The Erotic Saga of 

T’than and Cadence

Book Four

An erotic story written in the style of role play

based on the television show

Gene Roddenberry’s

Earth: Final Conflict

Main story by

T’than 

& 

Cadence Blue

With supporting storylines by

the respective names listed within

~ ~ ~

Book Four

Part One

Gabriel & Cadence – Alone At Last
C- *After her release from the bridge, Cadence practically runs down the corridors until she finds a darkened passage that is far enough away from it where she feels she can relax, but with her relaxation comes a heavy fatigue, that begins somewhere deeply within, making her feel as though she carries lead weights on her body. She leans against the wall, turning her back to the corridor and the tears come, and she can't stop them. They run from her cheeks to wet the wall she lies against, her shoulders shaking with her silent sobs...*

G: *Gabriel had been wandering in the corridors near the bridge; a predator feigning to be walking by when, in fact, he is waiting for his prey to recklessly jump into sight. After sometime, he was already moving astray, his thoughts enveloped in torturous wonderings, when his ears pick up sobs, not too far away from where he stands. Something inside of him twists, a feeling that spreads from his stomach to the rest of his body in a cold wave that curiously makes his skin flush. The closest thing to it was anxiousness; panic; excitement. He knew those sobs, and they did indeed invade his ears and echo in his mind like those melodies one savours to the tiniest note. His eyes close to give the other senses all of his perception; as his nostrils open his ears pick with greater intensity that soft whimpering that calls to him; His legs drive him in that direction, and though blinded by choice, he goes straight to where she is standing. An image builds in his mind, and he is not sure if he has indeed opened his eye or kept imagining when he sees her leaned against the wall and crying. He licks his lips, as if wanting to taste the tears that flow down her face. But still... why does she cry? The thought of what happened in the bridge invades his mind again. He must know!

He approaches her as silently as if he floated, and his hands go around her waist. In a swift movement, he grabs her and pulls her close to him; his hand goes to her mouth before she has time to yelp.* Hush, it’s me... *he turns her to him and holds her tightly in his embrace* What is the matter Cade? What happened? *he pushes her slowly against the wall, and his hand goes softly, but with surprising coolness, in the direction of her cheek.*

C - *Her shriek is cut off by the hand over her mouth and she instantly tenses - it is a Volunteer behind her - perhaps one of those who tormented her earlier! A frightened moan escapes into the hand over her mouth as her body relaxes in defeat for what will come next. But then she is turned and drawn into a tight embrace, and comforted by a familiar voice.* Gabriel? *she asks through her tears, as though not believing in the image of his face looking down at her with curious concern. The sight of a 
friendly face has the same reaction on her as a thirsty man in the desert who is offered water. She begins to shake all over, her tears flowing with renewed strength as she falls against him, real sobs shaking her entire being as her stress is released; a dam collapsing, and she can hardly speak.*

G: Yes, it is I, the one and only, in flesh and blood! *he smiles down at her, then his hand goes behind her head and gently snuggles her closer, speaking in a tender voice* Hush now, it’s ok.  

C - Gabriel... I... Zo'or... *she shakes her head*...I was so frightened! I thought... I thought Zo'or was going to send me off with those guards! *more words, lost in sobs* He wanted to know... *She pulls away from him and takes deep breaths through her mouth trying to stop her tears - it doesn't work and she falls against him again, her head still shaking back and forth, her words muffled by his chest and her weeping.* He wanted to know he wanted... to know... *soon her words are drowned out by her tears and she just cries against him.*

G: Calm down Cadence. I’m here now... Did Zo’or do anything to you? *there is a sparkle of anger in his tone as he makes that question* What did that bastard do? *he holds her by the arms and slowly pulls her away from him, looking her deeply in the eyes* Did he want to imprison you? Why? *he is nervous, somewhat angry, but not sure if because of the way Zo’or treated her, or the why. His heart galloped in his chest, nearly thundering at his eardrums. He realizes he is gripping a little too hard, and she is a bit startled by that, so he pulls her closer again.* No matter. We will speak later. Right now, I’ll help you to your room. *he kisses her in the face* You could use the rest. *he smiles at her, a sudden dizziness coming over him. But it’s passing, and thanks to having her so close to the wall, he doesn’t lose his balance.* and it appears that so would I. That is... if you don’t mind the company. *he speaks teasingly, but takes him a great deal of effort to pull it out. He looks at her tear stained face, and those big, round green eyes that look at him lovingly. He cannot but think of how beautiful she looks when she cries... but he quickly shakes his head. Those thoughts had superseded his worry... that was odd* #but not preoccupying. I am just tired... and I need to know # *his expression is vacant for a moment, but then his smile returns* Shall we go then?

C - *She flinches as his grip clamps her arms too tightly, but then he realizes what he is doing and loosens it. She is about to say something to him regarding the bridge when he goes visibly pale before her and leans against the wall, and her, appearing to be overcome with a wave of dizziness. At once her tears are forgotten and a look of concern comes over her face as she swipes at her wet eyes and cheeks. He is smiling his usual impish smile, but it is shadowed. * Gabriel! What is it? You don't look as though you need rest - you seem ill! *She is small, but wraps an arm around his waist and lets him lean against her as she begins walking with effort down the hallway.* Which way are your quarters? I can take you there and then maybe call a medic.

G: Ill? Nah! Nor have I been drinking *he steals a tiny kiss from her* See? I am fine, just leaving my shift and tired about all the heavy work. Trust me, never piss off your human bosses! *he looks at her, drawing a smile; then she asks and he freezes* # my quarters? # *but his mind soon comes up with the perfect answer* My quarters are too far away; yours are much closer, and you are in no condition to take a walk. Besides, there isn’t much of a landscape that would justify the long walk just for sightseeing. *he leans just slightly to her as she embraces him, and looks at her* I could not think of anything more beautiful to look at than you...

C - *She keeps walking with him, trying not to let it show that she was feeling...dizzy, and somewhat queasy as well. It seemed to have come over her at the same time as he went pale but she did not want him to see this. It was him she was concerned for at the moment, and she merely chalked up her weakness to her fatigue.* # Yes, I do need rest #  She did wish however, that she could quell the feeling of lust that had come over her as well, mixing with the general feeling of illness, increasing in strength and becoming the dominant feeling at the moment. She continued walking, biting her lip trying to push it back, and wondering where these urges had come from, and why they had come so suddenly.*

G: *after a few minutes, he is feeling quite better, so her arm around her waist is used more of a way for him to support her than the other way around. He does not make it appear so though. She is being protective of him, and that makes for a good feeling. He has to admit though, her beauty has seen better days. It seems the last few times have taken quite the toll on her.* Courage, we are not far now. *he struggles with his will to pin her against the wall and take her right then and there. He is being held back by both the urge to know what happened, piece by piece, and his own mortal weakness. He would have believed that leaving his exhausted body would grant him strength, but now it became clearer that something was wrong with his mind also.

They reach the corridor that leads to her bedchamber.* Gosh, I just hope no one sees us like this! I wouldn’t want to have to tell them that I have not been messing with Taelon tequila again! *he chuckles, and before long, they are at her door* Care to do the honors? *he steps away from her, waiting for the door to be waved open. Once it happens, he steps inside then turns around, waiting for her to do the same and close the door behind her back. His heart already races, just from sensing that smell that is impregnated in her room; the sweet perfume of her skin is everywhere, especially in that bed. It makes him all the more dizzy, and he cannot help it but make his way to the bed and sit on it.*

C - *The door closes behind her and Gabriel walks over to her bed and sits down. He is still quite pale but looking slightly better, and she breathes a sigh of relief over that.* Taelon Tequila...interesting, *she says with a small laugh. She walks his way but stops when she glances her reflection in the wall mirror. Her hair, once neatly captured in a low ponytail, has mostly escaped, her face surrounded by messed and wispy strands that curl about her pale cheeks. Her face isn't much better; her cheeks are streaked with dried tear tracks, and there are shadows beneath her eyes. A wry smile comes to her pink lips, the only part of her face to escape her stress, as she thinks she understands why Zo'or ultimately took pity on her and let her go - she looked terrible!

Going over to her dresser she pulls out her hair band and runs a brush through her hair until it tumbles around her face and shoulders, pretty again. Then she opens a small box containing wet cloths and removes one, enjoying its refreshing scent as she runs it over her face. When she looks in the mirror again, she is a bit more pleased with what she sees, though she knows she needs rest badly.

She then turns and sits next to Gabriel and is seized by another wave of lust, this one much more intense as it supersedes her fatigue. It is the same feeling she had when she was in the corridor while Zo'or and T'than were arguing - the same urgency - the same feeling of wanting to leap out of her skin. She squeezes her thighs together, but that only serves to stimulate her further as she feels herself becoming wet.

G: *he watches as she combs her hair, his fingers moving absentmindedly as if he felt the strands of hair slipping between them. It feels as if he is witnessing a small miracle, for in a few minutes, her beauty is back; but to those with special sight, she doesn’t shine as she used to. When she walks to him, he smiles tenderly, the 4 muscles on his face tensing with effort to make his lips greet her as she sits by him.* So beautiful... *his speech is slightly dragged, accusing his amazement or his tiredness.*

C- She caresses his face and then feels his forehead with her hand.* Are you sure you're okay Gabriel? I dunno, you feel a little warm. *Her hand moves over his cheeks now and there is a frown of concern on her features.* Yes,  you definitely feel warm...*she is drawing closer to him*... perhaps a touch of the flu... *her lips press to his and butterflies tickle inside her 
stomach but she pulls away, desire crushing her in its grasp but she bites it back, wondering what the hell is wrong with her!*

G: *he is lost in her eyes as she speaks, the touch contributing to that chilling sensation on his skin, nearly causing goose bumps. But his insides twist and turn almost painfully; his muscles ache when he tries to be still.* I am fine... *he answers, as if in a cue, his forehead weighing slightly against her warm hand; but then she withdraws, and it is against her lips that he presses; his hands quiver, wanting to grab her, but a voice in his head freezes him in place* #Ask her! Ask her!# *she is gone though, and his eyes cannot help but shine in hidden sadness for her leaving*

C- I... shouldn't do that...you need rest.* She asks him to rise so she can pull back the sheets on the bed.* You should get undressed and lie down. *With her words she smiles at him, clearly wanting him, and she tries only to think of his illness as she begins pulling down the zipper on his jumpsuit...*

G: # I need answers first...# *he thinks to himself as he rises from the bed. When she throws the sheets behind, a gust of air flows from underneath them, reaching his nostrils that flare to breathe it in. He cannot evade the effect her scent has on him; that feeling of uneasiness returns, as he looks at the bed, and then at her smiling face as she reaches for the zipper of his jumpsuit and pulls it down* Cadence... *he puts his hand to her cheek, his fingers shaking slightly as it vacant of strength* I can’t rest without you telling me what happened on the bridge. I am so worried... *with the upper part of his jumpsuit hanging down his waist, he grabs her and pulls her closer; his hand stroking the back of her neck* If anything were to happen to you... I don’t know what I’d do... *he looks ahead, emptily; what was most scary about those words was that he had not actually thought them out; and they felt natural, truthful. Yet, he could not evade his anger either. He turns them over and walks backwards to the bed, and feeling a sudden weakness taking over his legs, he sits down, parting his legs so that she stands between them, his hands at her waist. He looks up at her with his bluer than blue eyes; his hand goes to her neck and pulls her zipper down as well, just enough to glimpse into her chest. The mark remains. He draws a finger over it, as if drawing it again on her skin* Did Zo’or see this?

C - *The look in his eyes when he mentions not knowing what to do without her is heart wrenching, because it is spoken with such conviction. She watches as he pulls down her zipper slightly, and she can see that he is shaking, and she again feels shame over the lust that is ravaging her like a fierce storm, for he must indeed be ill. But watching him further, she thinks that he almost seems extremely tense rather than merely weak. She wonders why and then her gaze is caught when she feels a finger drawing 
against her skin, the motion familiar. He asks her if Zo'or saw the symbol.* # why does it matter - what IS this symbol?! #

Gabriel... must we talk about this now? *she asks, taking his hand and pulling it away from her skin. Him tracing the sign was making her uncomfortable, and she could not remember his touch ever making her feel that way before.* What happened there was... unpleasant, and I would just like to try and move on from it. *A shiver tingled through her as she thought of Zo'or in her mind, and that symbol floating up from oblivion to rouse his curiosity...

G: Unpleasant? *he looks up at her, not only inquisitively, but also with a hint of hurt at her shying from his touch* What happened Cadence? You are worrying me! *using her same strategy, he wears a pout as he finishes. But she seems determined not to say anything, and he knows better than to force that matter. She will eventually tell him... she trusts him, she will sooner or later confide; but what if there is no later? 

Fortunately for him, his thoughts are severed when she holds him closer. Her warmth felt tender, so much more so now that she was tired... He acquiesced to her will, nonchalantly.* Very well. But you should not hold anything inside of you. You do trust me, don’t you Cadence? *he had never been that personal with her; but now that he felt so frail, and so not in the mood for games, he had to resort to his sweetness rather than his boldness to achieve his goals. Yes, as he looked into her eyes, he could not help but seeing something besides a goal. He turned his head and sighed. Wherever that thought had come from, he simply felt too tired, too lazy to fight it back... not to mention comfortable...*

C- She climbs up on him and gently straddles him, her arms going around him, her head lying on his shoulder as she breathes in the scent of his hair, the black strands tickling her face.* I'm so glad you are here, *she says, not continuing on the bridge subject. She feels his bare chest and back and it is as if someone was physically controlling her desires, and turned up the power of them. She practically jumps away from him and strips off her jumpsuit, now wearing only a white lace thong.* I have to get out of this uniform - it's strangling me! *Again she straddles him, a sigh escaping her lips.* That is so much better...so much... better.....*she is kissing his neck, his chest, his shoulders, her lips then finding his as she thrusts her tongue into his mouth, her hands maneuvering down the rest of his jumpsuit until she finds herself on her knees between his thighs pulling it over his feet, and then sliding back up until his maleness rests between her naked breasts...*

G: *her weight over him feels heavier than ever before. It is so hard to breathe; her scent is everywhere, involving him in a cloud of intoxicating pleasure. It is addicting, and he is simply drugged by it. He can only whisper her name and watch as she removes her clothes, leaving her perfect body for his eyes to ravish. It’s impossible to ignore the sudden discomfort.* Cadence... *his lips let out in a whisper when her lips travel over his body in that sweet torture. He cannot but stay put, all his energy suddenly robbed by her spell, and that tiresome feeling that shackles him to her will. He has never been the one trying to keep up; and now he could do nothing but surrender to her; to his desire for her. He nearly gasps when she kisses him, robbing his lungs from the precious oxygen, and the last of his strength. When she finally allows him to breathe, her hands return to action, and he is naked before long. She is on her knees before him; he can feel her breath so closely to him, warm, enticing, moving upwards, until it is the heat of her body that hovers as a blanket over him.* What are you doing? *he asks, unable to repress the smile; he cannot but groan when his answer comes in a form of actions rather than words; his hands gripping at the sheets, then urgently resting on her body*

C - *She smiles up at him mischievously.* What am I doing? *She leans forward slightly, still sitting on her knees between his thighs, until his hardening shaft is securely between her breasts.* I am showing you how much I trust you...and taking your mind, and mine, off certain...unpleasant...thoughts. *His organ nearly covers the symbol written on her chest, and she wishes it were not there at all. She knew she was going to have to confront Gabriel about what it was and why he had marked her, but now as she stared at his gifted anatomy, she brushed away all other thoughts. Right now, all she wanted was him.

She brought her hand to her face and proceeded to lick the palm and move her tongue seductively over her fingers, her eyes looking up at his face, full of promise. Once her hand was slick with her saliva she rubbed it between her breasts, even moving over her nipples to pinch them softly, and soon the skin between her breasts and over the odd symbol was slick and reflective, just perfect for her to lean forward against him. Then, holding her breasts up and together she proceeded to stroke up and down his length, gently rising up and down on her knees to accomplish this.

G: *he had first looked at her, smiling seductively back at her promising look, and watching as she made the preparations to her actions. For the moment she touches at her breasts, the palms of his hands go sweaty with the anticipation, and the want to get naked of that strange tiredness and take her. But, when she finally takes him between her warm, now moist silken breasts, his head goes light with the pleasure, his whole body limp except for that one part of him that is hardening to rock-like proportions. He cannot but move his waist slightly upwards, wanting to take her breasts as he would take her mouth or her core.*

C- She watched as his cock disappeared in the valley of her cleavage and then reappeared, the tip growing darker as it pumped with blood.* It seems as though you like this...and I can make it even better....*Her speed with which she stroked him increased somewhat and she pressed her breasts around him with more pressure, and now, every time the head peaked up, she met it with a flick of her tongue.

G: *His whole sensorial perception is now focused on his hardness. The blood flow is now concentrating on that part of his anatomy, leaving all his other limbs vacant of the strength required to pull back; even his mind. But pull back, what for? 

A smile appeared for moments on his lips, but it quickly vanishes when he feels something wet and vibrant touching at his tip. He groans softly, more of a purring of a cat being caressed by its owner; but a cat indeed, for he was the only one who actually knew who served whom on all accounts, and she was serving him magnificently...*

C- *Gabriel was moaning, his head back, and she felt her panties glue to her as her essence began to flow freely with her want of him. Soon, her motions had exhausted the moisture on her skin and so she brought her hands to him, one kneading at his balls and the other stroking him intently and she opened her mouth and took him within it. His hands were on her head, wanting her to take him down her throat as far as possible, and she was only too eager to oblige. She took a deep breath and then took him, feeling him slide over her tongue, his head teasing the roof of her mouth before stroking the very back of her throat. She stopped all motion and held him there like that, flexing her throat around him and feeling him tense in response. She took him that way until she was dizzy from lack of air and pulled back, stroking and squeezing his head and shaft as she ran her tongue over his balls and up his length, over his tip, and then back into her mouth again. She felt his first initial throbbings against her tongue; his climax was very close, and so she began to pull up and away from him in anticipation...*

G: *the moment it takes for her to let go of him, a sudden chill takes over him; he needs warmth, he hungers for it and for her wetness. His feline eyes shoot open to plead, but it is a deceiving expression: is he doing it because he is afraid she won’t continue?; or because he is aware that it will make her think she is in charge if he does so? And behold! At once her soft hands pursue to caresses his cock. He can’t deny he is needing, by each passing moment, even more so. When she takes him inside her mouth, it’s as if the world collapses; his head goes empty of all thoughts, perhaps for a first time; he is so deeply inebriated by her; his hands immediately go around her head, and he demandingly pulls himself more deeply inside her. He moans each time he touches the back of her throat; the feeling is not like any he had ever felt, not even when she had taken him in her mouth the first time. Her hands at his balls do the rest, and that so familiar energy starts concentrating on that singular part of his body; he feels that if he does not climax, that he will explode; He grows and throbs, his moans evolving to groans as he tries to withhold it to make the pleasure last.* Cadence... *he nearly cries, his hands shackling her to him; not allowing her to let go even as she pulls upwards; that feeling of exploding from within begins; he is close, so close*
C - *He is going to come - she can feel it, and she wants to pull away but his hands are like a vice as they grip her head. She keeps sliding her lips up and down his length, admiring his girth as well - he fills her completely and she can barely breathe.

He is calling her name as she works him, her hot tongue dancing over him, but she wants to pull away - she has never let a man come in her mouth before and she moans. He is throbbing, growing harder and he will not let her up, in fact her wanting to pull back seems to arouse him further! And so it happens; his whole body goes tense, the hands on her head gripping almost 
painfully as he bursts in her mouth. Hot liquid flows over her tongue and pulses into the back of her throat and she can barely swallow in time to keep up with him. She shudders as he does and then he relaxes and lets her up. She rises from her knees and practically falls on the bed next to him and looks up at him with an astonished expression. She is not aware, but a few tiny drops of his essence remain on her lips. She closes her eyes and a shiver goes over her - taking his seed into her mouth had been a strangely pleasant experience, even though to him, her look is one of playful reproach. *

G: *he groans loudly as it finally happens. He fills her with his essence and he can nearly feel the warmth of his own juices mixing with that of her mouth, but then disappearing in the recesses of her throat, to slide inside. The thought itself is arousing, and he does not let her go until the last of the explosions flogs his cock, and it ejaculates the last drop. He takes a deep breath, and his grip on her head relaxes, allowing her to rise. When she lies by his side, he looks at her with sleepy cat-like eyes* That was simply... *he merely smiles, seemingly lost for words. As he looks at her face, he notices a bluish gleam at her lips. He has only to hope she has not felt or tasted anything wrong, lest she grows suspicious. Without even giving her time to breath a second time, he glues his lips to her and kisses her passionately, licking her lips at last. Lying on his side, he caresses her hair and softly speaks to her* I hope you do not mind... I mean, about... *he smiles mischievously at her* Sometimes you make me forget that there is something else than this. *he looks upwards, dreamingly* And that was... _definitely_ mind-twisting! *he kisses her again, then falls on his back, pulling himself and her more comfortably into the mattress*

C- She lays there, her chest rising and falling with her breath and she knows that her lust has not been sated, and she wonders again what is causing her to feel like this, for her desire to make love to him is even stronger now than when they first entered her room...*

G: *his hand goes up and down her body, lazily* But now, it seems to me I owe you... *he looks to his side at her, his smugness returning naturally for the moment* what would you have me do to repay what you just did for me? *he rises on his elbow and kisses her again* If such is even possible. *his hand snuggles beneath the white soft material of her thong, and he feels her wetness with his fingers, then slides them upwards, feeling her squirm at his touch on her clit; then with a swift movement, he pulls the fragile tissue, leaving her completely to the nude* Not even my dreams do justice to you... *with that, he goes deep into his reserve to find the strength to pull her to him*

C - *She squirms and moans when his fingers stroke over her clit, and at once there is another warm flow of her juices as they run out of her in a torrent of desire. He rips the frail wisp of her garment away and she swallows and flushes all over when she sees the look in his eyes as he gazes upon her now complete nudity.

She feels as one about to explode when he pulls her against him, their naked bodies now glued together, though not joined. She is writhing against him shamelessly, her hunger growing to critical proportions.* Repay me? *She can barely speak through her heavy breathing.* Yes...replay me....by letting me take you...I need you! *Her mouth is over his in a deep kiss and she rolls him onto his back and straddles him, her hands raking over his chest, her fingernails, softly brushing over his nipples. She is nearly in physical pain with her desire, and she recalls another time when she felt like this...locked away and helpless...

But this is not T'than and she is not being forced. This is Gabriel and she wants him - she loves him!* # you made a promise...# *She nearly growls at the thought and presses her body tightly against him, kissing him roughly, as though by suffocating him she could suffocate her burdensome thoughts.

G: Well... *he looks up at her in surprise* I can find no objection to that... *before he has time to add anything else, she glues her lips to him and her tongue invades his mouth to wrestle with his own; he feels that same weightlessness again, as the last of the oxygen molecules enters his bloodstream he his body cries out for more. He takes some of her air inside him, taking in her essence, until it mixes with his blood cells, making him go crazy! He can swear he feels it, and his cock immediately responds to it; despite his state, he is hardening already; for her, to take her... perhaps to let her take him, to seal that once spoken vow: that one day, it would be her to beg for him, to need him desperately. And there was no cheat this time; no drug. It was he, in another body; but he knew what drove her was that one thing she found appealing about him and that she could not explain: not the eyes, not the body, that one mysterious thing...* 

C - *Her sex is aching in its emptiness and she reaches between her legs to grab his gift, amazingly rock hard so soon after her actions to it earlier. He had exploded in such great amount she did not think it possible he could recover so quickly, but she was not one to argue. Still kissing him she thrust down on him, crying out into his mouth as he exquisitely filled her. She was so tight that he felt even bigger to her than before, when he had taken her into unconsciousness. She wrapped herself around him, riding him with vigour. No one could take her like he could - there was something very different about sex with him that she knew she could never experience with another. *

G: *when she envelops him and he feels her warmth and the pressure of the muscles in her core against him, he feels like crying. Instead, his groans are lost in her mouth, as hers were gone in his. He can only try to keep up, his hands rising up to her waist to at least do _something_. She was ravishing him completely, and he could not actually admit it was a bad feeling. In fact, it felt wonderful! She was so tight; it was like taking a young girl, perhaps even a virgin; though this one had been born with the gift of pleasing him… # indeed # *but his light-headedness did not allow for much thought; he had to focus all his energy into that one part of his being where their bodies became one as she rode him and begged to be conquered.*

C - *She sat up and rode him, rocking her hips, driving her already exhausted body to the limits; his expression drove her on - he wanted this - he wanted her to take him like this - he wanted to see her go to oblivion like before, except this time taken by her own drives. His full lips wore an almost taunting expression to go with his teasing eyes. She wondered who was under whose spell, for he seemed to draw her gaze and imprison it. Hands were grabbing at her breasts but she did not know if they were hers or his. Her vision went hazy as she rode him harder, her head falling back and then forward, her face shrouded by her hair.* ...want...you....want you so much! *Droplets of her sweat fell to glisten on his naked chest, but he would soon realize that those sparkling diamonds were her tears, escaping unnoticed from her eyes as her body reached the breaking point - the point of no return...*

G: *his back arched slightly, his whole body trying to keep up as she rode him mercilessly. By all means, if she kept that up, he would be the one to go unconscious this time. Something inside of him shouted that he needed to stop what was happening; but looking at her; her sweated body convulsing furiously over his, all that beauty giving itself to him, as if celebrating his victory; no he could not, would not stop it. He rose his hands to rest on hers, already kneading at her breasts, his eyes locking in hers, and his mind unable to restrain thoughts of victory.* Yes, you do want me... *he is able to speak amidst his lustful sounds of passion; he tries to focus on her face, now glistening with her sweat. He wanted to pierce through her soul, to invade her mind with his own thoughts; to tell her whom it was she was taking with such abandon* My beautiful Cadence... # my slave girl...# *then his eyes widen as he spots her eyes glistening unnaturally* # tears? # *he wants to rise, to kiss them away, to taste her saltiness in his mouth, as he had savoured so much of her already. But her actions were taking the best of his self-control, and he started matching her thrusts and speeding up his movements; his eyes narrowed, able only to distinguish the aura that surrounded her* so... beautiful... just... beautiful...

C - *She can barely breathe as she rides him harder, faster and her tears mix with her sweat. He calls her his beautiful Cadence and it is so odd! There is a tickle in the back of her thoughts...almost an echo of his voice there, though it is only the *sound* of his voice, so far away, but the words are lost to her, and it is fleeting - gone before she could even dwell on it. She smiles at her flight of fancy and kisses him deeply and then all thought leaves her as he suddenly bucks beneath her, matching 
her rhythm, his hands all over her. Her moans have become cries, as the sex is now a mix of pain and pleasure - her body begging her to stop, and yet pushing her forward to ultimate bliss.* Come Gabriel! *she cries,* Come with me!

G: *after much wondering, his hands finally rest on her waist, to help her move against him. She needs not ask him to come... he is already at the breaking point, when he knows he can do nothing but withhold it for as long as he possibly can and wait for her. She is tightening almost painfully around him, squeezing him unmercifully. He is so sensitive now, it’s as if he can feel every cell of her core as he slides in and out with amazing at ease given her contracted muscles. He wants to reply to her, to tell her he wants to come with her too, that he is ready, so ready... so needing... but he finds he is unable to speak, and from his mouth exits only a loud groan*

C- *She feels him hardening within her and it feels as though she rides a steel rod he is so rigid, and then he begins to pulse. Her head is thrown back as she rocks on him in a circular motion until she begins to shake all over, her body breaking into a cold sweat and her core goes hot and tight, gripping at him like a glove until she cries out and lets her climax take her over. She feels him writhing madly under her and then she feels him spasm inside of her, and then there is liquid running out of her onto him - a mix of the sultry essence of both of them. She looks down to see the sight of it but she is rolled over and kissed deeply instead by her lover.

G: I’m... so... close... *his hands grip her waist hard; he can swear he’ll leave tiny bruises where his fingers and driven in her sensitive skin; when she shackles him inside her and moves only to make every one of his cock’s cells graze at those of her core, it’s too much to bear. He can feel her energy pulsing in violent waves, her muscles quivering around him and tightening so much, that he is squeezed and milked to the last drop. He cries out, something that initially resembled her name, but that ended in an animalistic cry. He can feel his essence springing from his tip, filling her completely, and mixing with her own juices. In that moment, they are one, completely. And then he senses the wetness of their mixed essences flowing from within her and moistening his groin. Time freezes, yet races, for he knows he has not much time to act, lest she sees what she cannot. Solely with the help of his adrenaline, and the remaining energy of his powerful orgasm, he grabs her, kisses her fervently, and pushes her down on his side in the mattress* That... *kiss* is worthy of a god...

C - Then she is lifted slightly and moved upwards until she feels soft pillows cradling her head. He cuddles next to her and she asks him to pull up the covers for she is beginning to shiver. She snuggles closer to him until their noses touch* That was so wonderful... you are wonderful! No one makes me feel like you do! *more kisses* I think I love you more each day...I do! 
I just feel so very close to you...in fact earlier when you called me your beautiful Cadence, I imagined I could hear your voice in my mind. *sweet smile* I couldn't hear what you said - it was so far away... but I have heard about lovers saying they become psychic as they get closer with each other. Oh I know it was only my imagination, but it was a lovely thought.

G: *a cold shiver courses thru him when she speaks of having heard his voice, so he does as she asks and pulls the cover over them, if only to hide the marks of his true identity. If she had heard any voice in her mind, it would have been T’than’s. But in the brink of passion, she must not have recognized him. The rest of her words are answered with a smile, forged with sweetness, but yet spiced with a bit of smugness.* Indeed... *he pushes the hair from her cheek with his a thumb, as he caresses her cheek* such a lovely thought my precious. *he kisses her forehead, then leaves her like that, pulling her closely so that she is snuggled to him like a child* There is no one like you...

C- *She cuddles with him, one arm lazily slung over his shoulders.* Stay with me Gabriel...don't leave, please? I need to sleep, and I want you to be here when I wake up. You need sleep too...so stay....

*All the adrenaline she has expended over the last few days with her fright, and all her emotional upheavals over T'than finally take their toll, and she is asleep before she was even done speaking to him. She rests in his arms, her body completely relaxed and her breathing light and rhythmic. But several times over the hours, brief flashes come to her causing her to tense, or moan or sigh; T'than's face, looming over her, knowing she broke her vow, the four Volunteers threatening to rape her, the symbol, Zo'or's hand coming to touch hers... but for the most part, she sleeps peacefully, not awakening for many hours...*

G: *once his body relaxes completely, he feels his tiredness take over him almost painfully. She is right, he needs the rest; quite bad, in fact. He cannot evade a soft blush, as his eyes gleam softly and he assumes a paler colour. He looks at his palm, momentarily grey from the sensation, his head feeling dizzy; thankfully, she has fallen deeply asleep. 

He tries to sit so that he can prevent himself from sleeping. There is no telling what will happen if he allows the human’s subconscious to take over his alien soul. He finds the body refuses to respond, and the best he can do is move so that her head is lying on his shoulder, instead of her being face to face with him. His hand feels shaky as he tries to move it to touch her face as she shivers a little. She is dreaming... it’s tempting to know of what and whom, but there is no strength left to play those lovely games.* My beautiful slave girl... what is happening in your mind right now? *he remains awake for quite sometime; only a few minutes pass, but it feels like eternity as in his mind, the perception of time is twisted. Images of her play in his thoughts, some more vivid than her presence there, in that bed, in that room, in that reality; he is slowly drifting, unaware of what is happening, unable to prevent it. She was his now... she felt his... but what had happened on the bridge... if Zo’or knew of something... The question came as a lullaby, softly repeating itself: could that have been a last time? It certainly had had the intensity of it... # but it could be so much better... if she knew...# a deep breath, lead-like heavy eyelids closing... and finally, what was forbidden to a Taelon happened: subconscious took heed of him, distancing him from the Commonality like never before...

Book Four

Part Two

Lust In the Shower
C - *The hours pass; those soft and quiet hours between the black of night and the brightness of the dawn, though in space there are no such distinctions, only those made by the clocks, which move time inexorably forward, hurling two beings closer to an ultimate destiny - one shaping such destiny for the other, and blindly thinking that he will emerge completely unscathed.

Cadence opens her eyes and brings her arms above her head, stretching into wakefulness with a contented sigh. She looks over and a smile plays over her lips; he stayed with her, Sweet Gabriel. He rests on his back, his eyes tightly closed with sleep and she has a chance to study him in this state for the first time. Her head tilts to the side, her look going completely tender at his innocent appearance, for he has been robbed of his smug confidence by fatigue, and now he appears completely defenceless, and even younger somehow.

She brushes away locks of dark hair that shadow his cheeks and forehead and gently runs her finger over his lips, now petulant with whatever he dreams of. *Gaaaaabrielllllll....*she says in a soft sing-song voice.* Wake up, my sleeping prince. *He seems very pale - nearly grayish, and this makes her stomach tighten with worry. They should have controlled their passions last night, or rather, she should have. He was obviously still not well, and so very pale!

G: *Thankfully, besides images of his most recent experiences, no other thought invaded his sleep. But it was strange; he felt so light, so free. That world, that reality in which he was in, had no boundaries, except those of his own thoughts. And they were wild, crazy, and incoherent. It was a new experience, but after a few minutes of deep sleep, he could already master his state, so his mind was emptied. Complete void, except for the soothing landscape of the Ka’arpaaj gardens. He saw himself meditating in those gardens, and found it so curious that he could not only hear and see perfectly, but he could also smell. He had once been in humans’ minds and invaded their dreams, but up from his Taelon body that was something only too easy to do. But now he inhabited a human shell. And it felt... liberating. No echoes of other voices except his own; noisy yet silent... and her image, her aura shining as the three moons eclipsed, and she seemed to walk on the ray of purifying energy that bathed him... Strange... but undoubtedly pleasant. 

Sub-consciousness was addictive; but there was something that did not appeal to him in the easiness of the situation. Everything looked simply... perfect.

C - She masks her concern and leans over, pressing her lips to his, relieved to find them warm.* You woke me in this way once... *When his eyes finally open she strokes his face and hair while looking down into his eyes.* Hi, *she says sweetly.* You did not want to leave dreamland, did you? *she laughs.* I guess I cannot compare with your dreams, *she says, playfully pouting, and then she leans over and wraps her arms around him, nestling her face in the crook of his neck and kissing him there.* But still, reality is much more pleasant, wouldn't you agree? *They kiss each other and she gazes lovingly into his blue eyes again.* I love you...I have to say it to you every day...I love you..... *She is relieved to notice that some of his color returns upon his waking.*

G: *he tries to smile up at her, but he knows that he cannot imprint in it the same vivacity of before. His shell now felt so weakened. If once he had pushed it to the limits, the weakness that now overtook him was deeper.* Hi back... *he says in all but a clear voice* Actually... not even my best dreams can rival with the sight I have now... *he caresses her face softly, then feels as her lips touch his and a certain warmness and relief fills him. It felt as if he were ill, and she was to blame for it; and yet, she was the only cure as well. Like a drug...* Yes, reality is much more pleasant... if only because in dreams, I have not the privilege of hearing those words... or saying them back.

C - She stands up finally, stretching her nude body with a moan, perhaps unaware of the tiny bruises that dot the curve of her waist; imprints of his fingers from his heat of passion.* I finally feel human again! I needed sleep so bad! *She looks in the mirror then, her hands moving over her sticky body.* I feel *mostly* human that is, but the transformation will not be complete until after I have a shower. *She smiles and faces him, and then goes to her closet and withdraws a long, terrycloth robe and puts it on, and then, to his surprise, brings out another, bigger one - obviously made for a man.* I keep this here for emergencies...when I have a guest. *sly smile, but then she sees a pout come to his lips and she has to giggle - he is jealous!*

G: *he grimaces at her comment of feeling human. He did not feel any of the two: human or Taelon. Actually, it had been quite some time since he had felt whole.* Yes, sleep is so pleasant. *he speaks of it as someone who had just had his first experience at it. He watches with heavy eyelids as she rises and goes to her closet, his eyes vacant of their usual life. She pulls out a robe, a garment with which he was not actually familiar.* Emergencies? Really? *he smirks at her* You certainly are wary.

C - Don't worry Gabriel. I haven't had anyone in my quarters in ages...in fact, I've not seen anyone in months...in fact...I just kept the robe here just in case. *She looks down.* I've not been with anyone beside you since before I was assigned onboard the ship. I just never met the right person. *She hands him the robe then, her arms going around him, pulling his face against her 
chest.*

G: *In his mind, he smirks at her words. What a lie... then again, of her own free will, she had been with no one; except that one time... he grinned suddenly, aware that she didn’t even know of how right she was: she had not been with anyone but himself. Be it in the cell, or that room.* I believe you. But even if you had... I am sure it was before you met me... *he grabs onto her wrist, softly yet demandingly* because there is no chance you’d be anyone else’s now *then he grinned smugly at her, surprised at the at-ease with which he was able to do it* is there? *he pulls her closer for a kiss, then rises to dress the robe, which she is polite enough to help him with*

C - C'mon, I will sneak you into the Girls' showers - they are close by, and usually empty at this time of day. *She smiles and waits for him to cover himself, and then she extends her hand...*

G: Girls’ shower? *his brow perks* You’re not serious are you? Ok, I have long hair, but *he looks down at himself, opening the robe to “check”* oops, for a moment there, I thought I’d lost something during my sleep. *he grins up at her, pulls her closer, holding her so that, without her being aware, he can support his weight while they walk out* then, I’d really have to beg to go back to dreamland, cause this would be a nightmare! *he stops, to turn her to him and smooch her* But giving it better thought, a shower with you might be interesting. *then his formerly smiling features took on a sad look* Though, to be honest, I’m not feeling to the best of my capacities. One of these days, you’ll be the death of me Cadence... *there was only a hint of truthfulness in his voice, and he caught it in time to end the phrase with his usual smugness*

C - *She breaks into laughter when he looks inside the robe to make sure everything is still there. He is such a contradiction - one moment he was smiling lightly with amusement, and the next he was grabbing her and stating as fact that there would be no one else for her now that he was here, which she was more than happy to agree with, but though he had said it with joviality, there was a darkness to it as well. She knew she would have to be careful when she went back to work - she did not want there to be any confrontations between him and other male Volunteers who might seek her attentions...and there always were...not to mention a certain Taelon...

Her thoughts turn into open concern when he says he is not feeling well. She knew that from the moment she laid eyes on him, but for him to openly admit it meant that he must have really been feeling terrible. They walk down the quiet hallway to the shower room, which, as she predicted, was empty, and so she leads him inside and locks the main door behind them. She goes into one of the larger stalls and sets the water temperature and watches as steam fills the room, and then heads back to where he is seated in the lounge. She has to stop on the way as a wave of dizziness comes over her, surrounding her with the clouds of steam. For a moment she feels as though she will be sick and she goes over to a sink and turns on the cold water, bringing handfuls of it to her face. The feeling begins to pass, replaced by that peculiar sensation of lust, which crawls over her body, settling in her belly and between her legs.* Oh no you don't...*she says under her breath.* That will be enough of that! *Her own anger at her body's lack of self-control helps to give her back a more natural feeling, though not completely.

G: *he has to give thanks to the bench in which he sits on; his legs had begun to tremble, a he felt a sudden chill take over him. That was an unexplainable phenomenon. He had not heard of such thing occurring. In the back of his mind something cried “fear”. Was he... afraid? Afraid because he did not understand what was coming to pass with him? It felt serious now that his weakness had refused to leave him. And it was becoming more and more evident. He was feeling trapped; not even that human body gave him relief anymore. And that mirror hid nothing from him... nothing.

He turns and watches her as she approaches him; she felt precious to him now. He couldn’t help thinking that perhaps... the end was near. So, the question that had been playing in his thoughts since he had awakened passed onto an insignificant plane. Who cared what had happened in the bridge when he could be facing last moments? Still, he drew a little smile at her.

C - Back in the lounge, Gabriel sits on a bench before a huge mirrored wall, still wrapped in the white terry robe looking as pale and weak as ever. Cadence gets on her knees before him and again feels his forehead, looking at him with deep worry.* Let's get you showered and back into bed Gabriel. Then I'll bring us some food, and if you are still not well by the time I return from my bridge shift late tonight, I am taking you to the medlab, whether you want to or not.

G: Food would be nice... I am not so sure about the medlab. No place which’s name ends in “lab” sounds safe to me. *then his lips twist to sketch a smile on his face* maybe you could see to my needs in your room. I can think of a million things for us to do. *he rises with her help, taking her hand that had been resting on her forehead; she feels warm, her cheeks are slightly flushed.*

C- *They walk to the showers and Cadence removes her robe, and then unties and removes his, swallowing back her desires when she sees his wonderful and defined body. A moment later they are beneath the cascading water and she walks over to the soap jet and shoots a handful of the white, slimy liquid onto a large sponge.* Now you just be still, my poor, sick Gabriel, and let me do all the work. *There is a mischievous smile playing over her lips as she comes toward him and begins running the sponge over his wet body, beginning at his shoulders and working over his chest, to moving in small circles over his back. Once at his waist she drops to her knees and kisses one of his buttocks lightly.* Some things are just better done with the 
hands...

G: *he takes a deep breath when she makes his robe slide down his back; the fabric tickles his skin as it falls into her hands. For the first time, he feels that positions are reversed and that she has indeed gotten the advantage. He knows he is not only allowing, but also asking for her touch; a bath. Relaxing. It was not difficult at al why some humans enjoyed spending hours beneath cascading hot water. His muscles responded immediately, relaxing then tensing just slightly at the passage of the sponge.* I don’t think I will be going anywhere... *he inhales deeply and turns his face upwards so that the water falls down his face* This feels remarkably good... *he leans against the wall of the showers, supporting his weight with an extended hand, when her hands substituted the sponge* Please, Cadence... you are driving me crazy with this...

C- *She begins to caress and massage his buttocks with her hands, moving up to his waist and reaching around to his stomach, the front of her body pressed against his back. Her hands move teasingly downward to his maleness, squeezing and stroking it with soapy hands, feeling it rise to attention. She moves around to face him, and she is dripping with puffs of soap from leaning against him.* I want to make you feel refreshed and better my love. *She kisses him and drops to her knees before him, working soap over his legs from his ankles upwards, until she is massaging the insides of his thighs. He is fully erect and she wants to touch him so badly, but instead she stands again, now even more covered with soap. The insides of her own thighs are slick, but not with water and she bites her lip again wondering what has her passions on overdrive.*

G: *her hands over his maleness send shockwaves of pleasure coursing through him. He is paralysed as his maleness robs all of his strength and self-control, now urging to respond to her. It is her toy, and indeed her slave. *Refreshed... *he gasps* You’ll make me explode again if you keep this going... *she rises to her feet and he takes a deep breath, somewhat relieved; he would have lost it again if she did what he thought she was going to do* See what you do to me *he glances downwards* at least now I know I have not lost anything at all.

C - Um...you're clean now, *she says, looking down, absently running her hands over her soapy flesh.* You should go under the water and rinse off...*

G: I don’t think so. *he grabs the sponge from the floor, and positions himself so that she is standing between him and the wall.* If you start something, you might as well end it... and since you will be tendering to me once we leave the showers, I don’t see why I could not, _at least_ repay you. *with that, he squeezes it against her chest, watching as soap slides down her mark, between her voluptuous breasts, down her belly, her navel, and finally, sneaking between her thighs.* But you are right, some things are better done with the hands. *with that, he lets the sponge drop, and his fingers start making their way down the soapy road, this time making a small detour over her nipples, then taking the original road, passing by the navel and...*

C - *She rests her back up against the wall lightly, careful not to slip from all the soap on her body. He is running the sponge over the front of her body and she grimaces slightly; she wants to control herself in the face of his illness, and he is not making it easy on her. In fact, it becomes impossible when she feels his hands rather than the sponge over her flesh, which, despite her lowering the temperature of the water, is still flaming, and when she looks down at herself she can see that she is pink, as 
though she had spent a day in the sun.*

Gabriel...*she says with a gulp as she feels him pinching her nipples, his hands slick and soapy.* Now who is making whom crazy? *The words were spoken aloud, though it was more what she was thinking at that moment. His hands over her felt hot in contrast to the cool water that tumbled over them in a slivery torrent, and she wondered if they were both not suffering from the same illness.*

Gabriel... *She was barely able to utter as wanton desire swept over her - his hands were between her legs, his fingers sliding up into her on her own juices, and she writhed against the shining walls as her core contracted against them, holding them inside of her.* Please! Stop! *She turned her back on him, her palms flat against the wall as she pressed herself against it, enjoying the stimulation from her nipples brushing the textured surface.* You are sick! *under her breath* and I am none too well either, I think. *She wondered if he shared her unbridled lust the same as she seemed to be sharing his illness. # No... that wouldn't be possible...these feelings are surely only mine.#

G: Stop? *he whispers into her neck as he fingers her, wisely probing her core, touching her where he knows she is forced to tighten up against him* I fear I cannot... *he presses himself to her, wanting her to _feel _ the explanation to why it was unstoppable* I am indeed sick, my precious... but the illness that affects me now can only be cured when I take you. *he nibbles at her earlobe for a little while, then finally adds* Do you not want to heal me? 

C - *She swallows and nods.* Yes...*The word is soft, almost lost in her moans and sighs as he works her with his fingers. She could not argue with his point - she felt as an addict does - greatly in need of the next fix, and in this case, the fix being him taking her.*

G: *his voice seductive, his movements wise, but still... his body acts as though it is swept away by desire only; deep inside him a voice cries out that he must stop, but the body demands otherwise, and he cannot control it! The cold surge of panic washes over him, drowning his mind, but the body is burning with imperative want. His own needs and desires trap him!* 

C- *He is pressed up against her and she is trapped against the wall and a shuddering moan escapes her lips, her hands at head level flexing against the wall.* We HAVE to stop Gabriel! *Her voice is nearly frantic. She doesn't want him to become worse because she is unable to control herself, though she is not the only one wanting - that male part of him that is hot and hard and throbbing against the back of her thighs is urging him forward to release.

G: I fear it is too late to stop events now... *he bites softly at her earlobe, then traces kisses down her wet neck; his hips start undulating, forcing her to move along as he nestles between her buttocks and demands entrance to her core; his hand then finds his way over her belly, to nestle between her legs again and pull her more closely, even as he keeps pushing her to the wall*

C - He presses up against her until she can hardly breathe, his kisses like small golden treasures over her skin, and she tries one last time to dissuade the passion that threatens to consume them both under those cascading waters.* We have to stop Gabriel! *Her voice is a rough whisper* It could make you worse! I want you so... but we must stop!

G: I can’t stop... *he whispers, for a moment his fear over his loss of control showing in his voice* I do not want to stop! *he hurries to add, as if trying to convince her, and himself, that what was happening was by his command* I need to come... with you... *his kisses become more hungry; for once his weakness seems to have been cast away to the recesses of his being, as well as his fear* _in_ you... *with a sudden move he forces his way between her buttocks, now prodding her core* You’re so wet! So ready... *he inhales close to her skin, even beneath the cascading waters he can feel her fresh perfume.* And mine... *he moves himself in circles over her labia* Let me in Cadence... I don’t give a damn if I die, I have to take you... *kiss*  here... *a hand goes over her neck to pull her chin upwards, exposing her throat, then making her face turn sideways to him* now... *he tongues her throat then ends with her lips; his fingers at her clit can feel his cock sliding just slightly inside of her*  if it’s the last thing I do... *he starts rubbing her clit mercilessly; his sex being bathed by her dripping essence and throbbing and needing of her warmth*  Please... *he whispers between kisses, clearly lost in his lust for her* I love you... *the words escape his lips before he has time to stop them, but he soon forgets he just uttered them aloud, for his own guttural moan announces his entrance in her depths...*

C - *Her eyes are closed and she is lost to the myriad sensations of the cold wall against her front and his burning body behind, mixed with the feel of his hand rubbing her clit so quickly it makes her dizzy, and his pleading words, his voice sounding as frantic as she felt. But when he turns her face to his to kiss her throat and lips, and says that he loves her, she tenses and opens her eyes, looking directly up at him. She had uttered the words many times to him though he had never responded in kind. She had dismissed it, for his eyes many times said what his lips were too shy to... but to actually hear it...

She shuddered all over and her tense legs relaxed, allowing him to slide into her, and a sonorous moan left her lips; it was more of relief than of ecstasy, for he had been correct - the only cure for what ailed them was for him to take her, her to take him, and there was no other way out! And so she opened her legs wider and let him take her up against the wall, the now chilled water flowing over their undulating bodies.

G: Yessss... *he lets out in a hiss as he is allowed room to thrust in and out. He steps a little away from the wall, the arm around her waist still holding her tightly to him, pulling her so that she is leaning to the wall, her breasts free to jiggle as water drips from her hardened nipples. The hand at her chest goes down to grab one of the breasts and knead it, while the other persistently commands her movements as he goes in and out of her, the fingers slithering over her swollen clit. His body heat increases, and he knows he is sweating even with cold water streaming over him; his head feels dizzy, as his cock becomes more and more demanding. His hands abandon both her clit and her breast, and he moves yet further away from the wet surface, to which she leans, taking away his support. She is bent and her tight fists open so that her fingers grip at the wall like claws, her flushed cheek pressed to it as well, between her hands. Both his hands are now tightly at her waist, as he plunges deeply and fast into her, sometimes withdrawing completely only to enter her again, making his balls slap against her* Mine... all... *grunt* mine...

C - He is rock hard and filling her completely and she feels their bodies grow hotter still as her legs go weak and she drops to her knees, crying out in distress that he has slipped out of her, but he follows her down and she pushes him down brutally on his back, sliding him hard up into her, hoping the sound of the running water will drown out her cries from anyone walking by in the corridor outside.* I don't know what's happening to me! *she cries through her rough kisses over his mouth, her whole body shaking.* I feel as though I am going to die if I don't take you!

G: *When she drops to her knees, he nearly cries out in despair; the feeling of cold water dropping on his over-sensitive skin akin to it being slapped violently, or burned with ice. It aches! He falls in despair to his knees, and at once is assaulted by her. Before long, she is guiding him inside her. He grimaces at the feeling, the pleasure so intense. He hears her faraway words, his eyes shut for fear of exposing him; he is feeling that inhuman, completely alien (even to his Taelon self) urge again.* Then take me Cadence... fuck me like there is no tomorrow! *he growls as he begins to writhe underneath her, his eyes opening to delight in her view, not caring about anything anymore*

C- *She sits up and rides him, grinding her body against him forcefully, her head thrown back, the water from the shower-head hitting her on her chest, exploding outward in a spray in all directions. Her core begins to contract around him and she hugs herself as if trying to ward off her impending climax. He is watching her, his eyes burning and fever-bright, and she kisses him, her tongue invading his mouth, her hands endlessly petting him wherever they land, one reaching behind her and grabbing at his balls, squeezing him to the point of pain.*

G: *His hands reach out for her dancing breasts; he takes her nipples between his thumb and his index, and starts pinching and tweaking them. He feels her contract around him and groans* So tight... *they kiss ravishingly, and he keeps moving underneath her relentlessly. When her hand squeezes at his balls, his groan escapes into her mouth, and his fingers at her nipples immediately respond as the rest of his body: tensing up like if an electrical shock had just ran through him, pinching her painfully*

C- I don't care if I die! *Her words are in his mouth, *I NEED you! *Her kisses are all over his face and ears, her fingernails digging into his shoulders.* TAKE me! I don't know why but... I need you to take me... to come in me!

G: *Those words echo in the back of his head, and in one second, he has turned her over. Her legs are spread widely and he is lying between them, as he stops his motion and looks down at her, his hands resting by the side of her head like pillars as they support his chest. He moves once, leaving her completely then entering her with one rough move* I’ll come in you and flood you so bad you’ll be able to taste me in your mouth! *he locks his eyes on her, a sudden wildness taking over his features that darken with a mix of evil and dreadful power. 

C - *She is vaguely aware of the discomfort of her body being pressed against the unyielding surface of the floor, but what captures the fullest part of her attention is his eyes, which seem to be glowing in that unnatural way that she remembered from before - when he had taken her until she fainted with the kind of sex that she could scarcely imagine and had never experienced with anyone else!* Yes! That is what I want! *her lips cried out, as though they were a separate entity unto themselves.

But then something comes over him; his face changes in a way she would not have been able to describe had she been asked to do so. There is a darkening, as if a shadow was cast over him, highlighting aspects of his features, making them harder looking...except for his eyes, which glowed with renewed inner fire.

It was a look which frightened Cadence deeply, however even her fear was not strong enough to overcome her feelings of need for him, that gripped her body in a tight fist, squeezing her desires out of her unmercifully. Even lost in her addled thoughts as she was she knew this was not sex for pleasure - this was need, almost on an instinctual level - pure, driving, insatiable need!*

G: *He starts pounding into her, completely unaware of any kindness. He groans through clenched teeth with each thrust, his hair dripping and glued to his back and his face, framing his unnatural blue eyes with black* Tighter Cadence! *he growls demandingly* Grip me tighter! *he cries out as he penetrates her shrinking core, his buttocks contracting as he goes so deep it seems his balls want to go inside her as well*

C - *She spreads her legs wider and tries to raise her hips to meet his thrusts, but he is pummelling her so hard it becomes clear that the only thing she can do is to reach around his shoulders and hold on for her very life! She wonders where he is drawing this frightening strength from, though her worry for him - for herself even, vanishes in the tumult of their animal passions.* Harder... fuck me harder! *She wonders what part of her speaks the words, for he is taking her brutally already, though her body is accommodating, keeping her slick with lubrication. *

G: *He wants to smile at her request, but all he manages is to grimace. He buries his head close to her shoulder, inhaling of her perfume with each breath. It makes him dizzy, delusional, and wild! The effort is taking all of his strength; he can feel it slowly evading him, as her aura increases to blinding proportions. It is as if she is feeding on his life force; he knows that his essence is what she is after, as he knows that is what he needs to offer her. A question ricochets in his mind; who is whose servant now? The only answer remains his need to take her, and in protest, he growls savagely as he once more channel his remaining energy into that act of pure sexual need. *

C- *His body continues to slam against hers and she moans and gasps, sometimes inarticulate, sometimes uttering his name desperately as she held him and he drove into her even harder. He was sweating, and his body temperature was rising still, even over hers, and she knew she was quite feverish.

Her core clamped down on him tightly with the onset of her climax and a small cry escaped from her - in fear, for she knew how overwhelming it would be, and in relief that she would finally be released from her agony. Gabriel was having to use more effort to move into her, but her clenching was bringing him to the edge as well, and still he had that fearsome look - of an animal enraged with its passions. She arched her back as he stiffened to near painful proportions within her. His body was flushed and he was so very hot! Even his cock burned her depths, as though it too were on fire!*

G: *A deep groan escapes him as he feels her tightening around him to nearly painful proportions. It is only due to her being so wet that he is able to keep his speed; but she squeezes him deliciously. He can feel the pressure welling up in his balls, his cock wanting to swell even more to give room for his essence to shoot from him directly into her core. But she is so tight now. And the sensation of his climax building up in his loins is not only making him feverish, it is completely burying him in painful need of release! All he can react to are his own instincts to survive, as any wounded animal would seek for relief; and the only way he knows how is to persist. But the heavy friction is unleashing more than he would wish; he knows he is changing... he had once made love as Taelon, had sex as human, but this was more than that! It was beyond that, and he knew he was changing, his control slipping completely out of his grasp! It went so deep as to make his real body writhe on the gurney it was lying on, and he felt it keenly. It was tormenting!*

C- Gabriel it hurts! You are burning me! *she cried out frantically, though she did not want him to leave her body; she was in climax - one that swept over her in a fiery rush, searing her cells from her innermost being outward, making her feel as though the cold water was sizzling on her skin and she cried, the sound echoing off of the walls with the sound of incredible joy and deepest fear. * 

G: *His features twisted in a grimace, as if he were more deeply in pain than pleasure. He felt her squirming underneath him, faraway he heard her cry and knew he had brought her to the brink of ecstasy again! But he now knew how it felt. His own eyes watered as he looked down at her, a sort of despaired and wild look that unleashed tears that mixed with the droplets of water and sweat running down his face. He was nearly begging for help, drowning in that torment that made him wish for eternity and death at the same time. His body responded by pure instinct and continued to make mad sex to her. He was ready to explode, and he was indeed afraid that it happened. The energy that he had allowed to take him over could be lethal to him... but so would be to back away! There was simply no way out... *

C- *Gabriel had also reached his limits, writhing over her madly, and all she could do was hold him as he went over the edge violently, her shuddering whisper ringing in his ears...*
Yours...

G: Cadence!!! *he screamed out her name as it finally crashed! Even in her tightness, his sex throbbed and swallowed, forcing his essence into her through violent creamy bursts. Load after load left him as he spasmed and squirmed over her uncontrollably! He felt as if his own blood was being drenched from his veins and thrown into her! His life force abandoned him, drop by drop, shooting inside her and bathing her core with more than just sperm from that human body. He felt his eyes closing tightly, but even though hidden behind the eyelids, he was blinded by his own energy emissions. It lasted several more seconds, until the last of his life force had abandoned his body and sought solace in her core, as if that was the place it had belonged to forever. * 

C - *Her head lolled back and her mouth opened slightly when she felt herself drenched by him as he shot into her; it was joy, it was bliss, it was relief! Her body was hungering for his seed and she did not know why! She had never experienced anything like this before in her life and it was frightening to her, even as she moaned, feeling his essence spread within her, enlivening her - it was almost as if he had shot an electric current into her along with his juices, and her body was addicted to it! *

G: *He shuddered a few times more, unable to pull himself from her depths, until his eyes opened to look down at her sadly, almost apologetically, in a goodbye sort of way. In a last thoughtful effort, he rolled over, so he would not fall limply over her. He felt as freshness started washing over him with the drops of raining water, but after that, there was not much more. He had recklessly exhausted every bit of his life force, and he knew he could do no more. As his chest went up and down in its desperate need for fresh air, his eyes closed and he allowed numbness to embrace him in pure absence of spirit, casting upon him the enchantment of relief.*

C - *The look he gave her at the finish of his climax brought her instantly back to normal awareness and reality.* # My God, he is crying! # He had rolled off of her, the former darkness of his expression replaced by near despair, and then his eyes closed and he seemed to fall into unconsciousness.*

GABRIEL! *she cried, her hands shaking him firmly.* Gabriel wake up! *His head lolled and he moaned and she leaned over and kissed him, sobs escaping her lips as she did so. It looked as though she was trying to rouse the sleeping prince with a kiss, but this was no fairytale and he remained still. She pulled a washcloth from the dispenser just outside the stall and ran it beneath the cold water, which still tumbled over them, now uncomfortable on her un-fevered skin. She brought it to his face, gently pressing it to his flushed and hot skin, brushing his hair back as she did so. Once the cloth warmed from his heat, she repeated her actions.* Gabriel, Gabriel wake up... it's okay, you'll be okay! *She lifted his head to rest on her thighs, still cooling him with the water and crooning to him.* I'm so sorry this is all my fault! *Her tears fall on him as she leans in to kiss him all over his face. His flush soon changes to pallor however, though he seems to rouse a bit, moaning softly, looking as though he is in pain.*

G: *his skin sent tiny electrical waves into his brain when her hands touched him; and he thought in the back of his mind he could hear her voice, there was no telling if it was not simply a dream. In his mind, his eyes opened and he looked around, still at loss from where the sound had come from, or where to walk to. It was completely dark and empty. Then an image started to build, and it was as if he could look at himself from above. He was lying, seemingly lifeless, with his head on her lap and she tried to call him back to awareness. He wanted to extend her his hand, so that she would pull him back, but he found no strength to do it. It was as if his real body were pulling him to it; but he also know what a deceiving concept that was, and how the temptation was sure damnation.*

C- Shhh, it's okay...it's okay...I'll help you out of here. *it took all the strength in her aching body, but she manages to half drag him from the showers. He is shivering violently now and so she takes him to an area containing several padded lounging chairs and she helps him to lie down on one. She waves her arm over one of the armrests, but there is no energy shower here, only heat lights that come on with a golden glow to naturally air dry those just out of the shower.* Just relax my love... relax... I will 
be right back... *She covers him with a large, dry towel and goes back to the shower area to get their robes, still discarded on the floor, and realizes that the shower is still running. She steps inside and warms the water to have a quick rinse when she feels the gush between her legs, and she looks down just in time to see the water washing away the remnants of their passion and thinks that surely she had only imagined seeing streaks of creamy white running out of her that had an almost bluish and crystalline tint to it - but it was all gone before she had gotten a true look, and she attributed it to mere water reflection.

Stepping out into the coldness she wraps herself in her robe, noting the many tiny bruises that dot her torso from his hands, and wonders how many he will have from her. But she breathes a sigh of relief when she notices that all her rubbing up against the wall has nearly removed the mark on her chest, leaving the barest hint of its shadow behind, and that too would soon be gone.

Book Four

Part Three

Tenderness and Deception

He fell onto her bed when her arms released him and she removed his robe and covered his nude body with the soft covers, discarding her own robe to crawl under with him. His skin was cooler now as was her own, and so she was able to cuddle close with him, looking into his sleepy eyes, all the while stroking his face with soft fingers, her eyes veiled with worry.* Isn't this better? You will be okay now... I will take care of you I promise. *She kisses him tenderly over his cheeks and tentatively over his lips. She feels so ashamed and completely at fault for his condition, and the tears in her eyes speak greatly of this.* I'm sorry Gabriel...I'm so terribly sorry! I made you even more ill and I hate myself! *She hugs herself to him, nuzzling her face into his shoulder.* I will make you well I swear I will! I won't let anything happen to you - I love you...

G: *The sensation of absentmindedness starts to abandon him slowly, but surely. His body feels neither frozen nor burning, and has returned to normal temperature, allowing all his organs to function towards his recovery. His sensorial perception returns, beginning with his touch, then his sense of smell. Then a whispery sound arrives to his mind, now too low to be a dream. He wants to reply to something, but he starts by moaning and his fingers flex, tickling at her skin* Where... *his throat feels scratchy, and the word is more of a grunt than anything else. Heavy eyelids crack open, to glimpse upon a dark blue ceiling.* Ka’weena... *he speaks in a whisper, inhaling deeply as he finishes. His nostrils are invaded with that familiar scent, and it both sooths and awakens him* Cadence... *he calls softly; his head lolls to the side, and his eyes meet a pair of green sapphires looking at them* hi... *he struggles to smile at her, then his eyes close once more, and take several seconds to reopen.* need nourishment... *he speaks in an effortful breath.* too weak... *he turns his face to the ceiling again, and with one deep breath, that speaks of a plea, his eyelids close, not to open for several minutes*

C - *Her eyes widen and she lifts her head from where she was snuggling him at his utterance of the strange word and she frowns. He was delirious certainly, but the word did not seem nonsensical. But then he calls her name and she smiles and strokes his face. His eyes cannot seem to stay open and so she kisses over his eyelids.* Shhh, don't speak, you are too weak. *She lifts the covers and smoothly slides from the sheets and re-covers him.*  Food, yes, you need that. *She slips into a pair of faded jeans and a cotton T-shirt that has the word "ANGEL" in tiny letters across her chest and walks over to him. He is asleep again and so she merely kisses him on his forehead and smoothes his hair.* Don't be afraid...I won't be gone long.

*~*~*

Twenty minutes later she was back, carrying a try laden with breakfast items. She had run into a couple of her friends who noted the tray with enough for two with knowing smiles, but she had made some hasty excuses on needing to get back to her room which made them giggle, though Cadence was too worried to play the game of innuendo and had continued down the corridor at a purposeful pace. She was exceedingly worried about Gabriel; he was truly ill, and with more than just the flu or some other ordinary illness. She would already be in severe trouble were her superiors to discover that she was taking it upon herself to nurse another volunteer and not get him to the medical lab... # but he had been so adamant not to go there! #  She could not argue with him - he seemed so vulnerable, and her love for him made her buckle to his wishes.


Entering her room again she clears the night table by her bed and sets down the tray, letting the scent of warm food find its way to Gabriel's nostrils. He groaned and opened his eyes when she sat on the edge of the bed.* Well hello, Sleeping Prince. *she says with a sweet and tender smile.* You decided to wake and join us in the land of the living? *she laughs a little to cover her concern and kisses him once. Then she proceeds to lay out the food, first opening the legs on the tray and setting it on either side of his hips, and at the same time, helping him to sit, his back against her fluffy pillows. Pouring a bottle of orange juice into a glass, she brings it to his lips.* Taste... drink... it's very sweet. *When he lingers over the glass without drinking, she takes a sip herself, coating her lips and then leans forward to kiss him, watching as he licks his lips after.* See? I told you it was sweet. *She holds the glass for him again and this time he drinks slowly.

G: *another smell, so much stronger and sickening assaulted his nostrils. Soon after, he heard the noise of movements, and his nose struggled to discern the sweetness of Cadence’s perfume. It was she! He struggled back to awareness and his eyes tried to find her where his nose had failed to. She was looking down at him, those green eyes of hers now shining with something more than the water lubricating them. There was something special and healing in that sight.

When she kisses him he takes the chance to inhale deeply, letting his lungs be invaded by her freshness, as one would inhale pure air little before he dove into the water. She serves him a little of what humans call juice. It’s orange in colour, and extremely unappetizing for that matter. Absentmindedly, he looks at her with a “you must be kidding” sort of look. But his human body seemed to have a saying of its own, and he felt a rather unpleasant dryness in his mouth, and an acute pain on his stomach. That body was both starving and thirsty! When she kisses him and makes him taste of the juice, he has to agree it is quite…* Delicious... *he licks his lips, trying to capture any fugitive drop of her saliva. It was with reluctance and thinking of her taste that he managed to drink it all, sip after sip. The scent of it, however, reminded him of her perfume, so it was not so unpleasant as he thought it would be...*

C - Sighing with relief, she sees if she can now get him to eat.* I brought up scrambled eggs, Gabriel, mixed with cheese - it's delicious...try...*She brings a forkful to his lips and for a moment he looks repulsed!* I swear Gabriel, *small laugh*... sometimes you relish food as though you have never eaten before, and other times you look as though you have never even TRIED food! *another smile and laugh* Open up love...it's good!

G: Yes... *he whispers in between tiny bites; he is clearly forcing himself to swallow. He can taste it, but it’s not like anything he has ever taken to his mouth. Thus far, all he had tasted was she, and he could not complain of her delicious flavour, but that food was indeed repulsive. However, his body seemed to enjoy and know what to do, so once more he allowed it to take the lead* I need nourishment, just like anyone else. But I would say this is a first. *he looks at the tray, then back at her* I have never been served or nourished so kindly by anyone before. *he smiles at her* You are doing your best, and I am very grateful...

C- For the next hour she sat with him, and she did manage to get a full meal into him, in between taking bites herself. She wiped his lips with a napkin and kissed him tenderly, lying down on the bed, though not beneath the covers. Her arms are around him and she caresses him, noting he looks a little better... but not much.* You will get better Gabriel... I will see to that...

G: If you keep tendering me like this, I might get used to it, and decide never to leave. *his body was already feeling a little better, but the sensation of the food he had ingested being digested was something that was occupying much of his thoughts. It was an awkward feeling... His Taelon essence tried at all costs to take the energy from the electrons of the nutrients’ atoms, leaving little or nothing for the body to actually consume. But he was feeling stronger and that was relieving. He was finally at peace, and still too tired and too # happy?! # to go anywhere. So he remained with her, waiting for the body to finish its supplying. Eventually, her caresses hypnotised him and he fell asleep.*

C- *His eyes close and he goes off to sleep again, and after she makes sure that his breathing is steady and that it is indeed only sleep, she sleeps as well, needing rest again from their earlier activities. When she wakes again it is early evening - they had slept for almost six hours! She quietly slips from the bed and goes behind the partition to her small dressing area and pulls on her uniform - not the one T'than had made her wear, but her own, the keyhole collar now not revealing anything but her creamy skin.

Tying her hair back she comes and sits by the bed, shaking him slightly and waiting for him to wake up.* I have to leave soon for bridge duty. One positive thing from my meeting with Zo'or... I have been reassigned back to the bridge away from that little troll T'than, and I believe that I shall never have to lay eyes on that bastard of a Taelon again! *She leans over to kiss him to punctuate her words, and smiles...*

G: *He protests at her awaking him with groans slightly as his eyelids open... but when she speaks of leaving, and most of all, Zo’or, he shakes his head and forces himself to awareness* You’re leaving already? *he asks worriedly, then glancing at the clock. In her previous schedule, she would have to report only in two hours. She kisses him, but it doesn’t change his anger* That annoying Taelon brat! I don’t see how him changing your schedule is a good thing. *he immediately adds something upon noticing the look on her face* He just robbed me of two hours with you. 

C - *At first his anger surprises her, but then a soft smile comes to her face, despite his fussing, for that is exactly what he was doing. She reached out to caress his face and head, knowing that his mood is likely his illness talking.* Taelon brat huh? *she says, her eyes dancing with laughter.* I know he is young, but I do hope that you don't say that within earshot of him. *She laughs, her cheeks rosy and she still keeps petting him, trying to calm him.*

G: *He smiles smugly at her, surprised at how much easier it was for him to do it again; but when he tried to move to see just how far that miraculous recovery had gone, he found that no miracle had taken place. He still could not move on his own, and his debilitated body warned him of that by nearly causing him to faint* Whoa... *he lets his head sink back into the pillows, then speaks to her* I know I cannot ask you to stay, but Cadence, it will do me no good to be left here to wonder if you are safe or not. What were the negative things from your meeting with Zo’or? Please, you must tell me! *he ends his speech softly, almost in a plea, his features taking on a pouting look. He had learned that strategy from her, and he had to admit it could do wonders!*

C - *She plumps the pillows around him as he has to lay back and tells him to lie still and that he is nowhere near ready to get up. But then he is asking her about the bridge again, and pouting at her - his look so tenderly touching she cannot help but to lean forward and kiss those petulant lips.* I love you... *she says softly, and then turns and sits back on the edge of the bed, her profile to him as she looks straight ahead.* ... and if you were *anyone* else I would consider your questions out of line. I trust you will keep this between us? *she is still looking straight ahead - she finds the incident easier to talk about when she cannot see those deep blue eyes that she knows are gazing at her intently.*

G: Of course. *he smiles at her* Thank you for the trust you place in me. I assure you, your secrets will be safe. *his hand searches for hers, which is resting by the bed’s edge.* Go ahead Cadence. *he says, noticing how hard it seems for her to speak. It makes him all the more nervous, and once more, he has doubt as to why that is: concern for her, or fear for what Zo’or might have discovered.* It’s ok. *he squeezes her hand firmly*

C - He...wanted to know why T'than had pulled myself, and another Volunteer named Chandra Sheridan off of our bridge duty, since we are privileged - in personal service to him. He wanted to know if I had mentioned to T'than that by taking me into his own service, that it conflicted with my actual bridge duty. *derisive laugh* As though T'than cared about that! He was too busy tormenting me in that cell or in his offices to be concerned with such a trivial matter of causing the conflict of my shift! *She takes a breath, getting control of her anger.* Of course I was not able to divulge this to Zo'or, and I merely stated that I did not know why I had been reassigned. *She grimaces and her arms wrap around herself as she shivers, and her head drops, her eyes now upon the floor. Her voice is almost a whisper.* He was... not satisfied with my answers and so... he initiated a sharing. *She looks back at him, not going on about the details of the sharing, but her face holds a pleading look.* Gabriel...please...please don't ask me anymore about this! Though I did eventually see another side of Zo'or before he finally let me go... on the whole it was not an experience that I will cherish, and I don't want to think about it anymore.

G: *He listens attentively, his hand gripping at hers tightly, though he was not sure if he wanted to comfort her, or her to comfort him. Yes, she was right, T’than couldn’t care less if the shifts collided. He had gone to the trouble of assigning other volunteers when Cadence and Chandra were away, but obviously Zo’or noticed his employees, and knew their identities. When other Taelons would not even bother to look twice, Zo’or seemed to pay great attention to his humans. That had been a mistake on the General’s account! And he hated mistakes.* 

# Sha’bra! #

*But he is left little time to be angry at his flaw. When she speaks of not having been able to speak of the truth to Zo’or, his brow shoots up. Why had that been? Eventually, Zo’or would have discovered T’than was to blame. In that specific matter, he would prefer the human to him; he would have protected her for sure. Something T’than could not understand the reason to... even though... the sight of her did mess with his thoughts. As much as hearing her speak of a sharing did! 

He notices that by the way he is gripping at the sheet, now that she seems to be hugging herself, he would have broken her fragile hand if he was still holding it.* A sharing??? *he speaks, furious, his pale face flushing with reddish anger* That bastard... he... *he catches himself and his voice lowers, as do his eyes, as he finishes almost sadly* he raped you? *he looks up at her.* I’ll make him pay! I swear! Whatever it is he took from your mind, will cost him dearly! *his eyes shine in that unnatural way for a moment, returning to their usual softness when he looks back at her.* Cadence... I am so sorry... about everything. You’ve been through so much lately... *he extends his hand to her, asking for her to come closer, as he could not rise to comfort her properly*

C- I am just grateful that I got my shift back, for I don't think that I could stand working in T'than's offices again. *She looks at him and crawls up to lay next to him.* You know very well how the War Minister is - how arrogant and overbearing. *She kisses his cheek and a smile returns to her* You don't have to worry for me Gabriel...on the bridge I will be safe. You should be delighted that I will never have to work or see T'than again - THAT would be enough to cause worry. *Her arms go around him and she speaks happily* Just think - I will never be in that horrible cell again, and best of all...T'than will never_ever lay a finger on me again.

G: *His hand plays with her hair as she continues, this time speaking of T’than.* I know T’than is the wickedest Taelon ever to board this ship, but what Zo’or did to you... *he tries to pull her closer, but fails, so instead he chooses to walk his hand over her body* It was rape, and it is forbidden of Taelons to force a sharing on anyone! I think you truly need to get off this ship my precious. *he restrains from stating that he “knew” T’than well enough to know he would not give up on her. Re-conquering her had the special bonus of annoying Zo’or, and if he played it right, he would be victorious in the end.* And... *he smiles down at her* you have to admit that cell has left you with more than bad memories. *he winks and smugly grins at her, as a finger makes his way from her cheek, and down her body* Yes, he will not lay a finger on you ever again... 

C - *She lays by him, her body shivering slightly and she knows he will think it is due to her relating her unpleasant experience, though it is more due to his violent and angry reaction to what she'd told him. He looked like he wanted to kill Zo'or! And how did he know what was forbidden for Taelons and what was not? It was such a peculiar thing to say...* You mustn't do anything rash where Zo'or is concerned - he is the leader here and if you attempted anything against him you would be executed! *Her voice becomes more fearful with every word.* I love you! I can't risk losing you! 

G: Ooh, he can be leader Cadence, but he has weaknesses, as do all Taelons. And you may trust me on this, if he does try anything against you again, he will suffer the consequences. But worry not, I will not do anything you don’t wish me to. *his tone is calm, but filled with obviously repressed anger* You will not lose me. And this promise stands above all others. *he kisses her forehead and his face brightens as he looks at her*

C - *She hugs him closer and looks up into his face, her expression one of dread as she gathers her words to tell him more.* Gabriel... I have already tried to flee this ship... two days ago as a matter of fact. I wanted you to come with me, but I didn't know where to find you! *There are tears in her eyes* I was going to leave and then call my friend Chandra and have her look for you, and then call you both away from this accursed place! *She sniffles and lets out a shaking breath* I made it as far as the shuttlebay before they caught me... T'than's Volunteers. They took me back to that cell and...and...

G: *His look changes to surprise. Inside he smirks and it takes all his control to pull through the next little scene* You tried to escape? Alone? *he holds her close* I told you to warn me when you would do that, I would have helped you! You took too big a risk! *he kisses her head, burying his nose in her hair as he does so* Hurricane Cadence... *his lips contract in a smile against her scalp; he feels her shivering as she nearly speaks her last words under her breath.* Are you all right?  

C- *She pulls away and sits up, her back to him, her voice in utter defeat.* T'than had them strip me... and while he watched... he let the three of them, there had been four but I broke his nose. They... touched me... and other things. He was going to let them rape me I think... as a punishment, but he did not let it continue. I don't know why. All I know is that I was so frightened! I will never forgive him for that! 

G: *He looks at her, his mouth half-opened from his surprise; in his face one could read his disbelief. What she was telling him was something of incredible.* Touched you? *he looks at his hands, then at her body, now concealed by the uniform. She continues to speak of rape, and he looks blankly down.* My god... you have been keeping this all to yourself? All this suffering and fear... *then he shakes his head as his mind plays the word “punishment”.* What reason would he have to punish you? *His eyes search for the mark, and they manage to see only what appears to be a small stain, but nothing to catch anyone’s attention* That bastard... *he hisses, his teeth clenched* 

C- *She turns on him, her voice quiet, though it is clear she is angry* What Zo'or did seems mild in comparison! *She falls back into his arms, her face wet. She looks at her clock and sees she will have to leave soon.* I just wish that all of this...these games he plays to torment me would stop! *pause*  I can't think about leaving again now - I am too concerned about you. While I am gone, just rest here – promise me... *she looks down at him awaiting his reply.*

G: I disagree. Your mind if your most precious thing Cadence. If a Taelon invades it in such way, he is raping not only your mind, but your body as well. Their essence is in you while they are at it... You may ask me how I know this... *he looks down, managing to pull his knees up under the sheets and resting his arms on them* because they did it to me once. I know how painful it is to have your mind shredded to pieces just because they want to know something! They have no respect for your privacy or identity. *then he adds sadly* They let me live, but some of the persons I loved disappeared. Killed, I have no doubt. The Taelons tried to erase those events from my mind, but slowly and surely, I started remembering. This is why Cadence... *he looks sideways at her, then his chin goes up and he is facing her directly* I cannot let them do the same to you. T’than was mild in his punishment if all he did was torment you. There are much worse ways to do it *he points at his temple* they can make you pain in ways you can’t even conceive! *silence goes deep in the room for a couple of seconds, then he continues, once more looking down* You just wait until I am well again... I promised I would protect you Cadence, and thus far I have failed miserably... but no more. You may ask anything of me, but do not ask me to let them do you harm without fighting back. They have no right... *he extends his hand to her* not to you.

C - *Tears run down her face freely as he relates his previous experiences with the Taelons, and now she understands why he spoke of them with anger when she had first met him in the cell - when he spoke of he and the Synod Leader at great odds with each other. She wondered if it had been Zo'or to perpetrate an unwanted sharing, though with the brutality in which it had apparently been committed, it seemed more the style of another Taelon... They both lie back and relax, a forlorn silence over them both as they contemplate their respective sorrows in each others embrace.* 

G: *he pulls her close to him, and once she snuggles, his lips twist in a sort of evil smile and his eyes gleam in their unnatural blueness. He had her under control at last. He knew exactly how to pull it through now. She had just chained herself to him in a way she could not break free. Then he feels her head turning, and he immediately disguises his look to one of sadness, his features twisted by a slight pout.* 

C- I am so sorry for your losses of those whom you loved, Gabriel. *she sniffles and wipes her eyes.* We should find Chandra and just go! I could find someone on Earth to remove that device... *she stops, not having meant to say that, and continues on another track, sitting up and preparing to rise from the bed. She stands and leans over to touch his cheek thoughtfully.* I know that you are well able to fight back Gabriel... and do not blame yourself for an illness which you cannot control having. *slight smile* Perhaps... there will be no need for you to fight back, to anyone. I am away from T'than now as I said, and I really do think that everything will be okay now, and maybe you and I can now continue in our relationship in peace and in happiness. *Those words spoken, she leans over and kisses him on the lips lingeringly, lovingly.*

G: Maybe. *he speaks as if on a cue* But you are wrong, this illness is my fault, and I will see that it is overcome. However *he draws a smile* I will think of running with you first. You can even speak to your friend, if she is 100% reliable. We cannot take chances. If we are caught... *he ceases his speech and looks at her alarmingly, but her kiss washes all tension from his features, and he is somewhat at peace when she bids him farewell.*

C- Now lie back and sleep. When I return in a few hours I'll bring food and if you are awake after that we can talk until we both fall asleep in each other's arms. If you need anything just call me. I am going to keep a datastream open while I am on the bridge, so I will be watching over you as you rest. *Her manner is protective and tender as she kisses him one last time and then goes out the door, locking it behind her.*

G: Talk... *he looks down pensively* gosh, I hate being like this! *he lies down, a little as a spoiled opposed kid would and pulls the blankets almost to his nose* Yes Ma’am *he grins under the sheets, but it shows in his eyes* I’ll be a good boy and sleep tight now. *he pulls the covers down for a kiss, then watches sadly as she walks away, locking the door behind her; her grins at that gesture. If only she knew how deceiving it was. He waits a few minutes, until he can no longer feel her presence nearby, and struggles to sit on the bed. He has little time before she reaches the bridge and opens the datastream to watch him. 

Seated on the edge, he looks at the mirror, a smirk playing in his lips* As much as this was nice, my little slave girl, it is time I leave. *he studies his looks; nasty. The human shell had been overused, it was slowly suffering the consequences of numerous and prolonged consciousness transfers. He looked awfully pale, and felt terribly weak. But he had felt like that in his own body as well... it worried him.

A hand rises up to his face to touch at that ephemeral façade. His expression is empty as he keeps staring at the mirror. Then, suddenly, it changes to decisiveness, and that same hand waves on a datastream. A male volunteer’s image materialises in thin air and salutes him* Pick me up at Volunteer Blue’s chambers in one hour, and bring a disruptor. Use the mirror passageway from my offices, but take the corridor entrance. Prepare the transfer room for my arrival. *without further word, he waves it off, and goes back to the warmth of the blankets.* Ah, my little Cadence... peace will be naught but a dream for you... naught but a dream... *he lets his eyelids close and allows himself to slumber*

Book Four

Part Four

The Kidnapping Of Gabriel

C- There were two other Volunteers working bridge duty this evening, though because her shift was earlier than it had been and it was a somewhat busier time, this was of no surprise to her. She waved on a stream to her quarters and saw that Gabriel was sleeping peacefully and so she reduced it, only waving it up fully when she was certain she was not being observed.

She worked quietly, her mind on what she was doing, though only enough to make sure that she did her work correctly. The greatest percentage of her thoughts was on Gabriel, and wondering what it was that afflicted him so - the illness that seemed to come and go in its severity, and that seemed to afflict her to a lesser degree as well. Something that Gabriel had said to her was also shadowing her mind as well; that T'than's punishments of her had been mild, and a shudder went through her whole body as she wondered what else he could do to her that could possibly be worse than what she had suffered so far.

~

Her shift dragged on and she looked at the chronometer as if willing the minutes to pass faster. It had been an hour since she had last looked in on Gabriel and so she maximized her datastream and a panicked cry escaped her lips when she saw that he was surrounded by four hulking Volunteers whom she knew all too well. They surrounded her bed and were lifting him, and just as they were about to carry him away the transmission went to static.*

G: *he woke up at the minimal sound, and saw his 4 minions walking from behind the mirror. He knew she would be checking on him, so he played his part by pretending to be startled and fighting with all his strength against his attackers. But they soon immobilized him and plunged a needle into his neck; he immediately relaxed, in a most unnatural way. He was actually feeling quite well and awake. After all, what Taelon wouldn’t after a tiny dose of core energy? But to those who watched the scene, it would appear he had just been drugged. It was rather easy for the guards to lift his limp body. He spoke between his teeth at them* Close the datastream and erase the recording of the past minutes, now. *after that, he lashed at the guards and ordered them to let go. He was once more able to stand and move on his own, but although he felt more energised, he was not at all feeling completely well.* Proceed back to your duties, fast. *with that, he rose and paced the room towards the mirror, the four guards walking closely behind him.*

C- NO! *she screamed, making the other two Volunteers jump and look her way, startled.* GABRIEL! *she cried, heedless of their stares as she tried to re-engage the visual image to no avail. She told them to take over her station because she had to leave, to which one officer replied,* Zo'or is gonna kill you when he finds out that you left your post.

*Cadence looked back as she stepped through the door, her voice grim.* Then I'll see him in Hell....

*She ran through the corridors, breathless by the time she reached her room, and a chill went through her as she noted that her door was still locked. She entered the code and entered, the sight of her empty bed enough to send her into complete panic.* GABRIEL! *she screamed. *Back into the hall she went, calling his name, not caring who heard her or the stares she drew as 
she ran, knowing she was headed for T'than's offices, knowing her pulse raced in fear at the idea of going there, but drawn by her heart to save the one she loved more than her own life.

G: *he was already in T’than’s office by the time she arrived. He took the chance to completely dismiss the volunteers and sit on the Taelon chair. He watched with a smirk on his lips when she burst into her room crying out for Gabriel. With an evil thought playing in his mind, his hand waved the special panel open and he made sure to make her feel T’than’s sting. He knew she would be running towards that room in no time. So, he rose and walked towards the door to his tiny lab, only a rather secret corridor away.* 

C- Waving open the door to T'than's outer office she ran in and through into his main office, which was dark and empty* GABRIEL! Where are you! *she shouted as she spun slowly in the empty room, calling out to no one.* Gabriel!...

G: *He closed the door to such passageway just as she entered his room. He would have loved to take the change to mind fuck her, but given what he had just pulled out, he would have plenty of time and opportunities for that.* I am right here, my precious... I am right here... *He blew a kiss thru the door at her, and disappeared in the shadow towards the lab. In only a few minutes, he was awakening back in his Taelon body, one that required urgent nourishment.*

As his crystalline blue eyes opened, T’than stared incredulously at his hands. There had been a moment when he believed he would never be in his own body again; a moment when he thought his end to be at sight. He looked back at the human shell, now empty and lifeless. How could she love that?

His tongue grazed over his lips at the thought of her. Quite the human mannerism, and he caught it just as he felt no flavour. Indeed, he was back in his Taelon body. He remained reclined for some moments, just staring at the ceiling and contemplating his last days of life. He had been this close to being defeated by Zo’or. But Cadence had been loyal after all; she had not spoken. Out of fear, out of respect or stubbornness, it did not matter. It had not been for the one reason that had her crying for Gabriel just a few minutes ago for sure! What ultimately mattered was that she had been silent. And he had been able to tell her not to trust Zo’or, or any Taelon, so that would guarantee that she would not confide in anyone that could jeopardize him. She heard and trusted Gabriel; more than that, she loved him. And he... he hated that human shell! How could humans fall for such petty tricks? How could she?

The image of her shining aura formed in his mind, but he quickly drove it away. His body had immediately began to react to it, rather negatively if he knew the meaning of that blushing that overtook him by the mere thought of her. He rose up in an elegant movement, and hopped onto the floor. Then, nearly floating, he made his way to his private chambers, struggling against continuously forming pictures. He would need rest, privacy, and most of all, an energy shower!*

~

C - *It had taken over two hours of stealthily checking different chambers and areas on the ship for Cadence to realize that she would not find Gabriel...anywhere. She also knew that there were many areas she could not check - the Taelon sector being in the forefront of her mind, not to mention other secret places that were sure to exist - that secret cell was proof of that.

She felt sure that his abduction was T'than's doing, for the four who took him, quickly drugging him into unconsciousness had been his personal Volunteers. Perhaps they had taken him and placed him in that cell, or another just like it in some other hidden place that no one knew about. Regardless, she did not even know where that hidden cell was!

She had even gone as far as to check Medical, but he was not there, and when the medics took one look at her, they began to converge, scanning instruments at the ready in their hands, and she had fled.

Distressed and defeated, she had returned to her quarters, just sitting in the dark on the edge of the bed, her hand stroking where her lover had so recently lain. She stared straight ahead at nothing, not knowing what her next move should be, feeling completely bereft and empty of spirit and hope. She nearly screamed when her chime sounded and she rushed to answer the door, hoping against all hope that it would be him, somehow escaped. Her heart nearly stopped its rapid beating in her chest when she was confronted by the hulking figure of the handsome black Volunteer whom she had met several times now under less than wonderful circumstances.

Her eyes were wide and she backed away from the door, but the man only smiled at her charmingly and handed her a small, white box, tied with a large pink bow. Her eyes went to it and she took it gingerly from his hands and watched as he winked at her and walked back down the hall, never looking back.

Sitting back on her bed she brought up the lights and just looked at the box in her hands, wary and wondering. Eventually her fingers pulled on the satin fabric and it whispered as the bow disintegrated, sounding more like a hiss. Using both hands she lifted the cover carefully and her brow creased with confusion. It was a global. She needed one actually, having short-circuited 
hers, but who would send one...like this?

She let it fall onto the bed, where it bounced and then came to rest near her hip, unnoticed, for she had returned to the hollowness of her empty thoughts where she remained for the next thirty minutes, until she was roused by the sharp and demanding beeping coming from the little device next to her. She looked over at it and with a shaking hand picked it up and brushed her finger over the 'Accept' button...*

Book Four

Part Five

A Meeting With Gabriel’s ‘Captor’
GT: After a few hours of the blessing energy shower, he was feeling quite improved. His plan was already in march, and by his calculations, he had a few hours before Cadence would be free to meet with him. It would not be wise on his part to make her skip bridge duty on the first day back at it. One of his human minions had been assigned to deliver to her the little gift from him. He had a feeling she would detest it profoundly... and it was just wonderful!

The volunteers sent back the signal that had awakened him. It announced that delivery had been made. T’than waited for a few minutes, to let her open it and study it, maybe to build up suspense. When her image flashed into his datastream, he immediately smirked.

Ah, Miss Blue. Long time no see. *he delighted at the fury and yet deep sadness in her eyes, and regretted the fact that global could not show more than her plain image. He motions his head and if trying to look behind her* May I ask why are you in your quarters when you should be on the bridge? You would not want to infuriate Zo’or, not ever again. 

C - *She does not answer him, only glares at him resentfully, angrily.*

GT: *his eyes squint slightly, then a teasing look takes over his features* As I can imagine, you must be feeling my absence quite badly. *his smirk broadens* I can see you have been crying, and I really cannot blame you. So, because I am so caring of you, you are hereby invited to come to my offices, for a little meeting. Of course, as you can understand, and given that you have chosen the bridge duty, such meeting cannot take place before you are over with it. *some static takes over the global, and then an image appears, of a human body, half-covered only with a sort of thermo-blanket over it: Gabriel!; the image is there for one second and is gone again* 

C - # Gabriel! # *Her mind cries and her look instantly changes to fear and despair. She still says nothing to him, though there are new tears in her eyes, and occasionally a small hiccupping breath escapes her as she holds back her sobs.*

GT: Forgive the interruption. I am sure there must be interference in the global network. *he rolls his eyes* Ah, yes, I will have you escorted from your chambers in 9 hours. Please wear something nice. *he smiles, almost seductively at her* You will want to please me. *his speech is finished with pure evil showing in his tone. His eyes shine in pure sadistic delight at her despair; he was growing so accustomed to her tender loving care, he had nearly forgotten how wonderful it felt to have her squirming in his hand. He kept the channel open for a second more, then waved it off, just as he knew she was about to say something.*

C - You bastard! What have you done to... *but the transmission is cut and her global goes dark.* Gabriel....*The final word of her sentence comes as a whisper. T'than has him! She knows for sure now, and she shivers with both rage and fright. HOW can he expect her to work knowing what she knows! But she worries that if does not do as he asks and return to duty, that Gabriel would surely be at risk. She stands and goes to the door, but before she can open it she is overcome with her despair, her tears coming in a drowning torrent down over her face as she slides down the wall, her head on her knees, her arms wrapped around her legs, her body shaking with her cries.* Please... please... *she whispers*... I can't take anymore of this!

*She looks up at the ceiling, her face pleading silently, but then she looks down again and, wiping her face, proceeds out the door toward the bridge. The other two Volunteers were still there, though when they saw her face they did not dare to approach her, and in fact looked at each other with a mix of curiosity and fear when on one occasion, she worked with tears leaking from her eyes to wet her cheeks. As her shift thankfully ended and the morning shift came on, she fled, avoiding all questions and running back to her room where she lay on her bed, unable to rest, though she tried.

Her "escorts" would be there shortly and so she got up to dress, first wiping her face of all its tears and brushing out her hair, which she decided to tie into a bun on the top of her head, though unruly tendrils still escaped it to surround her face, making her look prettier than she wanted to be.

She pulled off her uniform, barely noticing the baby blue shimmering lace underwear and bra she wore, so concerned was she with picking out a *special* outfit for T'than. She smiled for the first time when she had it on - an old gray sweatshirt with the emblem from her academy emblazoned over her chest in faded black letters, and an old pair of jeans she thought she had long ago thrown away; she should have considering that they were faded to almost white, with one of her knees peeking through the hole in the leg. A pair of old but clean sneakers and socks and she was ready when the chime rang.

She barricaded her fear behind a facade of calm when she saw two familiar brutes awaiting her. They did not take her anywhere unfamiliar, only to his offices, and so she was able to keep her composure, for now. They walked her through the outer office and Cadence was seized by that same odd feeling that there were eyes on her - as if she could sense him. *

GT: *Time flew as he rested on his chair. When one of the volunteers contacted him to warn of their arrival to Cadence’s chambers, T’than rose and walked to his offices. It took him some time to bury his smirk under the mask of indifference and coldness with which he would greet her. It was about time she learned that he was not playing games anymore. He had been seated in his chair, watching as the shining dot in his panel moved on the map towards where he waited. He knew she was stepping into his offices even before he could hear her soft footsteps. And his mind could see her long before she jumped into sight.*

C - *She stepped into his inner office, her hands behind her back, and looking like a ragamuffin, and when he looked at her clothes, she looked back with a "what did you expect?" kind of look, and then she folded her arms over her breasts and she stared at him petulantly.*

GT: Miss Blue... *he nodded, then waved the guards away as one would do a datastream* So kind of you to join me. I trust you had a pleasant shift? *he did not try to repress the initial smirk that overtook his lips. It would be better for her to feel more relaxed until it was time for him to make his move. He would strike to kill then, and her defiance mattered little or nothing. 

He looked at her from head to toe. Even in those rags, which she had clearly put on to challenge him – rather recklessly, he would add – she was the prettiest thing. There was an inner glow about her that he knew drove his male volunteers crazy, and that just made one want to reach out and hug her. But he knew there was also a fire burning in her lithe curvaceous body, that deceiving lambskin hid the wolf not many had the chance of meeting. He had a feeling she would only show it to those who were a challenge to her, and she loved the feeling. It was stronger than her: it was her very nature.*

*But, as the smirk vanished, his features were left on the shadow of his anger, and the same kind of evilness he had not allowed himself to wear in quite some time returned. He had that aura of dreadful power to him when he spoke again.* I believe I need not state the reason why I have called you here. Though the mark of your treachery is gone *he draws a finger over his own chest* fact remains that you have repeated it, after my more than clear warning. *he reclines completely in his chair, his fingers still and rigid on the armrests, giving away no emotion.* This is perhaps the third time I am disappointed in you. Certainly, you did not expect to be free from me just because you fell on Zo’or’s good graces. You do not work under his wing 24 hours per day... *he pauses for a moment, to study her behaviour. Her aura is shimmering in a complex mix of emotions. For starters, she is wishing he would just drop dead; though a part of her is fearful, of what he might do, not only to her, but most importantly, to Gabriel.* And you are MY servant. Remember what we agreed; it was about time you understood whom you belong to. 

C - *She cannot believe she is standing here again! She had truly believed that she would never see T'than again, but she realizes that she should have known better. And he is different somehow too; her supposed betrayal to him is not resting with him well at all, and his demeanor is quite fearsome, and she has to use much of her self control to stand there calmly. Even so, there is another thought within her of wanting to attack him, though this feeling is not as strong, overruled by her fear. Her hand rises to her chest when he mentions the mark.* # How does he know it is gone? #

GT: *he waves on his datastream, letting the same picture of before show* Your dearest lover is not exactly in the Taelons’ good graces. He suffers from an illness we inflicted on him and that has made him captive to this ship... If he leaves here, he dies. *he looks directly into her eyes, delighting on her difficulty to focus on either him or the datastream* 

C - *Her hand, still at her chest, grabs at the fabric of her shirt when she sees Gabriel's image within the datastream and her blood turns to icewater when T'than speaks of all that has been afflicted upon him, ending it with the ultimate threat. She finds herself looking between the image of the unconscious figure of the one she loves, and the seated figure of a Taelon she *thought* she had been attracted to. # No! HE made me feel that way - it wasn't me! I hate him! # *She looks back to T'than, her words spoken low, almost so he must read her lips.* You beast! You devil!

GT: I have known for quite some time that he has been warming your bed. In normal circumstances, that would not affect me in the least, and I must even admit you fell right into my hands when you fell in love with him. But I was kind to warn you in time, long before I acted. But since you did not obey, as you should, I reflected on the matter and decided to give you this small incentive. *his face darkens even more, as he speaks in a hiss* If you do as I tell you, Gabriel will live. If you add something more to your services, willingly and as the good slave you are *his eyes squint, but his expression remains unaltered* I might even consider healing him. If not... He will suffer, *his finger brushes over the control panel, and the body on the datastream convulses* extensively. 

C - No stop! *She cries, her hand going out to the datastream as though she could somehow soothe Gabriel by touching it. She knew well the pain T'than could inflict - she had felt it shoot through her midsection the previous evening, letting her know he was there, asserting control.* Stop hurting him T'than! He has suffered enough! Okay! I'm here! I am listening to you, just PLEASE stop that!

GT: *with that, the two hulking volunteers that had escorted there re-entered the room, as the remaining two of the troop waited outside* I am glad we understand each other. These men will escort you to your new chambers, and guard you while you are there. In a few hours, you will return to your bridge duty, and whenever I request your presence, you will find them waiting in your room to escort you back to the cell. If a word about this leaves your mouth, you might find your lover in your bed again, only this time, stiff and frozen from rigor mortis! *he stares her down for a moment, then adds, annoyingly placidly* Any doubts?

C - Doubts T'than? No, you have removed them all, thank you. *She says, a small smile on her lips that has nothing to do with happiness.* I now know with certainty that I am in Hell. 

GT: You could be in Heaven. *he adds almost sadly, a hint of his sensibility stepping to the light and tainting his voice* Remember you chose this way. I gave you more options that I had to any of my servants. But I am one to admit my mistakes, and rectify them at once!

C- *Her eyes look sadly at the datastream and then directly into his eyes, her own on fire before she spins on her heel and walks over to the two guards, who step on either side of her and join with the other two outside and escort her away, to a place she is very familiar with...a place that barely even makes her flinch as she steps inside and feels the rush of air as the barrier is waved back up. She looks up at the mirrored ceiling, seeing herself brush a tear from her eye, before she goes over to sit down on the floor in front of the bed, her back against it, her knees drawn up, as she stares ahead and waits...*

Book Four

Part Six

Their Lustful Condition – The Answer Revealed
GT: *He arrives to the corridor that leads to the cell. Two of the volunteers pass by him, the other two remain behind to guard her as he had ordered. He steps into the light, still in time to see as she brushes away her tears, seemingly unaware of his presence.* Make no mistake. *he speaks calmly* Unlike what you believe, I take no pleasure in what I am doing. Fact remains Gabriel would have died in your room before you had arrived from your shift on the bridge. I know, because it was I who first sent him here, to meet with you. Once I had five guards, now I am left with only four. His demeanour soon gave away the truth; the mark on your chest sealed it. *he steps closer to the door* I am only a monster because you forced me to become so; and here today, you will be given no rest. *the two volunteers, once looking straight ahead into the end of the corridor, turn to the inside of the cell*

C - *She makes a motion to the two guards who turn with his words.* Do you script these things for dramatic flair T'than? *She stops her sarcastic tone when she looks into his face then and her eyes squint slightly as she listens intently to what he has to say about Gabriel, but she is not only listening. He has that look again; strange, melancholy, wistful even. It is the look that pulls at her heart as she tries to look into him, to decipher the enigma that he is. It is the look that draws her up and close to the door, her expression one of sadness, and curiosity as she watches him.* Perhaps you should have just let him die then, *she says, her body pressed close against the frame of the door to the cell, her face so close to the barrier.*...for what purpose does leaving him to live and suffer your torments serve except to bring you pleasure, despite what you say? *She is on the brink of sorrow as she continues, her face so close to the forcefield now that the wisps of her hair lift and float around her 
face.*

You delight in telling me that *I* am the servant and that *you* are the master, and that I have no means by which to control you, so tell me, *Dear* War Minister, how is it that *I* have forced you to be_anything  - monster or otherwise? *A tear runs down her face and she raises her index finger and points it at him.* No! Don't you dare put that on me! I have no control here, and it doesn't matter anyway! YOU ARE what YOU_want_to_be! *She watches as his expression turns to stone with her words, though she does not back away.*

GT: Tell me what Zo’or saw in the sharing. *he orders her, his expression empty, even of the hint of pity that had appeared when he had first stepped into the light* Or I will force one myself, and you can trust I will not have Zo’or’s reservations.

C - *A chill goes through her with his words and she casts a fleeting look at her hand which supports her leaning figure against the wall, her palm against the door frame, and she unconsciously makes a fist.* So, you tortured Gabriel to gain this information? *There are barely restrained sobs in her voice as she imagines what he must have done to make Gabriel tell him the secrets she'd confided.* You ARE a monster!

GT: Monster? I believe it would appear so to your eyes, but no, Miss Blue. I am just one who owns you. You sold your body and soul to the devil when you became a volunteer and agreed to come to this ship. Was it really a dream that made you come, or was it ambition? *his head tilts* To everything there is a price, and you are paying yours. I did not tell you to sleep with Gabriel. It is your fault, and yours alone, for it was your _lust_ that guided your actions.

C- *she cries, turning from the door and then back to glare at him.* And to think that there was once a time when I thought that I ...# loved you # *her thoughts finish, not allowing her to deny the truth. She bites her lip and looks away.* If you force a sharing upon me, you will be the only one...*she looks back at him, her eyes dark*...for Zo'or did not. *She allows her words to sink in, a taunting smile on her lips as she runs the fingers of one hand seductively over the open palm of her other.* Yes T'than...I allowed it! You_left_me_there to be interrogated alone, holding all of your secrets - left me to fend for myself against Zo'or, someone you KNEW I would have no defense against! I was terrified!

GT: Of course you were. You seem to have the capacity to be scared when you shouldn't, and be arrogant when it is most unwise.

C- *Her hands ball into fists at her sides as she rages at him, her face flushed brightly, her eyes shining with angry tears.* I didn't know what to do! You never prepared me for what could happen! You should have made better excuses when you took me from my bridge shift, and so what happened is ALL your fault! *She takes a breath and calms her voice, though it is clear she is still very angry.*

GT: *he nearly laughs at her remarks and behavior* Better excuses? You give yourself too much value, Miss Blue. I merely substituted you by another volunteer on the bridge shift. But Zo'or seems to notice his servants *his eyes gleam suggestively* specially the young blond females. And yes, I have to give it to him, he has been quite clever.

C- Perhaps I should thank you though, for now I know that you_lied_to_me about him. He isn't like you at all! He is compassionate, and certainly not a monster like you! *Going back to the door, she again puts her face as close as possible, so when she looks at him he will not miss the full impact of her taunting words. She wants to hurt him, as he has hurt Gabriel, and since words are the only weapons available to her, she utters some that she hopes will sting him.* Actually, I have decided that I like him very much... more than that... *taunting smile*... in fact... *she glides a fingernail down the barrier letting the crackle of electricity emphasize her words*...if it were he standing at this cell asking me to do some of the things that you demand of me...*pause and smile deepens to smugness*... I would not say no, for he is definitely *more* of a Taelon that YOU will EVER be!

GT: *he smirks profusely* Of course he is such the benevolent Taelon. He has admitted himself to be a benign despot compared to me. And I guess he was, even with Gabriel. I suggested Gabriel to be eliminated in the past, he gave him that illness. *his eyes shine brightly as he seems to grow in his aura of power, as the god who looks at the mere mortal and lectures on how his giving has been misused* So yes, he is more of a Taelon than I would ever _wish_ to be. *with that, the barrier between them dissolves, and he grabs her wrist, pushing her backwards into the cell and he walks inside of it; his eyes speak of anger, controlled hurt, and most of all, a strange wildness* But now, as I have earned the tittle of monster, I shall make great use of it.

C - *Even with him holding her wrist, making her step backwards she shouts at him* I don't believe you! Zo'or didn't make him sick, YOU did! I don't believe that it was Zo'or...I WON'T!

GT: *he forces her to walk backwards until she is pinned against the wall. It had been quite some time since he had felt that powerful... or in need to be violent and demanding on his own. His senses were completely off-balance, and that made him erratic, but most of all, dangerous.* Tell me what you *smirk* willingly told Zo'or. *with his free hand, he waves on a datastream behind him. The two other volunteers had not been dismissed, they were in the same room as Gabriel, and they were waving and smirking at the green-eyed watcher; then, that same Taelon hand grabs at her shirt and with a burning grip, pulls it off of her. His eyes smile with evil at her* Now this is something nice...

C - *Before she can say anything in response, he waves on the datastream and she sees the helpless and prone Gabriel being stood over by the other two brutes that T'than had sent away. They smiled and waved at her and one even blew a kiss as he sat down on the edge of the gurney where the young man lay and looked down at him, then looking back to her and shaking his head in mock sadness. Her vision blurred with her tears and she couldn't see anything, but she cried out when she felt her body jerk and then realized T'than had roughly pulled her shirt over her head, the garment catching on the ugly bun in her hair and inadvertently yanked out the pins holding it. She heard them clatter to the floor at the same time that she felt the brush of her hair around her shoulders.

T'than's blue eyes shone even bluer as they picked up the shimmer of the blue lace of her bra. She had worn it for Gabriel, but he had never had a chance to see it. Seeing his lustful gaze over her breasts coupled with the image of Gabriel which still hung in the air above them sent her into livid anger and she raised her hand to slap him.*

GT: *a sixth sense warns him of an approaching threat, and he grabs it just in time. Her hand had taken will of its own, and she had awakened from her fear-inflicted dormancy. His initial advantage over her, earned through her surprise at his actions, was over.* Very well, Hurricane Cadence *he pushes both her hands beside her head against the wall, and with wise fingers, forces her to open them as his palms press tightly against hers* Speak now! Or better yet... *he leans his body on hers and his nose nearly touches at hers when he finishes in a hiss* Do not speak, and grant me the pleasure of raping your mind!

C - I HATE YOU! *she screamed at the top of her voice. She struggled but his body was over hers and he had her hands pinned as well, open against his. She would have bitten him had she been able to even lean forward. Her emotions ripped over her mercilessly: anger, fright, hatred, sadness, each one sending rush after rush of adrenaline through her and she continued to struggle, going between sobbing and shouting the word NO.*

She was so caught up in her own maelstrom of emotions that she did not even notice the wild blue shine in his eyes, that he was somehow not himself, at least not until what happened, happened.

GT: I am afraid your struggle will do you little good. *his eyes pierce through hers, wanting to invade her soul even before his essence did; he was smirking, aware of her growing aura and the nervousness she was in. He had nearly forgotten how beautiful she was, and how bright it could become as it twinkled in a myriad of a million colours. It was bewitching for a Taelon to be spoken in that kind of silent language. And her essence was screaming at him!* 

C - In her struggles, her hands undulated against his, her outstretched fingers flexing in a dance with his and she felt something - not sharing - he had not initiated that yet for some reason, but there was a tingle against her palms as the friction seemed to stimulate the Taelon, and all at once she ceased her cries and struggles as a wave of dizziness swept over her, and suddenly she felt extremely ill, her skin flushing as her temperature rose to dangerous levels in a matter of seconds, sweat beading over her skin instantly. She felt so hot, and yet he pressed his body closer, and it seemed as though he was radiating intense heat as well!

GT: *when he realized what was happening, it was too late to stop! His mind, although numb, was still able to make the simple equation that connected all of the recent past events. From his loss of control, to his unnatural fascination by that girl, to the intensity of the feelings he had experienced both in Gabriel’s body – which he, at first, had attributed to the human body – to the mind blowing torrent of emotions a Taelon rarely feels. Ka’atha’am – he had hoped never to experience it again… His body, on autopilot, and succumbing to its last instinct left…to mate…

His body was pressing against hers, demanding what she could not possibly give him. It was beyond physical contact and want; she would have to offer him what he needed, and what he did now was what was natural in the beginning of such ritual: to awaken her dormant energy, the one she let out in little amounts in her fits of anger; her aura brightened so much, it nearly erased her flesh-made shell and he knew the energy she emanated is such short time could be destructive, even lethal to her. But he saw her no more as a human...*

C - His expression was indescribable - holding a sheer intensity of emotions she did not think him capable of feeling, and his eyes... They were glowing! It made her think of Gabriel, for she had seen his blue eyes glow like that - so beautiful! The glow held her captive and she could not look away, nor even struggle at this point, though she was burning up!*

T'THAN! *she screamed.* What is happening! I am burning up! *His palms now felt blessedly cool over hers, as though his essence had gone cold, and her body cried out for it - for his cooling touch over her sizzling skin, and she suddenly felt the need to rip away his facade and drain him completely - taking that cold fire for herself, but she had no idea how to accomplish that goal.* STOP! You will kill me! *The heat was overwhelming and she went limp. She was aware in a detached sort of way that his arms were around her to support her and also that her arms were up around his neck as she felt herself lifted...and she rested against his chest with relief and... something else, her body cooling somewhat... and she wanted him to hold her forever...*

GT: *his mind screamed like a beast trapped inside a cage he cannot escape; such as his self-control had been caged by his body. He could feel her energy knocking at the entrance to his body, at the one tiny spot where his shaqaravah had once shone. He demanded that it enter, but she was too frightened, and totally unaware of what was happening. He could hear her screams, and he wanted to scream back, but it was inexorably painful to break it at that point. But if he did not, they would both perish. With one amazing strike of his will, he pulled away. Indescribable pain coursed through him in a pale blue blush, and he took one tiny step backwards. She was still leaning to the wall, her eyes closed. There was a burn mark against the wall, and her clothes were damaged by the intense heat as well. 

He closed his eyes and broke free from the rest of his trance, just in time to catch her from falling to the floor. Carefully, he tested his strength and picked her up and started walking towards the bed. His memory warned him they were still being watched, and he turned to the guards to dismiss them with a simple nod. 

Gently, he laid her on the bed, his expression vacant of any emotion, as if he had spent them all just seconds ago.* Indeed, you will still be the death of me. How ironic... *pensive look* I have survived the most dreadful of warriors, but I cannot seem to be able to fight you back. *expertly, he removes the rest of her clothes, tosses them to the ground, and pushes the sheet over her body. She remains in a deep sleep, as if he had sent her to fantasyland and she remained there; she was still dreaming – he could see that from her occasional shuddering. If she could not realize where she was, and did not pull through on her own, she would become like Zara. The thought sent a blush of a different pain through him. He looked down at her naked body and his hand could not resist caressing it. Why had she done that? But most importantly, how had she known how to start it in the first place?

He rose, wanting to walk away, but after the effects of his energy calling ran out, he was forced to stop half way to the door and search for the support of a wall, his façade gone. He was thankful that the guards had not been there to witness his weakness, and the datastream had been long disrupted by the energy emanations on the room. As he slid down the wall to sit, T’than could only hope the commonality had not felt it, for if even Cadence had not told Zo’or anything – and somehow, now he knew she hadn’t – that would certainly draw attentions.

Too exhausted to move, he just sat there for some moments, contemplating his choices and the deep ordeal he was in, until his head turned on its own, and when he returned to his senses, he found himself looking at her*

C - *She was caught in the void of her subconscious and it had trapped her there and she was terrified! She knew she should not be there, that she belonged...in another place, though she couldn't remember where. She ran through nothingness, her calling voice echoing on and on long after she had given up calling his name.

Then she felt arms around her - a soothing touch, and she turned to see Gabriel. She wrapped herself around him, her terror slipping away, not knowing why she was so happy to see him - had something happened to him? She called his name and he smiled at her, though he did not speak. Instantly the scenario changed and she was lying amidst soft sheets and he was looking down at her, gently removing her clothes.* Gabriel... Gabriel... *His eyes were glowing in that beautiful way and he was surrounded by glowing light!* So beautiful... *Her words floated up into reality where she lay. She pulled him to her, wanting to be touched and enveloped by that beautiful aura - NEEDING to feel it against her - within her!* Give it to me...I need it...I want it....*Even in her dreamstate she did not know what she was asking for, yet she pulled him against her, feeling the fire from him, knowing she needed to pull away lest she be consumed, but loving its addictive transcendence around her. She was the moth, unable to resist the temptations of the flame, and she suffered the consequences as she burned; her real body writhing on the sheets where it had been placed.

I love you! *she cried to the figure who held her in his arms, and he was resplendent - a true angel, and all she could see was brightness! She pressed herself against the glowing and fiery body but it burned so hotly she had to pull away, even though he called for her to stay, to give him something... something she could not! How could she give something that she did not even know she possessed?*

Gabriel... *she said again softly as she lost herself in the flaming blue eyes, and she watched as the dreamer does, without fear, as the figure became T'than, and yet... he was still Gabriel - they were one.*  T'than...

GT: *as he sat there, watching her, he couldn’t help hearing the ramblings that she spoke wherever she was at the moment. Taelons know better than considering a shell as an entity. That was not Cadence; just a conduit to her essence that he had freed. A human would describe it as an out of body experience; and Taelon would call it a trip. But question remained if she would be able to return to that shell; if he needed to interfere, and Cadence fought, there was a strong possibility that she would leave something behind, something she could never retrieve. Her aura now seemed so weak... and it troubled him. The moment it faded, she would be as good as dead... or worse...* #exile#. *she kept pleading aloud, calling the one with whom he had made her fall in love... but eventually, her aura shimmered and brightened when she called not Gabriel’s, but his name. Of course he would be nowhere in her fantasy world... but he was her anchor to reality; pain could be so useful at times. Pain never lies: it’s cruel; it’s cold, but sincere. He watched, a smile wanting to print itself in his body language as she slowly returned to normal*

C- Her eyes opened, the indescribable image of two beings becoming a single entity startling her back from the softness of her sleepy nether-world. With reality came all of her memories, and she wasn't sure that she *wanted* to be back - it was so much more pleasant to stay in that gray place. There had been need there however, but she could not remember what she had so desperately wanted.

Her head ached, as did her body as she tried to move, thrashing around in the sheets which were tangled around her* #naked?#  *body. She had not remembered undressing, or being undressed, but it was so. Her eyes finally moved on to slowly go over her surroundings - the cell! There were her clothes in a heap on the floor and they looked...* #singed... burned? How?! What happened to me?!# *there was a peculiar dark stain on the far wall as well that had not been there before - it too looked burned!

GT: *he still watches her as she looks blankly around the room. Her eyes start regaining life of their own when she looks down to find herself completely #and beautifully# naked. Thinking of it, he was naked as well under human standards. Why they felt the need to cover their bodies was something Taelons could not understand; In hostile conditions it was understandable, but not on the Mothership, where they were optimal. But T’than had learned to find amusement in the undressing ritual...

He couldn’t help being delighted at the confusion in her look. She was very expressive, with her eternally young features, wavy blond hair and big, round green eyes. A true finding amongst human vulgarity. He remained silent, until her eyes finished their wandering of the room, and found his.* 

C - And then her gaze was caught by... the glowing and beautiful creature that was seated on the floor near the entrance, as though he were a prisoner as well. She couldn't take her eyes off of him for he so reminded her of what she had seen while she had slept. But then the glow dissipated and then vanished altogether, and it was T'than she was looking at and she pulled back into the covers fearfully, not wanting to admit how beautiful he had been... how beautiful he still was...*

GT: *he grimaces at her change of expression. At first tenderness, then terror, then simply disillusion... and finally, something else he had rarely read in her; doubt, but more than doubt. His eyes squinted, wanting to focus on that detail, but it was gone in a millisecond.*

C - What... happened? That was... no sharing... what WAS that? *She looked down at the burned clothing and sat up, careful to wrap the sheet around herself.* Are you trying to kill me? *The idea of that made her feel... somehow hurt, not for the fact that she could die, but that he seemed to want her to, and her face crumbled into sadness, her look questioning and vulnerable.* Why? Why do you want to hurt me? What have I ever done to you? *One hand still clutching the sheet around her, she looked down, her hair hiding her face, but not the sound of her soft crying.*

GT: *he smirks at her covering herself and his earlier thoughts on that matter* You came into this ship... *he whispered hoarsely, nearly inaudibly. With that, he pulled himself to his feet, and with a slight waving of his body and a blush, his façade returned.* That was what happens when you push my patience. *he knew that was not quite the case, and that he had had no control whatsoever, but she didn’t, and judging by her intense fear during the joining, it was something she would not want to feel again; so, a weapon.* A mild demonstration of what I can do to you if you insist in this reckless behaviour. Hasn’t Gabriel mentioned our methods by now? *his head tilts, a smirk resurfacing naturally from beneath the initial coolness* I would think he would have, since he knows them all so well. *he starts moving towards her, his fingers flexing and waving as if he were preparing to grab something* Though this time, it was just not that. In your stubbornness, you revealed much more than you would have if you had cooperated. *he stops, just two or three feet away from her* But all in all, it was quite delicious. Your mind makes for a wonderful trip. Through your fear, you offered me more than I could possibly take. *then he adds, with a most seductive voice* for that, I am most thankful. *smirk* You just... *he says, pacing the little distance that separated them, and placing himself inches from her.* offered yourself... *with his eyes piercing deeply into hers, her puts his hand above the one that holds the sheet* to join with me. *he forces her to let go of the sheet, and his second hand goes around her waist* By other words, you and I had sex... Taelon style.

Book Four

Part Seven

Cadence’s Demand

C - *She is naked now and he has her in his arms, pulling her close to his body by her waist, and he utters words that make her forget about all that as the room seems to go dark around her, and the only thing in her vision is his face, pale and glowing like a pearl, his eyes boring into hers, and she cannot look away. Like flickering lightning her face goes through a myriad of expressions as her green eyes go wide and she locks her gaze with his; obvious shock at such a revelation, revulsion, fear, anger, hurt, and incredulity - one emotion barely readable before it is replaced by the next. She shivers as the room comes back around her, the darkness fading away and she focuses fully now on the Taelon and what he is doing, her hands going to press against his chest, though not truly with any effort on her part.* Stop...*The word is a weak whisper with no conviction, and the ones that follow are no better.* I don't believe you....you lie...

GT: Yes, I believe that could be so, and that it represents quite a shock to you, but evidence remains. *he turns his look towards the burnt clothes beside them.* And if it pleases you to know, you _asked_ for it. *the hand enveloping her waist travels down to her buttocks and up again.*

C - *She looks down again, her hand over her mouth as she shakes her head.* I couldn't have had sex with you...*she says in a choked whisper*...I couldn't have!  *Shame washes over her as well as the cold air in the room and she shivers, hating herself for enjoying the touch of his warm hands over her, for wanting to lie against him, but that odd feeling of want is at her again...barely there but she notices it. It is just like what she felt with Gabriel - first the feeling of overall illness, followed closely by the flush of the skin and the lust; lust and want of something, though she did not know what.

GT: What is the matter? *he tilts his head and moves his face so that he can peek thru the strands of hair and into her face. He can feel her energy increasing again, and smirks.* See, there you go again... If I did so much as open the door to a joining, you’d run towards it as if your life depended on it. *he caresses her cheek, pulling strands of hair and locking them behind her ear as he does so.* Which at the moment would, ironically kill you. But seeing how fast you pulled through from your ordeal... *he cups her chin and pulls her face upwards to look directly into her eyes* We will definitely do it again. *he leans closer to her, as if wanting to kiss her, but he merely grazes his cheek over hers and whispers in her ear* will we not?

C - She knew something was definitely wrong with her, and now this awful news!* #Is it really so awful though?#  *A strangled cry escapes her lips as she shakes away the thought and chances a quick look at the Taelon. His look is seductive as is his voice when he speaks to her. His hands wander over her in endless exploration and she can see he is clearly enjoying her right now, and truth be told, she was enjoying him, but she told herself that she needed to fight her inclinations. Her hands slipped over his as they moved over her slowly and she matched his moves, until she grabbed his wrists and pulled them away from her, holding them out.* Stop touching me. *She is not yelling at him, she is merely petulant.* You have no right to touch me. IF what you say is true, which I am not so sure that it is... but if it is, I hope that you enjoyed it, for it will not be happening again... not ever. *She lets go of his hands and begins to squirm and pull away, moving further down on the bed along the cool sheets.*

GT: *he offers no resistance as she pulls away. He could and would have her again, and he would not stop. He _needed_ to take her, and that was all that showed in his eyes for a moment. Her aura shone with her fear and that mix of feelings that so excited him. If he had the energy and she had the potential... no, she already had the potential, like no other he had ever met, but he would have to go slowly, if he wanted her to serve him completely and for a long time. Her strangely soft words bring him back from his wonders, and at once, in a blink of an eye, he manages to repress his desire.*

Really? *his hands go behind his back in his ever typical mannerism* And who are you to dictate rules to me? *his head tilts* I believe you mixed our positions once again Cadence.*he had called her by her first name again, something he had been avoiding since they met in his offices* What you experienced, and *teasing smirk* loved the feeling of, was merely what you humans would call *he rolls his head, as if searching for the word he had held back just for the sake of emphasis* foreplay. *he stares at her smugly* Intense, was it not? *pause* And using yet another human expression, we did not go all the way because _I_ put and end to it. Figuratively speaking, you had your legs spread and begging for more. *he looks at her face as she reaches the farthest wall around the bed.* But you are not surprised, are you? *he steps closer to the bed, stopping as his knees touch the mattress* After all, I did tell you once that one day you would beg for me. Today, you did not only do that, you offered yourself to me, and we both know it was not for Gabriel, was it? *his voice lowers to a hiss* You wanted it so desperately, that it was nearly painful... *his stare is buried deep inside her eyes, as if his mind were calling to her, as his hand moved forward to ask for hers* 

C - *His words humiliate her, as does his ability to somehow see the lust in her as though she wore it like a gaudy outfit. Yet even so, she manages to keep his eye contact, never flinching even once as she felt her defiance come once more. Her eyes flick to his outstretched hand but she only looks back at him, smirking.* Your words ring true T'than... a little *too* true! You spoke of wanting it so desperately that it was painful, with just a bit too much feeling for a Taelon. It seems to me that you speak from your own experiences...*head tilt, sly smile*...not mine. *She drags her words smoothly, as if over satin.

GT: Taelons do not feel, _Miss Blue. We shunned away that capacity. Willingly. *he looks almost menacingly at her. To some extent, she was exactly right when she accused him of speaking from personal experience. But his ache was different. It had to do with unyielding need.* You waste your time with these little games and innuendoes. I could dispose of you as easily as I would your lover, but that would be rather mindless, given you two provide for so much entertainment. *a smirk is on his lips, and only a tiny sparkle in his eyes betrays his words* One thing I do not have, is regrets. 

C - Looking back at his hand then, she decides to surprise him and offer both of hers, gripping his firmly as he pulls her up from the bed, that sly smile still resting upon her pink lips. Her impudence toward him was going a long way towards putting away the lust that seemed to appear whenever either he or Gabriel were around, as well as allay her fear over what she had experienced earlier, though she had the feeling it would haunt her dreams for a long time to come.

GT: *he receives her hands with delicateness, but there is a certain coolness to his movements, as though he had made sure to wipe out all trace of emotion from any of his actions. No passion, cold as only pure ice could be. She kept her smug look, a smile playing in her full, so very kissable lips. Perhaps she did not realize the depth of what had happened there. The game he had once played, the pleasure by physical touch, the exploration of those simple caresses was over. He had passed to a different level, one in which she was a complete virgin. He couldn’t help wondering if humans could even grasp the concept of a joining. They could make love with their mind elsewhere; he had done that, he had allowed himself to wonder as he had sex with her in the human body... but with a joining, it was all. He had felt her pain, her fear, but as with happens with a virgin in human standards, with the continuity of the act, pain would turn to pleasure... beyond description.

He could not still conceive _why_ a being that did not understand the dimension of what was happening could be so appealing. Yet, he needed her, and only her, and he knew it. But the fact that it had no explanation nearly caused his neural pathways to go on short circuit. He was not one to settle for a mere “because” as an answer. But he would make her go all the way... even if he had to force her!

C - Still holding his hands she looked up at him insolently.* As for "offering myself" to you, I shall chalk it up to one of those dreadful mistakes one makes in life and never repeats. *She is smiling gleefully at him by this point, still holding his hands.*

GT: Indeed. I would classify it as a mistake. You would never repeat it, simply because it will cost you your life in any case; unless I am once more kind enough to break the link. *he grips her hands a little tighter*

C - Her voice is mockingly sweet as she continues, now swinging their hands back and forth gaily.* So, where are we going? I do hope that wherever it is, it passes by wherever you are holding Gabriel. *She instantly drops his hands, her expression going dark, her voice low.* Bring me clothes! I want to see Gabriel...now!

GT: *he first rages at her daring, but then looks down his nose at her, as an elder would a petulant child* You can go as you are! You seem quite covered, compared to when... *he nods towards the burnt wall, letting her look at the answer instead of speaking of it.* You humans and petty concepts. How pitiful. *he throws her a scornful glance and walks towards the door* If you want to see Gabriel, you can follow me. But there is a price. *he turns by the door, to look at her* I have 4, very angry and vengeful volunteers waiting for a compensation for my last spoiling of their fun. They are the ones to grant you entrance to the lab. But since I am sure they would find your *gloating glance* suit, quite appealing, they might let you in, in exchange for only a few sexual favours. *his eyes squint almost menacingly, as if his hurt at her betrayal were moulding his speech* which I am sure you will have no difficulty in providing, judging by your performance with Gabriel. *he looks directly at her dumfounded expression. He waits for her reaction during a few more seconds, but his patience runs out.* I have not the time to waste with this... *with that, he turns his back on her and prepares to leave, surprised at how easy it was for him to move away from her, even though the magnet of his urge kept pulling him back*

C - # No don't leave me - I want to be near you! # *Cadence's eyes widened slightly and she quickly looked around the room as though her mindvoice had become its own entity, speaking words she had no control over. Where had that thought come from? Why had it come? Why this sudden and desperate attraction to him? And as if physical attraction weren't bad enough there were the feelings within her heart that she had always had, that she could not shake despite his cruelty. There was something inside of him that kept drawing her back - a vulnerability that he tried to conceal behind a mask of anger and arrogance, though she felt with certainty that he did possess the softer emotions despite his words to the contrary. They shone in him like a light, and the more cruel and angry he became, the brighter that inner light shone, and she was still the moth, ever drawn to light and beauty.

And then of course, there was Gabriel. She loved him desperately for he also seemed possessed of that same inner glow hidden behind his fire, though unlike T'than, those soft and sweet emotions were accessible to her. T'than's cruelty to her Human lover only served to twist her emotions even more, for how could she continue to feel anything but hatred toward him when he tortured Gabriel? Her weakness humiliated her, more than harsh words from him ever could.

She was faced with the agony of the truth - she loved them both.

GT: *he heard a voice pleading for him to stay inside his mind and he looked sideways behind his shoulder. He noticed the emptiness her in eyes that gave away her absentmindedness. She was lost in thought, much as he was, questioning himself where the voice had come from, and not believing she would openly admit to desire his presence. He looks ahead again, wanting to leave, but his feet felt like they were made of lead, so he remained put as the scene continues to play in slow motion.*

C- Only a few seconds had passed when she looked back over at him as he prepared to leave.* You said yourself that you sent him to me. What did you think would happen? Certainly you were not unaware of what was happening in this room the first time I was here, and you could have stopped it then!  How can you blame me for a love that you *allowed* to happen? *Her voice becomes angry and quiet again, a storm brewing as she comes closer, completely oblivious to her nudity.* YOU planted those seeds T'than, not I, so if the crop that sprung is not to your liking, than you have no one to blame but yourself!

GT: He was a test, and you failed. Gabriel had instructions to seduce you, but not to fall in love with you. Do not make of this a simple equation, for it is not Cadence. *he turns to her, his face indifferent, but not completely, as his eyes still brightened at the sight of her, and the energy restrained in his body began to flog him, wanting to embrace her completely* I had ordered you to not allow anyone else to touch you. You did not only allow, you _asked_ for him. But you are mistaken; I am delighted at the crop. *smirk* As _the_ monster, I am growing to enjoy this situation. I have you here with me, I could take you right now if I so wished, you would not be able to fight me back; and this time, he would be the one lying and recovering while I am screwing his precious.

C- I want to see Gabriel! I don't care if he is awake or asleep, but I want to see him! *She looks back at the clothes on the floor and then steps right up to him, aware of his warmth* I don't care if I have to wear those damaged clothes, or wrap myself in a sheet, but I want to see him! *She presses against him lightly and looks into his eyes, a hand walking over his chest.* ...And I do not think that you will let your guards touch me...not with one finger...

GT: *he had to conclude that she was at her best when she was angry. The reddish colour that tainted her unusually pale skin and the pout she could not help, gave her a look of innocence and fragility, that was indeed her greatest weapon. He knew however, it would only work on those with a conscience, and he did not remember having one that dictated he had to be nice to humans; any human. He needed to prove to himself that; the situation was getting too out of hand, too dangerous. But still... doubt that should not exist in the first place made him ponder on the pros and cons, and even though reason told him to back away, something else, some other side of him he did not fully know, was willing to take the chance. 

It would do no damage to let her see the comatose body. She would not be suspicious of anything, since he had had the gurney in which he lay, removed from the room.* You will wear nothing except a sheet, but you can be sure... *he looks her directly in the eyes* should they want to play, I will not stop them. Once more I warned you and made you aware of the risks. You accepted them, so it is not on my conscience anymore. *Conscience! He had openly admitted he had one! Unable to dwell on that for much longer, lest he finds something he doesn’t want to, he turns away from her and, without even waiting for her to go to the bed to grab at the sheet, he starts walking out of the cell. He has to go! He doesn’t want her to think for too long on the matter and she will eventually catch up. He simply has to run away from that crushing feeling before it defeated him. That was a battle he fought against himself, and given his current state, he was not sure he would be able to win... he dreaded for defeat because perhaps for a first time in his life, he knew he wanted to lose.*

C - *She had artfully wrapped the shining sheet about her body and now followed behind T'than as he turned a corner and they began walking down the longest corridor she had ever seen. She could have walked beside him as she had when they went to see Zo'or, but she was not an officer now, and she looked down sadly thinking that as of now, she was nothing, and no one - only who and what he wanted her to be at the time. As she walked things he has said filtered into her mind - first, that SHE had initiated their... intimacy. This thought perplexed her greatly, for, if he had been truthful, she had no idea how she had begun it - certainly not through conscious desire. She did not even have the knowledge to know HOW to begin such a ritual! # Do I? #  The whole idea frightened her, for if she had indeed been the one to initiate without knowing, would it happen again 
without her control?

GT: *he notices as she reaches him, her fast footsteps becoming soft and slow as she followed him. He smirked at her clear change of attitude, his eyes glancing sideways to catch her movement. She had brought the sheet, as told. Her nearer presence was again taking its toll on him; he could already feel their aura’s grazing. She had not the notion of the safety distance as he had. For that and much more, he remained in control.* 

C - Then she thought of another comment he had made:* # I have you here with me, I could take you right now if I so wished, you would not be able to fight me back; and this time, he would be the one lying and recovering while I am screwing his precious.#

# My Precious # *he even knew that!... and then the other words...

He had sounded so very bitter when he had said it! Almost as though he were,* #jealous?# And was there a time when she and Gabriel had been...* #screwing#...*and T'than himself had been lying somewhere recovering? He had sounded resentful also. She wondered what he would have ever needed to recover from. *

GT: *the tiny room was just up ahead. She had said not one word, and had remained completely silent and submissive, what would be considered preoccupying in normal circumstances. But he had her in his hands now. If he had brought her there, it was merely to make her see the truth, and it would speak much louder than his threats ever had. Her request had had little or no importance.*

C - She looked up from her ruminations to see him beckoning and gesturing into a dim room and so she entered. It was a lab and looked just like the Medbay, the walls lined with monitors, displays and instruments. His Volunteers were there, though they did not act as officers on duty. They leaned up against the walls, their expressions insolent, or lascivious as their eyes tried to look beyond the sheet she wore. The one whose nose she had broken sat on the edge of the bed where Gabriel lay so she could not get close to him. He eyed her maliciously as she stood before him, biting back her fear and approaching him, her chin up, looking regal.*

GT: *he steps inside and remains at the door. He simply signals her to pass by him and walk forward, and she does that. Although he is in the room with her, she stands unprotected, and he had warned her he would not move one finger if they made their move on her. He stands as simply an observer as the four men seem to undress her with their eyes, and if once he had not understood that behaviour, it was all too clear now. But in reality, her clothes did not protect her from his eyes. Few were the fabrics Taelons did not see through. The volunteer uniform was one of them, but it was by the Taelons’ design, so it was understandable. Right now, when all the volunteers wanted her naked, he could see her lithe curvaceous body through the essence and heat emanating from her. His demeanour remains impassive even as the volunteer whose nose she had broken looks at her defiantly.*

C - Your nose has healed with no ill effects, I see. However they say that a second injury to the same area would not heal as fortunately. *She lets the threat hang in the air, and though she does not show it, she is shocked when at first he glares at her, but then he seems unable to hold her green stare and he looks away and rises from the bed and takes a step back to stand there threateningly with his arms folded across his chest, but Cadence knew that, despite his attitude, that it was more for his peers - that he did not trust her now, and was even a little afraid of her! *

GT: *he lets his lips mould the sketch of a smirk. It appeared her vivacity scared the weaker ones. The male had the strength to subdue her if he so wished, but his weakness of spirit had been one of the traits T’than identified in him, and so it was to no surprise that despite maintaining appearances, he stepped aside. His expression remained one of threat and fury, but Cadence seemed oblivious to that from the moment she laid eyes on the human lying on the stretcher.*

C - *She does not dwell on it, for now she stands over Gabriel's lifeless body and a small cry leaves her when she sees how pale he is. His chest barely rises with his breathing and she places two fingers beneath his jaw, only to discover that his pulse is fearfully slow. His skin is cool as well, as though he had recently...#died # *Her face falls in sorrow, her hand softy stroking a lock of his hair, then touching his cheek, then rising to her mouth to hold back her sobs as her eyes close, her tears escaping under her lashes. The Volunteers watch her, unmoved and even smiling at her evilly, sometimes walking by her too closely to stroke her body, but she doesn't care, nor does she even notice it. *

GT: *She loves him. Gabriel. She is now standing before an empty shell, the entity of whom she wants to protect, manipulating her actions as it stands behind her, watching. That which lies is a lifeless body; a vessel, little more than that. And she is unable to see that, to feel that. Had he placed too great of hope in her? No, she was human; she had no way of knowing the difference... or the similarity. But why did the thought ache? Her body knew the answer, but she refused to listen.

Then it occurred to him if he had brought her there to test her on how far she was willing to go to protect Gabriel, or to see what would happen should she see his lifeless body; for Gabriel lay there, victim to brain death. Soulless. And even if he would awaken, he would go back to being the mindless drone he had been in the past.*

C - *There are tears on Gabriel's face, though he is not crying and Cadence reaches down to brush them away and watches as more fall upon her hand. She looks over at T'than, her words catching in her throat.* Is it really true what you said, T'than, that you could heal him?

GT: *her voice brings him back from his wonder, although his only focus during his thoughts had been her and only her.* It is as I said. He can go back to the way he was if I order it done.

C - *She turns back to him. It is so unfair what was done to him! She wants him to live! # Even if I cannot be with you I want you to live.#  *She grimaces as she makes a decision she does not want to make, and then nods to herself in finality. Leaning over Gabriel she whispers softly in his ear.* Please forgive me... but I cannot let you die. I love you. *She stands then and places her fingertips to her lips and then places them softly on his, tears filling her eyes to overflowing in her silent farewell gesture. She bites her lip as she turns and with slow, dreading steps, walks over to T'than and meets his eyes.* Heal him... please heal him and I will do anything that you ask. *Her voice shakes, as does her body when she lets herself rest into his arms, her cheek against his chest.*...Anything...

GT: #Anything...# *his hands rest on her arms when she rests her face on his chest. He has to hold a blush; she gave him what he wanted, but he cannot prevent being furious over it!* This is a promise you cannot break... *he speaks in a whisper as he looks down at her* Ever. *he nearly spells the word, but his eyes are now focused on the volunteers, and they speak of very clear orders. He holds her against him as they move in the background; she is unable to see what is happening, but her heartbeat is accelerated; her anxiousness nearly physical. Then there is movement closely behind them; T’than seems to pay it no heed, but when he pulls her slightly away and she looks up at him, there is a certain sadness to his face. It’s as if he is acting not of his own free will, much like what happens with her, but rather forced by something greater. His pride...

He pushes her away from him, his stare regaining its toughness and shackling her green  orbs to his blue ones. He makes her take yet another step backwards, merely by pushing her with his glare. His features remain sad, although his eyes are adamant and even angry when she goes against something hard and warm. If she could look back, she would face not only the sick Gabriel, but also two expecting volunteers, one of which she now leaned against, only the trim fabric of the sheet standing between their skins.* Anything? *T’than whispered as the volunteer’s hands went around her and he whispered that if he took her from behind, she would not be able to punch at him.*

Book Four

Part Eight

The Rape Of Cadence
C - *She is held against one of the, now nude Volunteers as she looks into the Taelon's face. He looks as though he regrets this situation, but how can that be if it is by his order? Her face on the other hand registers shock and disbelief that he is actually going to allow this! She is crying but it is different, more of a gasping sound and her entire body shakes as the sheet is pulled away from her and she feels hands over her, grabbing at her and squeezing at her, and still another set of hands between her thighs while at the same time she feels warm breath on her neck accompanied by the sound of male ecstasy as she is nuzzled, licked and kissed. *

GT: *his whole self-confidence is shaken aback by the view of them actually starting what he knows will end in pain for her. He forces himself to witness everything by staring into her eyes; she is screaming inside; but so is he. And though nearly deafened by the cries, he can still hear her soft breathing as they continue with their invasion of her body. The other two remain in the back of the room, watching with expectant eyes.* 

C - *Someone is using his foot to make her legs go further apart and she complies, but she finds that she is only half aware of what is happening to her, and she is having to keep from just... floating away. She had done it once before - the last time, and she almost did not come back.*

# Close up Cadence...go to sleep...sleep forever and you won't feel the pain...#

GT: *he squints his eyes tightly shut for a moment, wanting to repress a blush. If he had wanted to prove something, the only thing he had achieved was to realise he cared for her; not in a way he had cared for anyone. Not in a Taelon way at all. He saw her desperation, and took comfort in the fact that his was in no way less. It was as if he was in purgatory, being judged, being punished, and her torture was just that. But still he remained frozen as a statue, aware that although his eyes had reopened and brought him painful images of what was happening, his mind was elsewhere and no longer able to guide his actions .* 

C - *Time seemed to slow down horribly, everything around her taking on a dreamy quality, even the sounds of the men's voices sounding as though they echoed from a far off plane.*

#Yes!# *cried another inner voice. #They are in reality, where you should be! Hold on! Be strong! You have always been strong! # *But she was having to struggle to stay and only on the virtue of her fear over that did she come back to full awareness, and when she felt the first Volunteer slip into her she looked down to discover that both of her hands were holding onto Gabriel's hand and she thought of him, living and vibrant again - she had to be strong - for Gabriel and for herself.

And so she stood there, slightly bent forward, her eyes on Gabriel’s sleeping face as she was taken from behind…

GT: *Seeing her so submissive was shocking. Her aura reduced to the insignificance of that of a drone, as if her body were lifeless despite breathing and the beating of a heart. He vacillated between ordering them to stop, and fall silent. He screamed in the back of his mind, as if he had opened the door that lead to a depthless abyss and shouted from the top of his lungs, listening as it echoed in the walls over and over again! His pathways shivered under the sensation, but his shell remained put, frozen in time and space. And then it all crashed and it was as if the trim platform he was standing on was broken and he fell into the abyss himself. The human was inside her, starting his animalistic squirming, crudely mating with her body. 

She did not dare fight back once; he watched as her body gave up to the torture without one sound. She was doing that for him; she did not know, but she was... or was it for that body, that illusion to which she cling on with her very life...*

C - *She looked up into T'than's eyes, hers showing a look of utter and heartbreaking pain as she is taken.*  They can take my body T'than... but you will never take my soul... I won't let you! *The Volunteer thrusts against her more violently as he reaches climax, his arms almost crushing around her waist, and her head falls forward, limp, and a small cry escapes her before she looks back up with tears now.* A promise is nothing if the heart is not behind it! It is empty - mere actions only! Is that what you want?

GT: *he knew he would never forget those moments, not in his lifetime, perhaps not even in the after life. Every time the human went inside her, he felt as if he was being inflicted the death of one thousand stinging cuts that tore at his entrails. He knew that if he tried to move, he would surely crumble to the floor. When she speaks to him his façade goes completely pale, and he has the distinct impression that his body is melting into tiny energy particles that constitute him, as if he were also physically fading away, loosing density and cohesion. He keeps falling, and that’s how he feels: empty; his very essence sucked out from his body by her pleading stare.* What I want? *his lips repeat her words without even realizing those sounds had a meaning* Your soul is already mine... *rather unnatural of him, his voice trails off, as if he had no more strength to speak. But his thoughts are incoherent because they are also angry* #She is in love with the body, the human’s body! She is having just that; I am giving her that, all the physical stimulation she so enjoys with Gabriel... why does she complain?#

C - *...and in her mind, she speaks again, not knowing that he is sensitive to her and can hear her contradictory words.* # Please don't do this to me! Every one of them that you let take me kills my feelings for you a little more! I want to love you but how can I when you do these things to me? #

GT: *he looks away and shakes his head, disregarding the fact that he can be watched.* # She agreed... she agreed to this! # *Then he notices it had been his soul’s eyes who had moved away, not the real ones, for he was as frozen as he had been from the beginning.* # Love? # *his eyes widen as something grabs him in the never-ending descent. Her voice... her lips do part, but her eyes speak up to him, and her voice is so clear inside his mind. He is left suspended, as if he were being given the choice to fly upwards or let the fall continue* #she wants to love me?... not desire, not need... can’t be...# *he knew it had all started as a game, but now it overwhelmed not only her, but him as well.*

C - *Other arms go around her - it is the one whose nose she injured and she can only look down at her hands gripping Gabriel's limp one so tightly her knuckles are white, and she can only wait for it to happen.*

GT: *he shakes his head back into reality. He wants up, he wants to return and have a reason to return. The second volunteer is already dangerously close. Out of what he could only describe as instinct, his lips part on a rather expressionless face, and let out a whisper* Enough... 

C - #He feels nothing for me to let this happen! Maybe my first instincts were right, and I should just...go away...and never come back...# *she looks up at T'than's beautiful face, her eyes bidding farewell before she will feel the next Volunteer as he moves closer to her...*

GT: *he knows he did not speak loud enough to be heard, least of all by the lust-drugged volunteer. When she looks up at him, it’s as if something explodes within. He knows he is once more back, no longer shielding from the pain in his own thoughts and excuses.* Enough I said! *his voice is close to a shout; he knew he didn’t want the volunteer to hear him, but he couldn’t help it; he wanted him to die! Little did humans know of the Taelon’s true capacities, and how dangerous they could become when on the brink of losing their reason. T’than had gone beyond reason a long time ago; his eyes gleamed intensely and a blush arose from the centre of his chest, to spread throughout his whole being, then ricocheting in its limits and finally escaping his body from his extended hands. The volunteer had only time to turn and receive the blow straight in the chest, colliding with the stretcher with a crack of his spine. Seconds later, the Taelon was coldly witnessing as a lifeless body slid to the floor... along with a much more fragile one, that fell to its knees beside of the dead volunteer.*

C - *One moment she had been leaning over the gurney slightly, looking down at Gabriel's lifeless form as she was taken from behind by one, trying to avoid looking at the one whose face she had injured as he moved from his position beside her where he had been watching, ready to grab her if she had tried to escape; then he moved behind her, pushing his peer away so he could continue what had been started. Cadence had looked up at T'than then as she willed herself to shut down, the euphoria of catatonia floating over her like a shroud softly enveloping her body when at once it was ripped away by the vision before her of the Taelon seeming to blush, the blush coalescing into the centre of his being and looking like a blue-white star and then, explosion, nova, release!* # so beautiful! #  *She was surrounded by his deadly essence as it whirled and gripped the one who was going to violate her and he did not even get the chance to scream as he was spun and hurled forward against the stretcher, dead. She was on the floor, singed and burned by the Taelon's fire as she felt his energy rushing through her painfully, and she felt through this physical and yet psychic wave, all of his anger - some directed at her for not putting up a fight, but most directed at these zombies who worked for him - that, despite his order they had dared to touch her, for she was his and he...# cares, loves?...me? #

GT: *The General quickly looked at the other volunteers, struggling to regain his usual expression despite the concern of having hit Cadence as well.* My orders are to be obeyed promptly! I do not tolerate delay! *he was livid with fury* Leave, now! *the other volunteers looked startled at the Taelon, but quickly shook away their shock and marched out of the room. As soon as the door was locked behind him, he paced the room towards the dead men. Without even paying Cadence any heed, he placed his hand on the body and it vanished in a thousand particles. As the last particle twinkled to nothing, it was as if he had been cleared from his anger. He turned to the sheet, fallen not far from where he stood, and grabbing it, he covered the girl’s body with it. She was awake, he knew that, but still he placed his hand on her forehead to see if any residue of his energy had hit her body; his eyes met hers nearly as soon as he touched her skin. *   Now, tell me, how is it that you could love me, when you cannot see beyond a shell? *with that, he rises, staring down at her.* Your services for tonight will no longer be necessary. You have proven beyond all doubts that you will stand by your word. *he remains unchangeable, though his mind thinks only of holding her and stealing her warmth* You may return to your quarters and rest... *then, it is a if he expects something from her, a last remark, arrogant, childish, reckless... but this time, he knows that will not happen. He has broken her spirit, finally, and only now was he coming to realize just how much he loved it in one piece.* 

C - *She watched, dumbfounded, as T'than touched the dead man, whose fear of another broken nose would never trouble him again, and with one touch, sent the body into oblivion. She felt the sheet go around her then and she clutched it absently against her as she looked up at him. He had been the causer of this, but now, ironically, she saw him as her rescuer as well, wanting to embrace him though she did not dare. She was not wholly there - her thoughts still addled from her ordeal, as well as the fragments of his energy that ricocheted over her insides with no way to escape. She was as one recovering from a blow; shaken, having to struggle to even grasp his words about only loving a shell.* # Gabriel? # *she thought.* # Is that all he thinks I love about him? # *outside, she can only look at him, shaking her head, but unable to speak.* # But I love more than that! He is beautiful, but it is what he IS that I love! WHO he is! What is INSIDE, that I love! # *T'than goes on one knee and for some reason he touches her forehead and she looks deeply into his eyes.

He rises to his feet, once more looking down upon her coldly, telling her that she may go for now. She can only stare up at him mutely; she is unable to move, or speak and she can barely think! And so she only stares up at him, wondering how he knew of her feelings for him, wanting him to know and yet not. Wanting him to take her into his arms, and yet not. Her confusion of thought overwhelmed her – thoughts of Gabriel, thoughts of T'than – the two were becoming one in her mind, and as she grappled with that perception she could only sit there, unable to obey his orders to leave.*

GT: *he blushes again, a faint white energy exonerates from his façade as he waits for an answer that would at least tell him she is still there. One could easily mistake it for anger at her delay to comply, as he had been angry with the male volunteer, but T’than knew better to describe it as shock, and if indeed there was anger, it was directed at himself. He had allowed something he wouldn’t have; sacrificed something he actually cherished because he was too stubborn to admit he had any limitations; or better yet, that she was not a limitation but instead what could become an expansion of his being. She was physically well, but he had never remembered having seen her so down; her big green eyes looked at him in a sort of pleading way, full of questions yet, so empty it was frightening; it was as if all that she was reduced into what that pair of eyes showed. She had been through enough with the joining, and now that... it was too big a dose of emotional distress for one day... perhaps even for a lifetime for a human. He was beginning to have doubts whether she would pull back, and he was too shaken to think about doing something about the energy residue in her body. If the name he had carved on her skin had not been enough to accuse him, the energy in her system now would be for sure! He had to trust Zo’or to go soft on her... assuming of course, she would be able to return to the bridge in 7 hours and be ready for that!

But still, a tiny sparkle of hope remained; that she would pull through from that dormancy, maybe lash back at him; at least regain control of her body and rise! It would be so easy for him to pick her up, to comfort her; but that would be admitting to like her, more than he was ready to. He had done that to show he was indifferent... it would all have been meaningless if now he changed attitude! His pain... her pain... But yet, he was facing the prospect of having lost her; because of his fault. He hated himself for that, hated his pride, and yet it was to it he clung to survive.*

Cadence, you have been given your instructions. *he speaks in a distant, but yet calm manner* why do you not comply? I thought we had agreed that you would promptly obey from now on. *he knows she lacks the strength and perhaps more importantly, the will to rise. And whether he commands her to or not, if she has not the will to do something, she is unable to do it. That is simply how her body/mind complex works. She still answers with silence, and by each second of it, it feels like the psychological energy blade driven in his chest is pulled upwards, slowly and painfully cutting through him. He surrenders to his instinct, and that is now to aid her; his hand goes in her direction, asking for hers; a shaking hand comes to him and he pulls her upwards. Her body feels completely limp, and he has to hold her tight to stop her from falling to her knees again. Careful not to let the sheet fall, he looks at her while she stands in his arms; one would believe she would shudder from a simple touch after such abuse to her body, but not even that happened to indicate she was still with him. By that time, the Taelon was becoming desperate, the punishment and torture of seeing her like this, her aura just as trim as a layer of skin, were just too much to withhold!* 

#I am sorry# *the genuine thought formed in his mind but his lips were unable to utter the words. He was the one who was limited; not her because she lived in a human body that held her back from exploring all her potential; but him, who had every power a god could ask for, but made no use of it because he was too dependant on the past and on routine. He had stagnated, refused to evolve and look at changes as a chance to evolve. And it was in his hands to act; he could not call the volunteers after what had happened, to carry her to her room* Go to sleep now, child. *he waves a hand over her face, a finger brushing softly at her temple. Her eyelids are closed, and as she surrenders to his command, in the verge of dreamland her lips move and words come out in a whisper.* “T’than... I love you... Gabriel”.

*He is slightly shaken aback by those words, and he holds her to him, looking at her now peaceful face until it falls forward to lean on his shoulder. Carefully, he picks her up, casts one last glance at the human shell he had used to manipulate her, and walks towards the corridors. There is a tiny passage that will lead to the mirror door in her room. In only five minutes, which are wasted in rambling thoughts, he reaches her chambers. In his mind he can smell his surroundings, her sweet perfume is everywhere... except where it should be: in her body. It’s as if he had exhausted her magic. He had to hope a good night sleep would return her to her old self.

He places her on the bed, déjà vu hitting him because just an hour ago he had done the same after the joining, only this time, he does find the strength to leave; it is too painful to remain, with the words she had uttered before falling asleep, assaulting his reasoning and casting dreadful doubt.*

Book Four

Part Nine

Confessions To Naor’rin
# I am sorry #

*The words filter into her mind from nowhere as her eyes flutter open and she slowly becomes aware of the familiar surroundings of her quarters. She lays there for a long time, still wrapped in the sheet that T'than had placed around her after...what happened with his Volunteers.

She had slept for five hours, a dark, dreamless sleep – Taelon induced sleep, and though her body felt essentially rested, her mind was numb, her heart heavy. She felt too sad to even cry – silence her only companion.

How could he have allowed such a heinous thing to be done to her? After committing herself to him in order to save Gabriel she was prepared for almost anything - but not what had happened - there was no way to ever prepare for something like that!

She had fully expected him to lead her back to the cell to be with him, and she would have complied instantly, but to give her over to those men who so mindlessly worked for him...was unforgivable!*

# I am sorry #

*The words...his words...lingered. Had she dreamed hearing them? He had looked so regretful as he gave her over to his men, and though her memory of the aftermath was fuzzy, she recalled he had looked absolutely devastated!

Rising from the bed, she put on a robe and headed toward the showers, driven more by routine than desire. She felt detached from it all, the formerly familiar hallways of the ship now seeming truly alien to her.

Naor’rin:  It had been a while since she had left the bridge. She had taken time for a short shower and a change of clothes; the last garment she had worn was rather “revealing”. The image of the volunteer she was to encounter and her promise to Zo’or had finally given her something to do. Diplomatic duty was a rather boring, if sometimes dangerous, job; but how to deny the feeling of hunting for something? It was in her blood and reminded her of the harder but appealing life of the soldier she had left behind. She put on a regular jumpsuit, like the volunteer ones, but completely black, and drawing a not too deep V on her chest in opposition to reaching her neck. The Jaridian caught her many black braids in a ponytail and left her quarters, heading for the volunteer’s area. If she was to find a volunteer, the best place to start was there, as it was obvious.

But she knew it was no easy task. Many humans were but drones and useless when it came to asking for information, if only because she was not Taelon and they didn’t have any reason to obey her. The rest of the humans, most likely not accustomed to her presence or even never having seen her, were likely to evade her. And Cadence remained a needle in a haystack, amongst hundreds of humans. She had known the girl’s quarter’s number and wing, but it would seem like another interrogation if she just knocked and started making questions…

Besides, it was so much more fun to search for her, follow leads... investigate a little bit of Cadence’s world before actually talking to the girl... But much to her disappointment, the girl was all too easy to find. After reaching the right wing, and in one of the corridors, the girl had passed right by her, strangely not even noticing her presence. All the others certainly had; she was not a common sight at all.

Naor’rin watched as the girl continued to walk, as if on a cue, her body language giving away her absentness of mind, even though it would not take an expert to notice the girl was definitely somewhere else. In complete silence, she took her chance and followed, hoping to watch a little more of her movements, and finding a place where they could talk. Her pursuit led her to the shower room. It was steamy and foggy, perfect for her to observe events without worrying about drawing too much attention to herself.*

C - *Would she ever feel the way she used to? Where had her spirit gone? She pondered these questions as she floated into the lounge of the shower room, trying not to think of her moments here with Gabriel as her veil of sadness deepened.* # I gave away so much, and I don't even know if T'than kept his word...#

*The robe fell away and she stepped into the shower, her thoughts turned so inward that she noticed nothing - not her surroundings, not the bruising around her waist from the less than gentle treatment of her body, not the presence who shared the rooms with her.

N: *She stood by the entrance to the shower room that her target had chosen. Those who noticed her presence were discrete enough not to make any fuss, just hurry with whatever they were doing or move to the next room. Naor’rin stopped bothering about casting them disapproving glances; her eyes had focused on Cadence, and yes, there was something else pulling her towards the girl. Zo’or had not exaggerated; the being showering in that compartment was the personification of despair... no, something else... the numbness was a clear indication of suffering, but not physical, something of a deeper level. She would only remember something that could make one’s body language turn to that; she had known it herself, and as Jaridian, one’s demeanour would tell her more than words. Words were empty, they could lie when the eyes would always tell the truth. She watched, trying to make sense of her observation, gathering facts and actions and emotions to get to know the girl. It was a cold way to approach her only out of interest, but she had to remind herself that if Cadence worked for T’than, Zo’or’s safety could be in jeopardy... #Yet, how could someone so fragile?...# *her thought did not come to an end, for she noticed something by the girl’s waist. At first they could have passed as stains, but the water would not wash them away, and judging by the form, size and alignment...

C - *She dried herself automatically and, back in her robe, headed to the exit to go back to her room, her thoughts on Gabriel, and how much she adored him, though she wondered why when she imagined being held in his arms, hearing him utter words of love for her, that it was T'than's voice that issued from his lips...*

N: *she followed the girl, now from a safe distance. They had almost reached her quarters when Naor’rin decided to make her move. As Cadence was occupied with opening the door, as soft voice called from behind*  Mss Blue... *the girl didn’t seem to pay any heed, so she called again* Cadence?

C - *She entered the code to her door and was just about to open it when she thought she heard a voice calling her name, but, it was not a voice she was conditioned to hear, and it was so easy to disregard. But the voice was persistent, now calling softly to her using her first name. She had to will herself to look to the side and address the being standing there - to come back from the numbness that surrounded her like soft cotton.

There was a time when she might have been surprised to see a Jaridian standing next to her, but those days were not now. Her face registered nothing as she looked over the tall and lithe figure of the woman, clothed in a tight black jumpsuit, her ripe curves making the garment look striking despite its outward plainness.*

N: *the girl looks at her as an automaton would upon hitting the bottom to order that command. There was no life to her movements, and even though Naor’rin know her figure would be enough to get a reaction from the girl, there was none. She was neither startled, surprised, or anything! It was as if her brain had not yet assimilated what her eyes were seeing; her green orbs remained expressionless, as if they looked right through her. Indeed, she had only turned because that was how people automatically reacted when their name was uttered. She remained silent, waiting in vain for the girl to say something...*

C - *Cadence's eyes finally climbed up to the face, a slight hint of recognition flickering over her features as she gazed upon the pale complexion with its pattern of spots, the green eyes so similar to her own and a memory flashed before her - soft lips, a playfully stolen kiss - and then it was gone and she could not recapture it, for it seemed so very long ago - almost as if it had been another lifetime, and in some respects that was true.

Her eyes squinted and her brow furrowed slightly as she tried to remember this woman.*  Do I... know you? *Her voice is so soft and quiet that she can barely hear it herself, but it is the best that she can do at the moment. She grasps the collar of the white terrycloth robe she wears and pulls it closed. She is still damp and beginning to shiver. She opens the door to the warmth of her room and steps inside, not inviting the Jaridian in, but not stopping her from following, either. *

N: *her brows shoot upwards when the girl speaks to her to ask if they had met. They had, for a brief moment, but it has not been so long ago that she would have forgotten it. It had been a most unusual encounter. She tried to read emotions in her tone of voice, but what was most preoccupying, is that there had been none. She wondered if those had not been the after-effects of her sharing with Zo’or. Many would be disoriented with it, but more than a day had gone by, and she had left the bridge in good health, physical and mental. Now, the girl seemed drained, as if her body were being flogged by a weakening disease; but one Naor’rin spotted to be of the mind instead of the body.* Yes, we have met, not very long ago... *but she finds her words fall on deaf ears, for the girl turns to the door and walks inside the room. Puzzled at what to do, Naor’rin followed her. Cadence was not helping at all... but whatever had happened, Naor’rin knew it had been in the last day. She would have to enquire those who had been on the bridge working at the same time she had, to know more details and perhaps narrow the time to a few hours. She stopped by the door, her eyes going from the girl to her surroundings; the room had not been cleaned in a while; the bed was not unmade, but someone had merely slept over the covers, perhaps too exhausted or uncaring to lay underneath the warmth of the blankets.*

C - *She looks down, pain crossing her face when she sees her bed and thinks of Gabriel, her arms hugging at her torso unconsciously. Walking over to the bed she sits down and notices that, sure enough, the Jaridian had followed her inside and was now standing there looking around before her gaze came to rest on her.

Cadence could only stare over at her, mild curiosity in her eyes as she waited for the stranger to speak. *

N: *the first signal of life from the girl came from her noticing her presence and waiting with a sparkle of curiosity in her expression.* I hope you do not mind my following you here. I would not want to seem impolite. *she struggles to find a smile. The girl’s attitude was leaving her nervous, her skin was nearly in goose bumps. She steps forward towards Cadence.* I am Naor’rin. *she nods, not adding anything about her person that would connect her to Zo’or or anyone else. She had long forgotten she was there for Zo’or; after glimpsing upon the girl, she knew that had turned into a personal quest. She wanted to help.* I noticed you in the corridor and I thought about saying hi. *then her look gets serious, her eyes noticing the sick paleness of the volunteer’s skin.* You seem... ill. *that was not the right word at all, but it was the only one Naor’rin could find at the moment. Empty was more likely to apply to Cadence’s state, and that same shiver of before returned to course down the Jaridian’s spine. The look in the human’s eyes brought back memories; they conveyed the kind of absentness she would recognise immediately, but it brought painful memories to think of how she had come to be familiar with it. Before she could think about it, her lips uttered the words, as naturally as softly, and with genuine concern.* Are you well?

C - *As though her mind had not yet caught up with the Jaridian's current question, she comments on a previous one, her voice only a whisper with a slight hint of her voice.* Naor'rin? *She is as one sleepwalking as she rises from the bed and walks over to the visitor, a slight frown on her face as she tries to remember.* Yes, I remember you. *Her fingers rise and press softly against Naor'rin's lips.* A kiss... *She pulls back her hand and brings her face very close, as though she is going to kiss her again, but then she backs off, her voice still soft as she turns to stand before her mirror.* I remember.

N: *the Jaridian remains still as Cadence approaches; not so much as not to startle the girl – she knows that in Cadence’s current state, it is likely not to happen – as because she is under some kind of hypnosis herself. To her, the being walking towards her was somewhat covered in a shadow; not even Taelons were so absent of spirit. And as the shadow took form she saw...* # Me? #  *she shook away the thought, and by then, the girl was standing right before her. She had awakened due to the girl’s touch that had sent a shockwave down her spine, and was now staring deeply into her green eyes as she comes closer, as if to kiss her.* I am glad... *she lets out in a whisper, as the girl makes her way towards the mirror* 

C - I miss his kisses, *she says wistfully to her reflection, a finger stroking over her throat and collarbone. She conjures an image of Gabriel in her thoughts, but he is vague, distant, and she wonders if he is all right, or if T'than went back on his words and simply left his body to languish, his very soul trapped inside with no way to escape and move on to the next plane.* Gabriel...*her lips move silently with the word. Her hand goes out to touch her reflection at her lips, as if to try and touch the name uttered, thus making it flesh in her mind.

N:* her eyes widen*. # Gabriel. #   *she remembers why she had been sent there. So, the man existed, and judging by the girl’s words, he was a boyfriend; maybe more than that: a lover, one that she appeared to miss, maybe... # the one she is trying to protect... that is, if that is truly the case.# *the piece of the puzzle were getting more incoherent as they were revealed. The human had been abused somehow, that kind of emotional absentness, the look in her eyes, was a dead give-away. But now she mentioned this human, moving in a trance in front of the mirror, drawing her longing with trembling fingerprints on the looking glass. 

Naor’rin walks towards the girl, placing herself behind her, her image showing on the mirror along with Cadence’s. Maybe that would bring her back to attention...*

C - *She jumps slightly when she senses movement and looks back at Naor'rin. She had forgotten that the woman was there!*  # How odd #  * She felt so very numb – apart from everyone and everything, her emotions asleep, only two beings able to make her thoughts stir, though only slightly.* Am I well? *she looks back at Naor'rin, pondering the question at length, and then her eyes cease to focus on her and move to some other point in the room, though not seeing it at all.* Yes, I am well. I... have to get ready for work. *She goes to her closet and pulls out a uniform and sits back down on the bed, looking at the jumpsuit crumpled on her lap.* I am due on the bridge in less than an hour.

N: *she frowns slightly. She is in no condition to get back to work. In her absentness of mind, she could even be dangerous to the ship. One button pressed wrongly, or a badly given command, and hours of work could go down the drain. But she knew she could not report back to Zo’or on anything she would find there, so it would be demanded of Cadence that she worked properly. The girl, however, was clearly walking on the edge of a nervous breakdown. 

Naor’rin follows the girl with her eyes as she picks her clothes then goes to sit on the bed again, as if her legs had told her it was best that she sit, lest they crumble. The Jaridian walks towards Cadence and sits by her side.* You don’t seem well at all Cadence. *a hand goes to her face, to pull a few strands of her hair from the way and lock them behind her ear* Not the way I remember you... *something about being close to the girl made her truly nervous, as if she kept flashing a warning signal, something Naor’rin’s body recognised as dangerous to her. She bit back the sensation, trying to ignore it despite its strength. Then, taking advantage of the girl’s aloofness, she starts pulling the robe down, wanting to see the bruises and perhaps something else...*

C - *A ghost of a smile touches her lips when she feels her hair brushed back softly in a gentle gesture, though her eyes remain straight ahead; Naor'rin's words sending her into thought.* # ...not the way I remember you...#

*She could remember her old self, though it seemed dreamlike; memories of herself and Chandra playfully talking and laughing in this very room came to her - their distant and happy banter echoing inside her mind, the images hazy and seeming too bright, as film looks when it is over-exposed. Her look softens as she thinks of her friend, and she wonders where she is now - 
wonders if her life has been peaceful and if T'than has truly left her alone.

N: *her lips move upwards along with Cadence when a smile shows in the girl’s lips. She remains silent, her hands moving softly as feathers to remove the girl’s outfit. Even if she snaps back, it will already mean Naor’rin has accomplished something perhaps even more important than seeing the marks.*

C - *Everything had changed soon after Chandra's arrival - a startling dream that very night, and T'than shadowing her days ever since, driving her emotions and desires to thrilling highs and cataclysmic lows, ending in the appallingly horrible act committed against her barely six hours ago, and she felt now as though she had no emotions left! She had not wanted to become like this - a part of her mind had begged her to stay, to be strong, and she did indeed come back...but somehow, she had not made it all the way back. She thought now that she would never be able to complete the journey - she did not have the strength.

Her robe is being gently pulled away from her body, first down from around her shoulders, and then she feels someone straightening her arms so the garment can be slid down where it rests around her waist. She is compliant, so used to being made to undress, or forced to. Her hands rest placidly in her lap, the robe nestled around her hips. If she were to rise she would be nude, but no command has been given and so she remains in place. She still speaks softly, dreamily, her eyes empty, staring ahead.* Why...are you doing that?

N: Hush child... It is ok. *she whispers softly, now kneeled on the bed. The blond hair is cascading over Cadence’s bare shoulders and her back and waist are finally exposed.*  I want to help you to dress... *a finger traces its path down her spine, then comes to rest on two sets on five round marks on her waist.* You are hurt. *she continues to speak, ever so softly as she rises from the bed and goes on her knees in front of the girl* Do you want to tell me what happened? *she looks directly into Cadence’s eyes, a hand pulling the volunteer uniform from her lap, and opening the robe completely. There is a stain, rather imperceptible on the girl’s upper chest. And the finger marks are on both sides. Naor’rin brushes her fingers over the bruises again, now nearly sure of their nature. She knew her next question would pique the girls’ attention* Were these done by Gabriel? 

C - *She was aware of the other girl softly running her fingertips down her back, her hand coming to rest over her waist, fingers touching at the bruises that mark her, pressing into them softly, but even the dull ache those motions cause is not enough to make Cadence want to leave the warm comfort of her gauzy thoughts. Until Naor'rin mentioned Gabriel, that is. Coming up from what seemed to be a long, dark tunnel, her room at the other end, Cadence's eyes swung to Naor'rin and looked at her directly, her jaw tightening as a tiny spark of anger lit up inside of her.* No...never! *she hisses.* Gabriel would never do that! *Her words are vehement, though her voice is still breathy, as though her throat had lost all its confidence and she could not speak any louder. She drops her head and gains comfort from all the strands of her hair that allow her eyes to hide behind them.* I did it for him...only for him.

N: *then her hand moves to her chest, as if wanting to pick up the drawing that is merely a blurry stain. She backs away suddenly with a gasp, as if she had been shocked!* It’s impossible! Cadence... *she looks astounded at the girl*

C - *Again the Jaridian is touching her – her fingers floating over her skin, now tracing over the ghost of a strange shape that still haunts her skin above her breasts, and then the woman gasps and pulls away from her, her features a mix of shock and disbelief, though at first this does not startle Cadence nor affect her in any way, for her thoughts have switched tracks again.* You should not touch me. No one is supposed to touch me except... 

N: *she barely hears the faraway whisper that is the girl’s words. Her own eyes become empty for a moment as the echo of an old screamed cry resonates in the back of her head. She had felt it, but could it be? Zo’or had shown her a symbol, but he had not meant anything then... yet, in this girl... The sensation was mind-blowing.*

C - *Her head tilts as she stops in mid-sentence and she looks quizzically down at Naor'rin, still on her knees before the bed, her mind once more catching up with current events. Her hand rises to where the stain is, her fingers tracing the dull outline as though it were crystal clear to her.* What? What is impossible?

N: *her eyes catch some movement inside of her, and the symbol is drawn in her mind with Cadence’s movements. It was a name, and a promise. It could not be read just from staring at it; it had to be felt as well, like any Taelon symbol.*  Nothing... *she lets out in an automatic whisper* I was just checking if that was a bruise as well. *a smile appears on her lips for a second, then it’s gone; biting back the fear of feeling the same sensation again, she takes her hand to rest on top of the girl’s, while her other lifts the girl’s chin up* Then, who did this to you? Was it the same one who wrote the symbol? *she writes it in the air, as Cadence had done before, then pulls her hair behind her ears again. *  

C - *She tilts her head at the question and looks at Naor'rin as though she had said something completely absurd.* No...Gabriel would never hurt me like they did...never!

N: *Still holding the girl’s hand, she rises and sits by the bed* Lay down, please... I won’t touch you if you don’t want me to... *she speaks reassuringly as she seduces the girl to lie down with her soothing voice, then climbs onto the bed again, kneeling and sat on her heels beside Cadence* Just close your eyes, I can make the pain go away... *she whispers, her shaqaravah beginning to glow; she rubs her hands together, then starts running it over Cadence’s chest. Her skin is reddish, as if it had been burned from prolonged solar exposure. The marks above her hips are little, but they will still take several days to heal; though the mind could take several months* 

C - *At first she is tense but then she allows herself to be carried away by the Jaridian's soothing voice and she lies back onto her pillows, closing her eyes as she is comforted by all the soft rumpled covers around her. She feels a caress over her chest but it is hot and she shudders and pulls back into the mattress, but then the heat reduces to a deep and penetrating calibre as Naor'rin moves her hands over her body, just above her skin. Cadence relaxes completely and even feels sleep coming over her again and she drifts off. * 

N: Cadence... *she speaks as she performs the little massage, careful not to let her hand touch the girl’s skin again* what did T’than do to you?

C - *Her eyes open instantly though she makes sure to keep her body relaxed as she gazes at Naor'rin. Even perched in her own far away little world, Cadence was not so far gone as to be careless with the giving of information. Gabriel was first and foremost in her mind at the moment and she had to protect him! She had given so much already toward that goal and she had no intention of seeing her sacrifice crumble before her eyes, meaningless because she spoke of things best kept secret.*

T'than? *she asked quietly, turning her head on the pillow to stare at the other with a blank expression.* I know him. I have worked in his office sometimes. *She wished this woman would leave; her presence unnerved her and her questions frightened her. She would be difficult to deceive, but another life depended on her ability to do so, and so she made sure to keep her voice and actions as neutral as possible, even though inside she was shaking with fear.*

N: *The girl’s tone remains expressionless, confusing her somewhat about the veracity of those words; no body language that indicates she was lying; but a tiny flutter of her eyelids gave away a little nervousness at responding. Truth, but not all the truth. Naor’rin found it best not to push that matter any further. It would be cruel, and she had time.* I see... *she whispers as her mind plays with her words; she had spoken of Gabriel when she brought up the issue of the mark; but she spoke of T’than also, as Taelon. She saw only two options: either Gabriel had himself worked with T’than in the past and somehow learned how to write his name and the promise it contained, or... # Impossible... he wouldn’t...# *she looked down in disbelief at the girl, her hands still roaming over the injuries and calling up the healing energy of the girl’s body. Humans had a good ability to heal, but they did not quite know how to control it.*

C - T'than did not do...*she brushes her hands over her bruised hips,*...this. A Taelon cannot rape...but Volunteers can. *She looks up at her sadly.* And did. *An errant tear runs down her cheek, the first glimmer of feeling coming back to her. It made her afraid of what would happen if it all came back - all the pain she would have to face if she allowed it to come back. *

N: #Oh, yes they can...# *an inner voice whispered inside her mind when Cadence had spoken of the impossibility of being raped by a Taelon. But fortunately, Naor’rin’s wonderings were ceased by the words that followed... volunteers could rape... they had... and despite thinking she had all the words to say to that girl, she was rendered speechless. She had frozen: her stare, her thoughts, and her hand had withdrawn from what it was doing.*

C - *She grabs a sheet and flings it over her body and turns away onto her side.* Can't you just go away? *fear*  Please...

N: *The girl’s sudden motion brings her back; but only somewhat. Dormancy had made her lower her defences and her own memories of rape returned*  I can go away... if that is really what you wish me to do. I understand you must be frightened at this moment... All too well... *she lets her head fall low with a sigh* It happened to me too, a few years ago. *she feels her throat tightening, but still, she continues.* I was helpless, and had no one to aid me; after it happened, I went into shock, all I wanted to do was die, so that I could erase it from my mind. I felt so... worthless and dirty. I know that I couldn’t even stand being touched, even though all I needed was a friend, a comforting gesture... *she rests her hand over the sheet’s on the girl’s arm* but unlike you, no one cared to listen to me, even when all I hungered for was someone to tell me it would be all right. *she slides her hand down Cadence’s arm in a caress, and starts moving away.* Silence is not the answer; it cannot help you, only hurt you further Cadence. *she sits by the edge, ready to stand and walk away.*

C - *She perks up, her eyes showing some interest at last.* Did Volunteers rape you too? *The question is asked in a vulnerable tone of voice. She is so fixated on the one who raped her being a Volunteer - in her mind anyone who had ever suffered such humiliation must have done so at the hands of Volunteers.*

N: *she stops by the bed’s edge, sat sideways on the mattress over a heel. Her head shakes twice as she speaks* No, they cannot harm me. It was... *she sighs, her head lowered* something else... *then she looks up at Cadence, feeling her eyes warming from the tears that only serve to make them brighter; it is as if she is seeing herself, because she knows T’than had his finger on that complex story: she had felt his energy inside her.*

C - *She can clearly see the pain in the other girl's eyes and it is able to touch her somewhat, even in her present state of mind. There had been a time when Cadence would have been drawn to this girl immediately, her warm and giving nature wanting to give and protect. But friends also came at a high price - at least here on this ship. They became pawns in T'than's games that he strategically placed to get what he wanted from her. She *wanted* to care for Naor'rin, but... she could not afford to. For one flickering moment she allowed herself to feel for this visitor who obviously shared her pain, and her hand came out from under the sheet to take hers and squeeze it firmly, her lips in a sympathetic smile, but then she pulls her hand back and looks 
away.*

Are you in love Naor'rin? *The question is whispered and wistful, Cadence's eyes upon the ceiling as she has flipped back onto her back, her hands folded over her breasts above the sheet.*

N: *she is surprised, almost startled when the girl’s hand reaches for hers. She had not been expecting that; but most of all, she had regressed to her youth when it had all happened. She was still fragile after all... if not for the one feeling that had given her life meaning again...* Yes... *a ghost of a smile appears on her lips* I believe I am, and very much so. *she looks at the girl inquisitively, as if knowing she was not finished with her speech.*

C - *Her eyes then gain startling focus and for the first time since Naor'rin had entered her room she looks at her, her gaze steady and almost hyper-alert as it bores into her, trying to enter the depths of the Jaridian's soul.* Don't fall in love...don't BE in love! They can't hurt you if you don't love! *Then, just as suddenly her eyes lose clarity and focus on the ceiling again, her voice whispery again.* You do not want to be my friend Naor'rin...*she looks at her, emotionless*...stay as far away from me as you can...it is safer.

N: *her eyes are held in that vice-like stare; it’s unbelievable how strong that girl can be and the energy she can convey. She had never felt that from a human before. A mix of emotions ran rampant in her perception: anger, yet sadness, resolution, yet doubt, because the girl wants to love; she does love and it is as much of a blessing as a curse.* You are wrong. Love is not a weakness. If not for that feeling, I would have never pulled through Cadence. *she turns almost completely to the girl, wanting to pull her out of the dormancy she seems to be falling into again.* I was truly a prisoner, my tormentor was the same as yours. But now, he cannot hurt me anymore. My love protects me. *she pauses, staring at the girl, trying to bore into her soul much like she had tried before; Naor’rin wanted to pull her back through force if needed be!*

C - I used to believe as you do - that love protects, that within love lies strength. *She pauses knowing that Naor'rin is right to 
much extent, after all, her own love for Gabriel had given her the strength to allow herself to be raped in the blind hope that T'than would keep his word and heal him. Yet in saving Gabriel had she forever sacrificed herself?* But even when it makes you strong it makes you weak too...

N: You love Gabriel, do you not? *her head tilts slightly* You said you did it for him; why do you now find it unworthy? Why the doubts? *she knows that can be a mistake; there is something very wrong about that story and she still had her doubts about this man. But until she knew more, there was no point crushing the last of the girl’s dreams.* 

C - *She sits up, wrapping the sheet around her much like how she had in the lab, and she looks over at her reflection staring back at her, the girl looking back looking like a shadow of her former self. Then she looks back at the Jaridian, her eyes smouldering, her voice low, angry.* Of course I love him, and if I had had any doubts at all about that I would not have allowed this to happen!

N: Then, do not shy away from the one being that can bring you back... if you give up, Cadence... he will win. *she speaks not of any name, for she knows there is no need* Find his weakness and use it against him. 

C- *She continues to stare at her.* I don't know what you're 
talking about! *She looks away from her sullenly.*

N: *she looks down, knowing that in a way she is manipulating the girl into avoiding the same mistakes she had committed.*  I can help you if you let me. My love gives me that power; *she touches the girl’s leg trying to pull her attention.*  My mate is Zo’or.

C - *Her body shivers and she brings the sheet from around her chest up over her shoulders, her eyes finding Naor'rin's again warily. The situation was going from bad to worse; the Jaridian's uncanny ability to read true meanings into her words, her startling and, accurate, suspicions regarding the War Minister, and now, to find that she is mated to the Taelon leader! Of all the people who could have darkened her doorstep that day it had to be this one - if it weren't so frightening it would be funny! *

N: *she knew her last revelation was as bright as stupid to make. Cadence reacted to it much in the way Naor’rin would have anticipated... that is, if she would have reacted to her words. It was a good sign that she did, even if with clear fear and apprehension.* Cadence, please... *she whispers at the girl, as she wraps the sheet around herself and rises*

 

C - *She slides from the bed, drawing the sheet with her to drag behind her as she puts a little distance between their bodies and goes to stand with her back to the mirror. Though her voice is still distant, she feels a little less detached than she did before.* Has Zo'or sent you to interrogate me now? *Her expression is one of someone who has been betrayed.* I told him that I did not have the answers to his questions...I don't! I don't know what that symbol is or what it means and I was truthful about that!

 

N: *Shame hits her and she deviates her eyes; in the shower room, yes, she was there because Zo’or had sent her; but in those chambers.* No, I am here on my own volition. *she looks straight at the girl, her green-blue eyes shining brightly  in her pale-ebony features.* Zo’or did tell me you were altered, and I was concerned. *she sits on the bed now, both her feet touching the floor and her hands resting by her lap.* And although I do know what that symbol is and means, you may rest assured that I will not reveal it to Zo’or if you do not want me to. It was not my intention to interrogate you at all... merely... to bring you the comfort no one gave me when I most needed it...

 

C - *She turns and faces the mirror. She looks as though she wants to cry but she is unable to - her tears, once so accessible, have left her leaving her eyes as dry as a desert. But then she becomes resolute - she has to protect T'than at all costs - for Gabriel's sake!* # Is that the only reason? #

 

*She shakes her head and turns back.* I was raped Naor'rin, by a Volunteer. It happened because he threatened harm to one I love. Can you understand that? Would you not have given in to protect the one you love? *She looks down, ashamed.*  There is nothing more to be said and...*she looks back up  - her gaze intense again before the light in her eyes goes off once more.*...I think that you should go now. You cannot help me, for the damage is already done.

 

N: I can understand... unfortunately, more so than you think. *she looks slightly downwards, in a contemplative manner* I was captured only because I sought to defend one I loved... and still, I felt like I had failed him, and myself when I was captured. Yet, through my ordeal, I came to encounter my greatest happiness... *she rises and walks over to Cadence.* You will know it too if you will let it happen. *she stops right in front of the girl* There is no irretrievable damage, as there is no such thing as invulnerability. Whoever did this to you will pay Cadence; that you were _attacked_  *she emphasise her word, as if to make Cadence realize she would not divulge the nature of the attack*  I cannot hide from Zo’or. He remains perplexed as to why you have been so troubled and I need to give him a reason... *she pauses to look for some reaction on the girl’s behalf* 

C - # Yes, I failed Gabriel and myself...  for T'than will never keep his word. #  *The warmth generating from Naor'rin touches Cadence in some deep part of her heart that is still open. Just as she had felt with Zo'or, she wants to fall into her arms and be held and soothed but she is too afraid that her lips will betray her, allowing words to escape that must NOT! She cries inside but from her mouth escapes not one sound, only a look of pain going over her features and a tremor going through her body.*

N: Will you at least help us find the one who so viciously violated you? You may trust the _rest *she knows Cadence will perceive a lot more than the attack* to be left secret. 

C - # Doesn't she understand? I can't tell! # *Cadence is becoming frustrated; Naor'rin is determined to find out all that had 
happened and Cadence can feel her resolve weakening and this frightens her immensely. She wants so much to retreat back into herself, but Naor'rin is not allowing it.* You can tell Zo'or whatever you please, it makes no difference to me. *Her look goes petulant and she frowns before turning away and folding her arms tightly under her chest, her words coming in a whisper laden with shame – she cannot look Naor'rin in the eyes.*

N: *somehow, she saw that coming, and knew better than to force anything out of her. She would indeed be interrogating the girl if she did. She was being selfish in a way, wanting to avenge this girl’s rape as if to compensate the fact that hers had never been. She lets out a sigh; maybe she had been wrong in her approach to the girl.* I am sorry, I didn’t mean to push you...

C - I heard one of them call him "Matthews," *she says, recalling dreamy snippets of conversation between the brutes – much that she had not remembered until now as she thought of the incident.*  “Hey Matthews, take her harder – make her squirm!” *She is leaning against the mirror, her shaking breaths clouding the glass with her soft words.* He had dark hair and skin, and a scar or mark on his cheek...I think. *She spins and faces Naor'rin looking a bit frantic.*  I don't want to talk about this anymore! I don't have to trust you with a rest_of_story because that is all there is!  # I cannot tell you! #

N: *her fists turn into balls when Cadence repeats the brutes’ words. Naor’rin builds his image in her head; she wants that Matthews dead, and she sees him die many times over in her mind, though the dead body that lies on the floor, is not the human’s. But once she sees beyond her anger, she notices the detail that there had been more than one volunteer in the room... yet, only one had touched her? At first she had said she had had no choice, because of protecting the one she loved: Gabriel. But where was Gabriel while they did it? And what had prevented all the guys from hurting her? Cadence was a beautiful girl, Naor’rin had heard her name in the lips of a few volunteers, and many times, the tone had a sexual connotation. Everything stunk of orchestration, which made it even more criminal. It wasn’t random; it was premeditated!  

The girl’s voice makes her snap out of her thoughts. And she is right: it is time to stop. However, Cadence’s not wanting to speak of a rest_of_story, when Naor’rin had asked that she do no such thing, was indication enough that she was hiding something and trying to tell the Jaridian the contrary. For what reason, remained unclear, but it was strong enough for the alien to leave it to rest.* I understand. I should be leaving you to rest now. 

C - *She stalks back to her bed and stands by it, her face gone pale and frightened, her eyes large.* And don't say that you know what this is...*she brushes her hand over the fading stain* ...for it is nothing! Just...Gabriel fooling around - that's all! # Who are you trying to convince, her or yourself, Cadence? #  *She looks back at Naor'rin, feeling like a frightened deer trapped by the hunters gun, and she does not know why, and a shiver goes through her making her feel suddenly very cold.*

N: #Gabriel fooling around with T’than’s name? # Of course Cadence... *she knows her tone does not convince anyone, nor does that answer. She wants to look into the matter more deeply, but question remains: does she have the right to interfere in the girl’s personal life? A lot of the facts are kept in the dark, and appearances are often deceiving. She knows her presence is making the girl nervous, even though the effect should have been the contrary. She looks at Cadence, then lowers her head contemplatively and takes her first steps towards the door* But there is one thing. You may rest assured he will be punished Cadence. *she stops, a few steps from the door* If you feel you need more time to yourself, you may skip the first hours of your shift. I will appease Zo’or with some excuse... *with that she steps closer to the door and waves it open* And regardless of what transpired today, you may see me as a friend, for it was in that quality I stepped into this room, and in that same quality that I leave. 

C - *She is still cold, her skin breaking out in goosebumps from what Naor'rin had said about the mark, or rather, what she had not said. Her response to Cadence's statement that the symbol was meaningless was clearly meant to placate her, and now Cadence was left with a mystery - the symbol did indeed have meaning, and she wasn't sure she wanted to know what it was.

She watches as the Jaridian heads for the door, her face full of understanding, patience and kindness. She had once been raped herself, and Cadence knew that no one would understand as well such an experience unless they themselves had been through it, and despite Cadence maintaining her distance, she felt a closeness to her. Were things in her life different than they were, she would have liked to be friends with her.*

I am well enough to perform my shift Naor'rin, but thank you for the offer of going to Zo'or on my behalf. *The woman turns to leave and Cadence calls to her again, and she allows a smile to light her lips for a moment and she speaks almost shyly.* Oh and Naor'rin...thank you...for being a friend.

N: *she nods softly at the girl, her eyes closed. When she reopens them, there is a tiny smile on her lips, and her green-blue sapphires shine sadly at the girl.* Until we meet again... *with that, she steps into the corridor and makes her way to the observation deck. She needs a pretty view and some quietness to put her own heart at ease.*

C - *Now alone, Cadence slips into her uniform and pulls her hair back into a ponytail. The last place she wants to be is the bridge, but T'than had been very clear in his warning not to arouse Zo'or's suspicions, and an absence so soon after the last one would do just that. She floated down the hall and once on the bridge manned her station quietly, the other two officers she had worked with the other night glancing at her occasionally to see if she was going to go into hysterics again, but Cadence only smiled at them softly, maintaining a calm demeanour until they ceased to pay her anymore attention.

She was devastated over her assault and that T'than had allowed it, though his words of apology still rang in her mind - probably wishful thinking on her part she thinks to herself. Her worry over Gabriel is nearly a tangible sensation too. She wonders if he still lives. Most of her concentration is focused inward on all of these confusing and chaotic thoughts, though on the outside she appears calm, her expression content, if a bit blank as her fingers float over the console displays.*

To Be Continued…

