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Prologue

Upon seeing T'than's message, Sc'orr grins smugly and waves on the datastream.*

Greetings T'than

Sc: So, you have decided to acquiesce to my demands, at least partially, and send me the beautiful Volunteer Blue. *he chuckles lowly*. However, I am not an unreasonable being, so I will accept your compromise and accept the one girl. *He squints his eyes and leans closer to the stream, so he would be looking at T'than straight on.* You ~do~ know she was the one I wanted the most anyway, do you not? But a day seems hardly enough! I asked for a permanent transfer, for a day would not be long enough to experience her...*he smirks knowingly*...I mean, to experience her talents as a capable officer. *smirk*

*He raises a graceful hand then, his index finger up at face level, and he seems to be just remembering a thought.* One last thing, esteemed War Minister...while in your presence you were quick to dismiss my...abilities....as not only Ambassador of Taelon/Human Relations, but also on my other, and most true claim, of being THE Taelon Sex God - as though my behavior is aberrant in some way. I am aware that you believe this to be true, and that you had a hand in seeing to my long exile, because you believe that a Taelon who possesses gender to be an abomination, as well as the desires that come with it to be deviant for one of our species. However....*and here he pauses and casts a very knowing smile at the stream, imagining T'than there,*...I was not unaware of your comments regarding this female which you stated under your breath. If I am not mistaken, your words were something to the effect that 'I could have her, as you had grown tired of her..' *He lifts his chin in arrogance*...No - I am not mistaken - those were your words. *another smug laugh*.

So tell me T'than, what kinds of aberrant behaviours that would be unbecoming of a Taelon have ~you~ engaged in with her, hmm? They must be quite numerous to be sure if you could tire of one so lovely and delicate as Ms Blue. I will be sure to ask her about it, of that you may be certain. *another sarcastic grin.

He sits back again relaxed, but his eyes are glowing and flint-like as he gets serious.* This is just so you know that ~I~ know that you are not all that you appear. You may want to remember this the next time you think of denigrating me again. You are welcome to contact me via Stream or personally in my office if you so desire. *haughty smile, and then he waves off the stream and looks at the door in anticipation of the Volunteer's arrival.*

GT: *he is still sat in his chair, but ready to leave, when he receives Sc’orr’s message. He waves the datastream open and listens to it attentively. That was to be Cadence’s final test. He knew he would either lose her, or win flawlessly. Her tears had told him so, but still… he knew of her potential to “forget” in the presence of others. He hits the reply command and keeps his response direct and to the point*  Be contented with what I was kind enough to offer, lest I revoke my decision, and you are left empty handed. But so that we make this clear, I am doing this because I want... not because of your *rolls eyes* demands. *smirk* As you so eloquently put it, I have grown tired of her. She was no longer satisfactory in her services. As you requested her to work in your offices, and I am no longer pleased with the work she performs in mine, I saw no reason why I should not *his eyes squint*  loan her for sometime. And you need not ask her, because your response shall be silence. And a day seems reasonable for the kind or services you will need her to perform. After all, you seem quite the master at working with the data crystals. *smug grin* Enjoy! *with that, he closes the datastream and walks from his office*

Book Three

Part One

A Meeting With Sc’orr
Sc: When his chime sounds he waves open the door already knowing who it is. The Volunteer walks in and stands before him, announcing herself and he nods at her. She is waiting for his orders on the work he wishes her to do, but he leaves her to stand before her so he can admire her, his prize beginning to react to her presence with a slight throbbing within his jumpsuit.

He scans her body beginning at her boots, his eyes moving upwards to her thighs and hips.*  Please be at ease Volunteer - I have never liked the official stance.* He sees her relax slightly, her hands now hanging at her sides, the fingers brushing the material over her thighs softly. His lips smile as he takes in the small waist and his prize begins to glow at the swell of her breasts, pushing outward slightly from her body. She has a wonderfully rounded shape, which makes her seem curvy despite her slimness.

She appears to have a tattoo of some kind on her chest. He thinks with exasperation about the Volunteers' uniforms - how they are revealing of shape, but not of body - painfully tantalizing in his opinion, and as far as the females were concerned, it was a sheer excess of fabric. *
C - *She stood there after announcing her presence to him and awaiting his orders. She is slightly confused when he says nothing but then, she notices his blue eyes moving over her and not at all discreetly. Once she is allowed to be at ease, she decides to get another look at him as well; he is very attractive - slightly taller than T'than, and perhaps as tall as Zo'or. He seems exceeding muscular, his biceps appearing to strain his jumpsuit, which unlike the bright colors worn by other Taelons, is black interwoven with gray. His lips are sensual and convey his expression of arrogant seductiveness well. Her body tenses a little as he approaches her...*

Sc: *He rose from his chair and walked over to her, now wanting to study her face; she is flushed with color, but he does not think it is a result of his study of her. Her features are sculpted, yet delicately so as to not make her look harsh. Her lips are pink and full, giving her the look of constantly pouting.*  I like that.  *he says and runs his fingers over them and looks into her very green eyes. A low chuckle escapes his throat and he steps behind her and in a quick motion, pulls out her hair tie and watches as her hair falls around and just below her shoulders. She gasps and brings her hand up to the waves. Sc'orr merely chuckles again and steps in front of her again, setting the tie on his desk absently.* I have never liked the way you women wear your hair on duty either. You are lovely regardless, but since you are here now, abandon protocol and be your most beautiful for me.

He smiles arrogantly down at her; he wanted to throw her down on the floor and make love to her right there! His energies were flowing to the center of his being, culminating in his most greatest of gifts - his prize! It was a gift he wanted to share with her! But he put the breaks on that when he looked at her more closely.*

But you have been crying, have you not? *He lifts her chin.* One as lovely and perfect as you has no reason to cry - your beautiful cheeks should never know of tears! *he smirks* What has T'than done to bring out such a torrent of unhappiness in one so sweet as yourself?

C - # What has he done? # *she thinks.*  # What hasn't he done! #  *Her thoughts are in utter despair; T'than had brought out nearly every emotion imaginable in her - anger, hatred, fear, desire, lust...love. But never had he left her as crushed and completely defeated as she felt today! She could not understand him! He made her pledge her body to him, and then manipulated her feelings so she would want him, and then...he cast her aside! She couldn't even make love with Gabriel without seeing his face and hearing his voice!

All these thoughts transpired inside of her in a matter of seconds, so that Sc'orr would only notice a slight hesitation before she answered him.* It's nothing. *she said quietly, shaking her head.* I am just having a bad day.

Sc: Then it is time that your day move in another direction...Cadence. *He can wait no longer and so he wraps his arms around her and pulls her body to his, his hands on her rear so he can press her firmly up against his waiting prize, which he grinds against her in slow circular motions. *

C - *His lips are hot over her and she moans softly when his tongue finds its way into her mouth. She shudders when he again presses that needing, male part of himself against her, but this time it is not against her buttocks, but seeking the heat between her thighs. Even through her uniform it seeks to part the petals of her sex and enter her, and she finds herself wishing it were another Taelon there. # STOP IT! You should hate T'than! MAKE yourself hate him! #

*Toward this goal she kisses him back fervently, telling herself that she does not care for T'than, and that she is free of him! Yet, even though Sc'orr's touch arouses her, it is not as pleasing as Gabriel's touch. This whole awful day had made her temporarily forget her beautiful, blue-eyed lover, though she could not grasp why he vied with T'than in that capacity. It was then that she noticed that she was pulling away from Sc'orr, but he was lost in his desires and pulling her back, his lips still attached to hers, her hand massaging the sizable bulge in his jumpsuit at his urging. Then he was unzipping her, slowly revealing the eerie tattoo on her chest and she pulled away, grasping the two panels of material and holding them together. * 

Sc: *She is perfect! She is so soft, her supple young body coaxing his tremendous gift to rise within the confines of his uniform. He could impale her on it now! Her kisses become urgent and he decides that his office will do just fine for the promise of what is to come. He wants to see her body - he wants to kiss her and not just on her mouth. He groans as he squeezes her breasts through the uniform and then takes the zipper in his fingers and begins pulling down, but her distressed cry stops him. ~That~ is not a sound he is used to hearing and so it gets his attention right away as she pulls out of his embrace. His eyes squint as he sees more of her tattoo, but she covers it quickly, a hand holding her clothing closed. The mark seemed...familiar somehow, but then again, he had barely glimpsed it, and only partially at that.

His hands flutter as he looks at her questioningly* What is wrong, child? *And then he realizes - it is what he saw when viewing her records and those of her friend - they seemed so young! He knew Cadence was an adult according to her species standards - a few years above the age of consent - but...she had a look about her - childlike, vulnerable. It was a look that would have driven him wild once, but ever since...# Pharaa...a true woman...and so alluring too #

*He shook his head to rid himself of the thought. Was he getting soft? Where was his assuredness? It would not be difficult to seduce this girl - a few tender words, a touch, and he would have her on the floor! He moved to her and pulled her to him again, kissing her, his voice whispering into her mouth,*  Sweet little Cadence...so beautiful and perfect...let me love you....just love you...

He would have thought that when he felt her relax and make a noise that sounded like a sigh, that a feeling of victory would have come over him - but instead he felt cold, and somehow guilty at her surrender. It was too easy. He knew he had caught her during a weak moment. He could take her right now and she would not fight...and all at once he realized that he_could_not_do_it.

He grabbed her shoulders and held her at arm's length and looked into her eyes.* Cadence. You realize that when you came here that I had every intention of making love to you, do you not? *She said nothing, but nodded slowly.* Is that what you want?

C - *She tilted her head, almost as if she didn't understand the question, and then she looked away. She still held her top together with her hand.* I...I don't know! *she cried in frustration, shaking her head.* I don't think that I know what to feel anymore.

Sc: *He watched her thoughts and feelings as they played over her features and changing expression, and he had to admit that this girl was exceptionally pretty when she was distressed, but at the same time, her distress was not doing much to encourage his want of her. He could take her, yes, but he began to wonder what Pharaa would think if she knew he had done such a thing. He had told her he had never taken anyone by force and that was the truth, and he had no intentions of beginning such behavior now.

He looked down at her, his eyes blinking slowly and gently pulled up the zipper on her jumpsuit and was ~FINALLY~ rewarded with a small smile from her.* Go now Cadence.

C - *She is awed by his kindness and finds it hard to believe that this is the same being who sent out that arrogant and blatant shipwide message upon his arrival. She wonders what brought about the change...or who....*  T'than will not be pleased if you send me back Sc'orr.

Sc: Then I shall not send you back. Why do you not go and rest in your quarters? You look as someone who could use it. *He puts his hand on her shoulder and they begin walking to the door and when it opens he gently pushes her out.* Good-bye Cadence. I do hope that when I see you again that you are happier. *She turns and smiles at him and then begins to walk away, but he talks again as though she still stood before him, one of his hands floating up near his face.*

And you need not worry...*he says softly*...it was as difficult for him to send you away as it was for you to leave…

C - *She freezes at his words and the hair on the back of her neck stands on end as she wheels around to face him. He stands in the doorway for a moment and raises his hand and she watches as it glows in its natural form. He smiles at her softly before he ducks back inside closing the door after him. He had had his hands all over her body and she realized that the human mind held no secrets from Taelon hands... * 

Book Three

Part Two

T’than’s Redemtion
GT: Cadence should have arrived to Sc’orr’s offices by now. The thought of what happened played in his mind as he made his way to his room. He needed the rest, the isolation and the meditation. He wondered why he had let her go, why he had delivered her. His pride told him she was just another human; his Taelon teachings told him he had to eliminate what was becoming too strong an influence, the reason why his thoughts had become polluted by her image. But shedding his pride, he knew he had done it to prove to himself he did not need her, and that she was indeed just another human. But if that was so, why had he chosen to sleep his way thru the time she would be with Sc’orr? The Commonality remains at ease; Sc’orr, though distant to him in the psychic web, seemed to be emoting normal signals. But he could fool the Commonality... why shouldn’t Sc’orr, especially after all that time away from them?

He finally reached the door to his chambers, and waved it open. The same shallow room of millennia ago, the tiring view to the stars, the energy chair, the shallow decoration... typically Taelon; nothing that would evidence how different he had become over the years. He touched his fingers to the armrest of his chair, as he walked towards the window. # How different indeed # The thought occurred to him; for the first time he was feeling... really feeling. The thought of Cadence being taken by another was driving him mad. It was as if his legs wanted to kidnap his reasoning and make their way to Sc’orr’s office. He blushed, angry with himself for allowing such thought... or maybe just hurt at the thought. Probably a mix of both.*  Preposterous! She’s just a toy. *he turns from the window, noticing he had not even paid attention to the view, and walked to the chair* It is nothing meditation won’t heal. *he sits down, and reclines completely, his chair opening to allow him to lay down, as the energy sparkles start raining on him; he looks up at the ceiling; the same old ceiling. He decided he was indeed tired of it; his eyes closed, and he fell asleep. But his rest did not last long. A noise caught his attention, some movement in front of him; the weight of eyes staring, and he sat up straight*

Miss Sheridan, what is the meaning of this?

Ch: The figure stands there staring at him as he reclines in his chair. He tries to rise but she waves her arm in a downward motion and suddenly, he cannot.* You will stay until I tell you to rise, General. *Her voice is still youthful, as is the face, but there is something changed about the expression somehow, as though the innocence has been stripped away and replaced by the wisdom of ages. Her porcelain face is set off like a pearl against the black and shining fabric of her jumpsuit. Over that is draped a sparkling robe of golden netting, the loosely woven filigree fibbers floating around her softly, even though there was no wind in the chamber.

GT1: *he looks down at his hands and feet; she is correct, he seems to be paralysed* Release me this instant Volunteer Sheridan! The consequences of your daring will be heavy as it is! *he looks around him*

Ch:  His chamber seems larger than he remembers, appearing to go on forever, the walls and corners hidden by swirling mists.* I am not Chandra Sheridan, General. Your mind simply took hold of a convenient image and made it flesh. You see, you are here to be judged today T'than, and who better to judge you than one whose innocence you have, as of yet, been unable to subjugate?

GT1: *he looks down his nose at her. The whole scenario is making no sense at all! Be judged? He?*  Ridiculous!

Ch: *She walks away into the darkness of the middle of the chamber and spins back around on her heel, her golden robes flying, her blond hair, loose but held back from her face by a wide, black headband, covering her back like a veil.*  But before the trial can begin we must set the stage. *She waves her hand and a soft and silvery light fills the chamber, though it does nothing to push back the oppressive mists in the background.*  We must have an audience! *Her voice rang out, high and clear. At once the chamber was filled with what sounded like the soft whispering voices of hundreds of individuals.* Do not be afraid. *she says, spinning slowly in a circle, her arms out as though waiting for an embrace.* Come out - he will not harm you. *Out of the mists come minions of gray, faceless creatures. They are naked and T'than can see that they are the same asexual spectres from Cadence's dream.* 

Do you remember them General? These are all the souls you claim to have exiled to a life of horrors because they did not yield to your command, and now they shall listen and also sit in judgment of you. *She floats back over to where he lays, immobile and says in a soft voice,* And now we need the witnesses for the prosecution. A wave of her arm and three figures appear across the expanse of the room: The lithe and ringleted Zara, The spirited Cadence Blue, and the innocent Chandra Sheridan, the last one being the Chandra he remembered.

GT1: *The whole thing resembled a conspiracy, a ploy against him. The grey beings, his slave, and those to be. And two Chandras! Taelons don’t often dream, the Commonality does not allow for that kind of mind wonders, but there was no other explanation to what was happening.*

Ch: They stood, dressed in flowing white robes, a backdrop of the gray minions behind them, their black eyes watching avidly in hundreds of identical pairs.* Oh, I could choose so many others to add to the list of witnesses T'than, however I believe these three will do fine for the charges being brought against you. *She smiles a knowing smile at him - a smugness he is not accustomed to seeing on her.* You shall be your own witness T'than - a single witness for the defense.*  She waves her hand again, and the gray minions part, and out of the darkness steps another T'than, and he goes to stand opposite the three girls. The whispering grows louder, more agitated, with his presence.*  Silence! *calls Chandra harshly, and the voices quiet. She looks from one T'than to the other.* One of you is Shaquarava - the truth. The other...is Umrathama. The liar.

The stage is set, and now I shall state the charges against you. *She faces the T'than in the chair.* You are charged with the crime...of love. How do you plead?

GT1: *he looks down at the prosecutor. Yes, there is no doubt or frailness to explore in that one. He looks around him, and his response comes almost immediately. But it is not he who speaks, but his double* 

GT2: Innocent! Taelons do not believe in such things as feelings. And I know what you wish to imply... that I nurture such feeling for any of those present. I do not! They were all toys, objects to serve my pleasure; and they did, while the fun lasted. Then, I simply turned them into one of those things *he looks in disdain at the spectres, then back at Zara, who’s image shifts from her human form, to something close to the gray beings*

GT1: *Back in the chair, he watches, still somewhat dazzled to what is taking place. What is his part in all of that? What is the purpose to that well elaborated ruse? He looks at himself standing there and back at the angry audience in the other side. At least he is defending himself.* # It is true #  he thinks to himself, not that sure as his mirror image. # There is no such thing as love, they were just fun # *But it was a little late, for his thoughts transpire like outspoken words. He can hear his words echoing, and something strange crushing at his chest* # Guilt? #

Ch: *She looks to the T'than locked to his chair, a gleeful smile on her face.* Objects to serve your pleasure? Fun? But General! Taelons do not sate the temptations of the flesh! They created the Commonality and abandoned such pursuits, however...*she steps closer until she is there at his side,* you never were one to follow the rules, were you? 

GT1: *she was right. He did not think of it, but felt it. Uncertainty; it was enough. Her words were the reason why he had retreated to meditate. He should perform Ka’arpaaj soon. It would cleanse his mind. Once more, he saw his pride transpire in his spitting image*

GT2: What you are implying is ridiculous. *he smirked profusely* They were fun to torture; pitiful inferior beings that had sentiments one can explore. And it made them weak, vulnerable, easy to manipulate like living puppets!

GT1: #And so, thru them I could feel... #

GT2: *turns to the sitting T’than* Be silent fool, or you will be the doom of us both! Feelings are weakness. Otherwise, you would be the slave *looks at the girls* Not them. You were born to rule over the inferiors.

Ch: *She turns away, her robes brushing over one of his hands because of her harsh retreat. She addresses the audience, again turning in a sweeping circle.* I could say let us begin at the beginning - your very first conquests, but they are of no importance, no!  *She turns back to his chair, her voice deadly quiet.*  We shall begin with Zara. Though she was not your first, she is the first to have... shall we say, significance. *She motions as though waving on a datastream and at once the centre of the chamber is filled with flickering images. There is a Volunteer in uniform - the bountiful and curly hair beneath the little black cap.* Remember her General? This is six years ago and Zara had just arrived, though she was not called Zara in the days before you claimed her body and her soul, stealing her identity to make her into a thing for your pleasure. *While she speaks, the stream shows in graphic detail T'than's taunts of the girl. He can hear her crying filling the chamber, becoming louder, accompanied by the whispers which sound angrier.*

GT1: *He watches, apparently unaffected by the images displayed in front of him. Yes, he remembered them well. He thought of those moments many times, when he found himself alone and relishing on his conquests. They were his trophies; souvenirs from the battles he forced the girl to fight against herself. Humans were delicious in that respect; so alive, so full of emotions, one could explore them one by one, make them jump from sadness to joy, pain to pleasure, love to hate. They, his kind, had lost it all.*

GT2: I remember how much fun she was. I remember relishing in her dying aura, as I deprived her of it. It was only fair, since she was there to serve me. I asked no more than what was in my rights. *he grins at the girl* She was sweet, her emotions were wonderful, and she was so full of life. I took that life from her *his eyes gleam* because I can do that. The power over life and death is mine! *he looks at GT1*  But not of the flesh, of the soul. *then back at the prosecutor* And yes, it brings me pleasure. But, to love that girl? *he laughs, scornfully* She was of as much importance as the countless bugs I’ve squashed throughout my life.

Ch: ENOUGH! *Chandra shouts, and the crying is silenced, only the constant sound of the droning whispers remaining.*  But making her into your servant was only part of it, wasn't it, General? *She waves her hand over the Zara who stands as a witness - one of three statues who do not move, only stare at the events silently as they transpire. But with a wave of her hand, Zara becomes alive, her robes changing into a sapphire blue gown that floats around her, setting off her now rosy cheeks and long ringleted blond hair.* Come Zara, show us who you were.

*The girl comes to the center of the room, her aura visible around her, to the humans as well as the T'than's. She dances to music that only she can hear, her face beautiful and smiling. She does not see the chamber around her - she is in another world.*  Her spirit attracted you, as well as the aura of energy that only Taelons can see, but that all humans possess to varying degrees.

*The dancing girl comes to the standing T'than, teasing him with her eyes and her touch.*  Remember how you felt when she was alive like this? Your feelings began to stir, though not as much as... for another, but we are speaking of Zara now.

GT1: #Angry.# *the first word that rose to his mind. He had felt angry, jealous of that life that was dying in him, and in his kind. It was simply not fair that Taelons, as evolved as they were, were dying, their life force twinkling towards nothing, while those humans exonerated the very life they coveted!*

GT2: Fascinating, was she not? *his eyes run thru Zara’s body as she passes by* It gave me much pleasure to break her. The more she fought, the more I felt compelled to bring her to her knees. And she did... as many times as I ordered her to! *evil grin*

Ch: You desired her - do you deny it?! She was special to you - ADMIT IT! Do not attempt to lie to this court. Your thoughts are open to us - remember that.

GT2: I desired her, but not love, not sexual drive. And she was not special, just another one of my toys. They might seem special in the beginning, but they all turn into the same *he looks at the grey ghosts* spectres, dead as dead can be, hungry for the life they once had, but that they chose to let go. They desire me! Not the other way around...

GT1: *he looks at the girls, at Zara dancing around him; around the other him. A flash comes to his mind, the will to grab her and pin her to the ground. # No! #. But yes, his own mind played tricks on him*

Ch: But, in your quest to possess her...*she waves her hand over the beautiful girl,* you destroyed her! *Zara is on her knees in the centre of the room, her face pale, her blue eyes terribly empty, her clothing gray.* When you try to possess love, you shall always lose. She waves her hand and Zara is again next to Cadence and Chandra, once more dressed in white robes. Prosecutor Chandra again approaches the seated T'than, her face serious.*

Let us move on to the next phase of this trial, and the next witnesses, and let me assure you that what you just experienced was easy compared with what is to come...

GT1: This has no reason to be! These accusations are false!.*he looks at his prosecutor*  I forced them to do nothing! *he looks down, to his right, at the three standing girls* They pleased me because they wanted to, to serve their own vanity, or their own purposes. It is not my fault that humans are so weak, that they cannot withstand it. I could not...

GT2: ...would not have saved them regardless of the existence of any feelings. Which is out of the question. Despite of my being different as a Taelon, I would never love. It shows dependency, weakness, and loss of control. And I am in complete control *he calls Zara, his voice seductive and silken soft* Come here, my beauty... *the girl starts to rise and walks zombie like to him* Tell them how much you enjoyed it. How much you loved me, and so strongly, that when you realised I would never love you back *he grabs her, and turns her, pressing her body against his as he whispers to her mind* you went insane... You cannot live without me. *he kisses her neck, then pushes her back to the centre of the room, a smirk of victory of his lips and he looks at GT1 and the prosecutor by the dais.*

Ch: *She watches and listens to his words, and then her laugh rings through the chamber and she speaks to the audience.* He still doesn't understand! *the whispering voices laugh softly, like the sound of silken material rubbing against itself. She brings up her hand and the soft laughter stops, replaced by the eerie whispering chants again.* Remember General, everything you think can and WILL be used against you - there are no secrets which you can keep from this court. 

GT2: What he thinks or says is of no interest. *looks at the seated T’than* He is weak, the product of imagination. The real T’than is I!

Ch: *She smirks victoriously at the standing T'than, and then at the seated one.* Let us continue with the case! *She whirls around, her robes and hair flying.* Yes, it is true that you envied the life and energy force exuded by the humans, and indeed that is how it started for you, though Zara was the turning point. But let us move on to the one whom you seek to possess now, the one who exudes such a life force that her beauty and spirit eclipse everything around her - including you! *Once again a sweeping gesture with her hand and Cadence disappears from the line up and rematerializes in the center of the room. She is dressed as a volunteer and her body is surrounded by a burning aura, so bright it is difficult to look at her. The glow is ever changing in color and texture, and even the Prosecutor Chandra lifts her hand to shield her eyes.* 

GT1: *he stares down at the girl. Her aura had never seemed so bright, but even to his sensitive eyes, it was not blinding. Just... appealing. He closes his eyes, trying to keep his mind empty of all thoughts... but her green eyes; he could see them shining thru her aura. And worse, he could smell her, taste her from his memories, the sensations increased to a million times stronger. It was intoxicating, and it took all his self-control not to blush*

Ch:  Here is where you began to understand that, though you had the 'power over life and death,' as you thought to us *smirk,* that having power over your emotions was a much more difficult thing. *She walks to the standing T'than and speaks softly near his ear.* Remember how you felt when you first saw her? Feel it now, General! Let those feelings wash over you and through you - *she looks to the seated T'than,* - through BOTH of you! 

GT2: I felt nothing! Just that, she would make for wonderful and long entertainment. *evil smirk* And I am having my share of fun. Today, I even loaned her to the Taelon Sex God so he could do to her what he pleased. Do you think I care? *his tone his chilling and at the same time scornful* I would love to see her torn to pieces, her emotions shred and confused. She is pretty when she is confused. *his voice lowers to a hiss*

GT1: # liar! You forced me to do it # *looks down at the standing T’than, his thoughts escaping his own control; he shakes his head and turns to Chandra*  I have no emotions. Her aura is beautiful, she is full of energy, and it is that I covet. I want it for myself. I want her beauty and her life # envy # to be mine! 

GT2: And they are. She is my slave girl, my new puppet, and the manipulation is delicious!

Ch: *She looks back to Cadence, who stands in the center of the room, unmoving and seemingly oblivious to everything, her aura still flaming brightly. Chandra brings up a hand and puts it down gently and the halo around the other girl becomes just noticeable, and no longer blinding.*  That's better, *she says and then looks back to the standing T'than.* You were the preverbal moth, attracted to a bright flame, but in your quest to feel its warmth you singed your wings General, your mere...desire, beginning to evolve into something else. *She looks up into the face of the standing T'than.* Something...more.

GT1: Impossible...

GT2: Never... let alone for a pitiful little human!

Ch: ~~~And through them I could feel...~~~ *T'than's own thoughts, become spoken words in his voice as they echo through the chamber. The whispering becomes soft laughter again.* Yes General, through them you could feel. *She points at Cadence and the girl walks over to the standing T'than and puts her arms around his neck and kisses him and then lays her head on his chest, but does not break the embrace.*

GT1: *he watches as the girl walks to his other him; as she wraps her arms around his neck and glues her lips to his. He cannot but lick his lips, an absentminded gesture that leads to the thought of jealousy. Jealousy of himself, the other T’than that is receiving that willing kiss. The image turns into Sc’orr, and anger twists his features for a moment.* Traitor...

GT2: *looks upwards at the seated T’than, and shakes his head in disdain* Pitiful... just like you little human! *he grabs her by the arms*

Ch: What do you feel now, Generals'? It is more than just desire, is it not? Tell this court of your burgeoning emotions, *she looks to the standing T'than,* ...and do not lie. *T'than's arms rise slowly to rest on Cadence's waist and Chandra folds her arms over her chest and smiles arrogantly.* You need not only feel, General, we will have that from you regardless, but feel free to *show* us as well…

GT2: I will show you. *roughly, he kisses her, then wildly tosses her to the ground and spits* You do not touch me human! I touch you!

GT1: *he watches, in slight disbelief. He would have accepted that kiss... he is angry with himself – at his other self – for having done that to her* # Sha’bra! No, what is wrong with me? She holds no power over me! She cannot! # *he raises his chin and speaks aloud* She holds no power over me! Not that of life and death, not that of love. Her life force is enviable, but she is just a human. Servant to the Taelons... 

GT2: My slave girl!

GT1: I do not love her. *his eyes gleam* I HATE her! # for her life, for her strength, for her beauty, for the way she intoxicates...# *he holds his thought* You will not prevail in this matter! *he struggles against the power that holds him captive to the chair and tries to rise*

Ch: *She looks over to T'than as he struggles to rise from the chair and merely casts him a condescending smile.* Oh General, you should heed what I say - you may not rise unless I wish it, and I do not. *Her hands go on her hips,* But feel free to try - the court is not objectionable to some amusement.

GT1: *he looks down at her, his eyes reduced to tiny crevices that let out a blue raging gleam.* You will pay for this!

Ch: Her alabaster skin takes on an intense glow then and she closes her eyes and smiles as though indulging in a pleasant sensation.* Oh General! Such FEELINGS and emotions I am getting from you both! *smirk as she looks at the seated T'than in a sideways glance, and then the other,* All this WEAKNESS! *She laughs and the glow in her skin dissipates. She walks over to Cadence, who is on the floor where T'than had thrown her, her head hanging down so her features are not visible. Chandra reaches down and strokes her head softy.* Poor little Cadence, but I wonder if it is truly you who is to be pitied...or if it is them....*she looks up at both.*

GT2: Pity? *he looks cold and scornfully down at Cadence and Chandra* Perhaps you should pity him *nods towards the seated T’than* He is the fake, the one trying to impose himself and win over command. But he cannot, because as you said, he is weak. And as such, he’ll perish. I will see to that, even if you do not. 

Ch:  *She just smirks at him, and continues.*  I am SO glad that you mentioned Sc'orr, General, and since you both claim to hate this girl, or have no feelings beyond the superficial for her, I am sure this image will not bother you in the least! *She is smiling gleefully as she waves her hand and watches as Cadence disappears from the floor. Another wave with her other arm and a circular bed appears in the middle of the room. It is covered with layers of silky white sheets that seem to glow from within, and then, upon the luxurious bed appears the naked forms of Cadence and Sc'orr. The sheets drape them from the waist down but it is clear that they are making love. Cadence lies under the Taelon, who thrusts into her madly while squeezing her breasts. His voice is but a low moan to her breathless cries of passion which fill the room.*

GT1: *the sight shocks him at first; Taelons don’t have the imagination to give importance to things that are not known for facts. They have no imagination at all. How then could that be a product of his mind? His thoughts? Could that be happening at that very moment? But the truth stung much more than initial confusion. It bothered him... the fingers, first had danced wildly over the armrests and had now frozen, driven painfully on the virtual fibre.* # He is right, such weakness...# *anger wells up inside of him. Anger more at himself than at the scene displayed in front of him. The moans cut deeply through the barrier of his self-control to reach the doors to the very core of his being. He knew that had not happened before; but he also knew he was indeed weakened, if not indeed weak.*

Ch: Oh! Is that anger I am feeling? Oh and this delightful bit of jealousy thrown in - how wonderful!  *Chandra practically whirls around and gives each T'than a meaningful look, but then her attentions, as well as those of everyone there, are captured by the lovers on the bed.* Beautiful Cadence! *cries Sc'orr,* You are mine! I am making you mine right now with every thrust! *Cadence nods, a smile of sheer ecstasy on her face.* Yes, yours Sc'orr! You make me explode in sheer bliss!

GT2: Such interesting spectacle. Answer me then, Miss Sheridan *he turns at the prosecutor* how could anyone love a being that delivers herself so easily to the enchantments of others? *he smirks* I have caused this to happen, on purpose. She is doing it because I pushed her into his arms. And she cried. Even with him she needs to speak words I have spoken to her once. 

Ch: *Laughter ripples softly around the chamber, and then T'than's words from earlier echo through the room at Chandra's command.* ~~~~I would love to see her torn to pieces, her emotions shred and confused. She is pretty when she is confused.~~~

GT1: *he closes his eyes, his own words echoing in the room*

Ch: *Chandra walks over to the seated T'than and leans over as though to kiss him, but instead she says in a silky and taunting voice,* Now whose emotions are shred and confused? 

GT1: It is the purpose to all of this, to plant doubt inside my mind. But there is no room for doubt. I never lose a battle, not to you, not to her... and especially, not to myself! *he faces her coldly, then follows her moves*

Ch: *Then she turns back to the other and walks right up to him.* You sent her away, and look what is happening - she is enjoying Sc'orr more than she EVER enjoyed you! Can you imagine what it would be like - to have her give herself to you with such willingness and abandon? Were you to admit your feelings for her she might. *She looks at him sternly.* But I can see that you cannot imagine, as you are such a limited creature, and so your lesson shall be by example. *She places her hand on his body at his shoulder, moving it up over his mouth,* I grant you taste, *fingers over his nose now,* I grant you smell, that you may experience her to the fullest, and....*her hand slides down his body to the place between his thighs,*...I grant you maleness, that you may take her as you want in your own form, and truly experience the love a human can give.

GT2: Imagine, what is to have her with her consent? Why? If I can afford not to wait and take her anytime I want. It is my choice, it is in my power, and she is under my control. 

Ch: *She points to the bed and the standing T'than finds that he is now naked and in the bed. Sc'orr is gone but Cadence is still there. She looks at him with big green eyes, her face surrounded angelically by her curls, and she smiles at him - a smile full of honesty and warmth as she wraps her arms around him, snuggling her perfumed body close to him, her soft lips at his ear.* I love you T'than! *she cries as though her very life depended on it.*  I love you so much!  *She presses her wanting body close to him and strokes his new gender, kissing him over his face.

GT1: *he finds his spitting image lying on the bed with her. His body needed not think of what it wanted to do. An advantage in that perilous game. The thinking was all his to make; the torment was exclusive to the one who was not so sure... just the tiny seed of doubt he knew he had to eradicate, now more than ever! But... that sight...*

GT2: *he remains put, unresponsive to her ministrations. He keeps looking at her, completely indifferent to her attempts to reach him. He nearly found himself feeling repulse for the being in front of him, a mere human, dared touch him! But something pulled him back... someone... he was not all free as he thought he would be. His eyes glance upwards at GT1*

Ch: Chandra goes back over to the seated T'than.* You will feel everything he feels to the fullest detail...or, you can order him to stop. What is your choice?

GT1: End this charade! *he looks sideways at her, his features struggling to remain cool and impassive* End this at once! It is fruitless, a waste of your time. I could never love her, if my life depended on it! Even if that were your will, the will of those present, the will of the universe. Because, it is simply impossible; an absolute! Taelons do not love. And against facts, there can be no arguments. *something inside him shook, maybe that little seed of doubt just struggling to blossom, as the echoes of Cadence’s voice still reached his ears, words of love spoken times and times over inside his mind* I can, however, hate her, if only because she has put my integrity at stake. That, I cannot allow! # though sometimes...#  EVER!

Ch: Very good General, *she says looking down her nose at him.* If you do not wish to explore love at this time, than we shall proceed to something a little more palatable to you. *She spins and practically shouts at the room.* 

Let us explore the emotions of hate, jealousy and control! Many feel that these emotions - these most POWERFUL emotions, make us strong. But since emotions_are_weakness to a Taelon, as you say, I assume that you do not succumb to them. *She looks to the seated T'than and another smile spreads across her face.* Oh but wait! You HATE this girl! *Whispering laughter echoes over him in soft, rounded waves, and Chandra looks at Cadence, still holding onto T'than in the bed and says in a soft but serious voice* Be gone. *The girl vanishes with a breath of air and it is though she had never been there at all. T'than is left in the bed, the sheets over his lap and Chandra approaches him and caresses his cheek softly.* Listen T'than...listen as your slave girl betrays you... *The chamber is filled with the sound of Cadence's voice crying out in passion, Sc'orr's name on her lips, but then, those sounds stop and Cadence is once again back in the line up, gazing ahead impassively, though the image of Chandra next to her has now disappeared.* When you hate her you feel imbued with power, don't you General? Hate is so much easier to feel than love, so, this court is going to reward you for that bit of honesty.

GT1: *he speaks down his nose at the prosecutor, who is talking to his double* You could never put to words the emotions of a Taelon. Do we possess them? Yes... but not the same as you. We have no word for love, but many for hate and dislike and contempt. These, I am allowed to feel. And yes, *his eyes gleam* they make one stronger, because I can control them!

GT2: And I will not stand that she has escaped my control and disobeyed. She was aware of the prize should she ever dare to disregard my orders. It was her choice!

Ch: *Chandra smiles, but there is no humor in it - it is a black, malevolent smile, full of dark promise.* We are going to let you punish Cadence. *She beckons out into the dark minions and two come forth from the masses and go over to where Cadence stands and take hold of her arms and bring her forward, near to the bed. As if someone flipped a switch, the girl comes alive, her face a mask of panic as her eyes dart around the room, never stopping on one particular thing. Chandra sees T'than sit up further, as though wanting to grab her, and she puts herself between them.* Yes General, I feel what you feel - hate and jealousy that your little servant betrayed you after making you a promise! *whispering grows agitated again*  But...I am afraid that the court cannot allow you to punish her body, for we know that you are so much more creative than that. *She smiles wickedly and then turns to the audience of dark masses, her voice ringing out loudly.* Bring in the prisoner! *A shrill and terrified scream is heard in the distance and then from the shadows come two more of the dark entities. They each have hold of one of Chandra's arms - the innocent Chandra that T'than is familiar with. She is struggling heatedly with them, her long hair the only thing to cover her nude body. When she sees T'than she begins to cry and plead, tears streaming down her face as they slowly drag her to the bed, at one point picking her up when she falls to her knees.

GT1: *His eyes move to the side to see as the grey beasts move to grab the girls; this time, not under his command. How could that be possible if they did not exist without him? If their very essence reduced them to his slaves. They were nothing more than that! But he was not commanding them. He looks down at the bed, his other him is sat in it, watching with an evil smirk how events take place. Could he have any control? ... Was he stronger? His pride, his hate for those beings, his sadism... everything he wanted had been offered to his double! And it is not to him that Cadence pleads...

Ch: Cadence, still restrained herself, struggles and calls to her friend, and then looks to the T'than on the bed.* PLEASE! Don't hurt her! I am sorry - I only went to Sc'orr because you sent me! I'm sorry, but please don't hurt Chandra!

GT2: You should never have succumbed. It was your choice Cadence, and yours alone! Now, live with it!

Ch: The creatures bring Chandra to the bed and toss her upon it and make her lie back, holding her arms above her head. Prosecutor Chandra watches all of this indifferently, as though she did not see that the crying girl on the bed was a duplicate of herself.* How many times have you threatened Cadence into obedience with the virtue of her friend? Remember your words to her in the cell? *Again his words haunt him in his own voice, echoing around him.* ~~~~~ I am quite sure I could make her beg. Can you imagine, that youthful, fragile, untouched little body pinned against the wall as I... well, you know.~~~~~ Or did you threaten such a course of action because you despise innocence and wish to see it destroyed? *She walks over to innocent Chandra and runs a hand down her struggling body.* Look at her T'than - how innocent! How untouched and pure! *Turns to look up at T'than, who is looking at the girl beside him. *What was that you thought when you saw Zara here moments ago? That you wanted to 'pin her to the floor and take her?' How many times have you thought that very same thing with this innocent creature?

GT1: Innocence? *he looks down, and though his accuser speaks to his double, he knows the words are meant for him. Or are they? Which is the real T’than, and which is the duplicate? Perhaps, that was all a means to find out. And thus far, the one that had been offered everything was not he. So, that must have meant, that he was just the weak part, the one that should learn something from all of that. Did he have problems admitting that maybe he did despise innocence - that he wanted to see it gone from those humans, because it made them pure, as Taelons should be? His other self did not seem to be faced with any moral questions. He needed not remind himself he had no moral, as per his own choice! But still... he could feel all his sitting image could! Was it the same with the double? 

GT2: Innocence is weakness. The purest state there is to weakness. And so easy to manipulate. *he watches as the girl fights against his minions, understanding that he does have some control over what happens, even if his other him does not. That makes of him the weak link, the target to destroy. GT1 was upset, jealous, questioning of what to do next. But for him, everything was reduced to absolutes, and right now, he knew Cadence would be punished, much to his delight.* As for pinning her down and taking her, it will be my pleasure, my sadistic pleasure. *he looks at Cadence, pure evil drawn in his features*

C: NO T'THAN!  *cries Cadence, who is being forced to watch just a few feet away.* Please don't hurt her! *Not seeing any results she grows angry.* You bastard! I hate you! If you dare to touch her I will kill you! I will! *Her struggles grow more fierce, but to no avail.*

GT1: # then kill him. #

GT2: Then kill me! *he points at the chair* I am vulnerable, unable to move, go ahead, kill me. But while you do *his eyes move to the girl lying by his side* I will have my share of fun. And then, out of mercy *he smirks at his sitting double* I might take you as well.

Ch: Oh look T'than, you are getting to her! *laughs the standing Chandra, who then begins to back slowly away, again facing the seated T'than.* He still has the gifts I gave him, to experience this to the fullest, and as I said before, you will feel every delightful sensation as though it were your own! *Faces the bed again and walks a little closer and the other Chandra cries louder, the word 'no' on her lips over and over.* She is yours General - helpless, defenceless...and all yours. You must make Cadence pay for what she did...*Her mirthless laughter fills the room, and the whisperers grow quiet in anticipation of what his to come...*

GT1: You mean to defeat me with temptation? *he looks down, watching as his double lies over Chandra’s body* You have given me what I normally need to take to feel. *the other him is kissing the girl, his hands walking over her body, and he can feel his hands burning as well. Though he is seated and still as a rock, he feels as if his fingers are walking over silk, that his lips are being teased with the warmth and wetness of a kiss, that his nostrils have been invaded by the sweet and pleasant scent of roses. It is torture, as it was meant to be from the beginning. They are making him feel what he knows he makes his servants feel when he plays with their sentiments and emotions. There is heat welling up within him, his jumpsuit going suddenly tighter on his loins. He closes his eyes, wanting to avoid those sensations, but they are not coming from what he witnesses, but from what his other self feels, the intoxicating sensation of pure power over the innocent one*

GT2: I can take your untouched body as many times as I want to. *he looks back at the prosecutor Chandra* Because I can. I need not explain this in any other manner. *he traces a fingers down the innocent one’s body, watching as he squirms and begs for him to stop, then gently, as if teasing her with stopping at any moment, he moves in between her labia to enter her core*

Ch: *The Prosecutor looks down at T'than, her lips turning up in a small smile as she folds her arms under her chest.* As you wish, General, and no, you need not explain *anything* to me, for your explanations are your actions...AND your thoughts. *She smirks and makes a gesture toward him and the girl, her eyes following his fingers between her legs.* But please proceed! Your little servant awaits punishment, and you must not disappoint her. *She looks cruelly over at Cadence, who still struggles and cries against the dark beings.*

C: WHY T'than! *Cadence cries!* Why must you do this?

GT2: Because I love to see you cry... beg... become mine!

Ch: *The innocent Chandra pulls desperately at the cold hands which grasp her wrists, crying out with pain when they squeeze tighter to hold her in place. She feels fingers between her thighs, entering in further and she gasps and goes quiet when they press against that tight film of flesh which blocks them from going further. She does not want to look at the Taelon - she doesn't want him to see her tears, so she turns her head away, her body tense.*

GT2: Yes, little one. I am taking you, and do you know why? Because your friend Cadence does not love you. *he presses a little tighter against her virginity* Because she preferred to lie with Sc’orr than protect you. But *he lowers his face to kiss her cheek* I will tell you a little secret, I would have done this anyway. *he licks away her tears* Hmm, delicious...

GT1: *for the first time he savours salt; his nostrils are still invaded with the perfume of roses, but something else taints that scent. Something fresh, juicy, it makes him thirsty and yet refreshed with it…*

C: Not her! *Cadence pleads.* Take me instead T'than! TAKE ME! I am sorry I went against you and my promise - It won't happen again just please stop! *She is sweating, her white robes stained with it as she fights against her gray captors. When she sees him rise slightly to move on top of Chandra she screams, that being the only noise in the room, which has since gone deadly quiet watching the spectacle on the bed.

GT1: *He can smell her; # Cadence. # and it is so strong. He thinks he must be more so to him that his double, that keeps playing with Chandra, now moving to play with her breasts and not struggling to be gentle at all! It’s animalistic, but a side of him. He is intoxicated by the power; but something else struggles from his attention, something equally strong... It is there, undeniable... and frighteningly irrational.*

Ch: The innocent Chandra has since stopped struggling, her breath coming quickly out of her mouth. Her eyes are closed, as though trying to deny what is happening and her cheeks are red and sparkling from her tears.* Noooo.... *she says, but it is only a whisper.

Prosecutor Chandra smiles down at herself and strokes her double's long blond hair, which is fanned out around her and croons.* It's all right darling - it will all be over soon. *Then she speaks into T'than's ear softly, sonorously, and the other T'than who is frozen in place in his chair hears her as though she were next to his own ear!*

Is she not delicious, General? *Cadence is screaming at the top of her lungs and the Prosecutor, with another wave of her hand, orders one of the beings who holds her to cover her mouth until all that can be heard is her muffled sobbing, and the breathless tears of the Chandra who lies prone.* Don't you want to... take her now? *she taunts, and reaches over to caress his swollen maleness through the sheets, licking her lips as she does so.* Go on. Use what I have given you and enjoy. Break her! *She reaches out and pulls at one of her double's thighs as the girl bites her lip and shudders. The Prosecutor backs away as T'than moves on top of her and begins to kiss away the tears on her cheeks.

GT2: Yes, I want her sweetness, more of her delicious tears. I want to savour all of her... *he takes his wet finger to his mouth and licks away her juices, then forces a kiss on Chandra as he positions himself between her thighs* Can you feel it now, little one? You know what I am about to do, don’t you? *he smirks down at her, his voice seductive and evil* And you know it will hurt so much. *he moves so she can feel him prodding at the entrance to her core*

Ch: The Prosecutor casts a look at the seated T'than. She knows he can feel it all, and see it all.* This should be interesting...

GT1: *he shudders in his chair; he cannot but try to fight the control that is exercised over him. But who does he need to defeat to be free again, to take the whole situation into his control? The wickedness of his other self is so releasing, makes him feel free, powerful, untouchable, not fragile and incomplete as all Taelons are and ultimately, feel. It is as if something lits inside of him. If all that is an illusion, if all present are representations of a side of him, then. He, who thinks, feels and suffers, is doubt. The one T’than that is menacing to take Chandra is pride, it is that part of him that renders him blind before feelings, his self-preservation instinct. The girls all represent weaknesses... lust, in Zara; the youthfulness and purity all Taelons aspire to in Chandra; and... #love, hate, feelings... soul#  in Cadence. There is no judge. He himself IS the judge. The one that questions, that doubts, the Prosecutor: the innocent without innocence. She must be the key.* You take pleasure in witnessing this. 

Ch: *The Prosecutor walks slowly toward his chair, the gold netting her of her robes glittering metallically. Her face is expressionless and cold as she addresses him.* I can only take pleasure in it if you do, General. *she smiles coldly.* And...there is MUCH pleasure here...*she laughs tonelessly, a sound like death.

GT1: *he looks down at her, his voice rising and echoing with certainty not heard before* You are really the only one among us who does. You are indeed the only one seeking to control, to take over, to see suffering, in both myself and the humans. You are the puppeteer, and I am the only one whom you do not control, because if you did, I would be able to break lose! *he looks down at the bed, Cadence struggling against the ghosts, his double taking his time in tormenting Chandra before he takes her, and he will... And the prosecutor, enjoying the torment she is inflicting on all present, and controlling, thoughts, wills, castrating... like... # The Commonality #...

Ch: Perhaps those are the voices you hear T'than - the angry voices of the Commonality! *she says, deftly reading his mind.* You have hidden your exploits from them well I must say, but no more. Now they know what you really are - WEAK! Full of feelings and desires that are beneath your great species! *A brush of her hand and the whispering voices return, more than before...thousands...perhaps millions.*

GT1: *Or perhaps... just strong enough to feel them again.* 

Ch: Would you spare the innocent one General? Is that COMPASSION I feel from you now? Compassion is weakness! Cast it out! How can your race be saved if you do not use these humans for whatever purpose necessary? There is no room for mercy! *Her face is the personification of anger as she rails at him.* YOU are the weak one T'than! I do not control you, and if you were strong you would be able to rise! *She stops abruptly, her eyes widening.* Yes...that's it! Cast out your weakness! I feel it General... I feel it! *The voices grow soft again, fading into quietness.* Ahhh, the moment is at hand, shall we attend? *She whips around and goes to the other T'than who is still positioned above Chandra, whose soft whimpering has become louder. The entities holding her arms have released her and she presses both of her hands against his bare chest, trying to push him off, but he is locked in his passions - animalistic in his fervor. The Prosecutor comes to stand by Cadence, who herself has also gone quiet, her eyes above the gray hands over her mouth have gone big and afraid.*

GT1: *It is all so bizarre. Though Cadence has her back turned to him, he can see thru the prosecutor’s eyes. The girl’s immensely green eyes, wide and tearful, her expression that of terror. Yes, he knew so well how to explore their feelings... their weaknesses. He manipulated them much in the same way he was being manipulated now. His whole body screamed against this thought! It could not be! He could not feel... but the accusing one was right. He felt a slight bit of compassion... or maybe... it was just his will not to take the innocent one because that would mean to obey to another’s will.* Stop... *he hissed lowly.* I will not allow you to control me! *but truth be said, Chandra’s flavour and the sensations he was receiving was so intense. He had not experienced them so strongly. It was as if he was feeling for two... for three... for him, for his two selves, for the sadistic prosecutor, and even for Cadence and the child that lay helpless underneath his double’s strength.*

Ch: Show no mercy General...*Says the Prosecutor, her voice now a hypnotic chant.* Steal the innocence...take it for yourself...destroy it.....*Her pale face is glowing from within again, her eyes becoming very blue, like two burning gas jets.* Yessss...

*The innocent Chandra struggles and pushes against him with all the force she can gather, however, he is inside of her, pressing against her unbroken chastity and the pressure is unbearable! She tries to pull back into the mattress but he only pushes harder. Her hands are on his shoulders now, trying to force him back.* No! Please! This is not the way it should be! *She goes vulnerable then, seeking comfort, even from her tormentor.* I am afraid! *she sobs softy and one of her arms reaches toward Cadence, who still watches helplessly.* Cadence!

GT2: She could have saved you once, but no more. She doomed you, sweet Chandra... she delivered your innocence in my hands when she betrayed me. 

GT1: # She had no way out. You always play so that they have no way out. And so, you are trapped now, like the animal you have become...# *he watches, tired of struggling, how the events take place. He knows it is fruitless to resist at that time. Know your enemy, then defeat it. And it is not he who is suffering; and Chandra’s suffering would otherwise be very pleasant, if it were not for his lack of control... For the moment, anyway.*

Ch: *T'than's actions over her body have become frenzied and it frightens her, but there is nothing she can do. Her arms rise and go around him gently and she closes her eyes against the tears that overflow from them, her body relaxing in final surrender and she lets him complete what he began.

Her cry is piercing and sharp through the room when he takes her in one hard thrust, plunging deeply into her body. The pain is overwhelming and her arms drop limply to the bed as he rides her, his atavistic desires terrifying to her. But then the pain is gone as instantly as it was there, and her hands once more hold onto him in an uncertain embrace.

GT2: Good girl. I was so right, I can make you all and completely mine. I do not need Cadence. *he gets rough, taking no pity on the total inexperience of the girl underneath him. He only knows he has marked her forever, and that means her innocence is now his, total victory, a victory no one can take from him, ever!*

GT1: *pain and pleasure course thru him wildly. Blushing is unstoppable. It is the only way to achieve relief from the magnitude of the sensations that assault him. Once again his eyes close and his head tilts, but still, the image plays in his mind and the energy races in his pathways. But above all stands out the shine of two green lights...*

Ch: The Prosecutor comes closer to the bed then and speaks.* That was pleasurable was it not? But, as you have thought in the past, she is not the same is she? Her flavor is not as fresh, her spirit not as strong. This one lacks something that continually draws you back to...*Her eyes glance at Cadence.* Her aura shines so brightly and you are helpless against its magnetic pull! 
Love, General?

GT2: *he speaks among groans* It makes no difference. The body is the same... with the difference that this one will always belong to me and only me! The energy is mine for the taking too. *he smirks as he continues his conquest*

GT1: *he inhales, missing the fresh scent that haunted his mind.* # Not the same, never the same.# *his eyes reopen as he looks down, and is nearly blinded by energy he is sure no one else can see. He smirks.* # No, I am not wrong.#

Ch: But which of you is the weak one? He who showed compassion? *she looks to the chair,* or he who gave into his physical desires? *looks at the bed.* No General! *she shouts as T'than rides Chandra faster, his climax approaching.* I am afraid the court has chosen to deny you release. You punished Cadence, but now WE are punishing you! *The lights go down and the chamber goes black and silent, and then, the silvery light builds and the whispering returns. The dark minions still watch and the three girls, including Chandra who looks as though nothing ever happened to her, once more stand together and T'than finds himself back in uniform standing across from them, his gifts gone. The bed is gone as well.

GT1: *In a flash, just as he had started to feel all there was to feel in Cadence, the scenario shifts again to the coldness of a courtroom. He cannot be sure if the prosecutor meant to punish him, or his double, who had seen physical release taken away, just as he himself had seen realisation escape him in a blink of the eyes.*

Ch: The Prosecutor stands in the center of the room again, her cheeks now showing a rosy blush as she looks from one Taelon to the other.* And now let us continue and move on to the next part of this case...

GT1: *once more he struggles to rise* I think you have said enough and stated your case. You will not hear a confession from me. I owe you no such thing; no longer will I be oppressed by your castrating will. I have long broken free *his eyes squint and gleam* Release me from this insane control of yours. I might very well show you the real T’than... not the puppet, not the irrational animal, but a mix of all. Someone, you cannot defeat!

Ch: *She folds her arms and looks at him in an irritated way.* What_you_owe to us remains to be seen, DEAR General...and your defiance to admit your crimes grows tiresome. This court was lenient with you - though we did not let you climax after your conquest of the innocent, we did not leave you to suffer in that misery. *She spins and stalks back to the Taelon who stands, running her hand over his body lightly.* Perhaps we were too hasty in that decision - too kind. Perhaps you shall be more amenable if we put you back to that moment preceding your release...and leave you like that, just as you have done to those you seek to own!

GT1: You will not break me! *he looks furiously at his accuser* 

GT2: Not you, not any of those slaves!

Ch: *At once both T'than's are overcome with the intense feelings of one about to have a thoroughly intense orgasm. It was how the second T'than had felt with Chandra, just before that scenario was swept away. His anatomy was back, straining and throbbing against his jumpsuit, and some unseen force was holding him at the brink. They both felt the ache of unfulfilled ecstasies charging through their bodies. The Prosecutor smiled too-brightly and continued.*

GT1: *his fingers dance and flex in anxiousness, the energy is his body is running wildly, almost dangerously in his system. He feels about to burst, to implode, like if a bomb of pure energy were pulsating inside his body and he could do nothing but pray that it explode! His alabaster skin takes on a bluish tone, from the tiny blushing he keeps repressing. So pride exists in him too. He looks down at his other self: his mouth is slightly parted, his breath altered, but above all there is sheer anger in his eyes. He knows that whomever comes in contact with his double will be to receive punishment. That is frustration welling up, not just orgasmic energy, and he knows himself too well to predict what follows.*

Ch: Let us return to the matter of Cadence. You claim to feel nothing for her, and *I* was magnanimous and gave you the chance to prove this. You were presented with a test, General, a test which you just failed, miserably!  Had you indeed been truthful, and cared nothing for her, the offer of the innocent to you would have left you feeling nothing but indifference. Though the idea of being the first to take her was enticing, you could have done this any time. *she raises her chin in a haughty manner.* Instead, you took her to make Cadence PAY! Hear your own words T'than! ~~~She could have saved you once, but no more. She doomed you, sweet Chandra... she delivered your innocence in my hands when she betrayed me.~~~

GT2: But it was a sweet punishment. *he throbs even more at the memory of he warmth holding him tightly inside her* And she wanted it. She enjoyed it. 

Ch: *The prosecutor walks right up to the standing T'than and speaks to him through gritted teeth.* One can ONLY feel betrayed by someone if they care for them! LOOK AT HER T'THAN! *she practically screams at him as she points to Cadence, who has again been released from her stupor to be alive and aware of the proceedings. The girl looks at T'than, but not the one standing. Her eyes go to the one in the chair, her chin raised to show her beautiful face to its best advantage. Her green eyes burn with defiance.*

GT1: * his fingers keep wiggling * She is a slave, and disobeyed _orders_. As any slave in those conditions, she has to be punished! It has little or nothing to do with the human feelings you call upon to justify my acts. You cannot judge me by human standards, as I am NOT human, not in body, not in soul! *he tilts his head to prevent a blush from coming. That bittersweet torture is slowly depriving him of his strength. Like running against a strong tide, sooner or later, you cease to struggle and just go with it.*

Ch: You were afraid that she would never love you as a Taelon so you took further measures. *Out of the darkness steps Gabriel, his expression sly as he looks at the two T'than's, and then walks over to Cadence and puts his arms around her. She hugs him back with a sigh and he turns her back to everyone watching and a victorious grin spreads over his face.* Mine...by choice and by calling...*his voice whispers.

GT1: *If he had once refused to look, now he had no other choice. The body was the single difference; he had wanted that body to use as a vessel to taste her fully, to teach her betrayal if she betrayed him... But could he be stronger than he?*

Ch: *The Prosecutor is again close to the standing T'than's face.* You wanted her to love you and you were willing to do ANYTHING! Even usurp the body of a human to make it so! Do not bother to deny it! It's true!

GT2: Wonderful vessel if one is limited to a Taelon’s form. But also a great weapon against the human slaves. Fight fire with fire, they say. It was only fair that I assume their form to infiltrate and control. And I did... she is mine! And... she never had Gabriel. *he looks to the girl, something shining over her body* I was the one who had her. *his symbol shines above her chest and he smirks, even amidst the pleasures that seem to be accumulation unbearably* 

Ch: *The whispering around them grows louder and many of the gray figures in the audience shuffle in agitation. Chandra goes back to the seated T'than and looks down at him with something close to compassion.* But you are both suffering so, still on the brink of release, your bodies tense with the pressure of it. Now you know how your tender young prisoners felt. *small smile as she strokes his cheek.* But, I am not without feeling, and so I will now allow you that release you so long for.

She gestures to the three girls standing and they vanish, only to reappear on another luxurious expanse of mattress, covered with brilliantly colored and shining sheets, surrounded by dozens of plump pillows in the same fabric. They are naked and they lay amongst the pillows until T'than appears there. He too is naked, and his throbbing gift seems to stiffen even more at the sight around him. Zara at once takes it into her mouth and moans as she works it with her tongue. Cadence is on her knees beside him, letting him take her breasts into his mouth. His attentions are caught however by Chandra, who sits with her knees to her chest, virginal once more, and frightened, watching it all with her wide hazel eyes. The Prosecutor points at T'than and he feels compelled to go to her.*

GT1: *he blushes strongly. To resist that tie is probably the hardest thing he had yet to do. His other self seems weak when it comes to facing the pleasures of the flesh. Yes he struggled still, as if it was instinctive to do so. Why?*

Ch: Take her...I command it! You said that you could take that untouched body as many times as you wished, and she is again untouched - with no memory of what came before, and I command you to take her, one last chance to prove to this court that you do not love… but merely conquer.

GT2: I will take her, because she is MINE for the taking. 

GT1: *his eyes close* Never because you command me to.

Ch: *The innocent Chandra begins to cry silently, though she lies back as though hypnotized and lets him crawl on top of her, the other two girls kissing him, and her, anywhere their lips can reach. The seated T'than can feel all the kisses and caresses, as well as taste Chandra's tears.

GT1: His fingers curl against the armrests, first balling into fists, then gripping at the material strongly. His mind keeps shouting to withhold it, control it, to gain back the reins of what is going on. But he knows he wants to be down there, that those sensations he feels are borrowed, that his body wants to feel those caresses; he depends on it. # NO! Never! # For the first time, it is he who feels raped. # Stop it you fool. Stop! #

Ch: The room echoes with the sounds of passion from three, and tears from one, and a voice begs T'than to stop...* Please...please no! *The prone Chandra hits at him with her fists, shaking her head back and forth, her crying taking on an urgent appeal as he presses into her, accompanied with the touching of Zara and Cadence, who smile down at her, oblivious to her fear.*

Take her General! The court grows tired of waiting. Take her, and experience the truth...at last...

GT2: This is more like, all my slaves bound to my will. And you are mine too, Chandra. Tears become you... *he licks away her tears, then, as he moves upwards again to look at her eyes, he plunges deep inside her. It is as if pure relief embraces him*

GT1: *he watches everything, aware of his double’s feelings, of all the girl’s caresses, of everything. When It finally happens and his sitting image succumbs, relief turns into unbearable torment. He struggles violently against the control that holds him prisoner to that chair*  NO!

Ch: The Prosecutor simply looks at him, smiling.* Ohhh yessss General...such delicious confusion!

*The other T'than plunges into Chandra, feeling her innocence give way to the battering ram that is his swollen gender. His eyes close as he relishes her struggles, and then when he takes her she screams in shock and pain, but...

The voice! It is not Chandra's voice, but he would know it anywhere - it is Cadence's voice, and when he opens his eyes it is she beneath him, her green eyes tearful, her cheeks flushed, and when he withdraws from her momentarily, it is her virgin blood that stains him. He is shocked and so in need of release, but when he goes to take her again the other two girls, Zara and Chandra, stop him - their arms entwining around him, their kisses on his lips, their soft voices whispering in his ears. But then the voices change - they are still melodious, but they take on a similar quality, and as he looks, he sees not Zara and Chandra, but two Cadence's! They are identical in every way, their arms around him, their hands on his maleness, taunting it. He looks down and yes, the virginal Cadence is there still, her face still locked in shock as opposed to her twin sisters. But then her expression changes and her lips turn up in a gleeful smile and she throws back her head and laughs, the sound seemingly amplified by the chamber. He is so in need of release and the twins still taunt him, while the third just laughs and laughs...

GT1: *It is unbelievable. It’s as if insanity has taken over his mind and everything if but a mirage; he knows it, yet his need is so great, he feels compelled to be fooled. Humans would call that dementedness; he would call it despair. An emotion far from what he thought he could feel. Always so cold about what surrounded him, about himself and the imminent death sentence that pursued his kind. He can see thru his double’s eyes... and he cannot but feel sympathy where the other feels excruciating want and desire to conquest, to exercise his power over the girl. He can smell her, her scent, the perfume of her womanhood; it’s as if the blood that stains him has passed thru his skin and invaded his system. He cries inside, but thankfully, there is no sound... 

But when he would think it could not get worst, the picture gets even more bizarre. The girls pull him away from Cadence; not him, the other him, but still, he can feel everything; the struggle, the gripping hands... and then the laughter.*

GT2: Let go of me! You will pay for this! *he looks down, to see Cadence’s features twist in a scornful smile, his body still locked in the other two’s arms, his sex captive to their hands. It’s nearly unbearable; utter rage shines in his blue eyes.*

Ch: The laughter changes once more and becomes harsh. It is the Prosecutor laughing, and though T'than is not aware of how it happened, the bed and the triplets are gone. He is back in his uniform, his climax still terribly frozen inside of him, though he is on his knees, the same position he was in on the bed.*

Again a test, and again...you failed. Cadence...it always comes back to...Cadence. You seek to possess that energy, as a child captures a firefly in a jar so he may admire its beauty, but, sometimes, the firefly dies, kept too long as a prisoner - its essence snuffed out. You will never own her General. She will die first.

GT2: I own her already! *he hugs himself, as if wanting to withhold the pressure that is nearly crushing his system.* And she will not die unless I tell her to!

GT1: *he looks at the palm of his hand, his mind playing with an image of her in full aura* Own her. *his hand closes, as if wanting to hold something, or crush it*  If she loves me, she will be mine. *he raises his head and looks down at Cadence* # does she love me?# *his mind replays the image of her tears when he had sent her to Sc’orr. Indeed, if that had been her wish, why did she cry? It was contradictory... but maybe he knew the truth...*

Ch: I feel what you feel T'than - the mix of emotions from both of you - hatred at your own weaknesses, jealousy over human drive and life, compassion, desire, power and control, lust... love. You are so confused, but it is of no consequence, for it is now time to pronounce sentence upon you!

*She waves her hand and the kneeling T'than vanishes, and Chandra comes to stand directly in front of T'than in his chair. She then turns to Chandra, Cadence and Zara - all in white and standing like statues.* On the charges that T'than is guilty of Love, what say you? Give me a verdict!

*One at a time, the girls close their eyes and nod solemnly, and then bow their heads. The Prosecutor nods, as though they spoke to her. She then turns back to T'than, her face serious as she looks at him - into him!*

GT1: *He suddenly snaps back from his trance to find that there is now no copy of himself, just he, still trapped in that chair. The prosecutor is speaking; the sentence. He is almost glad to hear it; it will bring relief, if only because that charade will end. But the turmoil within him still stands. His head rises to look down at his accuser.*

Ch: On the charges that you are guilty of the crime of love, this court finds you...innocent. *Her voice goes soft and her face takes on more of the innocence of the true Chandra and the quality of sadism seems to vanish from her demeanour.* Do not look so shocked, T'than. You were not raped you know, rather we made you open your inner self to us so YOU could see the truth. We already knew it, but you did not. There is love within you, and we had no choice but to find you innocent, for there is no crime in love.

GT1: *he stares down from the dais at her; struggling to find his pride back and face whatever was to come with dignity. He is surprised at the sentence though. He knew he was guilty of feelings; it would be hypocritical, not just arrogant, to think otherwise. But love is a crime, a crime against himself and what he believes. But for the others – he looks at the three girls, their heads bowed – it is their victory.*

Ch: *She steps closer until she gazes down upon him, her hand stroking his cheek.* You are right - it is not weakness to feel these things, but rather, strength to feel them AGAIN after so long being denied in your species. *Her expression goes grim.* However, perhaps you might have preferred that we had found you guilty, for then, this court would have had no choice but to destroy the T'than who carried these emotions, and you would have been returned to your uncorrupted state. *He notices she does not elaborate on which T'than she meant.*

GT1: *Her touch at his face is cold but hypnotising. And there is truth in her words; he knows she is reading it in his eyes. He would have preferred if doubt had been destroyed. All those questions, all that had happened there would have never taken place if something inside him did not menace to change. But it did. Maybe being close to death made integrity seem shallow compared to tasting true life.*

Ch: No, a guilty verdict would have been so much easier, for NOT feeling is easy. What you face shall be much more difficult and carries a sentence of its own. *She steps away, her hands dropping to her sides, her voice stern.* You are sentenced to continue to battle with your emotions. The love is there inside of you, but you continue to deny and fight it. Love is a most powerful emotion, full of exquisite joys and terrible agonies. You will experience these in their fullest detail, and you will inflict these things also on the one you care about the most, and hopefully you will both survive...until the day comes...IF it comes...when you finally reach a stage of acceptance.

GT1: Acceptance... You mean to accept change. You ask me to forego my identity, to open room to more doubt; to give my enemies something they can use to control me. I cannot allow that! No one will have that power over me! Not even if I have to destroy them! *he looks down at Cadence* Not if I have to destroy her!

Ch: *A great ringing noise rocks the chamber and Prosecutor Chandra looks up and then back at the Taelon, a triumphant smile on her face as she seems to become blurry before him, her voice moving farther away, taking the whispers with it.* Reality awaits you General...enjoy...

GT1: A stinging sound pierces thru his ears. The illusion dissolves, the colours swirl in a vortex that is engulfed into darkness. He jerks in his chair, and closes his eyes to withhold the noise. When he reopens them, he is back in his room. As the prosecutor had said, back in reality. 

Book Three

Part Three

Escape From the Mothership
*After a brief rest under his energy stream Sc'orr returns to his office chamber and sits down. The rest had done little to cleanse his mind of thoughts he wishes were not there. He takes a deep breath and lets it out slowly as he sits back in his chair and thinks. He is angry with himself for being so soft on the Volunteer. # I should have just taken her. I could have! #

There is some kind of change coming over him and he does not like it at all! He enjoyed being what he was - and sex gods had few complications in their lives. It was so much easier being free, moving from female to female, enjoying the delights they had to offer, and never having to worry about being hurt.

And now, emotions he had not felt for hundreds of years were once more coming upon him, making him open himself again...possibly to experience more sadness.* No! Not again! *he said to the empty room vehemently. He thought of going after Cadence - it would be easy to look up her assigned quarters - her bed would be most comfortable...

But he brushed away the thought. Her heart was with someone else, though it was tormented, which did not surprise him. He knew how manipulative T'than could be - making these humans give over their loyalty to him, and once he had that, using fear as the fire to make their emotions malleable to be shaped into whatever form he wished. T'than could not love that girl! # could he? # But how much fun it must be for him to make HER love him! How deliciously cruel! Even he as a sex god had told no lies to those he had lain with, but then again, love was not what he sought.

Still though, he had picked up second-hand feelings from the War Minister through Cadence; that in itself could make what he had felt from her inaccurate, simply for what he felt could have been tainted by the girl's own emotional confusion. But still...it was very curious....

His eyes moved to the corner of his desk to a small object; it was the Volunteer's hair tie - the black band still had several strands of her golden hair caught in it. He held the ribbon in his slim fingers, gently rolling it over his palms as he thought of a way to perhaps get T'than to act on his feelings for the Volunteer, if in fact, there were any there to act on.

He did not realize when he activated his stream to record a message that his good intentions might backfire...but not on him...on her.*

Greetings T'than, *he nods and smiles in a satisfied way. The ribbon is laced through his fingers now and he caresses it with his thumb, making sure that his hand will be visible in the transmission as he does so.*

I wished to inform you that Volunteer Cadence Blue has completed her shift in my office, and has left for the day. *lascivious grin*  She is a_very_competent_officer I must say! She went above and beyond the call of duty in her efforts to please me, and I can tell you...I was indeed pleased. *His eyes gleam and he brings the satin tie to his cheek and caresses it, and then pulls out some of the strands of hair and holds them up, watching as they curl upwards.*

Despite what you said about her performance in your offices being unsatisfactory, you were correct in your thoughts that she might do better in mine. *He leans forward and smiles, running his tongue over his lips* Her ~performance~ was exemplary, and should she not work out for you, I will be happy to accept her permanent transfer in the future if you agree.*with another nod and evil smile he waves of the message and sends it.*

~ ~ ~

GT: *It takes him sometime to regain his senses. Images from the dream still play inside his mind. But what was weirder about the whole situation was the fact that he had dreamt! Such was not usual for Taelons. They could meditate; but to dream? To let his subconscious take control, to imagine... He would indeed need to set that Ka’arpaaj ritual for sometime soon.

He tries to move to find that he can move again, his arms and legs are free. Also, the room is as aseptic as before: he cannot smell nor taste anymore, and he finds that to be good for a change. And as his eyes make their way down his torso, he finds that he is as plain as ever, the uncomfortable pressure gone from his loins. He has been freed, for whatever is to come. But at least he can act on things again... though, the memory of that fresh smell of oranges and spring, and the iron like flavour her life liquid is still so intense; almost if it had been real.*

He looks at his console to find the incoming message signal beeping. There is one message awaiting him. Exasperatedly, he reads the sender’s name.* Sc’orr...

He waves on his data stream and watches as Sc’orr’s face floats before him, and he listens to the Taelon’s words…

 *The arrogance he reads in the message remains unprecedented. T’than only notices the state he is in upon waving the message off and uttering a rather sonorous Sha’bra. His right hand has banged strongly at the armrest, and there is a residual sensation from the impact left in his pathways. He knew himself enough to know he was furious, and fighting that fury. It was as if he had not really awakened, that the dream insisted in haunting him even in reality, where he thought it could be free. He now asked himself whether it had been a good idea to send her off. She had failed the test. But quickly, a little voice spoke in the back of his mind: he had done well. She had given him one more reason to torment her. And that could indeed become an interesting game. His mind was already working on a way to take advantage of the situation. That was a thing he knew for sure; the other, was that he was anxious to get it started. His waving fingers did not lie, nor did the smirk that had begun to surface in his face. She would pay! He would see to that.

Immediately, he waves on the command to track her. She is moving on the corridors, as someone on duty, it seems. But it’s an all too crowded place, as the thermo scan shows.* The shuttle bay. *then a flashing thought hits him like lightening. She was never assigned to that sector - not by him, not by anyone! Suddenly, the alarm is triggered. That meant only one thing...* Cadence... *he hissed her name. But despite his anger, something else grew inside him: satisfaction, because although able to surprise him, on a broader sense, she was deliciously predictable. His manipulation remained excellent.* My little slave girl, even if you are not innocent, you are still quite naïve. *he opens a channel and dials the recipient’s number* Converge on these coordinates, immediately.* he closes it with a wave, and with that, rises from his throne-like chair and walks out of his offices*

~ ~ ~

C: *Cadence stepped into the shuttlebay and pulled the brim of her cap down further over her forehead as she looked around surreptitiously. No one paid her any mind, too busy with their own orders and duties to see one extra Volunteer enter the ranks of a group scheduled to leave on ground duty in a few minutes. But who would? She looked no different from the others; her black jumpsuit and cap, both emblazoned brightly with the Companion logo with a V going through it was just like her peers, her stance was no less correct as she stood at attention.

But unlike the others, her mind was not on duty - it was on escape. Her face was neutral, her chin held high, but her mind was in turmoil! Would she be able to find a place to hide, safe from T'than? Would he look for her? Would it be this way for the rest of her life? Would he really know her location from the device within her womb, and could it be removed?

Added to her tormented thoughts were the images of those she cared deeply for: Chandra and Gabriel. She could not risk telling Chandra her plans - it was safer if her friend did not know anything. Gabriel was a mystery - he had never given her his full name so she was unable to locate him anywhere onboard. She decided to try and contact Chandra once she was on Earth, have her find Gabriel, and then get them both off that ship!

She found that she could not get T'than out of her thoughts either and this troubled her greatly. For some reason she wanted him to care for her more than anything else, even though she knew that was impossible for a Taelon. But he didn't act like most Taelons! But then to so cruelly replace her with Chandra...and send her to Sc'orr! As though she were merely a possession*, # you are...# *and one he did not value apparently, if could send her away so easily. And it had hurt, so badly that she had cried shamelessly in front of him!

*That* was the main driving force behind her hasty departure, she thought. She was in such mental misery that the pain was almost physical! She quickly brushed away a tear that had come to rest in the corner of her eye, and looked at her watch.

The shuttle would depart in 14 minutes, and she was going to be on it...*

Volunteer: *after exchanging a glance with a fellow volunteer by the end of the hall, he walks over to the pretty blond girl that awaits, as all the others, for the shuttle’s depart. She would pass completely unnoticed, if not for the image that had appeared on his global and the strange orders to talk to her.* Hi there. I don’t remember ever seeing you around here. *he glances nervously back to the end of the hall. The person with whom he was working, was gone.* Have you ever flown in one of those things? *he looks at the shuttle* I’ve never been too fond of flying...  

C - *She looks at him from the corner of her eye, still keeping her face straight ahead at attention. A frown crosses her face, and she catches glimpses of other Volunteers in the ranks flicking their eyes his way as well. Volunteers' on duty rarely shoot the breeze with each other. And even as he speaks to her, his eyes keep scanning the area behind her.* # Something is wrong here! # *Panic grips her and her stomach tightens though it does not show on her face nor is it heard in her voice, which she makes sound brusque.* I have no problems with shuttles, Sir. I've have been in them several times before. # I should have taken a portal! Why didn't I take the damn portal? # The officer looks over her shoulder again, and then someone taps her firmly.*

Volunteer officer: *he looks over her shoulder again, and spots his superior officer finally coming towards him. The look on his face is tense... he touches the girl’s shoulder and waits for her to turn.* I do not recognise you. Name and number. *he opens his global to dial the information*

C - Volunteer Cadence Blue, Sir. Here, let me show you my assignment. *She unhooks her global and turns it back on, and secretly keys two commands she found out accidentally once, that make the little device react...badly. Sparks fly and she screams as the global falls to the floor and is engulfed by two tiny explosions.* Oh my God! Oh dear! My global! *she frets. Several of the bolder Volunteers in the ranks waiting to enter the shuttle come over to see what the commotion is, and the two officers who were speaking to her stomp on the hot glowing pieces while still two more Volunteers arrive with fire extinguishers and begin spraying down the mess.

Cadence turns slowly and quietly walks out of the shuttlebay and into the hallway where her pace picks up as she thinks of where the nearest portal is. 

Volunteer: *when the fire is finally extinguished, he looks at where the girl should be and finds her gone. She is nowhere in the room either.* Sir, she has escaped! 

Volunteer Officer: *he looks behind his shoulder to the exit* That is what I want her to think. Go back to your duties. *the man walks slowly after Cadence and into the corridors. He spots her rounding the corner, several feet ahead.*

C: She is scared now and as she walks down the hall she is looking behind her, even as she turns the corner...*

V4: *A group of 4 volunteers, those same guys that had taken Cadence to the cell a few days ago, come stomping down the corridor towards the shuttlebay. The coordinates on their globals had indicated their target was there. The guy leading the group stops in a halt when something collides with him. The first thing he spots is a blond scalp, then a pair of green eyes that look wide open at him.*  Hello! *the others quickly surround her, and before she has the opportunity to run down the hall back to the shuttlebay, they grab her with apparent gentleness and start leading her down the hallway. Not a word is spoken as they make their way, until they reach a crossroad. Apparently, there are only two ways to go besides the one they came from, but upon checking for unwanted seers, they walk straight through the wall. There is a chamber on the other side, a small hallway and a corridor that leads to it. They walk along the narrow passage. One volunteer leading, two that hold Cadence, somewhat sandwiched between them, and the last that follows behind. After five minutes, they reach the blackness of that familiar hall; the only light being the one seen ahead and that hovers over the cell. They toss her inside and step away, this time, not leaving.* 

GT: That was a very ingenious trick you pulled in the shuttlebay. Unfortunately for you, it was also predictable. *he leaves the shadows and walks towards the door’s cell, standing as a 5th element between the guards.* My, one would believe you have taken disobeying orders as your new hobby. Perhaps you did not understand  however, just how expensive it could become….

Book Three

Part Four

Torment In the Secret Cell

C - When her eyes had climbed up the body of the man she had collided with in her hasty retreat from the shuttlebay her mouth opens slightly in shock because he, and the three others with him were four she would never forget, and had hoped never to see again. She is too stunned to even struggle as they lead her into a wall that was not a wall!

Her lower lip trembles when she sees where they are leading her: the secret cell. She is pushed inside roughly and for a moment she does not move, but only looks around with unbelieving eyes. She startles and turns around when she hears T'than's voice, sonorous and full of hidden meanings. Her hand rises and grips the collar of her jumpsuit unconsciously when she sees that he stands before her with the guards.

GT: *he smirks at her, pure evil shining in his eyes as they run up and down her body, then looking sideways at the standing volunteers* Should I send them away? *he goes on with a hiss* Or maybe I should borrow you to them as well. They have been quite competent, and last news spoke of how much you enjoyed certain kinds of services...

C - Certain kinds of services? *she asks, obviously not understanding. She is shivering and thinks to herself that she should have followed Sc'orr's advice and slept. Her vigorous encounter with Gabriel so soon after her previous ordeal in that very cell, combined with the stress of going back to work for T'than and his torments of her had her completely exhausted, and she knew that was why she had virtually no defences in her now. She slowly backed up to the small table and held onto it, trying to steady her balance. She was so scared she felt on the verge of fainting, her blood racing through her at breakneck speed.

GT: Don’t pretend ignorance on me Cadence if you know what is best for you. I am growing tired of your little games. You can be a little naive, but you are not innocent!

C: She shook her head slowly, her voice quiet as she spoke.* I have no idea what you are talking about T'than...none at all! I have not disobeyed orders either! I was only in the shuttlebay...looking for someone. *She looks at the four huge guards watching her menacingly, and they even seem to leer at her and she swallows, her lower lip beginning to tremble again.* Send them away and let me out of here! You can't put me here again! *She looks at T'than only.* You will not get away with this again! *she wipes her eyes with the back of her hand.* You won't!

GT: I suggest you look around and revaluate your situation. *his eyes shine dangerously* I can do whatever I want with you, and I have been amazingly kind. But no more! *he looks sideways at the guards, then back at her* They will stay. I have just learned how much they can be useful when it comes to reviving people’s memory. *he signals the guard at his left to enter. The door had not yet been closed since they had tossed her inside. As he takes his first steps, T’than continues* Perhaps you would like to make a demonstration, and to use Sc’orr’s words, *he rolls his eyes* to go above and beyond the call of duty in your efforts to please. Show me your “exemplary performance” Cadence. I take it anyone will suffice. *he smirks at her as the volunteer stands inches from her. The guy by his right side is grinning, clearly anxious. T’than cannot help but be amused at his little human clowns. He had noticed how they had looked at her the first time, and he could indeed understand to some degree, but humans were wild beasts when given the taste of power over another, especially when it came to sex. And his four little minions had not been chosen at random. Scruples were not their main trait, nor was intelligence. But they were perfect to manipulate and order around. He speaks to the guard, as he relishes on Cadence’s expression* If she does not remember still, you may go in next. *he looks at the girl as the first guy holds her arms and lifts her to her feet* So, HOW will it be Cadence?

C - When the guard grabs her arms hauling her up against him she lets out a short, high-pitched scream, kicking at him.* I DID NOTHING! Sc'orr lies! *Her exhaustion of a moment ago disappears with a fresh rush of adrenaline and she fights the hands upon her and shies away from the man's lips. Her back is to him and she can clearly feel that the brute is aroused. She tries to kick him between his legs, but that is impossible given her position. He is pulling her slightly in the direction of the bed and when she notices this, her expression becomes terrified. There are tears flowing on her face and her words are high shrieks.*

T'THAN NO! I didn't DO anything with Sc'orr I swear! *she wonders why Sc'orr would lie about their time together, and then thinks that he must be trying to save his reputation as a sex god...or maybe T'than was just making the whole thing up. She didn't know and didn't have time to think about it. The guard picked her up easily and tossed her on the bed, but she was up in a flash and she slithered quick as a snake underneath it! When the volunteer reached under with his hand, Cadence grabbed it and bit into his flesh as hard as he could. He growled in pain and tried to grab her, but the hanging bedsheets were in the way and so he had to get down on his knees to be able to see, but she had pulled up tight against a far wall, her knees up, her feet ready for kicking if he tried anything.*

GT: Enough lies Cadence! *he speaks as one would to a child, though there is tension in the way he uttered his words* Your word at this moment, is not worth much. Remember the promise? The one you did not keep? *he grins as he sees her playing hide and seek with the volunteer* Because I _know_ you did not keep your promise. *he nearly laughs when the man growls in pain. The two volunteers by his right toss a little comment on her being lively. T’than smirks.* 

C - GET AWAY OR I'LL BREAK YOUR GOD DAMNED NOSE WITH MY BOOT!

GT: Go ahead. You have three more noses to break tonight... *he mutters to himself. In either case, the spectacle was rather amusing*

C: *He reaches under but she is kicking savagely at him, and he is trying to nurse his bleeding hand, already bruising with the marks from her teeth.*

Get away from me! *she sobs angrily. No one there can see her, but they can hear her cries.* I didn't do anything with Sc'orr, T'than! I would tell you if I had! I should have! I should have given him everything that I WILL NEVER GIVE YOU!

GT: What makes you think I have not had everything I wanted from you? For instance *he smirks, although she cannot see him* at this moment, you are amusing me tremendously. But I came here for another kind of entertainment... I want to see her face *he whispers as he nods to the guy on his right to enter.* Be a good slave girl and provide for your master. *he watches as the second guy walks in, and as his comrade still tries to catch her; he pulls the sheets away, leaving her uncovered.* Restrain her. There is something I need to see for myself. *the two remaining volunteers close up on the exit as T’than moves inside the cell*  Bring her here. *he looks deeply into her eyes* 

C - *A second hulking guard enters and tosses the sheets upwards so they do not hang over the side of the bed. He reaches under and she kicks with both feet, but they are both grabbing at her now, the one she bit looking extremely threatening. Two sets of hands and she connot avoid both and eventually she feels one lock around her booted ankle and with seemingly no effort, pull her out from beneath the bed. Again she is made to stand, though the men are using little mercy in their strength. Her arms are drawn tightly behind her back and she is made to face T'than, who had entered the room.

GT: Tell me, Cadence, do you really believe you can fool me? *he traces a finger down her cheek* You could have had it all, but you chose this way. *his finger goes down her neck and stops upon finding her suit* And now, be still, lest I let all of them have their share of fun. Contrary to you, they deserve a reward. *he looks at one of the men* Remove her uniform. It is most inconvenient! *he takes a step backwards, his eyes moving up and down her body, as piece after piece of her clothing is removed.*

C - NO! *She is in a frenzy as one guard, the handsome black man who had been the one to shake her awake the last time, begins to pull down the zipper slowly, almost deliberately, on the sturdy ground duty uniform. His friend, the one she had bitten, has her firmly around the waist with one arm, his other trying to contain her flying fists, of which he is able to get one, but the other is left free to hit at his partner.* STOP! *Her legs kick outwards and she feels mild satisfaction as the one undressing her grimaces in pain when she manages to get him in the shins. Unfortunately this only made him aware of her boots and after he gets the zipper on her suit down, he grabs her feet mercilessly, smiling as she cries out in pain from his too-tight grip, and viciously pulls off her boots and socks, tossing them toward the exit, where a third guard picks them up and places them in the hallway.

The two men have to lift her to the bed to do the rest, fighting her flying hands to get the upper part of the uniform off, but then, the black guy merely lays across her torso while his blond headed comrade grips the elastic waistband and peels the rest of the jumpsuit down and over her legs.

GT: *he smiles, clearly amused, as his minions have to fight Hurricane Cadence, as he had once deservedly called her. But he knew that they could get their way faster if not under orders not to harm her; or better said, to harm her as little as possible.* You waste your energy Cadence, and I warned you once you would need it.

C - Now Cadence is left in only her bra and underwear and the blond guard climbs onto the bed and sits on her thighs, as the second guard looks down at her and smiles, licking his lips. He looks upside down to her as he leans over and kisses her, his hands coming to caress her chest, before grabbing one of the shoulder straps and pulling on it so hard that she cries out when the elastic snaps against her with a sting as it breaks. She still struggles as best she can, even when the second strap is broken from her shoulders. The man on her legs pulls her up into a sitting position so the other can unclasp the hooks in back of the flimsy garment and it falls away.

GT: *they are rather fast at obeying his orders, and given the difficulties they came across. It also appears that they know their way around female clothing. Fortunately, the first time, she had not worn any. He always thought those garments to be annoying. But he liked the solution presented by his guard. Easy, direct, fast... and judging by her scream, painful and scary.*

C - She knows her struggles are amusing T'than, she can see him smiling as he watches, and so she goes limp, even as two sets of hands caress and squeeze at her exposed flesh. Her thong underwear is slowly pulled down and she tries to not hear the comments made by both men and their two counterparts, as they admire her, sometimes laughing softly.

Her bare feet touch the floor as she is stood up once more and made to face the Taelon. Her face is tearstained and her hair has since come loose from its ponytail and hangs around her shoulders. Her skin is crawling from the touching of her by these beastly guards, but she does not let that show. Instead, she looks right at T'than, her jaw set, her expression angrily petulant. Her fear is still there, but her renewed anger at him is helping her to keep it at bay.*

GT: Well, are we feeling like remembering now? *his eyes squint and shine in their blueness. There is a deep animalistic expression coming from their depths*

C - I broke no promise T'than. *she says - quietly angry.* I merely made one to myself which took precedence over yours, and that was to get off this ship! *Her voice gets louder and her cheeks flush with instant color.* I hope that you kill me this time, Taelon, because I won't be silent anymore. I told no one what you did to me before, but not_this_time! I will see to it that you PAY T'than! I can go to Sc'orr...or Zo'or! And I don't care if it is as you say, that they may be just like you! If they are, then their treatment of me could not be any worse than this! *She kicks out at him with a bare foot and she looks to the guards holding her.*

GT: *his nearly suppressed instincts are almost not enough for him to evade her foot. He growls softly under his breath, something rather untypical for a Taelon, but then smiles, as the two guards grip harder at her arms* Be careful Cadence! I would not want to have to mutilate that lovely body of yours... But to kill you? *he tilts his head, pure wickedness taking over his features* No, I do not think so. I would be doing you a favour, and you do not deserve that. And if you do not believe me *he glances at the black guy* you will soon. This, I assure you. 

C - Go ahead! Let them rape me, I don't care! I will not struggle and provide amusement to you! I'll just lay there and let it happen or...*her eyes go to glittering green slits*...maybe... maybe I will ENJOY it! I'd rather be with these brutes over you any_day_of_the_week! At least they are MEN!... unlike you, you little Taelon troll!

GT: What about _all_ days of the week? *he smirks at her* Would that put away that fire of yours, knowing that I am the only one who can stop it? *he tilts his head towards the bed, and the guards toss her on it* Maybe this time I will just sit and watch. I doubt you won’t fight them. It is in your nature to squirm and scream, Cadence. And after all... maybe you can take one of them... but all of them? *he listens as the guards outside whisper amongst themselves* Can you hear what they are saying Cadence? I can, and it is not good news, at least not for you. *he looks down his nose at her, as his chin goes up in his ever-arrogant way* They are not under any specific orders, except not to kill you. Since you have broken the promise *he moves his finger to draw in the air what is still written on her chest* something that could have protected you, I see no reason to impose any limits. Maybe I should just step away now... *he gives one step backwards, waiting to see her reaction as the two guards inside the room close up on her, and the two outside move towards the door* 

C - *The marking on her chest - she had completely forgotten about it with everything else that was going on. It was eerie how T'than drew it perfectly in the air. There was a familiarity in the gesture, as though he drew the same shape every day. Her hand went up and her fingers traced its unique shape, which she almost knew by heart as well by now. She sees the two outside guards encroach on the arch, both so large they completely block it, but their sight to her is soon blocked as the two inside guards step toward the bed. She backs up into a corner and pulls the sheets up to cover herself - a flimsy defence, she knew, but she did not know what else to do.

The blond guard reached for her and she balled up her fist and swung as hard as she could, hitting him squarely in the nose, screaming and jumping back at the crunching noise, the blood, and his cry. For a moment she was as stunned as he was. Both of his hands were cupping his face and he was groaning in pain. She just stared at him, open-mouthed, and the black guard stared at her in surprise. The blond regained himself and raised his hand as though to slap her and she cowered back, but he stopped, his eyes flicking to T'than before he stepped back and was released with a nod from the War Minister.

GT: *she retreats to cower by the bed’s corner as the two remaining guards pass by him, on by each side. Or so he knew his guards would think; whatever the case, they were utterly unprepared to deal with Hurricane Cadence, who harvested yet more pain when she hit at one of the guards, finally fulfilling her promise. One down, three to go. The guard looks at him for some kind of approval, but T’than dismisses him. There are still limits to what they are allowed to do, even if Cadence does not think so. So the minion just passes by him, for a moment allowing him a good glimpse at her.* Come now, Cadence, that was not very wise. He might have left; but his friends will want to make you pay for your daring.

C- But his replacement was there before he had even retreated fully from the cell. This one was as big as the black man with brown hair and a face that was as expressionless as stone and eyes that were avid as a shark. The black volunteer finally came back to awareness when Cadence kicked at the brunet volunteer, catching him in his stomach, but hurting her foot more than she hurt him. He was on top of her in seconds, his body feeling like a felled tree that she could not lift. He undulates against her, his arousal a weapon she knows he wants to use on her...in her. The black man comes to cradle her head and he kisses her, his hands weaselling under the other man's body to capture a breast and knead it roughly.

GT: *his chin goes up slightly. Anger wells up inside him, anxiousness at what will happen. His power over the whole situation is intoxicating his system, pleasure from teaching her a lesson she will not soon forget playing with his energy. But if all this was so, how was it that he was not enjoying it as much as he should? Why was there still a part of himself he could not see through?* # no, go ahead, take her! I will not touch her again... I... cannot? # *his eyes close from that moment; his ears still picking the sound of her labored breath and the grunts from the beastly creatures that attack her. Anger, yes, there is much of that in him. But is it only at her now? He reopens his eyes, a smirk coming naturally to his features, but deep down he knows is it forced.*

C - Cadence cannot believe what is happening! She cannot see T'than at the moment but she knows he is there. She can feel him watching her, enjoying her torture. Chaotic thoughts spin in her mind, like tiny tornadoes whirling out of control. She hated him so much at the moment, but not because of what was happening to her body - she could effectively tune that out - but because he did not seem to mind. She had been so tormented when he had sent her off to Sc'orr, and now, to just give her into the not-so-tender embraces of these cruel guards - her heart was being torn apart and she could do nothing to stop it.

He was capable of showing extraordinary tenderness, and it was her glimpses into that, that had sealed her feelings to him before. She was positive that he cared for her - he had touched her mind once in this very cell, on this very bed, and though she could not read him the way that he could so easily read her...there was something in the background, behind everything that he was and wanted to be, that struggled to live and become.

And yet, he was also capable of lavish cruelties, some of which she relished, for it only enforced what she already believed - that he cared for her, but used torments to cover this fact.

She came back to reality when she heard the guard above her unzip his uniform and pull his arms free from its long sleeves. His bare chest was against hers. It had been easy for him because her struggles had ceased while her mind went into a drift. His black companion chuckled as he wiped tears away from her face. Just like the time she had been with Gabriel and they had quarrelled she found herself surprised at her own tears. Was it possible that tears had become so normal for her now that, like breathing, she did not even notice it?

GT: *anger keeps welling up inside. It’s one of those feelings that makes one feel alive. It is powerful, intense, and to those who can control it at ease, a powerful weapon. The countless tortures he had witnessed and made throughout his life had many times brought him pleasure. He was back to the issue of power. Only one thing could take that away, and that was pity, for the one being tortured. And, truth be said, if one of his hands wanted to remain put and just watch, the other earned to put an end to it. T’than refused to think of the reason why that was. Truth could injure more than actually succumbing to his pride. and letting them move on. It was a good spectacle, though seeing her underneath three bodies was a rather difficult task. They were big and brute; they would not be violent, but rough. He could lose her to them... the aura; still escaping through the narrow spaces between the male bodies, but twinkling, doubtful, scared, wanting to shut itself up while they take the body it lives in. But question remains, will it shine as much as he remembered when it is all over?*

C- But she did notice with crystal clarity the feel of his hand pressing her thighs open as he struggled to free himself completely from the uniform and complete what he had started. They had freed her hands when she had gone quiet, and that was a mistake, because now the one atop her was having his face brutally assaulted by small fists that struck at lightning speed, her struggles and screams returning. Her hands were grabbed and held above her head by large, dark hands and the other kissed her harshly and pressed his still covered sex against her, groaning loudly. Then he pulled back and pulled his zipper down all the way, and then moved in for the kill...*

GT: *He is robbed from his thoughts, most fortunately he would add, by further action on the bed. Her aura shines a bright white for a moment, and then tainted with a faint red that flickered to intense blue. Hurricane Cadence was back! Just as the man above her tried to get rid of his costume, she tried to smack him several times. That bought her time; it didn’t buy her integrity, nor even mortgaged it. Not 30 seconds later, he is ready to take her. T’than can see her cry, he can see her tears, her fear, her anger, her doubt, all those emotions he so loves about her taken to the extreme by that situation. But something is very wrong... the man will stain her. Pollute her. It’s as if two voices speak inside his mind as he watches it happen in slow motion # Sc’orr already has in any case... but had she been honest, when she said nothing happened? #… *The battle does not take long. His mouth gains will of its own.* Enough! *he looks at the bed, his eyes shining in a hypnotising way, he mutters against himself he had been weak, so he hurries to add*  For the moment anyway. Leave us!

C- *Her arms are held up and away so she cannot strike out at the one who is about to rape her. She tries to stay calm and shut herself off again but she can't; the black volunteer who holds her is making a comment that he shall be next, and then points to yet a third volunteer that she had not even noticed, who is sitting on the edge of the bed above her head, his fingers in her hair, leering suggestively at her, nodding and saying that she will have the best, last. She moans fretfully and looks away, but there is no peace for her because she feels herself about to be speared by the man above her.

But then she hears T'than shout sharply that it is enough, his tone almost sounding alarmed, but he rectifies that with his final comment of 'for now.' The brute above her grimaces angrily. He doesn't want to follow the order, so close is he is to taking her. For a moment everything seems to slow down to her eyes; she sees the guard debating whether to follow the order or not. It seems to take forever, a horrifying moment while she waits for the conclusion of her fate. Then, with an exasperated groan he pulls back and zips himself back up - no easy feat considering his state of arousal.

GT: *his energy freezes as if under the effect of Dark Matter. Will the human be so stupid as to disobey him? That went down to testing his minion’s ability to obey, even if reduced to his animalistic self. There was nothing civilised in that behaviour; but fortunately, the human went for the only path that would allow you to breathe for a while longer. Cadence is frozen still; he is too focused on her to give any importance to the look of frustration in his servants’ faces. He does not even bother acknowledging them as they leave the bed and pass by him. He has the slight impression he is reduced to a statue, his eyes focused on the figure now exposed completely to him, the once opal-colored flesh flushed with the intensity of her cocktail of emotions. She seems to him as divine as ever.*  

C- They reluctantly draw away from the bed, looking down at her before going to the exit. Cadence does not move a muscle until she hears the barrier being waved on and their muffled footsteps getting further away.

A shuddering, tearful breath escapes her and her hand comes up to caress the symbol on her chest absently, almost as if receiving comfort from the gesture. She knows T'than still stands there but she does not look at him, her eyes remaining wide and on the ceiling. Tears leak from them still and she sniffles, but no sobs are heard. She rolls on her side, taking the shining sheets with her and drawing them over her body. Her back is to him now and she is quiet. She hates this cell and does not want to find comfort on the bed, but too many times recently her body had gone into adrenaline rush with her fight or flight response and her exhaustion is complete. Wide green eyes become heavy and she is wrapped in the comfort of soft fabric around her. She drifts into a deep sleep, no longer able to hear the Taelon as he moves around the cell.*

GT: *He is indecisive whether to approach her or keep his distance. He has come to realise it was becoming a habit for him to think his actions very carefully, when once certain things would have been mere routine. His legs finally take him towards the bed, where a fragile figure lies wrapped on a piece of fabric that does not cover for anything at all. Her aura seems to have diminished, a little like the difference between the sun and the moon. The sun is always there, but now its mirror is only capable to show a fraction of his magnificence. But the essence remains the same.*

*He sits on the bed’s edge, his fingers flowing over to her hair* Cadence... *he calls softly, not sure if he really does want her to wake up* One would think that after all this time, you would know how toying with me is a mistake. Yet, you keep struggling against chains you cannot break. Young child, that is a mistake. *he lets his hand walk over her side over the sheet* You do know you have not kept your promise. You should also understand that for each time you disobey, there will be a punishment. Today, you were taught a lesson. *he leans over, whispering his words close to her ear* But if even this does not work, I will reinforce it. Next time, I might not even remain to stop them. *he inhales, his nose buried in her hair* I can very well watch from a distance... or better yet, send you to a place to be forgotten, to be a pawn in my games. *he plants a tiny kiss* My little slave girl... It is time you admit whom you belong to. *with his finger, he draws the symbol she had traced over her chest on the wall, leaving it glowing faintly. He knew she would take it as his argument on her betrayal... his true reason was another though. But it was not yet the time for her to know, only to wonder.*

C - *Cadence drifts on wisps of dreamy sleep, deep enough to prevent her waking from T'than's touching of her, but shallow enough to allow a few of his words to penetrate her mind.

From her point of view she was dreaming of hands gently brushing and toying with locks of her hair, and soft kisses upon her ears and cheeks accompanied by a whispering voice that was so faint to her, that she could not grasp all the words it said to her, except one sentence that woke her instantly with a startled cry.* #... It is time you admit whom you belong to...#

*It seemed to her that the words had been spoken just at that moment, and that she could almost hear the echo of the voice still on the walls of the cell but, she was alone, the room darkened. It had been *his* voice droning on to her while she slept - she knew this to be true, even if she could not remember everything he had said.

She did not need to - the final words were all that mattered. There was a surety to them as well as that terrible finality, as though he knew something she did not, and that no matter what she did, that her fate as his living possession was sealed.

She told herself she hated the idea, though another part of her wanted to argue that point - but that feeling was buried deeply within her at the moment, beneath layers of her anger at him for the Sc'orr incident, and worse, to her near rape by four barely an hour ago at his behest.*

# I will get back at you for that! #  *She wanted to think about it, stoking the coals of her anger until they would flame so hot they would scald him, but she was still so tired, and sleep would not be denied. As she lay there, still on her side and wrapped snugly in the bedding, her eyes came to rest upon the glowing place on the wall next to the bed.

It was faint, but she could see it, and a shudder went through her when she realized what it was - the symbol - her symbol, as she had come to think of it. Had Gabriel come while she slept and drawn it there, and if so, why? She snaked a hand out from her satin cocoon and laid her fingers against it, feeling a slight warmth, and then brought her hand back to her face. Her fingertips glowed with the blue essence strangely. Taelon energy...

T'than's? He had copied the shape exactly in the air...it must be his way of telling her that he knew of her betrayal despite her lie to the contrary... Cold touches her gently inside with the thought that he might know of her lover... her other lover... the one other than him...

Book Three

Part Five

Appearances Are Everything

Zo’or: *Back on the Bridge now he contemplates his chance meeting with Zekhoor and Volunteer Sheridan and he thinks to himself that they have both chosen well if they do indeed care for each other as much as they seemed to when he caught them kissing....as he ponders that his datastream flashes on and he is advised that his request has been approved by the Synod and that Volunteer Chandra Sheridan has been accepted in the Companion Protection Program...He smiles knowing that should elate both of them...He checks the corps of Volunteers to see who he may elevate....he will need a replacement for her tour of duty on the Bridge now that she will be joining the ranks of  Protectors and begin her training...It is then he notices that during his absence Cadence Blue has not performed her regular tour of Bridge duty....but sees she is assigned to special service to T'than*... SHA'BRA!...

*Why was he not informed of this?..... *he will for certain question the War Minister about this since she had been assigned by himself... and anyone requesting services that would keep her from her prior responsibilities must first be approved by the Synod, and no such request had been made to his knowledge. Checking over all the recent Synod activities he sees that he is correct in his assumption... that T'than had done this without approval from the Synod. He is enraged over this blatant action by his nemesis and he waves his datastream back on sending a message to T'than... that both he and Volunteer Cadence Blue are to report to him immediately. Then he resumes his scan of the Volunteers looking for a replacement for Chandra Sheridan... Hmmm... Pharaa Santee, a very striking girl and he remembers well that the Synod had recently approved her application for service aboard the Mothership, and that she had proven herself to be very dedicated to the Taelons... Because of her dedication to his kind he looks upon her as a more than possible replacement, and then continues on, scanning the listings*...

~ ~ ~

GT: Leaving her to her sleep, he returned to his quarters. He knew that if his absence was too long, that the other Taelons would be suspicious of his evasive behaviour. It had been a while since he had been reachable at his quarters. But at that time, he knew he needed as much rest as Cadence, and he kept telling himself that was the reason why he had left. Though... some other part of him argued that it had never been an excuse in the past. 

No matter. Whether from physical of psychological draining, he needed rest. The last energy shower had done much to provide for it, but routine is still a powerful thing, and upon arriving, he checks for incoming messages. His eyes roll, his expression exasperated. Zo’or... just what he needed at the moment! He waves the datastream on. The Synod Leader is clearly up to something. Calling him and Cadence to the bridge. He knew he had violated protocol in that respect, but it’s not like the Taelons gave much importance to which volunteers worked on their service, for a long as the job was done. They were mostly drones, mindless; there was a reason why they were chose for the bridge: deaf ears, which is the same as saying:  no longer in possession of their judgment.* 

Sha’bra... *he lets out in a whisper* I am growing tired of this. *he doesn’t even bother sitting. He knows that is a meeting he must hurry, lest Zo’or believes he needs to be prepared to face him, which is the case, but rule number one is never to allow others to see any insecurity in his actions # not even Cadence.#. Dialling the bridge number, he leaves his message, hoping it will buy him some time if he is not answered immediately, but leaving someone else to be blamed for the delay. He speaks in an ever neutral tone of voice* Greetings Zo’or. Although I fail to see the reason for your request, I will meet you as soon as I am available. *the datastream is closed then. T’than deliberately makes no mention of Cadence. He will have to pick her up and head to his offices again, for she is supposed to be working on her shift now. Appearances are everything, and it’s imperative Zo’or finds nothing abnormal with that reassignment.*

He walks on his secret passageway to the cell. He is there in time to witness her awakening. He forgets about Zo’or for that moment, when she looks up to see the mark on the wall. Her fingers brush softly over it and he cannot but let his lips curve in a victorious smile. She is confused, and frightened. Does she really love his human skin that much? Humans are so foolish that their sight is limited to the physical. She could dress as anything, he would still recognise her essence. He once heard the human concept of soul, and how some theorised about reincarnation. Yet, it was based on speculation only, because they could look at each other, but never be able see that “soul”; basically, the other’s essence. Hers, was nearly back to its full potential. In turmoil, she was nervous, fearful. Why not add to it a little more?

He steps from the shadows, holding a small package. He steps close to the cell, making no noise at all. Her attention is still focused on the mark before her; or so appearances stated. He knew she was lost in thought, or in one thought that kept playing over and over in her mind. He is already inside when his voice calls her.* Cadence! *he watches as her energy seems to freeze all of a sudden, her body following shortly after; then all of a sudden, it erupts in tiny explosions as she turns to him and jumps.* Come here. *there is unusual neutrality in his voice and stare. It is the order of a Taelon to a volunteer, not his to her. She does take a while, her eyes blinking, her features fighting whether to show anger, anticipation, or fear for his intentions* With all do haste volunteer! *he adds, for a moment back to his old self.*

C - *She jumps when she hears him there and turns to look at him sharply as she keeps the sheet clasped around her. There is something very odd in his tone - cool, as though he did not know her from any other Volunteer. She cannot see his face to see if it matches his tone - the room is mostly dark, though she can see his blue eyes, and the fact that he carries something in his hands.

She has the irrational desire to run into his arms, so needing of comfort from her recent ordeal that even his arms would be acceptable - more than acceptable...If only she could show him tenderness and maybe he would open up and do the same.* # I want to kiss him - I want to be his! # *she shakes her head and looks down.* # romantic fool - he does not care for you! He is a Taelon! #

*He tells her to rise with haste and her first notion is to do just that, but then she remembers how she felt a little while ago - her hate and fear and anger, but mostly fear, over what he did, and again the roulette wheel of her emotions is spun, round and round, stopping on anger, and though she knows he can punish, a thrill goes through her knowing that before the consequence comes the crime - this one being to irritate him as much as possible.*

GT: *he spots her indecision coming to an end. As always, she will fight him; asleep as she was, she had not heard his warning, and she could not know that it could be close to coming true. He is beginning to wonder if she doesn’t take pleasure in fighting him, or perhaps on what she knows will follow. So, torture is hurting her no more; indifference, however, seems to have a strangely painful effect. How ironic. And then it begins.*

C - Just like the bottom-crawler that you are, sneaking out of the darkness to inflict your presence on me once again...*she says the words in a sing-song voice before her condescending smile vanishes and she looks at him through squinted eyes* Go away! You left me to sleep, so let me do so! *She turns her back and pulls the sheet up to her neck, her voice slightly muffled into a pillow as she says* You_little_Taelon_troll...

GT: *Still his cold self, he orders the lights on. Brilliance invades the room, blinding her.*  RISE Cadence! *he says in a commanding tone, one not many volunteers hear and live to speak of it* I am in no mood for games! But if you insist *he glances sideways, his eyes almost turning as if to look through the back of his head*  I might just have to see if your tongue can do anything except spout impertinence. *the three volunteers are standing behind him now, all stepping out from the darkness, the lust of an hour ago still stamped on their faces. He smirks then tosses what he is holding at her*  Put this on. *it is a volunteer jumpsuit, like any other, but when dressed, it goes up the neck, to reach the base of the throat. It will hide her mark.* Zo’or has requested a meeting. And I hereby warn you, if you say one misplaced word, I will toss you inside this cell with them and forget how to open this door, understood? *the fourth volunteer, the one whom she had broken the nose joins his comrades, the pure want of vengeance shining in his eyes as he looks fixatedly at her.* Now get up and get dressed, or I might just chose to forget I am in a hurry!

~ ~ ~

Z: *Rising from his command chair in a state of extreme agitation he sneers as T'than's message flashes on but quickly fades before he has the chance to reply*......Hmmm....very interesting....trying to hide something are we? ... *He knows only too well that it is unlike the War Minister to pass up a chance...any chance...  to annoy him with his tedious inquiries as to the why's of any given situation...a flash of anger crosses his face as he waves off his console...Then he collects his thoughts realizing that he has not yet informed Zekhoor and Volunteer Sheridan of the Synod's decision....he then sends off a message to Zekhoor, advising him that the Synod has approved the request that she be accepted  into the companion protection program, and her training will begin at the start of the next day.....That business taken care of, he leaves the Bridge and makes his way quickly to meet with the War Minister, as he arrives he waves the door open, enters and sits himself on T'than's throne and waits...His face displaying a look of the unadulterated wrath stirring within him at T'than's seeming nonchalance to his request for their immediate presence on the Bridge....and his hands and fingers begin to flutter in anticipation of just what the War Minister will have to say...he wonders why all of a sudden he needed both Volunteers Blue and Sheridan in his service

~ ~ ~

(… back in the cell)

C - *When the lights go up her hands come to cover her eyes instinctively, but even through the glare coming through her fingers she can see the four horrible guards who were responsible for her misery of earlier step into view.

Again, he would give her to them, and in her heart she feels great pain over this and she hates that he is able to get to her like that. But that hurt also evolves into anger, making her want to hurt him right back. She still cannot help but remember his voice when he had called off the guards - there was an urgency to it, like one who had come across an extremely unpleasant and frightening situation and wanted it to stop immediately. Her eyes travelled to the hulking brutes, one of which looked at her menacingly from behind a bandage over his nose. She was deeply afraid of being in that situation with them again and her eyes moved back and forth between T'than and them as she thought about this. She passed through the attitudes of little girl, fearless Volunteer, innocent, and one deeply in love with varying gestures and little changes of her expression as she waged that never-ending battle with her inner self.

She decided to go with her gut instinct that T'than would not allow it to happen - at least not the sex, and if he did, she told herself that she would do her very best to close herself up, and maybe never come back, for in that final indignity he would prove to her what she could not face... that he did not care, and she could not deal with that.

Her expression had become forlorn with her thoughts as she looked down at the uniform, fingering it softly. She bit her lip and, with great effort wrapped these vulnerable feelings into a ball and tossed them into the back of her mind, just as she had done with the white babydolls under her bed. She wrapped a sheet around herself and got off the bed, heading toward the small changing area.* I hope it is my size, * she said in an insolent way, making sure that her body brushed his as she walked by.

GT: *his eyes follow her every move, as the cat would a prey. Her remark would have been amusing in other circumstances, and she would have heard a fitting response; but this time, he merely grimaced, his body tensing slightly as she passed by him. His heels do not turn, but his eyes are on her back as she walks to the vestibule.*

C - Within 15 minutes she was cleaned up and dressed, and contemplating herself as she tied her hair back from her shoulders. Why this uniform? she wondered. It was exactly the same as any, but the keyhole in the neck was closed. He was trying to hide the mark - but why? It was just a meaningless symbol, wasn't it? What did it mean? She brushed at the curling tendrils of hair framing her face, trying to keep them back, but as usual they remained to tickle her cheeks, and she did not have time to deal with it.

She stepped out to face him, once more a Volunteer. She looked at his face as she walked up to him. He seemed as tired as she, and she had the impression that Zo'or was the last individual he wanted to see. Again her hidden feelings came to taunt her with the desire to stroke his cheek, but why would she think he needed comfort? Did he? Or was what she sensed a lie?

GT: *he turns to see her shadow as she moves behind the screen. The curves in her body are visible as she dresses, giving it the impression of a Chinese shadow theatre. When she leaves she is perfectly disguised as any volunteer. That is just wonderful. At least Zo’or would not notice a thing in that area. Hopefully, she would know how to behave. She would reach the peak of her recklessness if she dared let anything other than normality out. But that meeting made him understand that perhaps he was taking too big a chance because of a fetish of sorts. His eyes lock with hers as she walks over to him; he keeps his utter coldness all the time. One does not easily look into the soul of a Taelon. Few can.*

C - She looked away quickly, realizing she was staring at him as she contemplated, and when she looked back, defiance was with her.*  I am ready... to go the bridge...*sly look*...and see Zo'or. #Let him be nervous for a change! #  *She was scared, but knew he was agitated over this bridge meeting and decided to use that against him, even though her eyes flicked to the guards occasionally.* And I understand you very well, War_Minister. There will be no misplaced words from me. *She looks at him directly.* I assure you, that if I speak at all, my words will not be misplaced. They will be quite direct_and_clear...and easily understood.

*She gives him an overly sweet smile and goes to the door, ignoring those who stand there and again turns back and smiles.* Shall we go?

GT: *he keeps looking straight forward as she passes by him, her defiance back. So, somehow she thought she could play that card against him. He actually would not care if Zo’or learned the truth. It did not affect him in the least, because after all, Zo’or had no morals to speak of desire issues, being gendered and consorted with a Jaridian. And even Sc’orr openly admitted to pursue his thrive for sex. The problem would be the same as always: Zo’or would not overlook an opportunity to strike at him, and if he did so much as show interest in the girl, T’than would see to it that she disappeared from sight. The tracking device had limited range, and if a Taelon had easily put it there, another could remove it. So, was his tenseness due to fear? Not of Zo’or, not of the meeting, but of losing his... toy? When she speaks for them to go, he finally turns and paces the distance between them.*  It is better if you understand just how tight is the rope around your neck Cadence. *he looks directly into her eyes* Zo’or would overlook his newly found compassion for the humans if that meant prejudicing me... But I have no compassion whatsoever, so if you do so much as give him the wrong impression... *his eyes speak of the rest, and he walks a little further, and out of the cell. Passing by the volunteers, he waits for her to follow him, and the volunteers close up behind her to follow. T’than just turns and exchanges a look with the dark haired guy, the leader of his pack and they freeze in place. He waits for Cadence to reach his side, then walks down the corridor. 

~ ~ ~

Z: *Realizing that they will be on their way to the Bridge, he smugly sits in T'than's chair knowing how irritated the War Minister will be to find he is not there to receive him...he then contacts one of the Veluran guards posted there to have T'than and Volunteer Blue escorted to meet with him at his present location as soon as each  arrives... He wishes to allow T’than to realize that he has been waiting for him not on the Bridge but in HIS office...

~ ~ ~

GT: Once more, they enter the wall and the secret passageways behind it, and exit at a main corridor. They are not heading towards the bridge, but towards his offices. He will need to send another message before going to the bridge. Now that Cadence is free, he will want to know a few more details to that rather awkward request.*

*It takes them around 10 minutes to reach their destination. It seems like an eternity to T’than. Her presence always disturbs him, but it seemed that as of late, it kept getting worse. He was perhaps pushing his already fragile body to the limits, but surely, she could not be the direct cause. Quite on the contrary; she had the energy he coveted, and many times he found it communicable. But his mind ceases the wonder when he notices his office is not empty. He has a visitor; a rather unwelcome and arrogant visitor.* Zo’or... *his eyes squint and he grimaces, doing nothing to hide his irritation* To what do I owe the ... *rolls eyes*  honor of your visit? *he locks his hands behind his back, stopping in front of the chair where Zo’or is seated. That was quite the violation of his territory, and he did not find it amusing in the least* Or should I consider myself the visitor, since you have so noncommittally taken over my own offices? *he smirks and his eyes shoot daggers at the other Taelon.*

C - *The sight of Zo'or sitting in T'than's chair made her eyes widen in shock, and she looked from one to the other once before she composed herself, standing at a respectful distance behind T'than as the two Taelons argued with each other. Under less stressful circumstances she might have laughed at the sight, if for no other reason than to irritate her boss, but those days of her being just a Volunteer working in his presence from time to time were gone forever.

She had thought of her first weeks onboard while she walked through the corridors with him just now. The same thought had occurred to her now as it had months ago when she was first introduced to him; how could she dislike him so much and yet feel such allure from him? Indeed walking with him, at his side, elevated to her previous status as a valued bridge officer, had filled her with a sense of power. But her sense of power was derived from his - and not just his military power, of which Cadence was not unaware, but his sexual power as well. It emanated from him as strongly as his Taelon energy did, and indeed was part of it.

Her eyes remained straight ahead as she stood at attention, though she was drifting. This concerned her, for concentration had never been an issue to her. Was it her extreme fatigue? Possibly, she was very tired - or had her constant emotional upheavals regarding the Taelon affected her in some way? Another disturbing thing; despite her drifting, she was aware of every word that T'than said, however Zo'or's words were fuzzy to her. She could hear his voice, yet she had to consciously make an effort to catch the words themselves. T'than had taken such tight control of her life, making her focus exclusively on him and his desires, that her thought processes had gone though a subtle alteration. This new awareness sent a shiver of alarm through her; was she being diminished by it? Or was his reshaping of her making her into something more than she had been before? Was she stronger for it, or weaker? Even within the drifting clouds of her thoughts, she realized that she did not have the answer to that question, and perhaps she never would.*

GT: *her energy keeps communicating with his and he is aware of her mind trips. But his only focus at the moment is his extreme displeasure at the being seated in front of him, and fortunately, it is clouding all his other emotions, including that chilling sensation of fear that he struggled not to understand.*

Z: *Remaining seated in T'than's chair he acknowledges his remark with a bit of sarcasm....*  It would seem that way would it not?  * Then he turns to face Volunteer Cadence Blue*  Miss Blue, I realize that it is through no fault of your own that you were not here to perform your tasks on your _regular_  tour of Bridge duty... *he casts a smirky look over his shoulder at the General.* So you are excused, however, let me make this abundantly clear to both of you... From now on Volunteer Blue is to return to her prior schedule and be in my service exclusively. *He flares his nostrils as he arrogantly smiles at the General* Also it may interest you to know that my request has been approved and Chandra Sheridan has been accepted into the companion protection program and will begin her training tomorrow… and... Zekhoor will see to her training... *He then nods to Cadence and tells her she is free to go to her quarters, but that he may contact her later to go over her schedule.*

C - *She smiles slightly to hear the wonderful news about Chandra, and breathes a small sigh of relief that perhaps now her friend will be safe. However when Zo'or excuses her she is confused, not knowing exactly what to do now. Her eyes flick to T'than unconsciously, wondering where he wants her to go - back to the cell? Hopefully not! But would he come to her quarters later to punish her, even though Zo'or's intervention was not her fault? She nods uncertainly and turns and leaves, casting one last look at T'than before she steps out of his office.

GT: *His anger rises and it starts to show on his features. His grimacing face holds a rather annoyed smirk, as well as a look that would translate the human’s expression “give me a break”. But for Zo’or to dismiss Cadence, to overcome his authority over her is a little too much for his own taste. He does not even look sideways at her, but his mind is screaming for her to freeze. After all, since when was she this cooperative? And since when did Zo’or take special interests in volunteers working on the bridge?* Wait outside Volunteer Blue. *he shoots behind his shoulder, then turns back at Zo’or*  

Why should any of that be of interest to me? *his chin goes up and he looks down his nose at Zo’or* You are behaving as though you have won some kind of battle against me Zo’or. And let me add, that it is quite ridiculous. If you are here to accuse me of having breached protocol, know that I have not. Both volunteers had a bridge shift, which lasted 4 hours. But as you well know, they can work up to 12 hours a day. I too need workers in my offices, as any other Taelon; so, why is it that you have an objection to that?

Z - *He rises from the chair and walks around T'than, then his hands rise and he asks him why it was he had taken both Cadence and Chandra into his service...and since they were both in service to him, without the knowledge of the Synod. Then eyeing him curiously*...Fostering a penchant for young blond girls are we?.. Also you must not have needed Cadence after all as I see that you loaned her to be of service to Sc'orr...*He slightly tilts his head and glares at T'than....*

GT: *he looks at Zo’or up and down as he goes around him like a vulture, then just steps away from the other Taelon, walks towards the dais, and sits on his chair*  I have taken them as I could have taken any other. I see not why all of a sudden you take special interest on the volunteers working for me. Were you not the one that made sure they would be all the same, through those implants of yours? *his remark at the fostering a penchant for blond girls would have made him nervous if he felt Zo’or had a case; but he did not. And thus far, all the arguments were merely based on his displeasure of him*  My workers appearances are of no concern, only their skills; That you might notice the humans Zo’or, does not mean I will. Please, do not judge me to be one of your kind, or think of my actions along the pattern of yours. What you are implying is, in the least, ridiculous and offensive. And your argument of Sc’orr turns against you, for he asked for the girl to work at his offices, and I had no reason not to answer his request. Perhaps then, you should be having this conversation with him. *his eyes squint as he looks down upon Zo’or* You two would understand each other perfectly given that you are both *he rolls his eyes, the sarcastically utters the last word* different? *he tilts his head* With your wanting to take them exclusively into your duty would even make ME wonder if you are not the one *arrogant smile* “fostering a penchant for young blond girls.”

~ ~ ~

C - *Cadence stood just outside the door to T'than's offices, and it was a very unnerving experience for her - she had not realized how much until she was left alone, and upon thinking about it, she realized it was literally the first time she had been left to her own devices in nearly a month. Her life in that time had been extremely structured, and not just by the doctrines of Companion service, but by one Companion in particular, and now, all of the sudden, she found herself floating in a sea of confusion without his direct orders to guide her. A pair of Volunteers walked by and nodded at her and she acknowledged them with a hint of a nod, but then she turned away.

She had to get back into the office - she had to be near T'than, and she frowned as she contemplated the reason for this. It seemed as though within the last two or three days her reactions around him had changed somewhat - not her inner thoughts regarding him - she still waged the battle of hate and desire there, but there was something else; as though her body's physio-chemical response to him had been altered - causing her to have a stronger physical attraction to him then she had had before. It was making her want to crawl out of her skin.

Looking around quickly and seeing no one, she waved open the door and stepped back inside into the darkened outer office. She could hear their voices still, still bickering. She walked toward the inner offices stealthily and maintained her position out of sight just on the other side of the open archway, her back pressed up against the wall, her face turned in the direction of the voices which drifted outward. She felt a bit better being closer to him now, and she wondered, could he sense her presence as 
well?

Her eyes closed and she relaxed slightly, their words floating into her ears...*

~ ~ ~

Z: *With a haughty smirk on his face he walks around to the back of the chair and looking at his palms... his anger has caused his shaquarava to glow and he thinks ...#The arrogance of him, acting as if he has power over me, we shall see about that#....he grabs on to the back of his chair and swings it around so that the War Minister is facing him*

T'than, that I am different from you in any way pleases me more than you will ever know... and if I had a _penchant_ for young blond Volunteers I would certainly have a great deal more to offer them than one such as yourself... But, I had never made any advances to any woman in my service... *he leers at him, his eyes flaming with the hatred he harbors toward him and then with a sadistic grin *..Let me give you fair warning...*his hands grasp the arms of T'than's chair as he leans forward over the War Minister, his eyes boring deeply into his*... Watch what you say concerning my Jaridian mate. Remember that she is my mate and our union has been sanctioned by the Synod...

GT: *he looks directly at Zo’or, his eyes gleaming with anger, and yet, a smirky look takes over his features* Whereas you might, I am not here to offer the humans anything; they are here to work for me. As for your mate *grins* I would not say anything of negative about her. You were the one so adamant in cancelling those Volunteers’ duties in my offices and putting them solely in you service, that thinking along your reasoning, one would have to wonder, if you were not indeed so “altruistic” as to offer them that something more I would never. You are _extremely_ right about that, I should add. The word would be _never_ which brings us to wonder: why are we having this conversation. Unless, of course, you have something to confess? *his head tilts slightly*

Z: That Sc'orr and I are different, I find that a blessing.  I have learned that you were instrumental in having him exiled before… and... *with an arrogant smirk* ...Knowing how you deplore both of us because we are gendered... I would advise you to learn to accept _difference_ for you will not exile either him or me...*he releases the arms of his chair* As for Sc'orr's request for Miss Blue, you and I both know what kind of service he had in mind, after all he has proclaimed to all that he is a Taelon Sex God.... However, aside from that he did not remove her from my service...he asked you for her while she was in your service... 

GT: Do we truly know what kind of service that was? Last I checked, “we” implies the both of us. You might. But I -- as you stated before -- know nothing of such matters; I am not like you. Does that not acquit me from the ridiculous accusations you are bestowing? *his eyes squint* I believe you are wasting your _precious_ time Zo’or. Your difference might be needed somewhere else, and it is certainly wasted here. *arrogant smirk* As is my time!

Z: *Again he reads him only too well*... Do not continue any further with what you are implying as to my difference being needed elsewhere T'than for you may only arouse even more suspicion as to your own actions... As for my time, yes it is precious, for I serve our species, but.... I do not see much of a contribution coming from you as of late, perhaps your *smirk* expertise is misplaced here and needed elsewhere. How would one of our outposts sound to you? * raises his head high casting a downward sneer at him*... As you know I could have that arranged very easily...

GT: *if he had been human, his eyebrow would have risen; instead, his fingertips tapped on the armrest* At this moment, an outpost would be: *smirk*  peaceful. *his eyes squint, betraying his irritation* Do not bother to threaten me Zo’or. You have no case and no reason to follow though with your threats, unless of course, you wish to call upon your personal dislike of my persona. Not that it is secret, but it would not look well to the Leader of the Synod to admit it. *smirk*

Z: But now getting back to the reason for this meeting... which concerns removing those in MY service. You could have selected any other Volunteers every bit as capable as Cadence Blue and Chandra Sheridan... but you chose them...* He walks around the chair again then stands before him, his hand raised and his eyes fixed on him with an icy glare*...I want to know exactly why...

GT: I need not give you any explanation for my actions. I am not one of your servants Zo’or, remember that when you address me. And if you at least expect some cooperation, next time, follow protocol and make yourself announced before invading my offices. *smirk*  But before you blow up in anger and curiosity -- quite the human trait, I would add – know that the reason why I chose them, was simply: because I felt like it. *he drags those last words sarcastically*  They seemed to be a reasonable choice, and certainly you would agree given that you are now *rolls eyes* putting them exclusively in your duty. That will certainly limit their field of knowledge, but it is your choice. But I am not quite willing to let them go. *he raises his hand in a halt position and closes his eyes, then returning the hand to it original stand on the armrest* And please, do not bother attributing to my actions a deeper meaning than what is intended. *he rises from his chair, looking him straight in the eyes* _I _ am simply defying you. And whether I win or lose the case before the Synod, I believe it will be enough to humiliate you and make _them_ wonder about your true intentions. After all, I am not the one who is *grin* different. And in this case, I doubt that you find it a "blessing".

C - *She listened to them argue, and they were indeed vicious with one another. # Taelon anger # *she thought, and wrapped her arms around herself. Everything with them was brutal it seemed.*  # Everything...#

*She was faced with the inexplicable fear that Zo'or would find out everything that had happened over the past month. It would be so easy to run in there and confess everything to him, but her feet would not move to do so!*  # End it now! #  *She was literally shaking with her indecision...and fear. If she told Zo'or the truth and then he took it to the Synod, her presence could be one the Taelons would not wish to have around - an unpleasant reminder of a part of themselves they wanted to deny. She might find herself on the other end of a skrill blast!

That thought in mind her feet finally moved - back to the exit, which she waved open and then she quickly stepped outside, and then she practically ran back to the relative safety of her quarters.*

Z: As Synod leader you DO owe me an explanation for unauthorized actions. As for protocol... next time do not wave off your datastream until one has a chance to reply. That was done for one of two reasons... to irritate me or more likely because you needed time to get your defence together, and regardless of what you say, I find it increasingly hard to believe you chose them merely to irritate me...a most futile attempt General... *tightens lips and his eyes narrow into an icy glare*  Because  you _felt_ like it?....Hmmm...a feeling have we??? It is beginning to sound like you are experiencing Human emotion... better watch out lest you find yourself wishing to try _other_ emotions as well. Or have you already? As for not letting them go... you have no choice there anymore, as I have already taken that matter up with the Synod. 

GT: You misunderstood my words *his hands flutters, palm upwards as if to catch a feather falling on it* and my intentions. I had no reason to prolong that communication; after all, you would not wish to waste your precious time. As for my choosing them; I did it because they seemed capable. Let me clear it that I will _keep_ them to irritate you. You have no more reasons to claim them than I do. Shall we let the Synod decide on such ridiculous matter? You may trust me to be present this time, whether you call me or not. Perhaps I should take the chance to make mention of that too.

Z: Since Chandra Sheridan is already out of the question with her appointment to the companion protection program... I had need of Cadence Blue to fill the other duties that Chandra had been assigned… and that fills all of her on-duty hours. As you know I needed only a majority vote from Synod members to approve my request, and I more than received that. I do believe only your vote was missing... as usual you were absent from Synod business... *stands up to him and glares* 

GT: Perhaps because I find that such matters are utterly insignificant to be taken before the Synod. And perhaps because I simply do not care about what you are planning on doing with the two Volunteers. *he looks Zo’or deeply in the eye* It is simply none of my concern; and certainly, a waste of time. Now, if you do not mind, leave. The fun has long come to an end, and this is becoming rather annoying. *eyes squint* Unless you wish to make this interesting and really take it before the Synod. I would love to expose you before them... and your darling consort.

Z: Do not threaten me General...I do not tolerate threats on any kind from anyone and especially from one such as you. As for humiliation, you have just done that to yourself. It may be well for you to also remember... Zekhoor is my protector..*he raises an eyeridge and nods*  I may add one of a very perceptive species... *With that he moves to the console and contacts Cadence Blue in her quarters... and as she appears on the screen he casts a sideways glance in T'than's direction, then shuts it down. It was enough to show him she had disregarded his command.*

GT: Is that supposed to impress me; your threatening to incite your dog on me? *his smugness displays just how indifferent he is to the threat* I have not understood just exactly what you are trying to have me confess. Would you be so kind as to be direct for once in your life? And please, while you are at it, base your accusations of facts! *he looks sideways at Zo’or as the Taelon Leader walks to the console. Cadence’s face appears on the datastream, and it is as if something twists his internal pathways. For once, he is thankful that she has left. It seemed that the farthest she was, the easier it was for him to ignore her existence. He had to admit Zo’or was pretty close to the truth, more so than he even imagined. But as much as the idea of it seemed to pain, he knew he would have to let go of his little slave for the time being. He had only to hope his manipulation had already sorted his effects on her. But she had not stayed behind as he had ordered. That angered him, a strong feeling that mixed with something else inside him to make his energy run wild. She would pay, that was all he knew and for the moment, cared about.

But in any case, Zo’or had not won. There was still his ace, that one card no one would expect him to play. It would grant him victory. So, in a millisecond after he had spotted her image, his self-control took over and he once more wore his impenetrable mural of confidence. One thing he knew for absolute: Zo’or would not have the best over him; nor would Cadence.*

Z: Yes, by all means T'than... let us proceed, I will signal Da'an to call an immediate meeting of the Synod and we shall settle this matter for once and for all. I tire of your threats, and yes, to make it even more interesting, I would love to have you try to _as you say_ expose me and my darling Consort. You are a fool T'than, Did you not know that we were joined by the Synod. However I will be most diligent in discovering exactly what you are hiding, because I deeply sense you are hiding something...*he arrogantly walks around the War Minister*.

GT: Allow me to rephrase it then. I believe the term would be Jaridian concubine. Does the Synod know, and approve of that as well? *he glances sideways* I think not. Would it not be ironic that you would be found guilty of the crime you diligently accuse me of? I must say, I am looking forward to this Synod meeting. *smirk*

Z:  As for Zekhoor, *he laughs* be careful, I doubt the Velurans would appreciate one who they deem as inferior calling one of their kind... a dog... *He beams inwardly as T'than had played right into his hands with his arrogant talk of meeting with the 
Synod. He knows full well that he has the vast majority of the Synod on his side, also that the matter had already been reviewed, and he had been granted his request that Volunteer Blue work exclusively for him. The Synod had frowned upon T'than removing anyone from Bridge duty without authorization, as that held one of the highest priorities of Volunteer assignments. But still he ponders an interesting idea that perhaps he should allow her to work for T'than part of her 12 hour shift...he may uncover a lot quicker what is going on if she was working with him. He will put that option before her and see what she wishes to do, then he will make his decision. He turns toward the portal and prepares to take his leave*... And now I will be off to speak with Volunteer Blue...*He smirks looking the General up and down and narrows his eyes*. Later General...

GT: I do not care in the least what they think of me, or even what you do, for that matter. *glances sideways at Zo’or, still standing there by the console, then listens to his last words as he walks to the portal* I wish you a pleasant, and _long _ meeting Zo'or. *smirk*

Relief washes over him when the portal flashes brightly before his eyes and Zo'or finally leaves the room.* I will see you a lot later Zo'or... but surely we will meet! *along with relief comes a sensation of complete weightlessness. His senses go nearly blur, and he falls back and blushes brightly on his chair. The faint was a typical symptom of exhaustion, but not the blush. Was it the intensity of his late emotions that was driving him to such state? All that anger, life consuming in Taelon cases. He does not remember when had been the last time that he had felt so helpless.*

*Fortunately, as it had come, it went. But as his mind cleared and the ability to think returned, he was assaulted by images of his little slave. If she betrayed him... then instead of being his glory, that meeting with the Synod would be his downfall. Thus far Zo'or had no case. And all that he had stated could be turned against him. A human saying came to mind: those with glass roofs should not go around throwing stones at others. But he could not afford to be discredited... that concerned him yes, but still the image of her face played in his mind. And it was simply draining to try to erase it. He knew he had to get up, he had to do something. But all he found the strength to do was wave the console open, and remind her he was still in control... or maybe, just remind her that he was there, and needed help... once more the two demons chatted in his mind: he did not need help! Not him! So, he pushed the button, making the tracking device sting in her womb. He needn't help! Not from anyone!

With that thought in his mind, he gathered his strength and rose. It took him considerably more time to reach his private laboratory, once he even stumbled and had to hold to the wall not to fall. He hoped that as soon as he jumped into his other suit, young strong and healthy, the sensation of weakness would be gone. With that thought in mind, he laid on the gurney next to the human body.*  Computer, initiate the consciousness transfer... *with that, a bright light involved him; his body blushed and squirmed slightly on the table, as if not wanting to let go of the spirit that fought to leave. It was almost instinctive and unfelt by the Taelon; he had never experienced complications during that procedure. But then, after tortuous moments, it was over, and he was greeted by the strength and energy of his new shell. His still grey blue eyes shot open.* It is time we meet again, my sleeping beauty. *with a grin, he checked himself, touching his body as if making sure he was there and that every synapse of his brain was the right one. The Taelon body was limp, the façade gone. The energy readings were low, but not preoccupyingly so. With a jump, he landed on his feet and exited the lab. *

Book Three

Part Six

A Fateful Meeting With Zo’or

(Zo’or has already returned to the bridge)

C - *Sitting in her darkened room, still in uniform, Cadence is lost within the shroud of her thoughts. She is frozen with her conflicting emotions, and wonders what will happen now that Zo'or has confronted T'than.

She knows the War Minister will be fuming because she blatantly disobeyed him, leaving when he told her to remain outside, but she could not help herself - she felt compelled to leave - to run!

She looks up as the datastream activates before her and she sees Zo'or. This is unexpected, and not good! Why is he calling when he so recently released her? What happened, and what did T'than say?

She swallows and gets control of her fear and her voice is almost a whisper * Zo'or...*slight frown*...what is it that you wish?

Z: *He at once notices her frown and is not at all pleased and his facial expression makes that fact quite clear*...Miss Blue, I am sending two Volunteers to your quarters to escort you to the Bridge _immediately. There is a small matter I wish to discuss with you in private..*He nods and although his lips bear a slight smile his overall look is acutely stern*

C - *She nods at his command and then the screen goes dark. She could see that he was irritated with her, but she could not help showing her confusion over him calling her back, and this time to the bridge. They would be alone, and T'than would not be there to run interference for her. What did he want to ask her? she wondered.

The Volunteers were at her door and she went with them quietly. However being escorted like this was frightening in the fact that it made her think of T'than's goon squad. The two men walked behind her and she kept her eyes straight ahead, trying to put those other situations out of her mind. These men would not harm her.

Why did she need escorts anyway? She said she would come, and she knew the way! She had not been uncooperative in any way! They approached the door and it was waved open for her, as one Volunteer entered before her, and one behind. She allowed a sense of calm to wash over her and composed her features into a pleasant, yet curious look as she tentatively approached where he sat. Being escorted as she was she felt rather ridiculous announcing herself, but she did it anyway, though her voice was soft, lacking the crisp and official tone.*

Volunteer Cadence Blue, reporting as ordered sir.

Z: *He rises from his command chair and walks over to where she is standing*... Greetings Volunteer Blue...*His hands moving gracefully as he walks around her*...Now let me think back...and please do feel free to correct me if I am in error in my recollections of our last meeting...*An arrogant little smile crosses his lips*...It seems to me that I had returned you to your regular scheduled tour of Bridge duty, did I not? And being that I had done so I would like to know exactly what your reasons are for not honoring your obligations...*He stops circling her and stands directly in front of her waiting for her reply* 

C - *She is tense as he walks around her. Like T'than she can feel the power of his presence, but his question makes her forget that for a moment and a look of shocked confusion comes to her face and she is put instantly on the defensive. She grits her teeth and tries not to give him a cutting remark, though her words are enunciated and it is obvious she is irritated.*

You recall correctly sir, but if *I* recall correctly, I seem to remember you stating barely an hour ago that my neglect of my bridge shift was not my fault. *her voice was rising slightly and she took a breath, a cross expression on her face as she looks straight ahead.* # Get a grip Cadence! Be calm! #

*She continued:* I was reassigned to work in T'than's office - the shift there conflicted with the time I was to be here, however since *he* was the one responsible for the reassignment, I assumed other arrangements had been made to cover the previous shift. *She looked right at him.* However, as *I* am not the one responsible for scheduling, I really would not know. *For protocol's sake, she adds one last word firmly.* Sir!

Z: * He senses her anxiety and knowing she is one who is usually well in control of herself finds it quite interesting...his eyes slightly narrow as he continues*.... I see...and yes, you are quite right Miss Blue..  I did not deem it as your fault.. However, upon checking the actual time spent in his office over the period of time you were missing from your duties here, it in no way took up anywhere near your 12 hour shift....So, would you care to tell me where were you the rest of the time?...You are also well aware that each service performed and the exact time down to the millisecond must be logged in, that is standard procedure....*He begins circling her again and pausing now and then to look into her eyes*...I also see that the General was most generous in loaning you out to Sc'orr.  I also see that your time spent in his office was negligible and hardly even worth the walk over there.....Would you care to relate why this was?.... *He stands there with an insidious look in his eyes almost as if he was reading her mind*...

C - *His penetrating gaze and slow circling of her is making her nervous, and she feels the first stirrings of fear. What would happen if she just told him everything? she wondered. Would the Synod execute T'than - exile him maybe? She didn't know, but she felt certain that she herself would not be drawing breath for much longer, either at T'than's doing or Synod ruling. There was also Chandra to consider as well - would her confession be deadly to her friend?

She decided to try and distract him from his first question and move on to the Sc'orr matter, and in that case, she decided to err on the side of honesty.* I am sure that you are aware of Sc'orr's reputation, Zo'or. I did report to him yes, but...*she looks down, embarrassed*...his interest in me went beyond my capabilities as an officer. *She looks away, her face feeling hot.* I...declined, his invitation and so he dismissed me. Thereafter, since had no other commitments that day, I returned to my quarters. *she did not mention that she had only been in them for a few minutes before fleeing to the shuttlebay, but she consoled herself with the thought that she wasn't really lying, she was merely leaving out a part of the truth.

The cramp moved through her midsection suddenly, a not-so gentle reminder to her from T'than that he was still in control, even if he was not there with her. Had she been a Taelon she would have blushed with the pain, but instead her eyes closed and she swallowed, composing herself quickly.

# Do not push me too far T'than, lest I give up your little secrets! #  *She thought angrily. At the moment she was feeling very manipulated by these Taelons. She had had enough and just wanted to be left alone, and this was evident in the tone of her voice as her facade of self control began to crack.

She looked up at Zo'or with slightly narrowed eyes.* Why don't you discuss this with Sc'orr? I have done nothing wrong, and if there is nothing further I would like to return to my quarters now.

Z: *He does not appreciate her comeuppance, and his expression clearly shows his displeasure in her curtness...he circles around her, his attitude now seemingly patronizing with that arrogant smile across his lips*...I did not say you had done anything wrong, I am merely trying to discover why I was not notified of this change in your schedule... and… I _will_ discuss this matter with Sc'orr... 

Now, did T'than relate to why he had removed you from Bridge duty? I find it a bit curious that you did not mention that you were returned to your regular tour of duty... after all Miss Blue, you seemed to have had no problem with your less than respectful attitude toward me, when I had asked you if you had a personal vendetta against my chair, or myself... so I find it difficult to believe that you merely left my service without any clarification as to why...it is not like you...would you care to enlighten me as to why this is?..*He tilts his head moving his hands gracefully and once again stands in front of her with that smug pretentious smile on his face*

C - *His moving hands were hypnotic in their fluid motion and she found that her eyes were locked on them, and again she found herself having trouble concentrating on his words. Had it been T'than in front of her she would have been keenly aware not only of his words, but every inference and physical gesture as well. She managed to regain her focus with difficulty and her eyes flicked to the command chair at his mention of their last personal meeting. That is when it had all begun - her long and dark journey with T'than, which had been preceded by her striking dream of him, which had shaped events in her life from then on.
Then her eyes moved to meet his, and she saw his expression and the arrogance that shaped his smile. He was not happy with her but he still knew that he was in the power position, not she. Her eyes became sparkling green slits through her lashes as she watched him and she was suddenly seized with a desire to slap the expression right off of his smug face! It would be worth whatever punishment to see his shock after. But why was she so angry with him? He had not been unkind to her, and in fact Cadence liked Zo'or very much! Many times she had heard Volunteers gripe about his apparent haughtiness and attitude, but she had only laughed at them for having such lack of vision, for she knew he was so much more.
Those days seemed a million years ago, and now she found herself battling a near hatred for him and utter confusion over that feeling. She knew she was protecting T'than, but was it out of fear of what he might do to she or Chandra?*  # Or is what frightens you the most the fact that if T'than is caught, he will be taken from the ship and you will NEVER see him again! #

# No! #

*But was the word a cry of denial, or a plea for such a thing not to happen? She was nervous, and she could not just stand there before him any longer, and so she strode over to a console near a great expanse of virtual glass; it was the console she often manned on her shifts there.* T'than, relate to me as to why I was reassigned? You must be joking! *derisive laugh* And what makes you think that I did not tell him of the fact that the two shifts conflicted? Do you think he cares?! *she is practically shouting by this time. She feels very much at the disadvantage - from T'than, who is so eager to blame and punish her for reasons that leave her completely perplexed at times, and now Zo'or, who wields his authority in an effort to gain information from her to discredit his colleague; she did not have complete facts, but from the sound of the argument she had overheard earlier, she knew there was a power struggle going on between them. The whole thing made her feel like a pawn and she could not stand it!*
Don't ask me any more questions Zo'or! *She turns away and looks out the window, wiping away a tear, her voice more calm.* You may not like the answers that you find. *She was so close to just giving up and telling him everything, but then she goes silent for several moments, until she finally turns back to him, her voice firm.* I won't answer any more questions. I have nothing more to say!

Z: *he looks at her in an almost disbelief then thinks to himself.. # yes...this is more like her #  Miss Blue, did I hear you correctly?...*he walks to the virtual glass where she is standing with a foreboding look in his eyes*... You are not going to answer any more of my questions? Oh but you will, for now you have peaked my curiosity even more with your statement that I may not like your answers. So now please do let us elaborate on this… * his hand moves toward his face flexing his fingers* There are other means to gain what I wish to learn... I am certain that you are well aware of that...are you not? *eyes her with a sanctimonious grin*

C - *Her eyes flick to his hand warily and she backs up until her back is against the virtual window.* You_wouldn't_dare. *She glares at him* You have NO right! *Her hands go up defensively to try and shield herself from his approach, but her defiance dissolves into near hysteria when she realizes that he means business and that there is no escape for her. Her eyes dart from left to right and then back to him again, her face showing tension and dread. She wondered if Zo'or had any idea of what he would see in her mind - if he suspected anything about the War Minister's...fixations.

But if he could look within her and see that, would he also then see feelings she kept deeply buried? She could not allow that! Even if he did not suspect anything at all except T'than's disregard of his command, she could not risk her mind betraying her.

Z: *He moves closer to her, studying her with his eyes fixed on hers then raises his hand palm out to initiate a sharing*....Oh, but I do dare Miss Blue...You may choose to comply or not, however the sharing will take place. If there is nothing to hide then I see no reason for you to hesitate. ..*he forces that all too knowing smile on his lips* ...You will find it is better to cooperate with me than to defy me...

C: He is in front of her now and as though he has an irresistible pull over her, she looks up into his eyes. They are very blue, and she finds that she is unable to look anywhere else. She becomes aware of her left hand rising from her side, her hand opening, palm out. A slight look of confusion crosses her features because it is as though her hand and arm have taken on a life of their own, and are no longer under her control. Her fear is still there, caressing her with cold fingertips, but she is curious as well, and so her hand remains in place when he rests his firmly against it.

A feeling of soothing coolness washes over her and she relaxes, and then she feels his mind gently touching hers - a strangely pleasurable sensation and at first she allows herself to be carried away with it. She knows he can sense her feelings, perhaps her emotional turmoil, but when he tries to see more she freezes, at once coming back to herself, trying to close the door to her thoughts, but he is too strong, and she had already let him in.

Unable to repel him from her consciousness she decides to try and block him by filling her mind with images that would distract and hopefully, shield the secrets she held inside. She thought of the ocean - her entire being focusing on the image of tumultuous waters beneath a gray sky - rain cascading down against tidal waves of white foam. She let herself become lost in it, gray-blue waters crashing over her, drowning her in their power.

Her thoughts are completely fixed on this until, unbidden, an image of the symbol that Gabriel had written on her chest comes to her mind, its sweeping and alien curves reflecting out of the water with a golden glow that would rival the sun...

Z: *He steps forward as she slowly raises her palm to him, then the look on his face softens as he presses his palm to hers....he feels her relaxing, seeming to succumb to his presence as if she were mesmerized by him... he senses  the peaceful sensations coursing through her, then quickly fading as she tries forcing a wall between them...he senses her attempts to cloud her inner feelings, to shield against his mind as it probes deeper into hers; and the more she resists him the harder he pushes, then he sees her thoughts of an ocean -  the image of raging waters,  the  stormy gray clouds hovering overhead as they open in a cloudburst of torrential rain whipping up large and angry waves surging with uncontrolled fury...he knows she is projecting these powerful images to deter him from reaching her innermost secret thoughts… His body moves closer and his forehead presses against hers his eyes still fixed and boring deeply into hers...Then he forges his way into the depths of her consciousness till visions and a name are forced from her memory...an image, a symbol, one that is unique in origin, but he has
seen it before # but where #… *and then the name Gabriel*...He senses she is near exhaustion and he retreats, stepping away as he drops his hand to his side. He tilts his head as he asks*... Miss Blue, who is Gabriel? And what of this symbol?... *he circles around her as he awaits her answer with a perfidious smile breaking across his lips*…

Epilogue

C - *He is so close to her now - his forehead pressed against hers as he drives deeper into her thoughts, though she is only half aware of that closeness, and it is something she easily disregards as her entire focus turns to the battle being fought in her mind - he, pushing forward, trying to see even deeper, she trying to put up barriers to stop him, but she is weakening under his assault - his power of will is great.

She wonders why the mark on her flesh comes to her thoughts - the symbol she was now associating with herself, so used to it she had become, and then of course there was Gabriel, whose name seeped into her mind.

Then a sensation of a chill as he pulls back and air washes over her and she comes back to full awareness. She sags against the wall, her head down. She is aware of him once more pacing before her and she hears his questions, though she does not answer right away, nor does she look up at him. The room is quiet, save for the steady rhythm of her breathing.*

Gabriel...*she says finally, the word a soft whisper as though caressed by her lips. She looks up then, surprised. She had not intended to speak out loud. She didn't want to answer him - she didn't want to say another word! But, he was a Taelon, and as a Volunteer it was still her first response to obey him, though it was clearly obvious by the resentful look on her face that her acquiescence was done so ONLY because of this, and not because she wanted to give him anything willingly.*

Gabriel is just...another Volunteer...someone I have been seeing - its not important! As for the mark, *she looks away quickly*...I mean, the symbol, *she looks back at him,*...I don't know what it is. I...saw it somewhere, that's all. *Her hands shake slightly at her sides, but whether from anger or fear or fatigue she did not know. Probably a mix of all these feelings, and though she did like Zo'or, her feelings of displeasure toward him were at the forefront as she stood there and glared at him petulantly, crossing her arms over her chest.*

Z: *He smugly eyes her, her expression is one that borders on contempt. She is greatly disturbed by the sharing, that much is obvious...it is as if she is aware that he knows only too well she unwillingly released information she would rather have kept hidden if she had been strong enough to ward off his probing of her mind....# Gabriel, he must be something of special to her, by the look in her eyes as she spoke of him.#..*He moves toward the virtual glass and beckons for her to come*...

C - *she eyes him warily and takes a couple steps forward and stops, keeping several feet between them, her arms still folded, her expression unchanged.*

Z: Well now Miss Blue, Tell me about this Gabriel, You say he is a Volunteer?..Very well, I shall certainly check the profiles, I am most curious about him. Also, you did not fool me, I knew exactly what you were trying to do. You kept putting up barriers trying to shroud your thoughts from me..... Did you think I would not be aware of that? However, I did not push further mainly because I did not wish to tire you, I could feel that you were very near complete exhaustion....

C - *About her fatigue she could not argue; in the last week she had had perhaps twelve hours of fitful sleep, and in the last day she had had only one! And that came only after her experience with T'than's minions. She tried to remember the last time she had slept normally, but could not - T'than would not leave her be!*

Why must you involve Gabriel in this? He has done nothing! *she shouted.* Or, maybe, you want to pull a mind trip with him too? *she taps her temple with a finger for emphasis.*

Z: Now about that symbol, please elaborate? .....Also I am offering you a chance to choose where you wish to be of service. You may remain on your present schedule or you may if you wish return and work with T'than. The choice is yours, and should you wish to leave my service there will be no adverse repercussions from me, and that I mean in all sincerity..

C - *She brushes away his first question, moving deftly to the second. She thinks on it, her anger at the War Minister ready to boil up at the slightest provocation.* I wish to return to my original shift on the bridge, sir. I feel my abilities are better suited here than in service to T'than. # Lets just see how THAT little morsel sits with T'than! # *she thought smugly. She knew he would despise being overruled by Zo'or, and that was just fine with her!*

Z:*he nods as he walks back to the command chair *....Well, Miss Blue, tell me about this symbol,  I saw it very clearly in your thoughts even though you tried to push it away....

C - *She is having trouble focusing her eyes on him because she is so tired. She noticed the corners of the bridge are beginning to look a bit fuzzy to her and she brings a hand up to brush some hair away from her face and massage her temple. Her other hand grips the console behind her and she thinks that she is so tired she would happily curl up behind that very console and sleep for several hours on the floor. Then, Zo'or is at her again with the question she had previously avoided. Her temper is there - barely under her control anymore. She looks at him derisively and rolls her eyes and then looks back at him.* Can't you let it go? I told you before that I knew_noth-ing and that is exactly what you found just now! *Her knuckles go white where she grabs the console as she flares hot*  I TOLD you, I don't know what that image is. I honestly have no idea! Maybe it's just something I thought up - did you ever think of that? Or are you so determined to find something, that you are willing to see facts where there are none? *She turns away, angry tears now as she throws her hands up* I am so sick of this! If it's not you at me than it's T....*She turns back, catching her torrent of words before they drown her.*  Zo'or...I have HAD enough! If you do not let me leave, then you can continue your questions to my form as it lies on the floor in exhausted collapse, because I can barely see straight at this point...so let_me_leave!

Z: *Outraged by her attitude, he sits up abruptly and slams his hand down on the arm of his chair, as his eyes shoot daggers at her for her insolence, then he summons the guards*... Escort this Volunteer to a holding cell, we are not yet finished with what I wish to question her about. *then glaring ominously at her*... Miss Blue, while I do see that you are extremely tired be aware that it in no way excuses your insubordination to me. I do not tolerate such behavior from anyone let alone one in my service... You may contemplate your options while you are resting in your cell... You may tell me what I wish to know here and now willingly or I will send Zekhoor in to probe your mind for the answers... Again, the choice is yours. But keep in mind Miss Blue that up till now I have been extremely lenient with you in light of your less than cooperative attitude, however that can change immediately and I do not think you will wish to fall out of my good graces... *he eyes her with that haughty pretentious smile on his face as he waves his hand and the guards step forward to escort her off the Bridge*

C - At the mention of being placed in detention her whole body tenses.* NO! *But the word is more of a scream, high pitched, bordering on hysteria. The sight of the two volunteer guards encroaching on her has her deathly frightened. Images of her times in the cell with T'than play heavily over her mind's sight and she remembers him telling her that if she told Zo’or ANYTHING about it that she might find out that he enjoys similar torments. Her eyes dart from the guards, to Zo'or and back again. # what if he is just like T'than? What if these guards, once alone with me in the cell try to rape me? - I could not take that! # *She swallows and backs away from them, her hands out in front of her slightly*  # what if what if what if??? #

*She continues her retreat away from them, turning and running over to where he sits, her eyes streaming.* Please! Don't let them take me away! *She looks back over her shoulder at them and then back to him, her expression frantic.* I don't know what that symbol is, I swear! I don't! *She takes a deep breath through her mouth and then swallows, trying to gain some semblance of control; she feels as though there is a wire wrapped around her being pulled tighter with every question from him, and every secret she keeps.* Sir....*she is looking at the floor, her voice quiet yet distressed*...confine me to my quarters if you must but...*she looks back up*...please...please don't put me in detention!

Z: *Raising his hand he motions for them to stop, then tells them they may wait outside the Bridge. He rises from his chair and walks over to her. His hand reaches out to her.* What has caused you to be so afraid of the guards and it would seem of me also? I have never given you cause to have such an intense fear me have I? 

C- She breathes a sigh of relief when the guards exit, though she tenses again when Zo'or approaches her, but his voice is now calm, merely concerned, and she relaxes some when he touches her, though to his questions, she only shakes her head. No, he has never given her cause for alarm, but T'than said....

She cuts off the thought, strangling it in her mind.*

Z: I do not recall you ever being held in a detention cell either, yet you are terrified of it... *he wipes her tears away with his fingers and walks with her toward the portal*...Very well Miss Blue, I will not have you detained in a cell. You may return to your quarters... however be assured that I do not believe for one moment that you are telling me the truth about that symbol...you see it is vaguely familiar as I am quite sure I have seen it before and now I must now scan all my files...but I will know the answers... 

C - *He wipes her tears and he looks genuinely compassionate. No, he could not be as T'than says. She is overcome with the desire to throw herself into his arms and just cry, but she knows if she allows herself that luxury that she would likely confess everything, and she cannot do that. She hated T'than at the moment, for all of this was certainly his fault...but she blushed knowing that she did not *always* hate him....

And so she bit her lip and walked with him to the portal. When he mentions that the symbol is familiar to him, a shiver goes through her, for she had never truly believed it to be the errant scrawlings of a playful lover - there was something...too symmetrical about it - the curves measured and sure.

Z: *he continues walking with her to the portal...his mind still seeing this girl in a state of absolute terror and he finds this most disturbing...

C - *His hand is on her shoulder and she is just about to step through the portal when she turns, a look of apology and sorrow on her face, and gratitude, and then, in one quick move, she hugs him lightly, her head against his chest, but before he can even react, she is gone.*

General T’than

Zo’or

~Cadence Blue~

To Be Continued…
