially because they see each other as rivals. Woman cat fighting is always interesting… but when Zara is involved, it usually means more of a predatory attack than anything else.; he maintains his coolness throughout the scene… and Zara’s words. He doesn’t answer her right away, not because he is confused, but because he wants to show her he sees no reason for alarm* I have no intentions of going anywhere near you Zara… *he turns his back on the girls, but not before taking notice of Cadence’s panicking expression* You may kill her if you believe it will make a difference... she brought it upon herself, in any case. 

C - *Her eyes close at his words as she prepares for the worst. The arm around her neck and the hand grasping her chin are small, but the strength they contain is impressive and startling. She cannot believe T'than's casual permission to Zara to kill her! She had not taken much notice of the Taelon, ever, but she had the distinct impression that he noticed her quite often, especially now with she being a prisoner. There was something in his eyes when he looked at her...something that burned and had depth, but yet now he wanted her dead! An unaccustomed feeling of hurt went through her and she shivered slightly.*

GT: *he walks to the door of the cell, and is close to going through the barrier when he turns back the two girls, still frozen in place like if only had pressed pause during a video recording*  Humans have this saying… truth will set you free. If you would only admit it... that you are _both_ my whores, maybe this cell would not be necessary. *he smirks at the girls* And Zara... what was it you recommended that I feed my young little pet? *he knows she will understand his words and to whom he is referring*
Za:  *Zara stares at T'than, her blood running cold, her mind at first not understanding his words.  #what was it your recommended that I feed my young little pet?...#  She had forgotten that she had even had anything to loose, any investment in this little charade, until T'than had uttered those words, cold and filled with venom.  

She felt her grip loosening on the girl, Cadence's quick pulse pulling further and further away from her hand.  She fell backwards, her back falling into the wall, her muscles gripped by a new and powerful paralysis.  She began crying then, her tears quickly becoming heaving sobs, and sent her falling forward, to lie her forehead upon her knees.

She whispered softly, most of the words being caught up in her tears.*  Christine... Christine...

GT: *He smirks at the girl's reaction* It is good to know you still remember. But enough whining. You would better convince me to maintain our deal if your obeyed my orders. Now, be gone... *he waves the forcefield open to give her room to exit, then turns his gaze to Cadence* I want to have a word with Miss Blue.

C - *Cadence felt Zara's threatening grasp of her chin and neck loosen and then suddenly the girl was sliding down the wall and sobbing, her face hidden by her knees and her dark gold ringlets. Cadence's hands came up to massage her bruised neck as she coughed and staggered away from Zara, over to the table and chair and sat down in it, her face pale and her eyes watering. She said nothing as she watched Zara as she cried, words about someone named Christine in her sobs, and Cadence immediately thought of Chandra. She looked over at T'than thinking that he held something over everyone it seemed, which insured him of getting his way. At the same time her thoughts were consumed with the pain of how he had so easily disregarded her life. She didn't know why that fact should bother her, but it did...it bothered her very much. She wanted to be the most important thing in his life! But somewhere deep inside of her, in her fiery spirit that was still very much alive despite his torments, she hated T'than...hated him with a passion!...and it was THAT part of her which shone in her green eyes as she stared at him defiantly.*

GT: *T'than waits for Zara to leave, rather patiently because he actually enjoys seeing her so tormented she has difficulty to stand and move; the forcefield closes immediately after Zara's passage, and the Taelon walks towards the bed again; Cadence is still there, her fantastically green eyes shining defiantly as she follows his every move* Did you know, Miss Blue, that you and Zara do have much in common. *he starts talking cordially, acting as if nothing had happened and nothing was going to happen; a rather disturbing absence of conscience on his part* Or did, in all accounts. My advise to you, is that you do not bother to resist the inevitable. You belong to us now, if only because your life has been branded by all that happened in this cell. There will yet be a time in your life that you will miss this, very much… in fact, with such intensity, you will feel short of breath. I will still find you lying there of your own free will. *he smiles at her, then waves the forcefield completely down* But for now, you are allowed to leave. *he notices her wanting to jump off the bed and running, so he stands between her and the door* Just one more thing; it will do you no good to run to Earth. There is a tiny device buried deep within your core that will allow me to know where you are at all times. *he smirks, nearly laughs at her* I put it there myself. *then he moves out of her way*

Epilogue

*There was never a more beautiful sight than her quarters. They were just as she had left them almost a week ago when she had been forcefully taken into captivity. She sat down on her bed, still rumpled from when she was pulled from it and looked around, the images and even the scent of the room comforting her.

She looked over and saw her image staring back at her in the full length mirror on the wall; she in the flowing white dress, her hair in lustrous blond curls around her face, and green eyes that bore shadows beneath them from her mental and physical, fatigue. But there was a new look *in* her eyes as well - a new knowledge that had not been there days ago; the knowledge that it had been the War Minister behind her captivity, and that he had every intention of making her his new plaything, and her continued defiance of him was only serving to make him pursue her more hotly.

He wanted her to give in - to comply with his every wish and come to him whenever he might beckon, his eyes glowing with his lust, but she had no intention of ever doing that.* EVER! *she said to the room, her fist coming down painfully on her own thigh. And yet, though she hated him for his attempts at her domination, there was a part of her that burned for him and 
enjoyed his sweet torments of her body, and enjoyed the attention of him wanting her, putting her in his favor. She blushed with the shame of it as she felt the heat between her thighs.

But his final words to her had disturbed her immensely.*  # Just one more thing; it will do you no good to run to Earth. There is a tiny device buried deep within your core that will allow me to know where you are at all times. *he smirks, nearly laughs at her* I put it there myself.#

*She had looked at him, not understanding at first, but then a cold terror surrounding her as she realized what had been done to her. She had looked up at him, her lips quivering with oncoming tears and then turned and fled back up the corridor, where she had run into two of the Volunteers who had arrested her in the first place, and they had escorted her to a corridor she 
was familiar with and left her.

She stood from the bed and confronted her image in the mirror, her thoughts assaulting her one after the other as her hand stroked the area over her womb, as if she could somehow sense the tiny beacon within her.*

# If it is really there at all! #

# He bluffed you! #

# Don't believe him - leave the ship! #

# and take Chandra with you! #

*She knew the only way he could have known she wanted to go back to Earth was because she had confided this to Gabriel...but had he betrayed her and told T'than? or had T'than been monitoring them? And if he had watched it all, why was she still alive for her own betrayal of promises she'd made to the Taelon?

And how had T'than implanted her with such a device? - a device she felt sure was there. She could almost feel it, crawling around within her!

# How? #

# IF it is really there! #

*Her hands went to her head. He was making her crazy! She couldn't stand that he was getting to her like this! She sat down on the bed and then lay back onto the pillows.* # I need rest, that's all! After that I'll be fine! #

At least T'than had done her one favor - her duty schedule showed that she had the next several days free, to rest, but after that, she would be working for him again...and she had no idea how she would face him at that time...*

General T'than

~Cadence~

To be continued…

