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Book Seven

Part One

Gentle Lessons

GT: *After an hour of watching her sleep, the general had carefully risen, covered her with a trim sheet, and left for his offices. He felt quite improved from the draining experience of the attempted joining; the energy shower and her peace had soothed his mind and his body. And there were duties he could not neglect to attend. So he returned to his chair and the consoles and waved the door open. The Volunteers would be there soon for the usual maintenance work, and he didn’t give them any special attention as he went over his datastream, looking for clues as to how Chandra has managed to hack into his interface and tampered with the controls. Whatever she had done could not happen again: his safety and Cadence’s were on the line.*


C - *Cadence awoke several hours later alone in the bed. She stretched and sat up, looking around sadly, wishing he were there with her. The energy shower was still on, very low, the crystalline sparkling effect barely noticeable now. She waved her hand and tried to turn it off, but nothing happened. Then, she closed her eyes and concentrated upon the feel of the shower trickling over her, and, waving her hand again, wished for it to cease. She smiled slightly when she opened her eyes and discovered that the shower was off. She lay back down and pulled the sheets up around her and tried to go back to sleep but she could not.*

GT: *In the meantime, Julian had reported back to T’than on the duties he had been assigned to during the general’s absence. Gabriel was still quite under control, and the memory implants were working wonderfully. And as for the other volunteer, the one who had assaulted Cadence, no suspicion had risen and no connection had been made between him and Cadence’s erratic state of mind. He had to admit Cadence’s leave was well justified as sickness, but it concerned him that the little forgery on the medical logs could be discovered... In that case, he had to hope for Chandra’s abilities as hacker. 

He was still deeply into his work when something beeped in the back of his head. It was not sharp, but enough for him to know Cadence had awakened. She was close enough for him to feel her with great  ease. But the volunteers were still working about his offices and would not leave for a few minutes, and he did not wish to dismiss them earlier to keep the illusion that all was as it should be: normal, and extremely tedious.*

C - *Rising from the bed she went to where a fresh tray of food had been placed on a table and she took a bowl containing cut fruit and a glass of juice and, going back to the bed, pulled the sheets around her and nibbled absently, while her mind roamed over all the events of recent days.

She did not really like being alone, but she consoled herself knowing that T'than was nearby, likely just in his offices down the hall from the feel of it. She rubbed her upper arms quickly, realizing that she was rather cold, wondering if something was amiss with the climate control in the lab, for she had not been this cold yesterday. She thought that clothing might help but he had left her none.*

GT: *Finally, the last of the volunteers nodded at him and he dismissed them all too eagerly. There was only an implant left, and T’than knew he didn’t need to worry about those: they were somewhat a part of the Mothership, without will of their own or the normal inquiring capacities of the others. And most importantly, every Taelon was the same to them; they favoured no one, only served. 

After the human left the offices, the Taelon looked around him, and before closing his console, checked the presences in the room. Empty. He was about to wave the datastream closed, when the video on the lab caught his attention. It seemed Cadence was rather busy...*

C - *She stood up and, just for fun, waved her hand over herself. Nothing happened. Licking her lips and focusing her concentration on the black cadet uniform she had worn she tried again and this time was rewarded with a delicate sparkling effect over her hand, the energy feeling like sticky spiderwebs and she shook her hand trying to shake the glow away but it was as though it was magnetized to her. With a startled cry she buried her hand in the sheets and tried to wipe it away, which didn't work either, but soon the effect dissipated and she stood and tried again, her mind thinking of a jumpsuit, her hand gesturing over her body gently.*

GT: *he couldn’t repress the laugh at her attempt. It was the good aspect of her changing, and it seemed she was rather curious about it. As he expected, she had not waited to test her new abilities. He thought of earlier when they had been together; he had launched doubt, and though he had helped a little, the truth was that she had wished strongly enough for him to be naked to make his jumpsuit disappear. The secret really, was in not trying too hard. 

He was genuinely amused at her innocence, and especially at her reaction when the energy in her hand persisted, because possibly, she had not thought of how to make it disappear; her objective remained to create the jumpsuit, and it was proving to be quite a challenge. Decided in watching for himself, he rose from his chair and made his way thru the narrow corridor and into the lab. The door disappeared in pure silence, and he stood motionless, watching her in a mix of fascination and amusement.*

C - *She felt that sticky, prickly sensation like with her hand, but now it was all over and she felt clothing materialize over her bare flesh and looked down...* Oh no! *she cried in exasperation when she looked and saw what might be considered clothing in a very broad sense; a black jumpsuit, which was more strips of fabric that were barely held together, and in fact as she moved one of the legs lost its hold and slipped halfway down her thigh.

GT: *he stood by the door, leaning on the newly formed wall, repressing a laugh as to not to disturb the little theatre taking place before him. Her ingenuity was endearing and freeing: it surely made him forget there was anything else, an almost ugly and cruel world waiting for both of them outside that room. But he kept his smirk, and his blue eyes shimmered in contrast to the still black jumpsuit.*

C - *Glimpses of her body could be had through the many holes over the rest of the garment as well and she sighed and sat back on the bed, rolling her eyes, her quiet laughter filling the room.*

GT: *his soft laughter joined hers as he walked towards the bed. Her back were turned at him, but soon she turned, almost alarmed.* I am afraid you would catch far too much attention if you dressed that way, though I have to compliment you on the originality. *he peeks at the piece of fabric in the floor, disappearing from the lack of contact with her skin.*

C - *She jumps slightly when she hears him laughing with her. She had been so engrossed in what she was doing that she had not even felt his presence. She was still getting used to seeing him genuinely smile versus his cruel smirks, but...to hear him laughing - she is thoroughly taken aback by it, and genuinely touched. She blushed and looked down at her tattered clothes, and she wondered how many times he had ever laughed in his long lifetime.* I guess Taelon fashion is not my forte...I can't seem to get the hang of all this hand-waving stuff.
 
GT: *T’than walks around the bed and stands before her.* I believe you are trying too hard. Think only that you are dressed, and imagine what you are wearing in your mind. Not that you are naked and want to get dressed... *he grabs her hand and slowly guides it over her, helping create a jumpsuit alike the one she had dressed in for her trip to Earth.* Colours and textures can easily be changed... *he moves her hand over his jumpsuit, and it changes from black to light purple, except in his legs and arms.*
 
C - *Her wrist is gently captured in his hand as he guides her until she is wearing a ground troops jumpsuit like the one she wore when trying to escape the Mothership to Earth, as well as to escape to Kiron. Then he waved her hand over him and he was now clad in two colors. He was certainly doing all the work, for though she was listening to him, her mind as well as her eyes were completely focused on his face in fascination and affection, though when she speaks it is clear that she is still overwhelmed by it all.* I don't know if I shall ever be able to learn all this...
 
GT: I am certain that with a little practise you will master the technique in no time. *he smiles down at her.* And, there are far more important things you need to learn at the moment. *he touches underneath her chin and pulls her upwards to glue his lips to her for a moment.* I need to mask your energy... and for that, you will have to learn how to accept it as your own, and to control it. This will take a lot of concentration and effort for you, but soon, it will be as natural to you as breathing. *he waves his own hand over his jumpsuit and it changes back to black.* Are you ready? *his hands run down her arms as he looks into her eyes looking for the answer.*  
 
C - *She looks up at him and nods uncertainly.* I... guess so. *He turns and takes her hand and they go to the bed, where he gets on his knees, very much as he did to meditate on Kiron when she had first realized that she was in his private chamber there. She does as he does and gets on her knees so she faces him, feeling rather silly.* I don't understand...how can I accept this energy as my own, let alone control it when I don't even feel it there?
 
GT: *his eyes are focused on hers for the whole time.* It is there, and you can feel it. *He is still grabbing at her wrist and he pulls her hand so that it is between them, her palm upwards where they can both see it. He touches at it with his fingers.* Close your eyes. *his finger is still there, in contact with her skin, moving in circles over her palm.* You can feel my touch now... *he is looking in her face, and his finger keeps moving along the same circle, and he slowly pulls away from her, now making it hover over her palm and not letting it touch at her skin.* and you are sure I am touching you even now, are you not? 

C - Yes, I can feel you - your finger is in my palm.

GT: *his voice is smooth and hypnotising.* Good, now, open your eyes. *their eyes meet, blue merging into a green stare. His eyes lower slowly, making hers follow, and finally they come to rest on the hand that moves in circles over hers, his finger still caressing her from a distance.* Do you feel it now?

C - *Her eyes widen and then she frowns back at him* But I don't understand! I *feel* your touch, and yet you do not touch me!
 
GT: The cold, the warmth, the rush you sometimes feel, they are all symptoms of the presence of that energy in your system. For the moment, it has my signature, but it is becoming a part of you. The process would happen gradually, in time, but we do not have that time... 

C - *It was all so overwhelming! She had an energy signature, and it was *his* energy signature, and someday it would become her own...The rush of hot and cold, yes, she knew of what he spoke. Even now in a jumpsuit she still felt chilled, and when he was close to her she felt the rush...was this the energy within her? Perhaps she did feel it after all!*
 
GT: *carefully, he grabs both her wrists and puts his palm to hers.* Erase all emotions from your body, all desire. Feel my touch as guidance, not as a caress... *he raises his arms so that they are outstretched. He notices some parts of her body are in the wrong alignment, so he slowly breaks the contact with her hands.* Be still... *he moves in the bed to kneel behind her, his hands touching softly at her waist. She shudders just a little when he touches at her lower sides.* Hush now, focus. *slowly, he runs his fingers over her sides, the fingertips like tiny spider legs that move and tickle over her skin.* Inhale, and relax... *his whisper is just behind her ear, warm, soothing and nearly seductive.* Feel the energy in your system, running... here... *a hand goes to the centre of her chest to draw a line from her cleavage to her navel* Rising... *the hand moves upwards, touching at her chin; it stops, and now both his hands use the fingers to caress at her neck and cheek, moving upwards until the fingertips are at her temples.* Feel the energy, not my touch... 

C - *His hands over her are sending her into a quiet frenzy, but she closes her eyes and focuses on his touch. Her arms are still slightly out, her hands open and touching nothing but air. It is a feat of sheer will not to associate desire to his touch, and emotions in general; she was an emotional being, more so than many, but still she tried to turn it all off and just concentrate on his hands and their feathery touch over her. She was not sure, but she thought that the chill in her body was becoming more intense, though, not all over, only where he touched her, and so her focus deepened until she saw a glowing ball of ice beneath her flesh and it followed his moving fingers...*
 
GT: *Soon, he is merely moving his hands over her body, following from her temples down her shoulders, and from there, to the small in her back.* Place your knees closer together... *he is moving over her legs now.* Feel the energy accumulating inside of you, pulsing, flowing in your bloodstream... 

C - *At once the blue sun of ice within her bursts and disperses through her, carried through every part of her with her blood, and she has the oddest feeling that she can feel every particle of it, and almost control it!

GT: *Finally, he returns to her chest, and upwards, to go around her breasts and over her arms, and to place his palms to the back of her hands. His are glowing softly, tiny lightening happening between their skins, and the voice, distant and almost ethereal keeps whispering behind her ear* Imagine only you, and the strength you feel rising within. Embrace it, accept it... you are the sun Cadence; made of energy, alive and vibrating. The body is a vessel, you need to see beyond the flesh, find your true self, your essence...

C - *She is barely aware of T'than now; she hears his voice but her focus is within. She is unaware of his touch any longer as well. Using great effort, she called upon each freezing blue particle from the exploding sun that was her energy and tried to gather them all back together, her mind seeing a bright and glowing center, now turning hot and red, surrounded by glowing tendrils of her essence, all flowing in to make the center brighter...and hotter!*  No!  *she shied away for it was so intense! She knew she had to bridle that sun – squeeze it down small so that no one could see it.* # Find your true you – your essence #  *His voice filtered into her mind, but the heat of her own self was blinding her and she was rapidly losing concentration – the bright and coalesced ball of red losing cohesion – all the little particles that she had forced together bursting and going their own way within her in a brief and bright explosion. 

GT: *he can feel her struggle as if it were his own, but he knows better than to interfere. That path was one she had to walk alone; it was her path, the way to her inner self and towards finding the key to control her energy, to lock it up in the vault of let it out with a simple thought. He could teach her, he could not guide her. She was alone, but through it all he watched and cheered for her. It was vital that she learned, and once he recognises her gathering of her energy, it is like victory is coming closer and closer, but he knows best not to feel anything at all, lest she receives it and it breaks her concentration. He is emptiness with her now, and just a spectre in her mind, present but simply from another world...

What he feared happens, and she looses focus. It was to ask too much is she succeeded at first try. She had managed to do the projection of her inner self and summon her energy, but the cohesion of her will had been precarious and it had not lasted long; but it was enough for a beginner, and specially, a non-Taelon.*

C - *She cried out with it, and the tiny flash of pain that came with it and she fell back, panting, into...arms? Had he been behind her this whole time? The world came back – the outside world of the familiar surroundings of the lab. She had conquered the chill for a moment, and then even the heat, but now she was left to lay in his arms, her body shivering from the cold that never seemed to leave her now, and the only sound she could hear was that of her own breathing, and her heart racing in her ears.*

GT: You did well. Your psychic projection was not perfect, but you managed to sustain it for some time. *he helps her slide on the sheets so that she is more comfortably lain down, her head on his lap. He pulls the sheet over her body, and then his fingers move to caress her temples as he looks down at her.*

C - As simple and as thoughtless as breathing? *she gasped* I don't think so! There is no way I can walk around and do other things and control all of this as well – it was almost impossible! *She still rests back on him, nearly exhausted from the effort, wondering if maybe he had placed too much faith in her.*

GT: Yes, for a human, it would seem that way. But you forget you are no longer human, not completely. The truth remains that you struggle against that fact, that there is apprehension and fear whenever it occurs to you. Master those emotions Cadence. *he stops and rests his hands by her shoulders.* Now, roll over... 

C - *She shivers slightly from his words but then she does as he asks, rolling onto her stomach. He is right; every time he tells her that she is no longer entirely human it frightens her. She had apprehension, of course - she was now no longer what she was born as, and never would be again. To overcome her uncertainty would be a definite challenge for her, but she would try.

GT: *he waits for her to comply and he remains kneeled, this time moving so that he is by her side. His hands lay by her shoulders and starting moving over them in circles, massaging her even over the trim fabric of the sheet. There was no need for touch, only energy.* You need to forget about the limitations that you believe your kind to have. They are not yours anymore. *he speaks calmly, his hands moving down her back, now massaging over the small of her back.* Now inhale, you should feel better if you relax... *his palms touch at the sheet and move up her back, then downwards over the centre, and this time he goes even lower, to her buttocks and the back of her thighs.* Your energy is a vital part of you; it is against you that you fight when you fear it. Logically, that makes no sense. But you do not need to consciously order your heart to beat, or any other organ in your body to work. Subconsciously, you control them all... and when you meditate, you open the doors to the very control room of your mind and body. You will soon learn how to operate it... *he is by her calves now, and moving to her feet. The sheet does not cover them completely, and T’than moves to kneel by them. He grabs first at her left foot, resting it on his lap, and begins to apply pressure to its palm with his fingers, moving along the skin-lines and between her toes, working the articulations in his hands, and massaging it gently.*

C - *She relaxes and she does feel better - her fatigue of moments ago vanishing from his healing hands. He does not even touch her at times, and even through the sheet and her jumpsuit it is as though his hands ride over her bare flesh, as his own energy within her reacts to itself giving her a most pleasant feeling.

GT: Close your eyes. *he whispers* Forget you have any other senses. *he keeps his massage, moving over to her right foot.* there is a language to that ethereal part of your being. You know how to read it, it is like instinct, but you are not open enough... unshackle yourself. *his thumbs move over the centre of the palm of her foot then tickle beneath her toes.* What is your energy telling you now?

C - What you speak of we call intuition, and it is not always accurate, though some of us...I mean, some of them... human beings I mean...possess a better sense of it than others. I have been told that I was one of them. 

GT: *he smiles at her reluctance in seeing herself as human, and as Taelon. The truth was indeed that she was neither and both. Perhaps the first of one kind, such as the child that would grow from her womb if their joining was successful.* Your DNA is still that of a human, but indeed your aura, the ethereal part of you, what humans would call a soul, is well developed and... *he looks up at her, and their eyes meet.* it has always been.
 
C - *she casts a quick sideways glance over her shoulder at him,*  I was right about you...*The words are shy and she quickly looks away, resting her face on the covers again and re-closing her eyes.* Maybe all that good intuition really is the ability to read another's emotions through their own energy – like...their energy speaks to your energy, you know? *pause* 
 
GT: *his stops the massage, his whole body freezing. Right about him. He did wonder what she meant by that. Not many could glimpse inside him; in fact, he made sure to make that an impossibility, yet she had seen through him? When, in all the periods of torment he had inflected upon her? For the first time, it didn’t even make sense to him that they were both in that room, sharing their thoughts as intimately as they had shared their bodies. He struggles to return to his work, letting his hands float over her calves and ankles, and going back into massaging her feet again.*
 
C - As far as my own energy – at the moment, it is not being very forthcoming. *smile* I feel a sense of well-being right now, and I can sense that you are calm as well, though...you are worried – you try to hide it from me but it is there...I can feel it touching at me within....just a little tickle of the emotion, but it is there.
 
GT: *her next words do not surprise him as much, for they come in the sequence of her former revelation. He had the feeling he hated her for seeing through him and yet loved her all the more for that. No Taelon, Jaridian, and incredibly, even Veluran had seen past the mask he wore... or maybe they saw his true self and she had merely seen what she wanted, or maybe... what he had the potential to become.* I am worried, yes, but you should not concern yourself with it. The matter that afflicts me is Taelon only... I am not yet certain how far the Commonality saw when we last... *he stopped to look at her. Truly, there was no word in either her vocabulary or his for what they shared when their bodies made love: it was not joining, it was not mating or lovemaking... Indeed it was all and something more as well. He sighs.* But the voices are calm. I suspect not much went through, a little disturbance and nothing more... It should be all right. 

C - *She opens her eyes and sits up and faces him.* Sometimes, I feel so responsible for what is happening now – for you having to hide so much. *She wraps her arms around his neck and looks directly into his eyes.* 
 
GT: *he looks directly into her eyes, immediately losing himself into her green stare.* I hide it because it is not something they can understand. I am not certain to comprehend it myself... but it is not your fault; there is no one to be blamed. But the danger is always present and I am unsure of their reaction should they know. This is too precious to me to risk it.
 
C - Given the choice, would you go back to the way things were between us?... Master....*she looks down*...and slave...*She looks at him again, her green eyes large and serious, her voice gentle.* Would you?
 
GT: *Indeed, he had felt pleasure, and even now it made his energy rush whenever he remembered how intense he could make her aura shine in her torment. But now, it seemed something from a faraway past, another life, another dimension and incarnation of his being.*  I believe we are long past that stage. Back then, I could not understand or perceive emotions like you do. As I gave you my energy, and the ability to grow in spirit, you offered me the ability to recognise emotions… to cherish what I once thought as a weakness... *he pauses and still looks deeply into her eyes.* For a Taelon, existence is many times reduced to serving the Commonality. You live so that it can live, you are a part of a whole so much greater than yourself, and it makes you truly insignificant. We exist... pure and simple, and because of that... we... lost our desire to live, to procreate... *he touches at her cheek* to love. *pause* We once did, much as humans do now, but desire was killed inside us… we linger in life, as we linger in death... But you awoke the side of me that was passion... At first all I could understand from it was the thrill of power, whenever... *his face takes on a sad look.* whenever I played with you, watched your emotions explode in such intensity that I could not grasp it or understand it, and still I was marvelled. But I recognised something greater growing deep within my being… *he freezes altogether, realising he was speaking of feelings, something rare in Taelons, almost non-existent anymore.* My anger was never at you, but at admitting that... I loved you.  

C - *She is completely frozen and silent as he speaks, and when he utters the final words of his speech she realizes it is the very first time that he has ever spoken that he loves her aloud. Her gaze grows super-intense and her look is that of utter shock, her arms dropping to her sides. Her eyes flutter as she rapidly blinks as everything he has said sinks in and she looks away before she hops off of the bed and goes to stand across the room from him, her hands idly playing with some scattered instruments on the table. She has her back turned to him and he cannot see the silent tears that fall from her eyes.*

GT: *It had seemed to him he had been taken by some other spirit, for his words had been so unnatural for him. He had taught other Taelons to meditate, having been a mentor not long ago. What he had done thus far, the training and teaching of Cadence had, even if tainted by his feelings, felt natural. But those words were something he never believed he would pronounce. What kind of spell had she cast upon him that made honesty seem so natural, so needed. She had changed Um’rathumah, not by the power of the shaqaravah as prophesised, but by something far more powerful, it would appear.

He was almost shy and scared when he read shock in her features and she rose away from him. His body felt cold and alone... completely alone. The Commonality was there, but silent; and the silence was almost frightening for the Taelon. His eyes stop with her figure, and he looks at her still, at a loss, waiting for her voice to guide him. Her aura is shining with great mystery and she strikes him as some kind of divinity, the blond hair falling in perfect waves down her shoulders, the dark jumpsuit pierced by a million rays of light that her body emits, making it look as if she is completely naked.* 

C - *She wants to speak, but her voice is choked with the tears she tries to control, but then she remembers that she need not speak at all...*  # I...did not think that I....could ever teach you anything...I was just...an un-evolved human...# *Her shoulders tighten as she tries to hold back her threatening sobs.*

GT: *echoes of a melodic voice resonate in his mind, and his eyes feast upon the energy in her body that seems to write her words in that silent communication before her mind is able to forge them into the thought she projects. How could she be just a human?  T’than knew most Taelons, and none had her depth.*

C - # I heard your thoughts a moment ago...a glimpse...You wondered when I saw into you and glimpsed what you really felt inside for me...*pause*....It was there from the beginning when we first met, and yes, even through all of the...torment and everything....I saw it. #

GT: *his eyes fall to the floor; could he feel repent for what had happened? For the torment, and the psychological torture? He was confused. Yes, in a way, because he could not conceive the thought of harming her; and no, in another, because, if that was what it took for them to be there in that moment, then he regretted nothing!.*

C - *She turns to him, her eyes streaming, but she does not move toward where he sits still on the bed, nor does she give voice to the rest of her words – only thought.* # I could have escaped this ship long ago, no matter what you did to try and keep me here – there were ways. But I told you before...that I loved you from the beginning, and I knew_ that_ you_ loved_ me!.... And so...I stayed and endured...and hoped...that one day...you would see in yourself what I saw in you all along.#

GT: *she had known. Even when he was blind to it, she had known. He was now the one feeling inferior to her... indeed, she could have escaped... he knew of the Taelon’s powers, but he also knew some of those powers rested in the hands of humans, enemies to the Taelons. They would have helped her, and he would have lost her.

But it had been his fault that such suffering had been so long. He thought of what he had forced her to suffer, protecting him and always him, even when she did not know. She had waited for him, seen to his soul... as if from the start she had known what to do, when he had been completely lost the whole time. The thought of what had happened in that room comes to his mind and he immediately erases it, in fear that she will see the truth. 

A pair of gleaming green eyes were fixed on him, but he did not face her. Instead, his head moved so that he was now staring down at the tangled sheets, noticing for the first time that his hand was gripping at it and was closed into a ball.*

C - *She slowly walks back over to him and rests her hands on his shoulders, and, though still in awe over his touching words and his honesty at what was surely and uncomfortable question, she smiles softly.* It is true what I said before. I was right about you. *she pulls him to her and presses her warm and tear-salty lips to his and kisses him.* I was right...

GT: *his eyes rise at last when she approaches. They seem to gleam as if they were wet with tears of their own; he blushes where her hands touch him, and the chaotic emotions travels throughout his body. When she kisses him, it is as if it happens for a first time!; as if he had died and was reborn from his own ashes, like the legendary phoenix of the humans’ mythology. And that was how she made him feel: alive, truly alive!* 

He looks back into her eyes, and his lips curve upwards, drawing the sketch of a smile in his face. There is something tickling at his cheek, and he touches at it with a finger. A tear, lonely and fugitive... but not his; and yet, it doesn’t seem misplaced. He touches that same finger to her lower lip, leaving it to rest there as if to ask for silence, and his lips move to let a whisper out* I am sorry... *it’s a simple apology, and yet all but simple, for he means more than she thinks by it. Then, he glues his own lips to his finger, and withdrawing it softly, they gaze at hers; first the lower, then the upper lip, and he withdraws gently, as if the kiss had been nothing but a breeze. And with that, he opens his eyes to look into hers and rises*

I must go... even if it pains me to leave, the distance will only be physical. Rest and meditate, my precious. *he caresses her hair with a trembling hand.* I shall have your room readied for when the time comes that you should return there. And in the mean time, if you wish to speak to your friend, the console will allow you access.*his eyes move towards the display and then with a final glance into her features, he turns from her. It something that takes so much effort to do! He wanted to stay, in that room, with her, to be one with her; the desire was so strong it nearly shackled his body to hers, but he was the one with greater control and the one who had to ensure their safety. When the door finally closed between them, T’than nearly blushed in relief, and he hurried to walk to his quarters lest his hand took will of its own and reopened the door.*

Book Seven

Part Two

Protectiveness

 
*Sc'orr had returned to his quarters somewhat more refreshed after his combat exercise with Naor'rin; the physical movement and even the spectacle of it had helped to loosen up his mind somewhat – he had enjoyed it immensely.
He had also found that meditation came easily, and thus, after just a couple hours of it and some time beneath his energy shower, he arose much more ready to do what he had debated in doing since before Naor'rin had called him that day: to go and see T'than.

He had decided to do what he had done for their very first meeting a couple of months ago – just drop in, unannounced. He wanted to have the element of surprise on his side when he spoke with the War Minister, but there was another reason for his going there, cloying and distracting to his mind, even after putting himself back into balance; he had to know if Cadence had survived. He wondered if T'than would tell him.

A few moments later he found himself before the door to T'than's offices and he waved it open, thinking to himself that if the War Minister hated unannounced visits so much, why did he not simply lock the door? He let his usual jovial disposition come over him, even though he was still tense over matters, and stepped inside.*

GT: *It had been a couple of hours since he had returned from the secret lab. She was so close to him, and yet seemed so far sometimes, if only because he could not afford to enjoy her company whenever he wished. But, that did not invalidate that he would watch her, and as he worked on his console and instead of staring nowhere in particular when there was temporarily nothing more to do, he would observe as she moved about the room, training the meditation movement, munching at some of the fresh food he had brought into the lab, or simply laying there, staring dreamily at the camera as if she knew he would be watching. He was staring into her eyes and observing the curves of her body when a voice startled him and he immediately rolled his eyes and waved the console’s small datastream closed.*

Sc: T'than! *he said cheerfully as he moved from the outer to his inner office where the other Taelon was seated watching something intently in the datastream, which he waved off when he noticed Sc'orr standing there.* Greetings, *he said. His expression and voice were still cheerful, but there was a seriousness about them. His eyes scanned quickly over the room – if Cadence were still alive would she not be there? He thought that this was not a good sign, and a slight uncertainty returned to him.*

GT: Sc’orr... *T’than nods at him, rather annoyed and not trying to hide it at all.* To what do I owe the honor of such an unexpected visit? *he said it quite wryly, and once again, given that he had had no reservations about protocol, the general decided to put himself in smug-mode. It now seemed that their encounter of hours ago belonged to the past, and he nearly regretted his words of not speaking against Sc’orr’s appointment: after all, he had done it in a moment of despair, not necessarily good judgement. But he had to admit: Sc’orr was resourceful, but alike Zo’or, extremely inconvenient when others would not dare to go against him. A reputation he had to maintain.*

Sc: I am here because I wished to see if all had returned to normal since our last encounter not so long ago. *He looks intently at him.* You had been so very...distressed...and I wished to make sure that all was now well with you...# that she is well? # 

GT: I am moved by your _concern. *he keeps his smirk and his attitude; his legs slightly parted as he sat as the king on his throne, both hands resting on the armrests and his fingers still as if made of stone. Of course he knew Sc’orr was surrounding the subject... He was acting rather smugly, as was his custom, but it seemed to T’than that his demeanour was more meant to hide his nervousness or worry, than show his nerve.*

Sc: *A noise from the outer office and he turns, fully expecting to see Cadence walk in, but it is merely another volunteer, who makes a hasty retreat when he sees them conversing. Sc'orr takes a deep breath and turns back to face T'than, allowing his smile to drop as he takes on a more serious manner.*

GT: *he immediately erases the smirk from his features, and he takes on a grave, darker look as he straightens up on the chair, seeming to grow. It was as if any amusement he could feel from Sc’orr’s presence had turned to anger, for his eyes were now slits in his face, gleaming blue and shining in the dim light and he stared from up his chair at the tall Taelon.*

Sc: I shall drop the pretence T'than. I must admit that I have been...concerned about matters since you left my offices, and...I wish to know... if she survived...

GT: You mean to ask if I managed to rectify the mistake you committed... *he cuts straight through Sc’orr’s words and distorts them to reinforce the point the older Taelon diplomatically avoided.* I am nearly temped to leave you in the dark as you are. Perhaps it would teach you something, even though I am the youngster among us. *his head tilts slightly and his fingers move over the armrest, petting it.* Perhaps you will not be so pleased at the news... *he is enjoying the suspense as he prolongs his speech and surrounds it much like Sc’orr had done.*  for I am certainly feeling much better now... *he smirks, but it lasts little* and fortunately, so is she. 

Sc: *He exhales the breath he was holding as T'than skirted and stalled the issue, finally speaking words Sc'orr had hoped to hear. Chandra had done the right thing and called T'than, and he had come in time to save Cadence.* I am...deeply relieved to hear that she, that both of you, are well.

GT: But maybe you should be informed that is not at all due to your interference. Had I found her a little later, she would have gone critical and might not have survived at all. She is recovering as we speak, away from the influence of meddling people... *there is aggressiveness, very unnatural to a Taelon in his tone. But it was something both Sc’orr and he shared: passion, and a vision of what it was like to be more than Taelon.* Now, if that is all, I would very much like to return to my boring issues...

Sc: *His eyeridge goes up though that is the only sign of his surprise that he allows to show. T'than's tone was...aggressive, protective, and nearly threatening! Sc'orr knew well these feelings as they applied to a mate; he had been ready to fight over Taemar at times.  And this was what he was faced with now with the younger Taelon – he would not have thought it possible, given the War Minister he had known in the past. He paces slowly in front of the chair, his eyes flint-like, and never leaving T'than's face. Sc'orr was gentle, but he was also a capable warrior, if angered.*
 
GT: *T’than had looked down at his control-console in a dismissive manner, but he still looked up his nose at Sc’orr, watching as he approached.*

Sc: Allow me to keep you from your boring issues for a few moments longer T'than that I may make some things clear to you. 
 
GT: *his head rises slowly, almost menacingly, boring the expression of anger and annoyance. If that was even possible, T’than resented Sc’orr even more than before due to the latest events. The feeling of having been humiliated before him, of having showed weakness and clear desperation made him almost choleric. But as with all Taelons, it merely showed in a pair of gleaming eyes and features hard as if made of stone.*
 
Sc: It is only due to my 'interference,' that she is even alive. I gave of my energy to her so that she would survive long enough for Chandra to bring her to you. 
 
GT: *he is struck by surprise; but of course, he had felt it, some foreign presence with Cadence... in Cadence! So, it had been he, Sc’orr, who had interfered... Indeed, he had given the girl some time, and even to him, T’than. It was in that moment that he had found the strength to rise and go to Cadence’s quarters. He could not believe he owed that to Sc’orr... that he owed something at all! Now, as if bearing with Sc’orr to buy his silence wasn’t enough, he still had another debt towards the older Taelon. The situation was getting worse by the minute. They had been in his hands, and the thought struck him that they still were.*
 
Sc: *He stops when he sees T'than's look of surprise.* Yes General, the girl called me first and I explained that she needed to call you. *He steps closer to the chair where the other Taelon sits, his eyes still intent.* I do not know what lies between you and Chandra Sheridan, but whatever you have done to her has caused such a deep-seated hatred for you that she was almost unable to overcome it, even at fatal risk to her friend!
 
GT: *he had been looking blankly ahead, but at the perception of the last words, he turns his eyes, full of life again, towards Sc’orr’s.* You mistake her ill feelings towards me with what is the fault of her human heart, and her immaturity, as well as a preoccupying fault in acknowledging her superiors. Nothing happened to her by my hands that could justify her rebel behaviour. Unlike you, I do not make my favourite sport engaging in any activity with the humans. *the thought hit him that Cadence was human... or had been.* If Cadence had perished, then the fault would not have been mine.

Sc: *He boldly walks and steps up onto the dais and places his hands on the arms of the chair, bending at the waist so he may look T'than right in the eyes.* Perhaps you should be thanking me instead of offering me a condescending attitude. I had to go and rectify *your* mistake T'than. I said before to you that this incident is entirely your fault, and only happened due to your dishonesty with the girl so do_ not_ attempt_ to place blame, unless you intend to give it to its rightful owner!
 
GT: I am not one to tolerate this kind of attitude Sc’orr. *he hisses as he looks the other Taelon back in the eyes.* Cadence would have known, for certainly you are aware that in a... *he stops, not wanting to admit to the following word: joining. Sc’orr would get the ultimate confession out of him. He would not associate on his own, or infer from other words, he, Sc’orr, would be given a clear confession. T’than closes his eyes and calms down, reclining back on the chair, his eyes still focused on Sc’orr’s, but much calmer* She would have learned in due time. Your interference was unwelcomed, and the knowledge she took from it was premature. If not for her spirit, she might never have understood it Sc’orr. There could have been permanent disharmony, which would surely result in our death. Surely you know that...

Sc: *He turns and steps back down though he is still very close to the chair.* Now, you say that she is well and recovering. *arrogant look* I am sure that, if that is the case, you will not mind if I see her and perhaps ask her a few questions? Where is she?
 
GT: *he follows Sc’orr’s movements as a cat would his prey.* Surely you would understand that I am not about to allow her to see one who has caused damage to her recently... As I said, she is away from the interference of meddling people, and at the moment, she needs serenity, not further turmoil. So, I believe I shall have to decline your request. After all, it her welfare that you are concerned about, is it not? *he tilts his head. As far as he knew, Sc’orr’s intentions could be others, like questioning the girl to learn of details that didn’t interest T’than in the least.* Regretfully for you, this time you will have to rely on my word as to her recovery. *his hand moves over the armrest, his palm upwards as if offering something.* But, if you wish to pose some questions to her... *smirk* then by all means, let me know what they are, and I will be pleased to convey them to her myself... 

Sc: *He is truly taken aback and it shows on his face as he folds his arms over his chest.* You  'decline my request'? And just who are you to do so, her self-appointed guardian? 

GT: And just who are you to demand anything of me, Sc’orr? *his lips barely move as he speaks and a pair of gleaming eyes follow Sc’orr as he moves. There is a moment of silence and T’than takes the time to add something more. His head tilts in a rather human mannerism.* But you can look at it as you please. It makes no difference.

Sc: *He paces to the other side of T'than's chair, his blue eyes flashing between disbelief and anger.* Is there some reason she would need a guardian? Does she not have a voice of her own? *He steps closer though does not step up on the dais. His look has changed now to wary suspicion.* Are you certain that she is as well as you say?  

GT: It is people such as you that lead me to hide her in the first place... *the chair swivels just the enough for Sc’orr to be in T’than’s field of vision, and the general’s profile is to the other Taelon.* You may trust that her body had been restored, but her certainty is still too fragile for me to allow you to do further damage. But whether you believe it or not, it’s none of my concern.

Sc: *He paces again, his hands resuming a more Taelon fluttering.* Tell me, is it truly her that you seek to protect, or is it yourself? *Sc'orr knew that he was treading upon rather precarious ground, for he truly had no right to demand to see Cadence – he did not have the authority to order T'than to present her to him. However, T'than did not have the authority to keep her either, though he was well aware that there was a different dynamic at work here – he had not missed T'than's halted sentence, and the word he had failed to utter, and so it was not only precarious ground, but dangerous and rocky ground as well, for he felt now without a doubt that T'than had chosen this human as a mate. That being the case, he was now faced with the fact that T'than was likely not thinking in terms of who had authority, but rather, in terms of protection, and Sc'orr was not about to tread into this territory – the War Minister already looked as though he was at the end of his fuse. He knew that T'than had good reason to be concerned about things, for Sc'orr had a feeling that the Synod would not turn a sympathetic face to this, unusual, situation.*

GT: If you truly pose that question, I have reasons to doubt your wisdom, for your answer should be... that they are one and the same. *he nods softly, but there is tension in his tone. His pair of blue eyes are fixed on Sc’orr’s as the other Taelon seems lost himself in thought. Did he really have to remind Sc’orr of what had happened over 2000 years ago, in the time of the older Taelon’s exile? T’than was now in the same position, the only difference being that he was not gendered, and at least there was no physical evidence of his changing.*

Sc: *However, if his own entrance into the Synod were approved, he would have the authority to demand to see her, and he would. But until then...* Very well T'than, *he said, his calm demeanour returning* As you say, she needs serenity and I shall not interfere, but despite what you may believe, I was merely concerned for her. *He turns slightly toward the exit.*

GT: Indeed... *his stare remains scrutinizing, alive and keen, showing the soul of the always predator, ready to strike and ready for the rebound. He doesn’t add anything else, not wanting to prolong the conversation.*

Sc: I will take my leave of you now. *he nods* We shall see each other again at the next convening of the Synod. *he looks from the corner of his eye*

GT: *T’than’s otherwise beautiful features twist in a grimace. Indeed, he had spent so much time in Hell and then Heaven, and in both experiencing the zenith of his emotions, that time had passed by them so quickly. Over a day had passed since his return from Kiron, and if today Sc’orr had no right to demand anything, tomorrow, that situation would change. The Synod meeting was only a few hours away, just the time it would take Zo’or to finish his leave on the Moonbase and return, leaving the general little or no time for meditation. He had lied to Cadence, for he was indeed very much preoccupied at what the future had reserved for them.*

Sc:  I do hope at that time that you are well-rested and that your spirit is in balance, for, a well-ordered mind is far more... discreet... in the face of the inquiring masses of the Commonality as well as the probing consciousness of our Synod. *He smirks, and then turns and heads for the door of T'than's outer office.*

GT: Sc’orr... *he whispers in a toneless voice and waits for the other Taelon to stop before adding* You may rest assured that I will be the owner of my full capacities when we meet again. Though your preoccupation for my well being is moving, the sarcasm that accompanies it is rather misplaced, for I not known to have a keen sense of humour... 

Sc: *he stops when he hears T'than practically hiss his name and speak to him, and he turns slowly to look at him.* How true, and it is your own anger and suspicion at everyone which could very well be your downfall someday.

GT: *by the time he finishes, there is only a tiny hint of aggressiveness, as if for a moment, it was the old T’than sitting in that chair: cold, calculative and heinous.* I will not be intimidated by you or anyone else, and I find it unwise that you so insistently seem to look for an enemy in me... My patience draws to its end... *he adds in a hiss. If there was anything holding back his daring, T’than hid it well, and indeed he was preoccupied with what had seemed to him as the hint of a threat, for surely the Synod would not search for something in T’than that they had no suspicion of. It was contradictory that Sc’orr pledged to be interested in Cadence’s welfare when he so pointedly toyed with T’than’s position before the Commonality.*

Sc: *His eyes squint slightly, but only in curiosity.* I merely spoke the truth T'than. If you wish to protect yourself...and to protect her, you must be in balance, and it is clear to me that you are not. *He blinks his eyes slowly as he pauses.* You proceed on a false assumption, for I do not seek to become your enemy, though I would have more than adequate reason. 
 

GT: *T’than does nothing more than listen, not even bothering to change his features to bear a more complacent look. Nothing of what Sc’orr said was news to him... though he still held on to his scepticism! Sc’orr took pleasure in annoying him, much like Zo’or sometimes did, but T’than had a hard time coping with the fact that it was meant as inconsequential, or mere innocent playing. Behind all that smugness and irony lay a deeper meaning, perhaps a dangerous one. Rule number one in surviving as a Taelon: never trust another Taelon, no matter how benevolent he acts or tries to be. Um’rathuma knows its own nature, naturally.*

 

Sc: I say again that your own anger will be your undoing, not anything that I might say or do, for despite what you may believe, I seek not to harm you, or your mate, and yet you still seek to place the noose of your hatred around my neck. Be warned, General, that when you seek to tighten the knot, that it will be you who strangles, not I. *He gives a final nod, and leaves the chamber, his boots barely making a sound as he walks away.*

 

GT: #We shall see about that, Sc’orr...# *the words are not spoken but they accompany the older Taelon to the door. The thought crossed his mind that La’sha would be a good option into putting an end to that quarrel... but now there was Cadence; he needed to look after her, and for the moment he would have to put up with Sc’orr. So, his love for her was finally taking its toll on his Taelon life. It had changed, permanently. And Sc’orr... well, T’than knew better than to rely on his niceness. He had seen the other side closely, and deep down, they were very much alike... only with 6500 years of age-difference to tell them apart.*

Book Seven

Part Three

The Synod Meeting


GT: *he was reclining on his chair, the energy shower set to minimum as he organised his thoughts, when the noise of an incoming message interrupted his meditation. Slowly, the chair assumed its normal position and T'than waved the datastream open. Of course, it was the summoning for the Synod Meeting he had been dreading. Fortunately, the matter of the day would be Sc'orr; the Commonality would judge if he was fit to become a Synod Member, while the members of the Synod stood out as the voices to the different opinions. T'than had his own very well thought out, and he definitely would not keep them waiting...

He decided to change his jumpsuit back to the old colours, in accordance to his rank and caste, which was easily done with a swift wave of his hand. Then, casting one last glance at the datastream opened to the small lab, he waved it closed and locked, and exited the room, locking the door behind him as he left.

Not five minutes later, he was making his entrance into the bridge. Four Taelons already stood there, waiting for the rest of them to arrive. Sc'orr was still not present, nor was the one that would be replaced. In his ever self-assured stride, he walks towards the others and takes his place in the circle. He casts them a quick nod and a look of acknowledgement and then turns to Zo'or, his hands behind his back.* I trust your visit to the Moonbase was profitable... *there is sarcasm in his tone and smirk, which made of the question everything but trivial talking.* 

Z: *His demeanor is subtle as T'than sarcastically inquires as to his visit to the Moonbase, but he shows no outward sign of displeasure.* I must say T'than, that I found it most enlightening, and ...*with a condescending hint of a smile *...How was your journey to Kiron?...you look a bit weary, I do hope it was not too much for you...*he moves his head slightly sideways however his eyes remain focused intently on those of the War Minister*.. 

GT: *he smirks and ignores the provocation.* I see the interested parties have not yet arrived. The Commonality already awaits the beginning of this meeting, quite eagerly, given the symbolism implied in it. *he looks at Zo'or, then at Da'an, To'va and Xia'tan as if underlining a difference, and finally he moves his eyes about the room as if expecting someone to arrive at any of the several entrances.*

Z: The Commonality? They will not be involved in the appointment future Synod members any longer... the commonality is not as strong or as open as it once was, too many now hide their indiscretions... I am most surprised you did not know that...but I would imagine that is due to the fact that you do not always find it necessary to attend all the meetings..*

GT: *T'than looks back at Zo'or.* The Taelons are a whole Zo’or. Need I remind you what we would become should the Commonality perish? You, as leader, should understand it seek to prevent such disaster! 

Z: That you do not, nor have you ever held me as a capable leader to me is insignificant, *he stands as if to challenge him with a look of defiance shining in his eyes*..I AM the leader, and I have been well accepted as such. It is no secret that you see only yourself as a capable leader...

GT: *he looks away, as if not acknowledging Zo'or.* I did not say such a thing, nor are we here to discuss this matter. I seek no more disharmony than the one that already exists Zo’or. As leader, your main focus should be to assure that we work as one, that we become united. So why, may I ask, are you lifting up the issue of our animosity? *his voice calms down, and the smirk is erased from his face.* Indeed these are sad times if we shun away the commonality in the decisions that concern only its benefit, and in the way I perceive it, we only contribute to its weakening if we continue to proceed this way. But I reckon it benefits some of us... *he looks intently into Zo'or's eyes, then almost down upon him*. Much has changed, but I disagree that it is for the better. *eyes squint* But the matter is moot, since the decision is made. 

*his lips barely move from his smirk as he utters the last words.*And that is not reason that brought us to this assembly. The matter today is to elevate someone, not to demote or criticise anyone. I suggest we keep to the matter at hand, _but _ I will be glad to discuss that other issue with you at any other time. *he nods, the smirk resurging as a shadow in his lips. Once more his eyes go about the room, and he recognises two figures approaching, one of which is Sc'orr.* I see our aspirant is arriving.

*~~*

Sc: *After his rather confrontational meeting with T'than, Sc'orr had briefly returned to his offices to check his messages. He knew the Synod would be convening within the hour to discuss his entrance into it, and sure enough, there was a priority message waiting for him. He was to report to the bridge immediately, where the meeting would take place.

He was just about to leave when his console beeped again with another priority message, and he was pleasantly surprised to see that this one was from the UN representative to New York, Ti'el, and that the other Companion would be arriving onboard momentarily, and would he like to meet him?

Sc'orr had known Ti'el before his exile, as they had been colleagues in the past, and despite an age difference of over 3000 years, they shared many of the same opinions on things. But Ti'el was still a more soft-spoken Taelon than Sc'orr found himself to be. He arrived at the portal just in time to greet him. The contrast between the two Companions was striking; Sc'orr, nodding the Taelon salute - tall and muscular, dressed in sparkling black.

Ti'el nodded back politely and uttered the greeting with a small smile. He was somewhat shorter and slim, almost to the point of frailness, his sea green jumpsuit adding a nearly feminine look to him. They walked, speaking quiet words to each other in their native tongue, until they approached the bridge and waved open the door. It appeared that they were the last to arrive - everyone was there, even T'than, who was the only one who bore a rather arrogant and disdainful look as usual.

Ti'el joined the circle and exchanged greetings with all, for he knew everyone in the Synod obviously. Sc'orr nodded as well and exchanged greetings, though he did not recognize some of the faces that gazed at him in curiosity. He maintained a respectful distance from the circle and listened as the meeting began.* 
 
GT: *T'than casts both the newcomers a nod, but his eyes were delayed on Sc'orr's when they met. It was the kind of look a caged animal would throw, a warning and a threat, yet at the same time, a hidden plea that the General did not mean to show in the first place. The demeanour would pass unnoticed since many in the Synod showed curiosity as this new Taelon, and his composure remained unaltered in any case. T'than casts away the thoughts that for a moment assaulted his mind and he focused on the voices.*
 
Z: *As Sc'orr enters with Ti'el he cannot help but notice T'than's eyes as they linger precariously upon Sc'orr's..*He straightens his stature and with his hands floating gracefully he ponders* #a look of concern? but for what reason#...*he studies the War Minister momentarily, then moves his eyes toward the two Taelons who have just entered. He walks over to greet both Ti'el and Sc'orr. He nods to Sc'orr and smiles*... Come, I wish to introduce you to the members who have not yet met you..*He escorts him to greet each of the assembled members individually and then notices that Zekhoor has arrived with the soon to be departing member Ji'ron, and he walks with Sc'orr to meet with him*
 
GT: *A new presence in the room catches everyone's attention, giving T'than the chance to relax somewhat. Guilt made him feel as though all eyes were focused on him. He had had much to hide in the past, but no secret was any greater than the one he hid now...*
 
Z: Euhura Ji'ron, allow me to present Sc'orr, it is my hope that he will be approved by the Synod to fill the vacancy as you depart on your new  assignment...*Leading Sc'orr to take his stand before the assembly he extends his hand toward him*...Sc'orr, I have previously made known to them my reasons for wishing to appoint you as our newest member, I feel that you have much to offer, You are a learned Scholar, Historian and well versed in the ancient Taelon texts, something we seem to have fallen away from as of late and so now if  you please you may address the assembly...
 
GT: *The General smirks just softly. His lips are still and tense, and he does not utter the words his mind forms all too well.* #As well as the fact that he supports your difference against those such as myself... it simply gives you comfort to know you are not alone anymore, does it not? One more ally...# *With the others, he awaits Sc'orr's words.*  
 
Sc: *Sc'orr follows Zo'or and greets each and every one of the Synod members, and speaking with each of them momentarily. He then follows the Synod leader to meet the one whose position he will assume, should he be approved by the other members of the Synod - Ji'ron. Sc'orr finds him quite agreeable and realizes that, though he could very well stand there all day and converse with him, that the Synod Assembly awaits, and Zo'or beckons for him to stand before them. As he takes his place in the center of the circle he turns slowly, his eyes meeting each set that stares back at him, though they linger for a few seconds longer on those of the War Minister, and his face takes on a serious edge for a moment before his expression clears and he begins to speak.* 

Z: *He blushes slightly and closes his eyes as he notices Sc'orr's eyes linger on T'than...Had he questioned T'than's look before he was even more curious now...was there something going on between them he was not aware of?...*He eyes Sc'orr, casting him a look that borders on indignation and also betrayal of trust*

Sc: Members of the Synod, it is both an honor and a privilege to stand here today and speak to you, but the greatest honor of all is that our leader believes that I would make a worthy addition to our ruling body, which you stand within now.

As I am sure you have been informed, I have just recently returned from a near 2000 year exile on the distant world of Thasis, and I am sure that you know why. But that is over now and I choose not to dwell upon the past, and those instrumental in devising my history from that point on. I will say that, though away from my species for so long, since my return I have become current on our political agendas as well as our recent history, so, should I be chosen for entrance I will not be uninformed on current events. *He turns slowly as he speaks, making eye contact with everyone.*

GT: *T’than knows that part of his little speech pertains the very meaningful look they exchanged. Relief washes over him, but as always he maintains his stance, listening carefully as all the others.*

Sc: I feel that I have much to recommend me; my age of ten millennia gives me a unique insight that the younger members do not have. I am well versed in our history, and indeed was a part of it. I am one of the few still living that remembers our beautiful world of Taelon - I lived there, though I was already assigned off-world when it was destroyed. As Zo'or has said, I am also well schooled in our ancient texts, which contain an even older history of our species that many of the subsequent generations of our race are unfamiliar with, simply because there was no one to translate these for teaching, and I can do this.

Much of the present is shaped by the past, and learning from past mistakes and seeing that they are not repeated. Our species has gotten away from our past, and this is a treacherous mistake, for only by embracing what came before, knowing it, and casting aside that which made us falter, can we move ahead into a glorious future.
*He nods and a small smile rests upon his lips as he again glances at everyone and awaits them to address each other, or him.*

Z *His eyes bore deeply into Sc'orr's as he stands beside him* Thank you Sc'orr, your words are both wise and enlightening…*He extends his hand to the other members indicating they may ask further questions of Sc'orr or voice any opinions they may have...then he moves to Da'an and whispers*... There is something I fear maybe secretive going on between Sc'orr and T'than, after the members have spoken with him I will call a halt to the meeting and we will reconvene later to make any decisions...I see that Zekhoor has remained and he is summoning me...*he excuses himself and walks over to speak with Zekhoor, after which he slightly lowers his head and utters almost in a whisper...Sha'bra!...then dismisses Zekhoor and walks back to stand with Da'an*...

GT: *T’than’s eyes follow Zo’or as he moves in the room. The look on his face is not the bringer of good news, and he had to hope nothing had transpired about Cadence and himself. There was still no telling whom she had encountered when she was missing from Sc’orr’s offices. 

Sc’orr... he had made a convincing speech. Surely he knew a lot about the old ways... too old! He had lived to see Taelon, and the times when their species had known passion, fertility, perhaps what could come close as harmony and happiness. But those times were gone, and without a chance of going back. Zo’or tried, but he didn’t know how to cope with passion, as T’than himself did not know. It was something terrifying for a Taelon to lose the capacity to reason, to feel fear all over again: the fear of losing that someone on whom you depend, the one that becomes a part of you. He feared for Cadence, and it was irrational, unexplainable;  the spooky reality of feelings and emotions.*

D: * Being the diplomat that he is he bows his head to Sc'orr.* Sc'orr, your introduction was most enlightening. Our ancient texts will do well with your translation of them for the Commonality's younger members. I am sure they will benefit much by them. As you will recall, I also lived on Taelon and maybe together we may bring back some useful memories from our past, which could also benefit others. * He bows his head in salute as he moves back to where Zo'or is standing.*

UNC - *Ti'el steps forward and gazes at Da'an, nodding at his statement.* I agree, a most eloquent statement. I would like to know however, if you feel it is possible to simply move on from the unpleasantness of your past exile as it applies to working within our Synod. *He raises a delicate hand at Sc'orr's look of surprise.* Please, my friend, I mean no disrespect, however, we as the Taelon governing body, must have harmony, and I merely wished to bring up my concerns over your statements. Your undeserved exile caused you much hardship and pain, and I simply wonder if it would be possible for you to work peacefully within this body knowing....*his eyes flick furtively in T'than's direction and then back,*...that certain members who caused you such discomfort...are still here. *His eyes meet Sc'orr's in a powerful way that seems disconcerting on one who seems so frail and shy.* Are you certain that this would not become an issue for you, if not now, but in the future?

Sc: *He looks at his colleague, his demeanor polite, despite his surprise that, out of all who could have spoken with concerns against him, that it would be Ti'el, one he had known for years.* Ti'el, your candor is unquestionable as always, and, I am grateful to have an associate such as yourself who can bring up his concerns without fear of tainting our acquaintance *He turns and again looks at everyone.* This in itself should say much about my personality and answer the question he posed. *pause*

I admit that I held much anger within me for a very long time, most of it directed at certain narrow-minded individuals who could not see beyond their own prejudices to the point where the only way that they could clear their own consciences regarding their opinions was to cast me from their sight. But times change, as do we Taelons, *meaningful look at T'than,*...and, just as many Taelons have shifted their views to that of tolerance...for many reasons...I too can change. I have dealt with my hurt and sorrow and moved on from it.

GT: *he turns to Sc’orr as the Taelon answers Ti'el's question. He had foreseen the tension in the meeting, in fact from the members of the Synod who had agreed to Sc'orr's exile, T'than was the only one present from those who had survived. But he disregards the looks of animosity cast his way on occasion, focusing only on the meeting: as Sc'orr had said, he needed a clear mind and it was a galvanic struggle to keep it that way. Finally, when the Taelon is over, T'than steps forward with his own question.* Sc’orr, you profess to know of what our species has become, to have studied the recent events. However, you were not here when the great changes occurred. We know that studying something is not quite the same as experiencing it first hand. *he looks at the others, then back at the Taelon in the centre* Do you believe you are prepared to aid in leading, not the species you left 2000 years ago, but the one that you stand before now? 

Sc: *He gazes coolly at T'than; it is only a little surprising to him that one who owes him so much and is so concerned with him keeping silence regarding certain matters would even chance to say a word to him now. However, he is still well aware of the War Minister's nerve - it was legendary!* As a matter of fact T'than, leading our species today shall not be as difficult a task as you imply, for they are closer now to the species I left 2000 years ago than they ever have been in the recent past. *his eyeridge goes up.* Our species...is changing.

GT: *he steps forward as he speaks, his head tilting* I agree, however, that some values of the past should remain, such as the Commonality. *he looks intently at Zo’or, then back at Sc’orr.* It is the one bond that makes us whole. Can you, alone, bring forth the teachings to once more enlighten some of us *glance at Zo’or.* as to its importance, as well as to make of it our union instead of dividedness, so that we may once again be one in the will to multiply? 

Sc: Now that is an interesting question T'than. Many would say that it is the fault of the Commonality that we have lost our will to continue our own species, hence causing those who fight against its restraints to live in fear. Though I believe that the Commonality can be a uniting force for us, it has grown too powerful for its own good, moving past merely uniting us, to bridling us into one decision, and yet inwardly, many are still divided. I shall strive to bring forth the teachings that shall enlighten our race, but with the Commonality as a much more benign force than it has been. *He smirks at T'than, knowing that his words will not sit well with him, but it is what Sc'orr believed, and despite the War Minister being in disagreement, he did not think that he would risk standing against him at this time, not with all that was at stake for him.*
 
GT: *He merely nods at Sc’orr’s statement, and with great difficulty. Sc’orr’s look of confidence and his smirk almost had the effect T’than dreaded: to have him openly discuss that opinion. Yes, he knew how repressive the Commonality could be: he knew it now when he was with Cadence, and needed the freedom to act and couldn’t, out of fear, out of cowardice, out of precaution and all the three together, and fact was, it had castrated his passion for a long time. But, to think that the Commonality could weaken to the point of allowing rebellions, distinct individuality and even the discernment to kill another of their species was outrageous. Those things, he could not conceive! They were so divided as they were... though... as he looked around, it would seem to him that he was the only one to actually be in disharmony with the others... he was hated, and that feeling seemed to be already accepted as a tool to judge others, and it was clear that it was a matter of time before he was the one standing where Sc’orr was now, only to be demoted instead of elevated. 
 
Indeed, his species had forgotten all too soon and eagerly about the warring caste it had conceived for the moments of war. Peace was now the word of order, and in face of that, the militaries had become obsolete, and a motive of shame among the Taelon race. Used, and then discarded: so things were not so different after all...
He smirked at the thought, looking at nowhere in particular, and let the meeting proceed.*
 
Z: * Though he tries to hide the inner satisfaction he feels at Sc'orr's words, he cannot hide his smug expression as he catches T'than's eye* 

Xia'tan* Sc'orr, *nodding* I am most impressed, and now that we are heading in a new direction I find that your exile has made you well aware that our species must learn from our past mistakes. That you were exiled unjustly only proves that we must never allow such beliefs or practices to continue. We had allowed ourselves to become too insensitive to the needs and the rights of other cultures, and even among our own kind. * His eyes turn to T'than briefly then back to Sc'orr.* As for the commonality, I believe in some respects that it has proven to be more of our weakness than our strength, because of it we lost the desire and the will to fight our own battles, we manipulated and forced others to do it for us. In doing that we placed ourselves on the edge of extinction. Had it not been for the Velurans, we may now be facing our last days. Again we depended on others to save us from our own destruction. I see a strong temperance within you and with your vast knowledge of our past, your insight into what our future may hold, * Then with a smile.* I think you have much to bring to our Synod and I would be pleased to welcome you as a member.   

Sc: *he nods and smiles lightly.* Xia'tan, your words honor me, and as you have heard, many of my beliefs mirror yours. I do believe that our race is evolving toward a great future due to those like you who embrace a greater wisdom. *he steps back into place. It looks as though things are drawing to a close as a new restlessness filters over everyone as they await other questions or for Zo'or to speak once again.*

Z: *He walks over to Sc'orr and whispers*...I need to speak privately with you when it can be done discreetly..I will walk over to the virtual glass while the others are conversing, there is something I wish to ask you...*he casts a stern look as he gracefully moves in the direction of  the virtual glass* 

GT: *his fight was lost. Even if the others spoke of their opinion, T’than resorted to the psychic link to get a broader sense on how the Synod was deciding: and all were in favour of Sc’orr. The time now was to agree with all the rest, as it was pointless to risk his neck in a lost battle altogether. He had done his part... his main focus now was Cadence, and in a way, the nomination of Sc’orr for Synod member was to his advantage: they welcomed the old ways now. Would they dare to judge him when the time came? He knew they would, despite the hypocrisy of it, but at least they would give him the satisfaction of calling them hypocrites.*

*~~*

Sc: *Meanwhile, Sc'orr takes several minor questions from the others, until at one point they are speaking to each other about him and he is able to step from the circle and walk over to the great virtual glass window where Zo'or stands gazing outward at Earth below. Stepping up beside him Sc'orr also looks out for a moment, awaiting Zo'or to speak, but he seems lost in thought, and finally Sc'orr turns to him, his look that of curiosity.* Zo'or? Did you still wish to speak with me? If you wish your privacy at the moment, I can approach at a later time... *He makes a gesture and turns his body as though ready to walk back to the others, but hesitates, awaiting Zo'or's reply.*
 
Z: *He is deep in thought as Sc'orr stands beside him, his mind centering on the news he received from Zekhoor and also the ominous look T'than cast at Sc'orr as he entered the Bridge*...No, I do not wish for privacy...but instead I wish to be enlightened on recent, perhaps clandestine, meetings...*his eyes seem to scrutinize those of Sc'orr as he continues*... I think you know exactly what I am referring to, you may offer it on you own or shall I need to refresh your memory...
 
GT: *the meeting is drawing to its end. The others converse while Sc’orr and Zo’or walk away. Rather impolite and unusual in a meeting, suspicious even. He looked sideways as they spoke, and something told him there was not good news heading his way...*

Sc: *Sc'orr's eyes widen at Zo'or's tone; the other Taelon is irritated, apparently with him, and doing nothing to hide this fact.* 
Clandestine meetings? *His face goes curious for a moment and then it hit him - Zo'or somehow knew of events that had transpired in his offices! But how, and more importantly, how much did he know? His eyes go downcast and his hands flutter gently as he turns back to face the window. He remains calm, making sure to choose his words carefully.*

I assume you are referring to the meeting I had with T'than in my office. *it is not a question, merely a statement, made in an almost resigned tone of voice. He turns back to look at Zo'or.* I did not realize that by being considered for Synod entrance that my every move was to be scrutinized. I thought we were moving forward Zo'or, leaving the Commonality behind, but instead it seems that you wish to take its place and look into my private affairs?
 
Z: *He can read in his words and his demeanor that he does not wish to come forward and relate what had transpired*... You may see it as you wish Sc'orr, I see it as evading the issue here that I have placed before you. 

Sc:*His eyes are bright with his displeasure at the moment. He thinks of his word which he had given to T'than, though he had done that more out of concern for the human and not because he felt any particular bond with the General, and now it was evident that certain events had not transpired without notice.* If you must know, I called T'than to my office to discuss my possible appointment to the Synod. I wanted him to know that I wished to leave past events...in the past, and that it was my hope that were I elected, that there would be no disharmony between us beyond that of mere disagreements on future decisions we would make on things. *Sc'orr did not know if Zo'or knew of the other visitors he had had that evening, those which had ultimately led him to call T'than before him, though, he had not lied about his discussion with T'than - he had merely left out certain other facts.
 
Z: *He lowers his head and his disappointment shows in his eyes* That may well be true Sc'orr, but I do believe that you are leaving out the real reason behind those two separate meetings and also the meeting of someone else, one Cadence Blue, however Sc'orr...I know of what transpired, that was what Zekhoor had brought to me shortly after we had convened. I was hoping that you would approach me on you own volition...you see, if you are withholding information that you should have reported to the Synod you are guilty of disloyalty and should you have been accepted into the Synod under those circumstances, the disfavor and loss of confidence would fall upon me, for it was my decision to appoint you...I placed complete trust in you...I see now that it may have been misplaced.. Zekhoor has information pertinent to those meetings, and I now know that T'than is somehow involved with Cadence Blue...I am certain that you remember that I had asked your assistance in finding the cause of Cadence Blue's problems...but when you discovered this you declined to inform me, and knowing how disturbed she was the situation between them cannot be of a positive nature...I may only say now that is good that I have a protector who is loyal, resourceful and perceptive....*he keeps his demeanor casual so as not to draw attention to the fact that there is any problem*....I cannot deny I have been stung by your failure to come forward....You could have come to me with this or anything else Sc'orr, I had developed a great faith in you. I thought we had achieved an understanding and trust in one another, obliviously I was mistaken...I may only say I cannot continue with this endorsement if something is being shielded. I will call a halt to this meeting, stating that a matter of importance has arisen requiring my immediate attention, and that we shall reconvene to render our decision as soon as it has been resolved... *he looks intensely into Sc'orr's eyes*...You have been so well received and I do still want you to become a member of the Synod...and so I will give you every opportunity to come to me and clarify this situation. He glances over at the members still conversing among themselves and notices T'than's eyes upon them*... I see that we have caught T'than's eye, I need not study him to sense his anxiety, the air is thick with it...   
 
Sc: *He listens to everything that Zo'or has to say, and even though much of it was unpleasant, for, in terms of loyalty and honesty, Sc'orr was to a fault, but it was because of loyalty and a promise, that he remained silent now. He wondered fleetingly if he should just speak and reveal everything. He knew if he did that T'than would likely be executed, or at least exiled. But what of the girl? What would be done with her? He had the feeling it would not be pleasant whatever the outcome for her. Could he speak, and rise in his position at her expense? At anyone's? Could he look Pharaa in the eyes in such a case, with the knowledge that he had 
knowingly sacrificed one of her sisters to achieve his own goal? His eyes drop to the floor then and he sighs in a resigned way, for he knew that the answers to these questions was no, he could not. He looks back up at Zo'or, who stands there, so righteous and sure in his beliefs...so young. He wonders what Zo'or would do were their positions reversed, if he would remain silent and bound by his own word to another...*
 
Zo'or, *he says quietly,* if your faith in me can be shattered so easily, than perhaps it was never truly there in the first place. *His words are not accusing, only sad* If you stepped back from this situation for a moment instead of merely standing there and condemning me, perhaps you would see that, if I withhold anything from you, that I do it because I have no choice. *His hands move wearily, almost as if they could convey his sadness in their gesturing.* If you choose to rescind your endorsement of me, then that is your decision. I have been in disfavor before, for thousands of years. I can endure it again if I must.

*His eyes flick to the side when he sees movement and he looks over to see Ti'el coming their way, his movements graceful, his look shy. He can also see T'than. The War Minister is standing with two other Taelons in conversation, though his eyes are clearly looking in Sc'orr and Zo'or's direction.*

UNC: *He quietly approaches the pair by the window* Please pardon this interruption, however, I believe conversations between the other members are drawing to a close and many are ready to render a decision. *His soft blue eyes look from Sc'orr to Zo'or and his expression is that of someone who has something he urgently wishes to say.* If...it is not inconvenient Zo'or, may I speak with you...privately? *his eyes look at Sc'orr politely.* It is regarding General T'than...
 
Z: *He nods as Ti'el approaches*...I assure you that you are not interrupting anything Ti'el. I was just telling Sc'orr that I must call a halt to the meeting, Zekhoor had brought news of a situation that requires my attention...*he tilts his head*... General T'than? If it is urgent and you wish, you may remain after I inform the others of the delay and conclude our meeting...*his eyes cast a look of concern as he nods to Sc'orr and then he excuses himself and walks toward the command chair...his hands rise as he calls order to the meeting*...

GT: *T’than follows Zo’or with his eyes. Such a strange demeanour the Leader was having in that meeting. He had interrupted it already for a private conversation, and now he assumed a posture that indicated something out of the ordinary was coming to pass. The General look towards Sc’orr; the Taelon seems preoccupied somewhat. It doesn’t feel good, any of it. Thoughts or betrayal and false words hit him. Sc’orr might have broken his word that he would keep his silence. If that was the case, he needed to act quickly... if he was even going to get that chance. 
His inner pathways burned with anxiety, though his features were set in stone. Then finally Zo’or speaks, and the tension that seems to have formed within the Synod diminishes somewhat.*
 
Z: I have received news of a situation that has arisen from Zekhoor that requires my immediate attention, therefore I must conclude this meeting. We shall reconvene to arrive at our decision as soon as it has been resolved, you are all dismissed. *As the members begin to disperse he wonders what is so urgent concerning General T'than, but most of all his thoughts are on Sc'orr, his hopes still high that he will come to him*... 
 
GT: *Very odd indeed. He looks around from the corner of his eyes. The others present whisper words between them and then leave, either in pairs, or those who linger, alone. T’than casts one last look at Zo’or, then blinks ever so slowly and turns his back on the leader and those who remain behind and heads for the portal. He needed to reach Cadence, and fast.*


 

Book Seven

Part Four

Cadence Contacts Chandra

[[[[ Takes place a little while after T'than leaves the Synod meeting ]]]


*Cadence had spent the last few hours practicing the meditation routines that T'than had begun to teach her, or sleeping. With the exception of a fatigue that seemed to follow her now as she changed combined with the condition that afflicted them both, she could barely remember how sick she had been, for pain is always forgotten, and with the exception of two minor seizures and her coldness, she was fine.

At one point however, she had awakened from a peaceful sleep feeling agitated. She did not know why – she wasn't feeling particularly ill at ease, but yet the feeling persisted and seemed to grow worse as the hour progressed. She tried to meditate, but it was a useless endeavour and so she sat back on the bed, her arms wrapped around her knees while she looked around the room nervously.

Her eyes fell on the communications console and she recalled T'than telling her that she could call Chandra if she so wished. Perhaps talking to her friend would help to bring her peace. The last time she had seen her she had been on the brink of death, though even Cadence herself did not know how close she had come. Her memories of Chandra in her room were disjointed and chaotic – she even thought she had seen a Taelon there – the illusion of T'than perhaps....

Opening the console, she saw that Chandra's number was programmed in, and...that it was the only number that the device would contact. She clicked the Send button and waited for Chandra to answer....*

~*~~*~ 

Ch: *Chandra had gone to relax in the sitting room of Zekhoor's quarters after he had gone, and after awhile she began to feel better, her tears gone completely. She watched as his computer did one detailed scan after another in its search for Cadence, but as of that moment, it had found nothing of importance. She looked down at the wrapped present which rested in her lap and she smiled as she petted it affectionately, thoughts of Zekhoor's stunning blue eyes in her mind as she gazed into the shimmering blue wrapping topped with a sparkling flourish.

She set the gift down on a table near the sofa and strolled over to the computer, debating on whether to heed his request not to touch it. But it was so very fascinating! she thought. Soon she was walking back and forth in front of it, and soon after her hands were caressing over its surface lightly, moving onto the control interface to brush it lightly.

Soon she stood before it, still watching it scan and she couldn't help but notice that Zekhoor was on the bridge...so very far away, and in no position to come walking in the door. A smile played over her lips and her look was mischievous and inquisitive as her fingers stroked over one of the controls causing a small panel to open, coming away from the main computer.* Oh my! *she whispered,* I can't just leave it like that...I'll have to figure out how to put it back...of course....*she bites her lip*...since it IS just sticking out like that, there couldn't be any harm in just...examining it. *she giggles and looks closer. She had struck gold! This was where computer memory was stored and THIS was where the device could be altered to give it more power!

All she had to do was bring up a visual representation of its data cells so she would know what data to alter and its location. Her hair hung in her face as she leaned over the console, completely engrossed in her explorations. 

An hour later she was groaning in exasperation! She had examined every circuit in the exposed panel and had still not been able to activate the information that she needed. The computer was bound and determined to do its scanning and seemed to be completely oblivious to her commands!* You're alive, aren't you? *she says, a hand on her hip.* You are conspiring with Zekhoor, aren't you? *She was just about to give up when she finally entered the correct sequence of commands, and a small datastream came up with the rows of data she had been waiting for. Squealing with glee she looked closely at the rows of computer language commands, and froze!

It was all in some strange language – symbols and squiggles and lines, all put together and they made no sense to her, and then it hits her and her hand comes to her face as she shakes her head.* Gods! It's in Veluran! All of it... it's in freaking Veluran! *she throws her head back and growls at the ceiling.* Grrraaahhhh! It's a conspiracy! 

~**~

GT: *he had hastily returned from the bridge and went straight to his offices. He would need to check on Cadence, and the thought even occurred to him that he should warn her of the danger they were in. It had always existed, but somehow, it seemed so much more vivid and present after the meeting. The animosity towards him had been almost physical, and coming from all those present. That did not foresee such a good future for him, and consequently, for Cadence. And all that secrecy and the strange behaviour of Zo’or had alarmed him, even though there was still no rational reason for it. That was the price of having emotions, he reckoned, and of loving: that constant fear of losing what was most precious. That was the price to pay for having a treasure. It was indeed a dilemma to a Taelon: anguishing for having feelings. Somehow, he respected human’s existence to be far more complicated than that of most Taelons.

Upon reaching his offices, he hurried to lock the door behind him. No volunteer had been assigned as the Synod was meeting, it seemed. The room and the small hallway were empty, silent; silent enough for him to realise the soft beeping of his console. Aloof as his mind was, it took him a little to realise just what it meant, and he strode towards his lotus chair. He waved the datastream on and watched as the image formed; two parallel screens: one of Cadence, and another one, still black, of the person whom she was calling: Chandra Sheridan...

~*~

Ch: *Putting the console back to rights, she flops back down on the sofa, and that is when her global beeps.* it's probably Zekhoor, *she gripes* That thing probably warned him that I was messing with it or something... Hello? *Her eyes widen when she sees who it is, the face staring back at her healthy-looking again.* 

Cadence! Oh Gods! I have been so worried! I thought that you di....uh....I was worried for you! WHERE are you?

C - *she smiles shyly* Hi Chandra... I... am ok, honestly. I was just... I dunno, feeling tense...I miss you.


GT: *T’than sits down gracefully, his hands on the armrests to support his body as he moves. Like a curious spectator, he watches as the events unfold before his eyes.*

Ch: Cade, I was SO worried! After I left you in your room I didn't know if you lived or died! That T'than...*her look gets angry*...he never even called to let me know if you were ok!

C - That's why I am calling you. I'm sorry I didn't do it sooner – it...wasn't possible.

Ch: *She waves away the comment* yes yes fine. Where are you? I want to see you!

GT: *his eyes shift from one screen to the other. His patience was at its limit, and he would easily mess with the communications, but that would mean revealing he was watching, which he had meant to do the whole time, but he couldn’t tell Cadence that much. It would hurt her, but he needed to know what to count on when it came to Chandra. He does tense somewhat when Cadence takes some time to answer about her location... Most of all, it is a test to know how she behaves behind his back, and if she had learned her lesson...*

C - *She looks a little flustered. She isn't sure what to say.* I... can't say, and I can't see you...not right now.

Ch: *Her expression goes instantly suspicious* WHY can't you say? What has he done to you that you can't see your best friend?

C - NOTHING! I'm fine! You can believe that, I swear!

Ch: I'll believe that when I see you...so tell me where you are so I can prove it to myself. Are you back in his little lab?

GT: *Smirk. She was annoyingly bright that Chandra. He had returned Cadence to the lab because he knew that probably Chandra would not look there again, given that she knew he knew that she had discovered it already – little mind games that humans often lost – and also because it had been urgent to act, and there was no other place that offered the conditions that little room offered. But her emotional distress was getting to him... he was trying to block his presence from her mind, so that she wouldn’t know he was in the room, but it seemed harder and costly on his energy reserves, always critical since he had entered Ka’atha’am. It seemed there was simply no rest from it...*

C - No! Chandra please! *Her hand comes to her head – she feels suddenly dizzy and a small wave of discomfort washes over her. She realizes that perhaps she is frailer then she had at first thought.* Chandra...I have to go... maybe this wasn't such a good idea...

Ch: Cadence Deanna Blue if you disconnect I swear I will do something drastic! *her fingers were already moving over an open datastream trying to trace the caller location but it was clear it had been re-routed through different locations on the ship so as to make pinpointing a location impossible.*

GT: *As Chandra worked on her computer, T’than did his own work on his console, rerouting the communication through hundreds of different channels, even as she discovered a way around a few and came remotely close to tracking the call. He smirked at the girl’s exasperation; she hated him so! And it was a tough lesson for her to know she could not beat him. And, to add to his delight, Cadence was defending them: she had finally chosen, without the question for doubt.*

C - *Chandra looked so angry, but no less so than Cadence herself at that moment.* Just believe me can't you...*sarcastic* Chandra Leigh? *She looks down and intakes a difficult breath. Instead of peace, this conversation was making her feel worse!*

Ch: I told you Cadence back in my room, that right now your word isn't worth much. I can see that you are still sick, and I told Zekhoor that I just KNOW T'than is at bottom of it! 

GT: *In that one moment, his smirk is wiped from his face and he freezes, sitting up straight as if hit by a shock. The image of Zo’or speaking with his protector in the bridge, and coincidently speaking with Sc’orr immediately after triggered that alarm in the back of his head, only a thousand times louder, because now, besides the paranoia, there was a rational support to his fear. As he was listening to the conversation between the two girls, Zo’or was probably digging dirt on him, and if he knew Zo’or well enough, and with Sc’orr as his ally, the countdown to the moment T’than dreaded had began. Right then and there T’than decided to start dealing with a few loose ends, Chandra being one of them... and it had been good after all that the meeting had not ended, for Sc’orr was not a member yet, so he could still deal with him... But he could touch neither Zekhoor nor Zo’or, but it didn’t matter if they knew but couldn’t prove anything, even with him in Ka’atha’am...*

C - YOU TOLD ZEKHOOR???? Chandra Sheridan what have you done! I thought we were friends!

Ch: We ARE!  Everyone is trying to help you and yet you won't listen! If I did not know any better, I'd say that Taelon has done something to your mind, because you_ are_ all_ mixed_ up!

GT: I believe you are the one whose loyalties need a revision, Miss Sheridan... *he whispers under his breath as he reclines again on the chair.*

C - STOP! *she nearly cries* I am fine! *Her face goes pleading,* Chandra... I am fine I promise you. Please don't say anything to anyone else about me... please just... leave me be. *with that, she closes the transmission and goes to lie on the bed, where she remains curled up, shivering and upset.*

GT: *He almost took pity on Cadence’s expression. She had looked for comfort in the wrong place it seemed... and he felt somewhat guilty that she was being dragged into the same loneliness that had become his lifestyle: by choice and force of the circumstances. He could cope well with it, and he had the Commonality, so in a sense, he was never alone, but humans were very different, and at her core, she was still human.*

Ch: *She slams down her global when the screen goes dark.* DAMN stubborn girl! *But she was positive that the War Minister had had something to do with Cadence's change of behavior, and she was going to find out for sure! She scrawls out a note to Zekhoor and lays it by the gift, telling him that she had to run an errand and that she would be back shortly. She hoped she would be...she was going to see T'than, and hopefully she would be all right with him alone...*

GT: *The second screen goes dark and vanishes from sight, leaving only Cadence’s to display in front of him. His fingers touch at the screen as she curls up, and the want to soothe her invades him. He reaches out to her with his mind, but it is just an abstract figure, a disembodied voice, almost a meaningless whisper that sings inside her mind. He could not enter the lab immediately; it would be too suspicious... and she needed to learn to cope with that loneliness and those sad feelings of abandon and confusion. He would not always be there to guide her, and they could not become completely dependant on one another. Ka’atha’am united them too strongly when copped with those feelings of love they shared. 

He forced himself to regress to his Taelon persona and waved an adjacent console open. The bridge was not vacant yet it seemed. From his offices he would get a broad look on the location of most Taelons, which in case of war would have been useful, but not in those times. Regardless, the device had not been taken from his computer. And in any case, there was a volunteer shift starting in a matter of minutes, so T’than unlocked the door and minimized the window with Cadence’s image, his fingers working avidly in his console looking for any trace of any suspicion falling above them. He also took the time to review the log with Cadence’s tracking device’s records, to determine exactly where she had passed by when she had been missing... She had wondered on the ship, but fortunately, it seemed the location of the Taelons did not coincide with hers at any point in time... that was little relief, but still it was some. 

It was not in his habits to wait for the future to come to him; but his hands were pretty much tied for the moment. He would have to wait for Zo’or to commit the basic strategic mistake of revealing to him what he had discovered – which he was sure Zo’or would do, if only to rub it in T’than’s face – and hope that he did not discover too much. But still... the need for a backup plan was a reality, so he quickly went about his logs to determine an escape scheme. He would hate to have to resort to it, but he would... if only... to protect her. His eyes lingered on the screen when he heard footsteps approaching: the volunteers, no doubt...*

Book Seven

Part Five

Dangerous Confrontation

 
*Chandra strode down the halls, her head held high, her fear held back by the sense of anger she felt. Cadence was a prisoner and she intended to find out why, as well as try to get her released and away from T'than! The thought crossed her mind that Cadence might need a leave from the Mothership and her duties for awhile...to seek psychological help.

She approached T'than's office and noticed that the door was open, almost as if he was expecting her. A cold feeling went through her and then she brushed it away – that was nonsense to feel like that! But still the thought of entering and facing him was frightening to her; the encounter they had had after her attack in the shower room would always be a fixture in her mind. She remembered how helpless she had felt standing before him nude, and how he had touched over her body at one point. Indeed that is why she hated him, and she knew that she would always hate him for that! Even when she had worked in his office afterward she had still felt vulnerable.

She knew now that Taelons could foster desires of the flesh and that knowledge went against everything she had been taught about them. She wondered if Cadence had had any similar experiences with T'than, and if that was now the reason he held her away. Cadence had practically admitted that she loved him, and it was possible that he knew of her feelings, and if he did she thought that it was quite possible, and probable, given his nature, that he was playing upon those feelings now to coerce her to his will.

She walked into his outer office, her purposeful stride slowed to that of uncertainty. She looked down at herself then just realizing that she was still dressed as a Volunteer. # Damn! # she thought angrily. She should have changed and come in dressed professionally as the Protector apprentice she was, but it was too late now. She stepped into his main office and saw him sitting there, looking right at her! Her heart froze for a moment – she had almost forgotten just how formidable he could appear!

GT: *The noise of footsteps became more clear, and by the sound of it his hunch had been correct: a volunteer. Though, to his surprise, he finds that what he heard does not match what he sees, for the person entering his offices has been promoted. He finds it a delightful contradiction that she wore such outfit given how eager she had been to... undress it. The thought had him smirking as his eyes walked over her body. Her aura was considerably strong among humans, but it did not shine as that of Cadence. Not at all... whatever fascination T’than had for the girl standing before him at that moment seemed so misplaced...*

Ch: *She steeled herself, careful to keep her emotions behind a mask of arrogance; she was NOT a Volunteer anymore, nor was she alone and vulnerable! She was with Zekhoor, a formidable persona to say the least, and if T'than dared to even TOUCH her, she had no doubt that the Veluran would be paying him a rather unpleasant visit. # If you can get away that is, if he tries anything...# She shook her head, burying the thought – she was a Protector, and she herself was protected, and she was vulnerable no more!*

GT: Miss Sheridan... *he whispers not bothering to hide his sarcasm.* to what do I owe the honour? *smirk*

Ch: Greetings T'than, *she said in a firm and resolute tone.* I wish to speak to you of...I am sure you can probably guess. 

GT: *he nods, rather condescendingly.*

Ch: *She steps closer to where he sits, but not too close, and she makes sure to be as respectful as her boiling emotions will allow.* I want to know why you are keeping Cadence Blue a prisoner... and I want to know where_she_is...and I want to know now!

GT: *his head tilts, his smugness clearly wiping away all sincerity from his question.* Prisoner? I am afraid I do not quite understand your request. Cadence Blue is surely no prisoner of mine. In fact, she is... *rolls eyes* where she is, because she so desires. *pause*

Ch: *She folds her arms across her chest, and her tone is of barely restrained anger as she tries to keep a respectful posture, though her words come rather sarcastic.* Please spare me - I know that you are lying to me. If she is "where she is by her own desire," that only proves what I have thought all along - that you have done something to her mind!

GT: But now that you have seen your questions answered, perhaps it is my time to pose a few of my own... *his features harden, becoming cold and ice-stone.* I am quite curious as to why you are behaving in such a manner. Although, my “curiosity” is only as big as my patience, I am afraid that has come to an end. *he sits up straight, seeming to grow several inches* I am a companion, and you owe your _blind_ allegiance to me, as to any Taelon. I am only making the effort of warning you one last time, because Cadence seems to care for you... for reasons that obviously have no sense given that lately you have been busier seeing to your needs than her own. 

Ch: YOU LIE! *she shouts, and it is evident she has taken great personal affront to the statement.* I have done nothing but think about her! *She takes a breath and tries to calm herself.* As for showing blind allegiance...I will only answer that with the statement that you delighted in the past...*her eyes bore into him*...and that is, that I am *not* a Protector yet...*He seems to contemplate her for a moment and then continues, with words that turn her anger into fear...*

GT: But honestly, human affairs mean little or nothing to me. I will tell you this though: I have a way of dealing with meddling people. In your case, for instance, I could simply say that: yes, Cadence is my prisoner, and no, you don’t want to know where she is... because if and when you did... that one location I would reveal would be the morgue. Now, should we really pursue this conversation?

Ch: *She looks at him, her light blue eyes going dark and afraid. She didn't know what to say! She was nineteen years old and inexperienced, and he was a powerful Taelon general, and he held the power of life and death in his closed fist!*
You wouldn't...*she says in a shaking voice as she shakes her head back and forth in disbelief.* You wouldn't kill her...*At once her previous insecurities flood over her; her failure before to protect Cadence, nearly costing the girl her life. Was she helping Cadence now, or possibly making things much, much worse? # What do I do! # She asked herself frantically.*

GT: *he doesn’t speak, merely casts her a “wouldn’t I?” kind of look... then after a moment of her silence, he does say something.* I am not known for my scruples, am I Miss Sheridan?

Ch: *She was dreadfully scared again, but she was bound and determined not to let that show, and so she lifted her chin with an arrogant look, but, unfortunately, her voice still shakes.* I want to see Cadence... I want to see her now! 

GT: *he throws her a condescending look and a smirk, and nearly rolls his at her demeanour. She was humiliating herself, and she knew it, but nervous as she was, she became like Cadence. The only difference between them being that Chandra knew when to stop, when Cadence often stepped over the limits.*

Ch: *She strides over to where she knows the secret door is, now just a wall and places her hands against it.* Cadence! *She hits at it with a closed fist and then turns around and glares at him with hatred.* She is in there, I know it! Let her out and let me see her! *Her voice bounces off the empty walls of his office. She is torn between wanting to attack him and wanting to beg him to see her friend. She realizes that she is not behaving as a Protector worthy of respect, but T'than makes her feel like a child, and that is what she has been reduced to now – a demanding child.*

GT: Truly, if she is in there, it is not within my knowledge. *his cool is kept, even despite his nervousness. She was not playing the cards he had hoped her to play, and her advantage was being lost as seconds drew by.* And you have entered there before, have you not. *his eyes squint.* You passed unreported that one time, but that shall not happen again, lest your newly achieved promotion be revoked!

Ch: *But then she remembers that she IS an up and coming Protector, and so she tries to appeal to his authority by regaining a more respectful demeanour, and she approaches close to him.* T'than, I am requesting a visit with Cadence Blue, for I would like to see her. You may decline me if you so wish, but I shall then be forced to go through...other channels...to see to it that she is permanently removed from your custody. # not to mention that when you let me see her I am going to do just that anyway!#

GT: Let me make this abundantly clear, as it seems that my words have reached only deaf ears. You are not even given permission to request anything, least of all to do it to satisfy your obstinacy; or even to enter my offices for that matter without requesting an audience. This that is happening here shall not happen ever again! I have heard too much and tolerated too much as it is. *his eyes are on blue fire, gleaming so brightly as he sits up straight in this throne and looks down upon her.* Understand this, Miss Sheridan, before you can even whisper something, I can make sure you never even breathe again, and if you believe I will allow a *pause and smirk.* baby, to make any demands because she believes she holds any cards against me, know that I will not. *his lips barely move as he hisses.* No one toys with me, little Chandra, let alone a girl disguised as protector. 

Ch: *They stand there in a face-off, a young human, and a Taelon general, and each wears a look of anger. Both seek to save and protect one goal in different ways, though in this stand-off it would appear to Chandra that the last thing T'than wanted to do was protect anyone, except perhaps himself. But in a game of strategy...and will, how could a teenager, despite the thin veneer of rank that was yet to be achieved, hope to win over a Taelon who had been drawing breath for longer than she could imagine? War-games were T'than's stock and trade, and Chandra knew that even though this was not a war fought on the battlefield with deadly weapons, that it was war nonetheless - the weapon of T'than's power no less deadly.

She was losing...and she knew it, and her eyes dropped to the floor, though her ears took in his next words quite clearly.*.

GT: But if you so wish, go ahead, satisfy your whim, but you can be certain that my promise to you will be fulfilled a lot sooner, so you will grieve before you will be given the chance to celebrate! *pause, and his features relax somewhat* Either way... I win. *he reclines, the same smug smirk playing on his lips.*

Ch: *She looks back up at him. Though he had relaxed some due to his victory over her he was still very angry and Chandra was forced to admit to herself then that, no matter the face she put forth or the arrogance she tried to cloak herself in, that she was still very afraid of T'than, now maybe even more than before. He had now made it completely clear that he would kill Cadence rather than have her found alive and then he had dropped the other shoe by first threatening Chandra's rank...and then her very life! She had no doubt that she could run to someone in authority and tell them all of what she knew, and that troops would quickly be dispatched to T'than's office. But would it be quickly enough for Cadence? 

She could make an aggressive move now and openly call for help, but would she herself be alive by the time it arrived? And would the end result still be the same for Cadence? Chandra had never been faced with such a serious choice before. She knew that when she was a full-fledged Protector that she might very well be faced with choices of an extreme nature such as this, but her training in the wisdom of a Protector had barely begun, and right now she knew not what to do; only that whatever she did, she wanted to keep Cadence alive...at least until such time when she had another answer on how to rescue her.*

Yes T'than, you win, THIS time, *she says quietly.* But know one thing, *she steps even closer to his chair, so close that she could reach out and touch him if she wanted...or slap him!* I am no baby, and I am not powerless. I will not rest until I find out what you have done with, and TO Cadence, and you can take my rank away if you want, but if you do so, then I will have nothing left to lose in a fight against you! # except maybe Cadence! #

GT: You are wrong, Miss Sheridan. You will still have your life, and many other spiritual qualities that I can order removed, or, stripped *smirk* from you. You are still rather innocent to understand just how much one has to lose, and trust me when I say, all your power is merely the one we borrow to you, and as such, an illusion. Always keep this in mind... *he nods at her* Dismissed... *he adds rather sarcastically, as if reaffirming his authority over her. The look in her face is still set in anger, but is amuses him more than it alarms him, though he knew of her capacities and that she was not to be underestimated.*



Book Seven

Part Six

Ti’el’s Revalattion to Zo’or

UNC: *Ti'el maintains a respectful distance off to the side and watches as the Synod members depart, many of them with curious expressions on their features, wondering of the abrupt nature of the dismissal, with the exception of T'than, who looked over his shoulder once before stepping into the portal, his face bearing great anxiety, and Sc'orr, who kept to himself, his eyes straight ahead, his mouth set in a grim line. Ti'el was curious as well as to why the meeting had been halted, but it was secondary in his mind at the moment as he thought of T'than, understanding the reason for his tense demeanor - he certainly must not be feeling well considering...
 
Z: *He watches as the members depart, he can see that they are curious as to the breaking before arriving at any decision. But also knowing that it is acceptable because as Synod leader many matters come to his attention that
must take priority over all else. He walks over to his chair to await Ti'el, only Da'an, To'va and Sc'orr are still walking toward the exit..his eyes fixed on Sc'orr, he desperately wants to believe in him. How many times he would turn to Naor'rin when he was perplexed...she had always helped him to see things from different perspectives thus coming to a right and just decision...if only he could come to her now...then he nods as Ti'el approaches him*...

UNC: He finally approached Zo'or, who looked as though matters must be weighing heavily upon him as well. He knew that Synod leadership must be very taxing at times.* Zo'or, *he said softly* thank you for allowing me to speak with you during this rather hectic time. I was curious if, after the Synod makes its decision regarding Sc'orr's entrance, if we shall then be discussing the matter of General T'than's Ka'atha'am. I am sure you felt the disturbance in the Commonality when it came over him fully? However, I am not aware of any other Taelon suffering the condition at this time, and I was wondering what shall be done? *His animated expression becomes somewhat crestfallen* Though I know the chances of a viable birth are... unlikely, I still choose to have hope for that possibility. *He knew the instances of Ka'atha'am were becoming more infrequent amongst his kind and he wondered when the day would come when Taelons would be unable to even try to procreate.* I do hope that we can find another...we must never cease trying to save our future...

Z: *He is taken aback by this news...T'than in Ka'atha'am? His expression is calm, almost unassuming in appearance but inwardly he is astounded..but then he suddenly comes to the profound conclusion that Sc'orr's silence is due to something of a surreptitious nature involving T'than, perhaps this very thing that he is in Ka'atha'am...is that what involves Cadence Blue? * I was not aware that T’than is in Ka'atha'am; you see I had been away meditating on the Moonbase, I am certain that you are aware of what has befallen my mate Naor'rin. You are correct Ti'el, I do not know of any other Taelon in Ka'atha'am at this time, surely 
they are to come forward upon entering their cycle, I see now that T'than has chosen not to do so...

UNC: *He nods and blinks his eyes slowly,* Yes, I was recently made aware of the fact that your mate is not well at this time, and I can understand how you could have missed the tremor in the Commonality, for it was indeed brief and you were likely deep in the meditation. *He smiles slightly,* Please know that I wish you both well and that it is my sincere hope that she will recover fully. *Then, a modest frown creases his smooth features with Zo'or's next words.* I do not understand why he would wish to keep it 
secret...it is of the utmost importance that we Taelons do our part and duty, no matter how unpleasant at times like this, for we do it in the hopes of saving our future.

Z: *he moves toward his console and waves it on*...please excuse me Ti'el, I must contact General T'than at once... *he nods as the General's image appears on the datastream*...T'than, your presence is required immediately on the Bridge, there is something of extreme importance that both Ti'el and I must discuss with you... this is not an invitation but a direct order.~

~*~

GT: *he is still in his offices to which he had returned for a brief moment, Chandra standing still before him. His features were already set in anger, and he didn’t bother to change them when he saw from where the communication originated. He cast the girl a “be silent” kind of glance and 
opened the stream.* Zo’or, I hope this is indeed urgent, because I know the ship too well already to be walking back in forth between the bridge and my offices! I will report at my earliest convenience, and not before... *he throws him a nod and waves the datastream closed. But he was worried, too much to bother hiding it from the girl that was still standing before him, seemingly enjoying the situation.*

I do hope, Miss Sheridan, that your amusement lasts long... because if it doesn’t... then you will indeed find your friend in a body bag. Dismissed! *he adds almost in a growl as he rises from his chair and passes by her, going straight for the nearest portal. He was becoming tired of all that 
come and go.*

Ch: *She steps away from him as he turns to leave, casting one last look over her shoulder as he does, her eyes glittering with hatred.* You have not seen the last of me... I promise you that. *Her voice and look are angry and she is now doing a pretty good job of masking her fear. She eyes him gravely as he leaves his office… *

~**~

UNC: *He looks from Zo'or to the image of T'than that appears on the stream. T'than's expression only hardens in the face of Zo'or's anger, instead of going intimidated, as would be the case with most Taelons if they were faced 
with this situation. His hands temple at his chest as he looks around nervously and awaits the War Minister's arrival.*
 
D: *While looking out of the virtual glass window, he is taking in everything that is going on. He slowly turns around and awaits the arrival of T'than and after he leaves, he will talk to his child. He wonders what T'than will have to say for his defense. But knowing T'than.......A smirk comes to his lips as he thinks of him.*

Z: *He waves off the datastream and contemplates the aggravated expression on T'than's face,  and he can see that Ti'el had noticed it also and so he turns to face him*....Ti'el, it is no secret that T'than and I are not on the best of terms. However I do not allow his opinion of me to distress me any longer... also I wish to thank for you your concern for my mate's recovery, I feel certain that her memory will return in due time... As for our kind becoming fruitful again, I hold high hopes for that now that our core energy crisis has been solved...*As he continues speaking with Ti'el he recollects his less than supportive attitude toward Sc'orr...and that has somewhat puzzled him...then he feels a twinge of sadness as he wonders why Sc'orr had 
allied with T'than, and he is beginning to deeply regret his decision to endorse him...it would seem that he did not know him as well as he had thought after all*...

GT: *the portal in by the bridge flares, and when it fades, T’than is standing there. With both hands behind his back he struts down the narrow corridor of the upper level to the bridge and walks downwards into the great room. Zo’or and Ti’el are both standing there, conversing. He can hear their voices and what they say, but he makes no effort to make his paces any more silent; he casts the two Taelons an ominous look.* Zo’or, why am I summoned. I just left the bridge no more than a few minutes ago, upon your *sarcastic tone* _dismissal_ and now you call me back? I know you do enjoy these power trips, but this is in the least, ridiculous... *he takes a few steps towards Ti’el and looks at him scrutinisingly ; there was no hiding his nervousness, or T’than’s for that matter.* So, what is it? *he finally comes to a halt, both hands behind his back as he faces up to Zo’or.*
 
Z: *He at once notices the extreme irritation and nervousness in T'than's demeanor....he also does not intend to tolerate his disrespectful addressing of him*...T'than, first of all I am a Taelon, however most important I am the leader of our kind, and I will not tolerate such disrespect from you or any other...you will address me with the respect that I am due. *he eyes him sternly*...
 
GT: That is precisely what I do already... *smirk* But do go on please... *he pretends to disregard the other's disapproving look and finds wisdom in assuming a more serious facade, which he does.*
 
Z: Now  for the purpose of this summons, after the meeting had concluded and the members had dispersed, Ti'el approached me and informed me that you are in Ka'atha'am  He had witnessed a very brief disturbance in the commonality... I, being on the Moonbase in deep meditation did not notice it. It would seem that most others failed to notice it also. 
 
GT: *So, as he suspected, the news had been spread through the Commonality. But he had also expected Zo'or to be aloof to it. The choice of timing had been subconscious, but well planned.  He did not, however, anticipate that it would become a matter of discussion amongst his peers. The point in denying it was fruitless; they knew, end of story. What must never happen, was their connecting it to Cadence.* Yes. It is so. I did make it known to the Commonality, as it is a custom with our species. I am not surprised that many failed to notice it... as we discussed in this very room only a few minutes ago, the Commonality is weakened. *his eyes cross with Zo'or's as the other Taelon begins to walk, and then momentarily shift to Ti'el.*
 
Z: I will assume that is the reason for your erratic behaviour as of late...*he walks around T'than, his hands gracefully fluttering* ...It is understandable, however...it will be a most difficult time for you since we detect no other Taelon in Ka'atha'am...*though he inwardly has little regard for his nemesis he does feel a sense of concern for him. He himself had suffered greatly due to the fact that he was sterile and also gendered.  No Taelon would wish to take him as a mate, for the joining would be fruitless thus making him undesirable...however his desire and permission to take Naor'rin as his mate had solved his problem, but what of T'than now, surely he could not be expected to endure this with no hope of a joining*
 
GT: I am aware of that. I spoke with the healer before I left Kiron. But it is not a situation without precedent; others have endured it and survived. Most of the Taelons in Ka'atha'am for the last 300 years have not found completion. There are not enough of us left for such event to come for two Taelons at the same time very often. But, as it has been so, the state has diminished in duration and strength... *he keeps his calm, although his mind shifts many times towards Cadence. His state was in no way short and in no way soft on him; quite on the contrary, it seemed that the fact of having lost his older child was contributing somehow to his want to breed again.*
 
Z: *he faces Ti'el and his expression is one of concern*...Ti'el, do you have any suggestions as to how we may help him through this difficult dilemma? I know from past experience what he is suffering now....However I was permitted to choose a mate outside of our kind. It may not have been what our species wished for but with fewer of us even entering Ka'atha'am anymore we cannot allow those who do to suffer unjustly if no mate is available during their cycle. This is something we must look into and address as such situations may be arising from time to time.. It is hopeful that in time we may once again be able to procreate since we have now solved our core energy problems, the question is what are we to do in the meantime?...
 
UNC: *Ti'el contemplates this dilemma as his eyes move between Zo'or and T'than thoughtfully. This seemed more a question for a scientist, not a diplomat, but it had been put to him and so he answered in a soft voice.* Perhaps there is a means by which we can 'induce,' Ka'atha'am in another. The most obvious difficulty with this suggestion, beyond whether or not it can be done, is to find another Taelon who would volunteer for the procedure. *He gazes at T'than and is silent for a moment, but then he continues.* The only other option that remains would be for General T'than to follow in your footsteps, and choose a mate outside of the Taelon species. *He looks a bit pale as he speaks of such a thing.* Though, and I mean no offence to you with my words Zo'or, you were allowed such lenience because of your...sterility.  You speak the truth that perhaps the Synod and especially the Commonality needs to exercise a more sympathetic attitude regarding inter-species procreation, but many of the elders of our kind still regard the idea as distasteful.

GT: *he studies Zo'or as he speaks. It smelled like a trap to him; T'than was desperate for support, given that he was alone and slowly losing everything, and the power he had left among his species was reduced to an illusion and a memory of better times for his caste, but he was still not crazy enough to the point of trusting his arch-enemy with his secret, his life, and most importantly, Cadence's*  Certainly, you are not suggesting that I take a mate other than a Taelon... How are we to perpetuate our kind if we waste precious energy, the little we have left inside of us that can still conceive a child, on attempting to breed with others? *he paces away from the other two, noticing for the first time that they were not alone. It appeared Da'an was with them.* We have tried that in the past, hybrids, with the humans, with the Jaridians, with both; all possible combinations. I was not the head of that project; in fact, I opposed it. *he turns back to Zo'or and Ti'el after a brief glance at Da'an.* And I was not wrong to do so either, since the experience was a failure. None of the children survived, and none were the answer we sought... 
 
*Yes, that was true... and it was a frightening perspective for him to imagine that if he was successful in having a child with Cadence, that it would die. The shock to the girl would be... unbearable, and he somehow had the feeling, it would not be any easier on him.* Although many would wish otherwise, my state is not preoccupying, and I am being advised by my healer. And I am sure you find no changes to my behaviour either; unlike some, I still manage to find solace in deep meditation and in the common voices. But if this was the reason for my summons, I still fail to see the urgency... 
 
Z: It is urgent and I do see very distinct changes in your behavior based on what I have observed as of late...and it would seem that meditation alone has not been sufficient... it certainly has done nothing for you... I want you to report to the infirmary now that you are back on the Mothership, I wish to have Mit'gai evaluate your condition.. *he smirks and stands directly in front of him with that ever present look of superiority shining in his eyes*

GT: Your concern is almost moving, but indeed misplaced. I have already been to infirmary in the last 48 hours, and certainly, I am not ill enough to justify my constant presence there... and least of all, diminished in any way! *he requites Zo’or’s arrogant stare, but the other Taelon changes the issue.*
 
Z: It is true we do wish to perpetuate our species, and we do have abundant core energy now...thanks much to the diligence by both Da'an and myself in forming an alliance with the Velurans...who in turn helped us to solve that crisis… *he continues circling the War Minister and then saunters over to sit in the command chair, his eyes never leaving T'than's as if questioning him every second*...since then we have  developed ways to ensure the survival of hybrids...or were you not aware of that?
 
GT: I was, and am, which does not mean I am desperate enough to resort to technology other than our own. And hybrids, Zo’or, are not the answer. It might have seemed that way in the past, but no more. And, synthesised core energy still does not replace the original one, or we would be past infertility... 
 
Z: ...we of course are hopeful as I mentioned before to one day be able to procreate amongst our own kind....until that time we must find ways to deal with these situations as they develop. Ka'atha'am can be a time of irrational even dangerous behavior for those entering their cycle..*he glances over to where Da'an is standing then extends his hand and nods to Ti'el*... Would you care to elaborate further?...
 
UNC: I have suffered the condition on three occasions. Twice I was able to reach completion, as I was fortunate enough to encounter another also suffering. *He looks down then, his fluttering hands coming to a complete stop.* The third and final time...I had to endure it alone...and I nearly perished from the experience. *He looks back up, again at T'than,* You are correct T'than - it can be endured, but at a great danger to the one so afflicted. You must join. With someone. I do wish you good fortune in finding a solution that will suit you.

*He turns back to face Zo'or,* Zo'or, my duties at the UN await me, do I have your permission to be excused? I do not believe that I can offer any further help, though I am sure our healers can elaborate further.

GT: I have been through it and know its designs. It is the 4th time the cycle has come to me, an experience more than a healer allows me to deal with it. Although your concern is commendable, it is really unnecessary. I will survive this ordeal. *he looks over at Zo'or.* And now, if it is agreeable with both, I too shall return to my quarters. I was preparing for meditation when you called...


Z: Yes of course  you are excused Ti'el, I appreciate you bringing this matter to my attention... I will contact you as soon as a time has been set to reconvene to render our decision concerning Sc'orr's appointment... and I trust you will not be a stranger to the the Mothership in the future...*he then turns to face T'than, with a smug  omniscient look gleaming in his eyes*...T'than, you may leave also, I believe _all_ the queries concerning your present condition have been satisfied....*he smirks*...at least for now...and I will check with Mit'gai on his analysis regarding your condition....*he nods to both Taelons then makes his way to his parent*...    
 
GT: I will have my healer report the results to Mit'gai... *he nods at Zo'or and Ti'el, and swiftly struts away from them and into the depths of the corridors from whence he came.*

Z: *he bristles at T'than's seeming refusal to submit himself to Mit'gai and as he continues his way to his parent he thinks inwardly....#you may think you escape further inquisitions that have aroused my curiosity but you shall not...you would be surprised at how much even you have given away General, and I have merely begun to scratch the surface...and now I will dig deeper until I know the whole truth#...*he is more certain now that whatever has been troubling Cadence Blue lies at T'than's feet and then there is the symbol...and what of the rape Naor'rin told him she suffered at the hands of one of the Volunteers, he will look into that as well and he has not forgotten about Gabriel... Once all these loose ends are tied together I will have my answers*...

Book Seven

Part Seven

Through the Looking Glass


*Chandra Sheridan returned to her quarters after her brief and fruitless meeting with T'than in a state somewhere between intense anger and barely controlled hysteria. She flung herself down onto her bed and cried, thinking that before Zekhoor had come earlier that evening to inquire of their broken date...and information regarding Cadence, that she had been in the same exact state.

But before it had been merely at her failure to help her friend, and she still felt that way now, though those feelings were now coupled with fear over T'than's threats – to her life – to Cadence's life. Eventually her tears were spent and she sat up, able to think more clearly. What was she doing laying here crying? She wasn't a baby! She would not stoop so low to meet T'than's evaluations of her; she was an officer, and she decided that it was time to take matters into her own hands, and do it right this time!

Stripping off the volunteer uniform, she donned a pair of grey slacks and a white silk blouse, and tied her loose hair back into a ponytail and left her quarters. She wondered if Zekhoor had ever returned to his rooms, but she assumed not, for he would have called her, and there were no messages waiting. The corridor traffic was light – it was the middle of the night after all, and only those on duty were about.

She did not go to T'than's office, but instead down a nearby corridor which led to Cadence's room. The door was locked, but the little global she had with her simply found the lock frequency and disabled it, and the door slid open, and once inside the dark room she locked it behind her. Calling for the lights she looked around, her face dropping in sadness. Cadence's spirit was everywhere here, from the clothes hung over a chair, to a hairbrush that gleamed with wavy golden strands of her hair. Even the scent of the place was her; oranges...citrus...fresh...

She wiped away her errant tears as she sat upon the bed; she was already grieving and Cadence wasn't even dead! She chastised herself for her traitorous emotions and put herself back into the disciplines she loved so much and her eyes went cold and efficient as she looked around the room. She had a feeling that when T'than had come to take Cadence away the last time that he had not carried her though the halls, which left only one, logical conclusion: that there was another access point to this room.

She moved around the perimeter of the small chamber, looking for a place where a portal might open, or even a hidden door. She pulled out the dresser but there was nothing there, and no one would come in each time having to deal with a heavy piece of furniture – no, that was not it. Pushing the dresser back into place she continued her circling journey, stopping only to look at herself in the lovely full length mirror and re-fix her hair, and that is when she froze...

The mirror was large, it's frame made of Taelon bio-slurry, which surrounded the glass in sweeping curves of shimmering bluish-violet. Chandra had never seen other volunteer chambers with such a tribute to vanity, and Chandra began to think that perhaps the purpose of the mirror went far beyond that of allowing mere self-admiration. To look at the mirror in another way, it did indeed resemble a doorway, big enough to allow a person # or a Taelon # to pass. Was it possible???

With shaking fingers she caressed the glass, wondering with a chill who might be watching. Or was she just being paranoid? Bringing out her special global, she scanned it; there was nothing showing behind the mirror – no chamber or room, but T'than had shielded the lab, why not other places? 

Chandra took a large cube-like ornament from Cadence's dresser and brought it up above her head and was about to swing and shatter the glass when she stopped – there had to be a more subtle way to gain entrance, if indeed there was anything to gain entrance to! IF the mirror operated in a similar manner to the wave-away doors at the Taelon offices, it should be a matter of merely directing the correct energy frequency at it to make it respond. But there were thousands of them! This could take time – time that Chandra could not afford to waste, but she had no other option.

Setting the global on the floor facing the mirror, she set the device to emit an energy pulse for each level in the spectrum, and then sub-levels after that. She hoped it would be one of those, for if she had to scan sub-levels of sub-levels she would be there for weeks!

Her eyes were locked on the glass as the global did its work and it seemed to her that many hours had passed when she saw the glass appear to ripple and shimmer, though it had barely been one. Halting the global's scan and pinpointing the frequency she wanted, Chandra Sheridan became Alice, and stepped through the looking glass...*

Book Seven

Part Eight

T’than Says A Final Farewell

GT: *The way from the bridge to his quarters was made in little time, even though his pace was slow. His body behaved as if on autopilot, for his pensive look was unmistakable as to his absentness of mind: he was lost in thought. Something about the meeting had unsettled him greatly. While Ti’el, as most Taelons, rejected the idea of conceiving hybrids, Zo’or supported it, but something in the leader’s behaviour was not natural. T’than himself would never freely conceive a hybrid – and indeed what was happening was not of his choice, the strength of those feelings was overwhelming and he had realised the inevitability of that relationship a long time go. The cycle and Cadence were intertwined: they had appeared on the account of the other – but then, why would Zo’or so openly offer his support should such an option be made by T’than?

The recollection of Zo’or’s strange behaviour during the Synod meeting was intriguing, and T’than was sure it held the key. Chandra had spoken to Zekhoor, who had spoken to Zo’or, who in his turn had exchanged some words with the only person that held all the facts: Sc’orr. T’than’s state was no longer a secret, which only added to the puzzle so close to being put together. It struck him that it was possible that Zo’or was already aware of it all. Too many people knew... it was no longer safe!

His pace came to a halt near a window. All the energy in his body was rerouted towards the faculty of thought. His insides churned, his energy wild. Was that fear? They had little time left to engage in the joining... so little time left! But how could he bring that to her attention, how could he add to her drama, when she was already working to the best of her capacities, learning how control her energy. But was there a point to it at all? Was not the effort in vain now that the news was close to spreading?

And if he was caught... Taelons did not fear death; they were rather devoid of emotions when it came, as they were always taught never to value their individual existence, and it was just a passage in any case. But the thought of existing in any form away from her, even as pure consciousness in the void, seemed too close to the human’s concept of hell. He would be forever incomplete... and surely exile or death would be the penalty... and what of her, what of the child should it ever be conceived? For the first time, the whole quest seemed like a lost one from the beginning: they were bound to failure...

His hand touched at the virtual glass of the window in his room, as his mind wondered in that possibility, and his mind devised pictures he had seen a million times; images based on the cruelty of his species, though wherever he looked the faces were that of Cadence. He blushed and nearly lost his façade on the account of those unbearable thoughts. He was already an outcast... the surface he felt in his palm had become a prison more than it had become home... and his children... those in the womb...

That thought led him there. He had avoided it for so long, the memories were too alive, as was the notion of how powerless they still were before eminent extinction. Cautiously, he stepped inside, the hands behind his back falling to his side and he paced the smooth surface of the pavement. They all slept, some for hundreds and hundreds of years. That place brought more pain than it brought comfort, and T’than wondered what had brought him there in the first place. 

He paced the last few feet towards a specific embryonic tube: that of his second child. Nothing had changed, nothing! And incredible anger and revolt took over him and he withdrew his hand. The womb protested and gleamed around the baby as if in a warning.* I am sorry my child... *he knew then what that sorry was about, and what that visit was about... he knew that he would never allow such fate to befall his own again, he had gone there to draw his strength to what he had to do, and ... to say goodbye.

For what seemed like eternity, he knelt by the unborn child, not making up for lost time, or reliving old memories, but taking solace in the certainty that he would not allow that place to be the end again.*

Book Seven

Part Nine

Rescuing Cadence…Again



Ch: *Chandra felt an all over tingling sensation as she stepped through the energy barrier that was formerly the mirror in Cadence's room. At once she was surrounded by darkness, but as her eyes adjusted she realized that there was lighting, though it was very dim. She stood in a tiny chamber and she realized with revulsion that T'than had indeed been using the chamber as his own private viewing room to spy on her friend; there was a lotus chair a couple feet back from the mirror and Chandra tentatively sat down in it. The mirror was once again solid, though from this side it was a mirror no more, but instead a window, from which every corner of Cadence's room was visible! Had T'than planned to take Cadence from the beginning? Had it been he who had seen that she was assigned to this special room? 

Her discovery was raising more questions that it was answering and as she rose from the chair and slowly entered the narrow hallway that was adjacent to the little chamber she mulled over her many questioning thoughts; why had T'than made her his prisoner? What had he done to her to make her concede to him? Had he simply played upon her feelings for him to get his way, or, had he used the stronger medicine of fear, as he had used on Chandra, to make her obey and cast aside a friendship that had lasted over six years?

The secret corridor was so dark now that she nearly bumped into the wall at the end of it, and once again had to use her global to open the panel, for it would not respond to her hand. When it vanished she was assaulted by light and had to shield her eyes for a moment, but when they adjusted she was only mildly surprised to find herself in T'than's main office, stepping through another doorway blithely disguised as a wall. She made a face as she thought that T'than was certainly fond of cloak and dagger tactics.

She had to admit that she was lucky, as his office was empty right now. Had T'than been there she might have had a problem. She swallowed as she walked over to his chair; he could come back at any time and if he caught her, the consequences for both she and Cadence could be dire, but, she had to get Cadence out of that lab, and even more important – show her the mirror! 

Her look was determined when she sat herself back in T'than's chair. Whatever relationship there was between Cadence and T'than, she was going to try her very hardest to throw a wrench into it, and between them. It was for Cadence's own good! # Besides, I want my friend back! #

Hacking his systems now that he knew of her former transgressions was much more difficult. There were new safeguards and encryptions and they were layered. It took her almost an hour to sift through it all and find backdoors that she could navigate in to, and all of this was just to release the door to the lab! But finally she conquered it and she had to admit that the challenge had been exhilarating! Once again that same sensation of power came over her as she sat in the chair, just like before when she had helped Cadence leave for Kiron. # A mistake if I ever made one! #

Now that she could see the little room on the datastream, she touched the icon for it to make the door open, and she cussed under her breath when she realized that the final step in opening the door was to input an energy print – T'than's energy print!* HELL AND DAMNATION! *she shouted to the room.* I will get in there Taelon and you will not stop me! *But after some time in deep thought she realizes that there is no way to circumvent this particular safeguard and she will have to leave soon. If Cadence is in that room T'than will probably not be gone and leave her alone much longer!

But then she remembers one_very_important_fact: Cadence has Taelon energy inside of her, and not just ANY Taelon – T'than's! Communications to the little room do not seem to be blocked now that she has revealed it on her stream and she initiates a call...*

C - *Cadence was sleeping when the incoming hail awakened her. It would not be T'than; he would not need to call her, and... he was not nearby... Wrapping a sheet over herself she rose to answer it, and her eyes widened when she saw Chandra staring back at her.* Chandra, *she said sleepily,* what is it?

Ch: Cadence, I am rerouting a program file to your location and I need you to offer a thumbprint on your console.

C - *her eyes squint suspiciously* Why? You have a thumb, don't you?

Ch: Don't be flip, just do it.

C - *The small console comes to life with the incoming file and when the prompt comes up she gently lays her thumb over a small scan panel on the side, but nothing is happening that she can see - the command still flashes for a thumb print.*

Ch: Cadence...it needs your energy, *she says hesitantly,* It will grant me access to the lab...

C - *She thinks of what happened the last time and pulls her finger away from the panel, but Chandra's face goes pleading.*

Ch: Please Cade...I just want to see you...to make sure you are okay for myself...please?

C - *Her eyes go from her friend's sweet face to the console and she lays her finger on it again softly and imagines a tiny pulse of energy leaving it and going into the panel, and a moment later both the door to the lab as well as the one leading to it from T'than's office vanish in silence and Chandra wastes no time running inside and flinging herself into Cadence's arms.*

Ch: Cade! Thank the gods! *she looks at her hands on Cadence's skin* Jesus, your skin is freezing!

C -  *She hugs her for a moment and then holds her away by her shoulders, ignoring her comment on her body temperature – she looks so beautiful, the young Protector-to-be.* Chandra...we cannot visit long – I know T'than will return soon! You have to leave!

Ch: *She laughs sarcastically* Leave? I'm not leaving – I have no intention of leaving! I worked way too hard to get in here! It took me the better part of an hour just to hack past his safeguards and...

C - You WHAT? Chandra you mustn't do that! *she shakes her slightly, her face fearful.* You need to get out of here now before he comes back!

Ch: *She pulls away and stands there with her arms folded, her lips set into a stern line, making her youthful face look harsh.* Okay...I will go...but only if you come with me.

C - *She looks away uncomfortably.* I can't.

Ch: Yes you can! *she goes and sits down on the bed* We can sit here and argue all night until he comes back Cadence, because I am not leaving this place without you! *Then she notices her friend's attire.* Get dressed. Where are your clothes? I'll get them for you.

C - *She shakes her head mutely.* I...there aren't any clothes here...

Ch: *She is shocked and it shows on her face and in her body language as her hands go on her hips.* He doesn't let you wear clothes??? *It was worse than she thought!* He makes you stay nude??? *She jumps off the bed and slaps her thighs* Okay, that's it, game over, we are OUT of here! *She grabs Cadence's chilly arms as the girl holds on to the sheet and pulls her violently toward the door. She gets as far as the corridor and she is pulling them toward T'than's main office, but Cadence is fighting her.* I am your superior Volunteer Blue and I order you to come with me! *This is a truly last ditch tactic, for even if technically Chandra was elevated in rank, until she became a full-fledged protector the two of them were pretty much equals.*

C - *Stop Chandra let me go! *she cries and there is true panic in her voice. If Chandra took her away and brought her to Zo'or and told him that T'than was holding her captive she would not be allowed to see him again, maybe ever!* Chandra please! *She could not believe Chandra's strength! Her grip was like iron and she was literally dragging her down the hallway. She struggled as best she could, but one arm was holding on to the sheet. She had been practicing with clothes again that evening, and she had finally managed to wave off her jumpsuit, but she was still unable to wave one on.* CHANDRA LET ME GO!! *she starts crying and hitting at the other girl's restraining hands.* I love him and he loves me!

Ch: *She is just pulling Cadence into the office when she hears words that make her blood curdle with anger and revulsion. When she speaks she is shocked at her icy tone, but she justified it in that she felt she was doing the right thing for her friend.* Cadence, you need help and that's all I can say and I'll tell you this much – that if getting you help means locking you up for awhile off this ship then I am all for it!

C - How dare you! Get your hands off me this INSTANT! *she is about to say something else when she sees a new doorway in the office that she never noticed before and she stops struggling as she looks at the slim rectangle that seems to lead into darkness.*

~*~

GT: *after a last look around at the many tiny embryonic tubes on the walls, T’than rose from where he knelt and without looking behind his shoulder, he made his way to his offices. Something had awakened him from the dormancy that had involved him in its blanket for a long time; a dark negative feeling, beyond human’s intuition and certainly, beyond all reason.*

~*~

Ch: Yes...look at it! *Now instead of dragging her she pushes Cadence in front of her and makes her walk closer.* Come and see how much your Companion *loves* you!
*Her anger has blinded her to everything except proving her suspicions about T'than right to her, obviously, mentally disturbed, friend. Down the dark little hallway they go, the passage so narrow they brush the walls with their struggling steps, until Cadence stands before the window and gazes in upon her own room...*

~*~

GT: *T’than emerges from the dimness of the corridors and enters his offices. The door was locked, as he had left it, but once he reaches the main room, he completely freezes. The door that leads to the lab is opened. Not even bothering to cast a look around his offices, he walks towards it, aloof and careless to all danger. Empty. The lab was empty!* Sha’bra! *he nearly shouts the cursing word and then looks around for evidence of fight or resistance. Nothing... nothing to indicate she was dragged from there. He did notice there was a sheet missing... his features turn from panic to wild rage. She had betrayed him, again! How dare she! He had been so sure she had understood, and now she was missing again, dooming them both for sure! Without so much as another thought, he turned on his heels and headed towards his chair.* 

~*~

Ch: Do you SEE and understand now Cadence? THIS is why I came for you! ALL this time that you have lived onboard this ship that sick son of a bitch has been watching you! EVERYTHING you do! Look! There's even a chair! You were the star of his own personal peep show!

C - SHUT UP! *Her face goes in her hands as she sobs* Can't you just stop, or do you enjoy what you are doing?

Ch: *Her voice softens as she takes Cadence into her arms and cuddles her.* I don't enjoy it...but I had to show you this, and it only proves what I have believed all along. He has an obsession with you Cadence, and that's not love...not at all.

C - #But he does love me! I have felt it...in his heart, in his soul! Those things cannot lie! #  # Can they? # *Cadence shuddered as a tiny strand of doubt wrapped around her, sticky like a spiderweb that, even when you cast it off, you can still feel it tickling your skin.*


~*~

GT: He sat down briskly, and waved on the surveillance datastream. A little rewinding is enough to show him what happened. He doesn’t even bother to listen to the tape; he just stares at the intruder, his eyes flashing murderously.* You are playing with death Miss Sheridan... *his tone is low and icy. How she had gained access to the lab was obvious, but how had she managed to enter his offices? The main door was locked... only when his eyes go around his entire room does he notice the entrance to the mirror passage is open as well.* You little fox... *he closes the stream with a rough wave of his hand, and with his features set in a frightening grimace, he makes his way thru the corridor, silently but swiftly.*

~*~

Ch: *She brings up her global and is about to point it at the window, but Cadence raises her hand in a "stop" motion and then turns to the window and draws her own hand across it. The glass ripples and the two girls step through. Chandra looks at her from the corner of her eye.* Cade, that's just...weird...

C - *She barely hears Chandra as she looks around her room. It felt good to be back there, but, it was like going home after you grew up – everything seemed different, and her room now also felt... alien somehow. But then her expression changes to despair as she sits on the bed, her eyes inevitably drawn back to the mirror. How could T'than do such a dreadful thing? And how could he keep it a secret now? First the secret about the conclusion of a joining, and now the mirror. 

Cadence was far too lost in her anguished thoughts to notice the triumphant look that spread over Chandra's face as she stood there watching her...*

GT: *he heard voices on the distance. They were mere footsteps ahead of him, and whatever feeling he had had in the womb had proven to be more accurate than the alarm he had set to warn him should there be such a situation. But it had been ineffective since it had been Cadence herself to open the door to the intruder. Conspiracy against him, again... and he swore, one last time! Had he sacrificed everything for a mistake? The thought was inconceivable, must most of all, painful.

His emotions were in turmoil, but the one that showed more natural was his anger. 

He finally reached the small hallway by the mirror. The light invaded the room all too freely for the passage to be closed. He said to himself that Chandra was a bug he needed to squash and fast...  

He can see the girls from where he stands now. Cadence is looking downwards, seated on the bed, and it seems her emotional turmoil is shielding her ability to feel him, and to allow him to feel her. But her aura is a mess, and for a moment, he sees past his anger and feels pity for the girl. But focusing on the form a little closer to him, his expression turns into that of livid anger.

He steps from the mirror, like the evil spirit he looked like. His pale skin was bluish from the tiny explosions of energy underneath it. He could read in her a wicked kind of satisfaction; her purposes were not altruistic at all, even if she believed them to be.* So, it appears you have succeeded in your endeavour, Miss Sheridan... *he whispers in a toneless eerie voice.* And who is the monster among us: me, or you, who relishes on her pain # and my own #?

Book Seven

Part Ten

Choosing Sides

Ch: *She turns when she sees T'than enter the room through the mirror and her satisfied expression vanishes as she looks at him; he is almost glowing under his skin and the look in his eyes was that of murderous intent...directed at her! She had to admit to herself that thinking of confronting the Taelon was entirely different from actually doing it, but, this was something she had to face up to if she was going to fight for Cadence's freedom and so she straightened her posture and hardened her expression, however, she stepped further away from him and went to stand slightly in front of where Cadence was sitting on the bed. Her arms were wrapped around herself and she was shivering slightly, her eyes on the floor, her look that of someone placed into a very uncomfortable situation.*

Even though she presented a tough exterior, Chandra felt a wave of shame wash over her; T'than had been right – seeing Cadence defeated in her beliefs had made her feel powerful, and justified in what she had done.* Sometimes pain is necessary, and if it means opening her eyes to who and what you really are than I say give it to her! I do not know exactly what you have done to her mentally, but whatever it is, I am sure that there is someone out there who can reverse it! *She takes a small step toward him, still keeping herself between them* You really messed her up good T'than! Do you know that she didn't even want to see me? And when she did, I had to literally DRAG her from her confinement! She went so far as to hit me to stop me and we are best friends! 

GT: Human’s have the strangest concept of friendship. I believed it consisted in wanting the best for the other person, but what you are doing can hardly be seen in that light. If I were she, I would have disposed of you, for you bring nothing but pain! Ignorance is bliss Miss Sheridan *he glances at Cadence, his expression softening for that moment, and then hardening even more than before, as if he had been reminded of the reason for his anger* But in your case, it is a true genetic problem. *his look remains that of anger, his otherwise beautiful features are twisted by it, to the point that the normally angelic look of the Taelon has become dark to the point in which it would be considered devilish.* And on your remark of pain... I will remember it... *his eyes squint and an all but amused smirk comes over his lips, for indeed her words were exactly what he had in store, not for Cadence, but for Chandra herself!*

Ch: *She looks down at Cadence who still looks at the floor, her hair covering her face, and then back at T'than, her eyes slits,* What did you do? What the hell did you do to her! The Cadence I know never would have submitted to confinement!

GT: Confinement? Submitted? *he walks closer to Chandra, the distance also getting shorter between him and Cadence, which has the effect of making him pick up on her emotional turmoil* That was hardly the case... you yourself stated that you had to drag her after you... she wanted to stay! *his eyes squint, and his voice goes even lower, as if it withheld his power, and it only exploded inside the mind of those who heard him* You should not have interfered! You had no right...

Ch: *Her hand goes to Cadence's bare shoulder though the girl does not respond – if anything she shrinks away from Chandra's touch slightly.* Do you keep her submissive with this...this illness that you seem to have caused? She's freezing!

*Pulling her hand back she again takes a step toward him, and then another, and her satisfied expression returning.* Well it is no matter, for we will be leaving this room, and this ship, shortly and I promise you that you will never see her again!

GT: *he goes even closer to them, his body tense, struggling to contain the energy that boils within his system. The Ka’atha’am has embraced his anger and it is feeding it, endorsing it. The paleness of his skin is sometimes assaulted by an ebony shadow that hides underneath his Taelon façade. He is at the point that he can murder, and wants to do just that. The voice of Commonality is nearly gone, reduced to an insignificant and annoying whisper in the back of his mind. The being standing in front of him is nothing but an obstacle in his path, one he is willing to eliminate... that he _wants_ to eliminate...

C - *Panic rushes through her and her shivering intensifies. She felt so helpless in the face of Chandra's anger, and their friendship, but she could not bear the thought of leaving T'than and a small sob escapes her before she brings a hand to cover her mouth.*

Ch: So, as you can see T'than, it is *I,* who wins this battle.
GT: *Then, all of a sudden, he calms down, as if the storm had passed by him, and left only calmness behind; restrained anger, pure and tainting his every word with a murderous intent. The look on his face was once more that of smugness; he held the power, he was consumed by it and doped by it.* You are stepping into very dangerous ground, and I hold the power to make it break under your feet and make you fall into the abyss. You may believe the contrary, Miss Sheridan, but thus far, it has been Cadence to protect you, NOT the other way around. By now, I would have seen that an annoyance such as you would be erased, permanently. *he is only a few feet from the girl* I will squash you like the insect you are if it takes *he suddenly grabs at her wrists, with such inhuman strength that he knows he would break them if he pressed a little tighter.* but you shall not, ever again, challenge me. *he pushes her onto the bed and watches as she falls on the mattress, his eyes piercing through her like daggers. Then he notices Cadence again, and the anger in his features dissolves*

C - T'than NO! *she cries, her panic of earlier turning into fear – fear for Chandra! She moves to place herself between the Taelon and the other girl. Chandra looks pale and she is tense with her fear, and though T'than looks calmer now, she had seen the great storm of his fury crest to darken his features, and indeed she had felt it and just for a second, it had been as though the fury at Chandra were her very own! But it is gone now as she presses her back against Chandra's chest, her arm outstretched before her, as though warding off a demon. But there was just one problem: she loved this demon.

GT: *his hand goes out to touch her face, but it withdraws in repent.* Why did you do this again? I believed you had made your choice, but you are corrupted by doubt, and I am out of time to once more rectify it. You fooled me well Cadence Blue... I placed trust on you, as I never did with anyone else. But it ends here... 

C - No...*The word is a pained whisper and her face crumples, a lone tear escaping down her cheek. How could she have been so foolish? She could have stopped this entire situation by never offering her thumb print – Chandra, even in her glorious brilliance, had not been able to circumvent that safeguard, and it was likely a safeguard that T'than had put into place to protect her! Another flash of anger toward her friend, though she still protected her. Why couldn't Chandra just leave her alone? Leave THEM alone?

GT: *he casts another look at Chandra, and turns his back on the girls* You have two hours to depart. If I find either of you here one minute after that... *he casts one look behind his shoulder, and adds nothing more, then he walks towards the mirror.*

C - *He... was telling them to leave the ship – BOTH of them! Cadence's heart felt as though it froze in her chest and stopped beating as her eyes locked on his, her expression tearful and hurt. His eyes on her looked just as cold as they did when they flicked to Chandra; she had never experienced this sort of indifference from him even when she had been his captive plaything. The closest comparison had been when he had sent her off to Sc'orr. She had been in love with him then, though barely able to admit that emotion to herself. She had thought her world was crashing down around her that day, but it paled in comparison to what she was experiencing now, and once more he brought up the fierce tornado of her emotions; hate, first at Chandra and then at him; fear, of having to live without him; and heartbreak and sorrow for love lost. She could not even feel him in her thoughts right now, and that was terrifying to her!  #NO Cadence! Don't let it end like this – you know what you have to do!#

GT: *he halted, not certain if he had heard something, a faraway echo that his mind had picked up, or some other kind of force that held him in place. Two more steps and he would once more pass through the looking glass and step into his territory. He could walk away from it all, cease his involvement with her, and perhaps make amends with his kind and step back into what he once was. But then, if it was possible, and if he wished it so much in the face of his hurt, why did the thought of taking that last step seem to him the same as willingly stepping into hell? Without turning, he smirked at the thought, almost laughed madly: to stay or to leave was to lose either way. The battle of T’than versus his kind was lost, the only battle he could still win was the one he was turning his back on.*

Ch: *She rose up on legs that were shaking. She had thought T'than was going to murder her right there in front of Cadence! #It would have proven the truth to her!# said a little voice inside of her that was angry and vengeful. But she had won, and he was letting them go!* We don't NEED two hours! We'll leave right now! *Again a vice-like grip on Cadence's arm as she pulled her from the bed and across the room. She did not ask what Cadence wanted, for she saw her as ill – needing to have certain decisions that were in her own best interest, made for her.*

GT: *the words awoke his anger again, but this time, he had it under his control. He turned on his heels, his face set in ice, that dissolved when he met Cadence’s eyes. His victory was in her hands; he had placed the decision in her hands, foregoing all his power in a last desperate act. He had shielded away from her influence somehow; they both had. Being so close to her and being unable to perceive more than what her aura showed dug a whole deep into his being; it was worse than having lost a child... She carried part of him, irreplaceable by all means...

He was lost in her wide frightened eyes when the sensation invaded him, little by little, the tide rising on the shores of his being as her presence returned little by little. He said nothing, but his eyes called her to him; they shifted to the door behind him, then back at her, as if posing a silent question. Which would it be?*

C - *As she was pulled to the door, her eyes never left those of the Taelon. His looked calm, hers were wide and frightened. But then she felt it...she felt him! He didn't really want her to go! This was a test, and he_ still_ loved_ her! The door was looming closer, yet to Cadence it might as well have been the gate to Hell itself, for she pulled against Chandra's grip as hard as she could.* Let me go!

GT: *his eyes gleamed as he looked into hers, his aura growing in brightness and his skin once more returning to its healthy colour, although... he still remained motionless, waiting, observing... feeling the door behind him pull him into it like the voice of reason in the back of his mind; while the new and now weakened voice of his sentiments, the only one he had and that was directed at the girl before him, grew louder with each of Cadence’s words.*

Ch: I won't!

C - *High-pitched, frightened* I want to stay!

Ch: YOU don't know what you want! You're ill!

C - *With one hard pull she frees herself and looks at Chandra deep in the eyes, green locked on hazel-blue.* I am not! I am the same as I was before!

GT: *He looks from Cadence to Chandra’s angry features. He understood the girl’s need and want to protect Cadence, and he could understand the pride that blinded her from seeing the truth. T’than thought that she reminded him of himself in his young days; indeed, even if she were human and he was Taelon, they had been much alike, and so Chandra was bound to always commit those mistakes... until the time would come that she would feel the bite of remorse... until it was too late...*

Ch: *She folds her arms under her breasts, her look resentful.* Then, I ask you to make a choice – right here, right now. Come with me, and things can be as they were – you and me! *there is a pleading tone in her words* Or, you can stay...with him...and continue to be his prisoner with no hope of escape! *She points her finger at T'than, who still stands near the mirror.*

GT: *he ceases his enchantment; erasing his presence from the room. It’s her choice, and she must stand alone to do it. The concept he had learned; hope, brightened his spirit, but his eyes still saw how confused she was... and in that state, she was unpredictable...*

C - *She looks back at T'than and then to Chandra. She reaches out to touch her face and wipe away some tears that wet her cheeks, and then she takes her into her arms and holds her close. Her other hand waves open the door and they can both feel a draft from outside wafting in.* I love you Chandra, *she whispers into her ear, and the other girl relaxes and prepares to turn them both to the door so they can leave, and Cadence takes advantage of her relaxation and in one swift motion pushes her outside. The look on Chandra's face as she looks back is enough to break Cadence's heart all over again, and she can only mouth the words 'I'm sorry,' before the door materializes and locks.*

GT: *he turns to the mirror and closes it. His eyes crossed with Chandra’s before the door had come between she and Cadence, and he recognised the look: it would have been his own had he chosen to walk away, to face Ka’atha’am and heartbreak alone. Somehow, he did not think he would survive it, in fact, he had wished he didn’t. But now, it was over, and somehow, he felt no relief. They were both in the room, alone, such as it had always been. And still, he was afraid... was it all a game for her? 

He makes absolutely no noise as he paces the room towards her, and he doesn’t touch her when he is only a few feet from her. He just stands and waits, for when she is ready to turn and face the destiny she had chosen...*

*~~*~~*~~*

(in the mean time, somewhere else on the ship)

*Zara considered the silence with newfound resign.  Since Cadence had dragged her back to her quarters, wounded and bleeding, she had scarcely left the room more than twice:  once to search for T'than, and a second time to shower.

Her first cause proved useless.  She was damned from the outset, only wishing that she had the know-how to pry out of the computers what they didn't seem the least bit willing to reveal on their own.  But had T'than ever left a trail by which he could be traced?

Her second errand had been this very morning, a trip to shower, and cleanse herself of something that didn't come off with soap.  #Ironic# She thought to herself, as she towel dried her curly locks, their wetness drenching her blouse.  Her clothes had come from the closet; they were familiar, yet she couldn't remember ever wearing them.  She wore a loose skirt, white in color, made of some sort of chemise. The blouse was a familiar style, light creme... #a peasant blouse# she thought as she considered it, its dramatic neckline drooping to reveal her cleavage.  Long bell shaped sleeves, edged with a frail lace, cascaded from her arms, the air-weight fabric softly landing on her skirt.

She turned to the mirror to face the unfamiliar image. She had already applied make-up; something she hadn't even looked at in six years. And there she was, beautiful and all too unfamiliar. As Zara gazed into the image of the all-feminine beauty before her, she realized why she hadn't donned that outfit before. 

Frail. She looked frail. And afraid.  

She turned away from the image, banishing its memory with her movement. A laugh, which she had meant to sound caustic, burst from her lips, but instead a choked cry came in its stead.  

She turned to walk towards the door, but stopped short, her hand hovering over the door control.  Turning slowly, she looked toward that hated mirror, her own face full of perplexity and wonder being cruelly reflected back.  

#Does T'than still haunt his damned tunnels?#  She wondered, as she moved closer to the mirage of bent light, which was more than it seemed.   

What if he did?

She considered the possibility for a moment, wondering why it hadn't occurred to her to search for him there before.  Taelons seemed to be covert by their nature, taking through deception rather than physical conquest... with exceptions of course.  Hence their love of illusion, and those tunnels that came with a view...

There weren't many of them; there were only so many places to look.

She rifled through her dresser, finding what she was looking for with ease.  It was a small metallic instrument, about the width and length of her smallest finger.  Tiny controls lined it, so small in fact, that it took only the edge of a fingernail to operate them.  #I wonder if T'than knew what I used this device for?#  He had taken everything else of value from her room, but had left that in the exact spot in which it lay.  Either, he didn't know nor care what it did, or he was fully aware of its function, and had allowed her to keep it out of curiosity to see what she would do with it.

No matter.  She had the device, and with it, the key to the Taelons' "kingdom" of corridors.

She approached the mirror, and activated the device, watching the mirror shimmering at first, and then disappearing into the air of which it was made.  She stepped inside quickly, and then winced with the loud thump her shoe made of the flooring.  She had forgotten that the tunnel's acoustics were a bit too good for her taste.  She removed her shoes, and took them in her hands, as she closed her own mirror passage behind her.

It took a few minutes for her eyes to adjust to the intense darkness of the passageways as she traversed them, always keeping her back tight to the wall.  She had used these passages many times, without T'than's knowledge as far as she was aware, and she had no intention of stumbling across anyone else who might happen to be there!

She continued for what seemed an eternity, peeking into a handful of rooms to which the corridors granted access.  Some crew quarters, and some abandoned ship areas.  Even T'than's office was vacant and dark.

And that left her with a problem; because there was only one more place to search.

So she headed down one last darkened corridor, to an out of the way crew quarters.  The quarters of Cadence Blue.*

*~~*~~*

(back in the quarters of Cadence Blue, by the door)

C - *She stands there for awhile, at one point her hand reaching up to touch the now solid surface, before it drops to her side. It is then that she turns slowly to face the Taelon, one hand still clutching the sheet, and she awaits whatever reprimand he will deliver...*

GT: When will you grow to understand this is not a game... or if it is, we are playing with our very lives Cadence. I cannot fathom why you chose to leave once more, knowing Chandra cares for nothing but destroying what we pained so much to build... *his voice is calm, but stern and devoid of pity.* Today, we stand closer to our demise than ever before... I am close to contemplating escape... Do you understand what this means? *he grabs her by her upper arms and looks deeply into her eyes* I would have chosen exile with you than... eternity with my kind. I am not appreciated anymore, even though my species was everything to me, until now... *he pulls her closer in an impulse and holds her against him* You will be the end of me Cadence Blue... 

C - *He holds her against him and she does not move, for she is in awe; in awe of him, and of his words. He would give it all up for her – a girl who was more than human now, but still just a girl. He would sacrifice his great Taelon existence, everything he is, his power, his kind...for her. She wants to say something, but she is at a loss, and all she can do is press herself closer to him so she can enjoy the security of his embrace as his arms come around her. 
 
GT: *the feeling of her energy close to his body again is soothing in itself. The presence inside his mind, and the energy in her body that had once belonged to him has returned in full force. It’s an intoxicating and at the same time, soothing feeling. He can perceive part of her emotions and slowly, war becomes peace between his arms... but the ephemeral nature of it all awakens his hurt; how long before it happens again: that feeling of helplessness, that energy consuming anger, treason. He was sure it was in his Taelon nature not to understand it, as it was in her human nature not to be able to perceive how hard it could be sometimes to be Taelon. Strangely though, he never could tell if he overestimated her or underestimated her.*
 
C - *They stand there like that, though Cadence did not know for how long. Her concept of time had fled her and she did not care – she only cared for him. But, after awhile her words come quietly. She speaks, her cheek still against his chest, her eyes on the mirror/door.* I...thought that I could convince her, but she wouldn't listen to me. *He lets her go and turns softly and walks over to the mirror, looking into the glass.*
 
GT: *he says nothing, merely walks away with a sigh. The mirror, had it been a mistake? He had observed her many times through it, and it had been because of that, that he had first entered her dreams to torment her. He could not hide the fascination he felt even then... and the pleasure her emotions brought him. She was so alive, so different... and for that, appealing and tantalizing. It would be an irony if the thing that had brought them together in the first place, would now be an instrument to their separation. She could not know... but it hurt to feel that she thought the worst, as if her human heart still dwelled on the stories of horror and the reputation T’than knew preceded him.*

C - *She watches him; his eyes look away from her and even though he maintains a calm expression she can tell he is hurt – he is almost pouty. She smiles inwardly at that, though she did not allow it to show on her lips. It is such a human way to act but she would never, ever tell him that!*  I know I hurt you... but you hurt me too. *Her eyes flick to the mirror. She continues though her voice is not angry at all, merely soft with its usual melody.* You watched me for a long time and... I did not even know. 
 
GT: Yes, that was the purpose of the mirror door... It has been a long time since I last used it for the purpose you mention now... the last time, it was the door between your room and my offices, for it was through it that I carried your fainted body not two days ago. And it will always be that Cadence: the passage between us, between our worlds and away from them...
 
C - *She thought of all the times she had stood before that mirror, clothed and otherwise, sometimes admiring herself, sometimes lost in thought. How many times had he been there, looking back?* How many more of your secrets will I find out from others? *The words and her expression do not match; the question was asked with a teasing smirk which vanished as quickly as it had been there, leaving only her green eyes to smile and twinkle at him.*
 
GT: *Secrets; ooh yes, he held more secrets than she could imagine, and the worst of them all was still to be revealed. He did wonder if she would take the shock of knowing that Gabriel had never been Gabriel; and that the mirror had become obsolete because he had found another way to watch her, touch her, and even take her long before he had come forward as a Taelon and claimed her. He looked at her with apprehension adding to his hurt.*

C - *She wanted to be angry with him, but the emotion just would not come. It was almost as if all her earlier times with him in that cell had exhausted her supply. She loved him – that is all that she knew. That feeling had made her give up everything for him – Chandra, other friends, independence – but she loved him – she wanted to have a child with him...and right now, her love for him was all that mattered to her. She wanted to make him happy, because his happiness was hers.* Please do not be hurt or angry...
 
GT: his eyes had dropped to the floor as he contemplated the result of the last revelation; and it would surely come, this time, by his own hand... and he wondered how much of a difference that would make.*
 
C - *She walks over to him and touches over his cheeks and his lips.* You know that I love you...*she stands on her toes to kiss his cheeks, following her fingers and soon arriving at his lips*...you felt inside that I never stopped loving you... I know that you did...
 
GT: *he closes his eyes at her touch and that of her lips. It’s like he is being cast in a spell, his energy reacting even before he has time to stop it... but truth be said, he didn’t really want to stop it. When he opens his eyes, they look longingly at her, in a contradiction of joyful melancholy.*
 
C - *her arms go up around him and she presses herself to him, causing him to lean back on the wall next to the mirror, still trying to cast a spell over him... to see him gentle again.*
 
GT: *he could still pull away, and feed that anger... he knew, even if she was still protected from such knowledge, that their future would be all but pleasant. His kind was against him; Sc’orr knew and held them in his hands, and it was just a matter of time before Zo’or knew, and then his hands would be forever tied. He had exile to face, and loneliness, and he was dragging her with him... how love turned people into fools, how it made them turn away from all reason; it made them want to live, made them feel alive, but they were walking towards certain demise, and yet they did not care for the illusion that they would be together... It all came down to inevitability and total utter defeat.*

C - I want to make you happy...*her voice is a soft whisper in his ear, one hand caressing over his chest and down his arm to take his hand into hers, and her soft voice goes teasing,*...I know something that you will like...
 
GT: *he looks down at her questioningly, almost innocently. The energy pathways hidden underneath his jumpsuit were already responding to her touch. She had learned well, all too well, how to disconcert him and the quietness of his body. What power she held over the mighty General...*
 
C - *she steps back, though her body still touches his*...and you cannot resist...*she brings his fingers to her lips, kissing the tip of each of the five, her eyes smiling in a teasing way at him*
 
GT: *his skin goes paler from the wild energy, and his eyes close as his head falls slightly backwards. It was not so much the touch, as the anticipation of what would follow... he knew the game well, and she had been well taught in it herself... Indeed, she had learned so much...*
 
C - I can do even better...*her lips are in his palm and she closes her eyes as she kisses it sensually, her tongue adding to his pleasure, her body once more pressed tightly against his and soon she is looking at him again, never ceasing her kisses in his palm* ...Let me make love to you...

Book Seven

Part Eleven

Sweet Sweet Love…


 
GT: *he cannot repress the blush that comes over his palm and goes up his arm to disturb his main pathways; the feeling of her skin, of any part of her body against his was bliss, he could not deny it. And the wetness of her tongue added to the intensity of the energy, causing the tiny electrical shocks to spread to wherever it had passed. He moaned, despite himself, and said nothing, he merely looked back at her, at her face, drinking of every detail, and then down her neck, and chest... a hand goes to her face, and then slowly it follows the way of his eyes, and finally, did what his stare could not – to pull at the sheet that shielded her skin from his view.
 
As he smiled at her, he could not help doing it thinking of how ironic that whatever the reason or the intensity of their fight, they always ended up in each other’s arms...*

C - *He is smiling down at her and she feels as he pulls at the sheet and it falls away from her body, leaving her to stand nude before him. Still holding his hand she looks down at herself and then back up at him and smiles, playfully smug; she knows she has won him over, and now the only thing that she can think of is pleasuring him, making him forget about anything... except her. She brings up his other hand and kisses over its fingers, moving to the palm. She thought with a smile that he should not have shown her this aspect of his anatomy, and how enjoying of stimulation it was, for she found so much delight in bringing this powerful Taelon practically to his knees with her skilled lips.*

GT: *she captures his daring hand, and either rewarding it of punishing it for having stripped her naked again, she resumes the enthralling and wise caresses of her lips and tongue. Each finger she touches her lips to is a little bit of his reason she steals from him, and a lot more pleasure that wells up inside him; he can feel the pressure in his pathways, the urge of lust and passion as she moves over to his palm, and he reclines to the wall, a gasp escaping his lips. His whole body is one ice cube for its external appearance, pale and stiff, but a hot coal on the inside, his pathways churning with desire that he seeks to withhold from inquisitive minds.* 

C - *She moved back and forth between his hands, sucking, licking and kissing them until she saw him blush all over, as though he was the ocean and the blush was made of cresting and glowing waves that washed over him from head to toe! Cadence found the sight not only beautiful, but arousing as well, and her body was responding to him in kind; the energy inside of her, HIS energy, making her tingle all over, needing to be close to him – to be one with him!*

GT: *she was a devil, without bashfulness, assaulting his hands without any concern for decency. His energy was humming to her, singing of the pleasure she caused him, as his throat would sometimes issue long low moans that he could not stop from escaping.* 


C - *She lets go of his hands and wraps her arms around him and brings her lips to his, moaning into his mouth at the ecstasy of being so close to him. She kisses and strokes over his ears, and while she keeps kissing them her fingertips stroke the back of his head and move lower to his neck and she feels him shudder against her.*

GT: Cadence... please... *if a part of him had not held back, he would have changed positions and taken her against the wall, right then and there, beside that mirror.*


C - Yes... forget about everything...except my touch...you wanted to touch me when last you left the lab...I know that you did...so touch me now...anywhere...*more kisses*...everywhere... 

GT: he clings to her waist and pulls her to him, his touch lowering to feel her silken buttocks. He kisses her on his own, letting her go only when he feels her need for air to cool the heat that is growing in both of them.*

C - *and she reinforces words that she knows will calm him, and she cannot seem to say them enough to him*....I am yours...and yours alone...

GT: Yes, you are... #As I am yours...# *the thought escapes loose in his mind to echo times and times over as she leads him across her room as they exchange blinding kisses.*

C - *She is slowly pulling him to her bed and when she feels it at the back of her knees she turns them around and makes him sit, and she laughs that he is now at eye level with her breasts, which she caresses briefly before she turns away and climbs up on the bed.*

GT: The view is excellent, but short lasting, for she flees him as he is too astounded and still dizzy from the intensity to stop her. She has, apparently, taken control, and as he looks around he has the distinct feeling that he is in her territory.*

C - *She waves her hands over the panel at the headboard and the lights go down and from every corner and every shelf glow the flickering amber candlelights, and when she steps in front of him she can see him perfectly in the bright and flickering glow.* 

GT: *the environment changes around him and evolves into an ethereality that he could not devise possible from such simple trick as candlelight. On his homeworld, they used fire for mere decoration, and it seemed they shared that little custom with the humans. Indeed the place was now a mix of both worlds, and it fitted just perfectly the couple that stood inside the room. When she comes to stand before him, he looks upwards at her, his fantastically blue eyes gleaming in the golden dimness, and his hands go to her waist again, smoothly caressing her sides and pulls her close to him to rest his face over her belly, as if wanting to listen to the music of the energy that danced inside of her or simply, seek comfort for the nearly painful love she made him feel. She seemed him a goddess, her aura shining so bright and pure, that it nearly illuminated to whole room, spoiling the effect of the candles.*

C - I have a surprise for you, *she says, her hands stroking his jumpsuit,* but before I can give it to you, this has to go. *She moves her hands over him, wishing him to be as naked as she and is rewarded with a slight bluish shimmering and when she closes her eyes and imagines his nude body pressed to hers, it happens; a fluttering of pleasure within her followed by his clothing vanishing into the candlelight's amber glow.

GT: *he feels his jumpsuit giving away to the hands that loom over his body and her will, and pulls away to be come to face with a winning smile.* I see you have been practising... 

C - *A happily surprised smile comes to her face and she presses herself against him and kisses him, but when he goes to embrace and pull her close she pulls away.*  I will give you my body soon enough, but not until I make things a little more exciting...

GT: *his eyes gleam with desire, repressed and unfulfilled now that she steps away and denies him immediate satisfaction. Games... and surprises, all about them were games and surprises. He rests both his palms to the bed’s edge and watches as she moves away.* What do you have in mind? *the smirk on his lips is teasing as is the look on his face, though the expression that would hide underneath his smugness, would be a pout and a pair of pleading eyes.* I see already that you have not kept still during my absence... *he casts a glance downwards, noticing his pale nakedness, then upwards at her again, almost invitingly.* I wonder what else you have in store...

C -  *A wicked smile turns up her full lips,* You'll see.... *She walks over to her dresser and looks down at the many trinkets and other things that litter its surface; jewellery, hair decorations, a hairbrush, and many glass bottles of different liquids like perfume. She took in a breath and a hand rose to her chest as she looked to the things and a slight twinge of sadness came upon her. It was what she had noticed when she first entered the room – an alienness, and these things were part of it. Make-up, jewellery, even all the clothes in her closet; T'than had no use for these things, and as a result, neither did she. Just as he had given up so much for her, she was for him, though she had a feeling that it was somehow not the same. He was casting aside his entire race, his position and what he was. How could that compare with a few sparkling trinkets? But she knew the implications held more than just that – she was simply not as human anymore, and she was changing...for him.  

GT: *she moves away, making sure to arouse his curiosity with her devilish smiles and looks. But as he saw her stand by the dresser, he recognises her melancholy. Indeed, their state of mind was much alike and he recalled that she had just turned her back on the girl that had been her best friend for so long; even if that friendship was poison. The thought crossed him that Chandra could have been right, and that he was in the wrong. After all, he had dragged her to that loneliness, hadn’t he? But fortunately for him, desire still spoke loud in his system, and he was soon distracted by her curves and even the fainter purplish gleam of her aura made her too beautiful not to notice.*  

C - *She quickly swept these feelings away as her fingers moved over the many small glass bottles to one that was bigger than all the rest. She was his, and she was going to give him more happiness than he had ever known, if he had ever known any at all. She had heard him in her mind, that he was hers and the mere thought of that made her shiver pleasantly.

GT: Cadence... *he called softly, wanting to break whatever trance had befallen her.*

C - *When she turned to face the bed again she brought up a palm-sized glass jar that had many sides – faceted like a large crystal that picked up all the candles and refracted their light through the clear liquid within. She would not know, but her aura reflected in rainbows as well, making it look as though she held one in her hand.*

GT: *he watched, in awe, as she walked to him, her motion seemingly in slow motion as his mind dissected every move into the frames that constituted it. There was no telling a moment when she had been more wonderful than the one before, or after. But the simple view of her made him forget there was anything negative waiting outside those chambers, beyond the door she had closed, or the mirror he had waved shut...*

C - *She didn't say anything as she opened the bottle and upended it so sparkling liquid splashed into her other hand. It was massage oil, nothing more, but Cadence already knew how wetness conducted his energy, and she had a feeling that when he blushed, and she intended to make him do that a lot this evening, that his energy coming into contact with the glossy substance, would intensify his experience, and thus hers; just like a joining, but in a more physical way. *

GT: *he looked curiously at her, and it seemed to him like she was offering herself, yet ready to leap backwards at any time to avoid his advances, so he was trapped between the will to jump off the bed and grab her, or just remain there, still hypnotised by the view she offered, and allow the game to continue. His fingers were restless though, and gripped at the mattress as if wanting to keep his whole body seated and in place.*

C - *He wanted to touch her – she could feel it from him. He wanted her body pressed to his, their souls joined, but she maintained a teasing distance as she slowly began rubbing the oil on herself. She began at her shoulders and soon she was taking her hands over her breasts, squeezing her nipples and then the creamy flesh around them, moaning softly. She was as desperate for his touch as he was for hers, but she maintained the show – it would be so worth it in the end, and she knew he would be surprised when she revealed the results.*

GT: *he felt the start of a blush come over him, as her teasing was true torture. He could feel her pleasure and excitement because she was so near; their auras touched only slightly sometimes, and it almost sent a short circuit through him, specially when she moaned from the pleasure of her own touch. How much he wished those hands walking over her shape were his... but soon, soon... for the moment, he merely watched, his lustful eyes bright and big in the dimness.*

C - *Her hands moved over her belly and she took extra time caressing over her navel and just under it, her eyes never leaving his. He looked as though he wanted to jump from the bed, and that made her smile again. Her hands moved over her lower legs, and slowly up to her thighs which she squeezed and caressed, and soon her hands moved between them and she threw her head back, a sonorous sigh escaping her slightly parted lips. She made sure that he could see her hands as they caressed her sex, her fingers even disappearing up inside at times. She was wet with more than just the oil...*

GT: *Yes, her movements spoke of a tease as much as of her own desire, and seeing her touch herself like that, now aware of him watching, wanting him to watch, was so much better than when he sneaked behind the mirror to observe her. Back then, she had not known, but now she did, and it was as if she was offering him for free what he had stolen sometimes, and enjoying it thoroughly... her little dance, her little teasing seduction... he notices he has just licked his lips when she sighed from her intimate touch, and his palms warm against the sheets they are pressed against. He wants to feel her too much... but he is not about to let her win... and finally, his patience is rewarded.*

C - *Now her body reflected every candle, as though each one burned from within her and she finally came over to him, once more taking his sensitive hands and making him open them flat and press against the slick skin of her breasts. She moved them in slow circles, using the hardened nipples to stimulate his palms along with the oil, and she had been right – he was starting to writhe and moan, probably feeling double the sensation she had given him with her mouth, and so she kept working him like that until he began to blush all over, at first just in those little flickering waves, but waves which were growing larger – the ripples becoming tidal waves, and soon the blush was sustaining, his body open to her, and when that happened she at last let him grab her and pull her oiled body close and experience what she hoped was something fabulous, and her mind opened as she fell on top of him so she could experience it too...*

GT: *He had reached the limits of what he could bear, so his hands used the oil’s slickness to slide behind her and pull her to him, lying on his back on the bed with her on top of him.* You are devilish... *he looks up at her, his façade still assaulted by a bluish blush whenever she moved and their skins slid over each other. He moaned, almost completely devoid of his force. It truly felt like she had found the manner to completely subdue him: she had made him open his mind to desire, then his body, and now even his soul was drunk with it. But still, the kiss he stole was passionate and long, his moans getting lost with her as his hands moved hungrily over her back, and down her arms to find her hands. His legs were still dangling from the bed’s edge, and he knew moving implied further stimulation. *

C - *She smiled down at him and undulated over him more fervently, the oil on both their skins now making that so easy.* Yes...devilish, which makes me the perfect match for you....*she kisses him deeply, her tongue moving in circles within his mouth.*

GT: *The power of it all was nearly frightening, but he finally gathered the courage to move, and pull them both to a comfortable position on the mattress. It took him several seconds to let the blue subside, his eyes closed. It was so much to withstand...* Cadence, we need to be careful, please... *he touches at her cheek to lock her hair behind her ear.* I want to spend many times such as these... *his eyes bore into hers, as his hand searches for hers and his fingers play provocatively with hers.*

C - *He is so worried about it all, not wanting his desire to send shockwaves though the delicate web that is the Commonality, and yet she could feel him, and he was locked in desire despite his fear, though much of that this evening had been her doing. She smiled and moved over him, her nature of wanting to fly in the face of authority taking over for a moment as she delighted in his surrender to her.* We will be careful, and we will have many more nights...and days like this. *Her expression goes rebellious* No one will stop us, I won't let them! 

GT: *Even in her daring she was innocent. The thought that she would ever be the one to protect them was endearing, and when said by her it was actually amusing, and ended up stealing him a smile. The thought occurred him that he would have despised everything happening in that room no more than a few weeks ago, and he couldn’t really perceive the moment of his change, or how it had happened, but now it seemed as though lightning had struck him and changed everything about him... at least that is how he felt: two T’than’s living in the same body, sharing it in those moments. In those he would be back into his Taelon suit, the warlord taking over and ruling unchallenged, but, what was he at that moment, slave to her wishes or to those of passion?*

C - *Their hands are entwining and she looks at them and then back at him and she grasps them tightly and brings her palm to his, her body still moving over his, her kisses and words at his ear.* I know what you want...*she presses her hand more tightly to his*...and I can give it to you...soon...

GT: *he writhes softly and his body goes tense, his back arching just a little when her palms come in full contact with his, something of a very human reaction. Her promising words are casting a very efficient spell on him, and his body cannot but wait for the culmination of all those secret promises and intentions, though in the meanwhile, it cooks in that pleasure that grows and spreads for the mere contact with her, sending him into a frenzy.*

C - *His body is so slick now and every time she lays against him it is as if she touches a live wire; the oil has increased the intensity of what he feels and it is being sent back to her. He is in shuddering awe, every cell of his being contracting with erotic pleasure. It is not merely one part of his body – it is everywhere, all at once, and he is blushing and her cold skin at once warms with the blue fire of his true self, and her skin glows with his brightness which reflects off the oil.*

GT: *It as impossible to miss her own excitement. Their hands were bonded, and his fingers had curled up to grab hers tightly, though he could not remember when such had happened. His body had begun its own search for pleasure, sometimes writhing under her in a paradox of both wanting to flee or increase the intensity of those sensations. With every blissful shudder, it increased, to the point his body felt on fire and he wanted to cry out... the alarm in the back of his head muffled it though, turning it into a gasp, and then a groan and in a swift movement, he rolled on the mattress so he could at least regain a little of his control. He forces himself to let go of her hands and resume to touching in opposition to sharing their sensation in a very typical Taelon way. T’than doesn’t stop to think on what to do, going with the flow and allowing his hands, lips and generally, his body to slide over her own.*

C - *Somehow as though time has skipped, she finds him on top of her, his hands taking the journey over her entire body. His facade is back, but it is interspersed with his true form and every time that change occurs she cries and gasps. His changing makes her feel as though boiling water was poured over her and then again, only this time the sensation was that of ice! It was as though her skin was being blanched and it was overwhelming! Her vision was blurry and she was moaning – all speech having left her in the face of shared ecstasy. There were lips at her breasts and fingers between her legs and he was moving down and her back arched as he blushed again, taking her into blue bliss...* Love me... yes... love me...

GT: *he moves himself upwards so he can stare deeply into her eyes.* Make no mistake... *he sinks his lips by the side of her neck, nibbling and kissing fervently.* I will... *he whispers in her ear, his teeth nibbling softly at her earlobe, then parting for the tongue to move into it as all the while, his fingers move over her clit and his body undulates over her, self-inflicting those periodic blushes that come with every move, as if his body was a living wave over hers. His other hand is busy gleaming over her left breast, his glowing palm going in circles around her nipple, sometimes just grazing at it, the only stimulation for her coming from his energy. 

C - *She wasn't sure when positions had changed, but somehow T'than was now in the power position, and his touch over and...inside, of her body was making her gasp and move under him. She should have never stopped loving his hands...she was the master when she took his hands to her mouth. # This is just not fair! # she thought in happy exasperation.*

GT: *She moans from it and he hurries to steal her breath with a long kiss, and the hand at her sex moves to play with her labia and go into her core, moving in circles around the entrance, the glowing palm making the pleasure spread through her whole sex because of her own love juices.* Ooh yes, my dear, it goes both ways... 

C - *She tries to pout at him but the expression is lost as she grimaces and moans from his skilled hands.* Yes...both ways...*gasp*...and I was right...you are my perfect partner...*she kisses him for a long time*...for I am not the only one here who is devilish...

GT: *he forces her legs to part with his knees so that he can rest between them. He is kissing all over her face now, going down as whispering kisses trail down her neck, and finally a vibrant tongue takes over the prodding nipples. He tongues them for sometime, nearly cleaning them from the oil she had so carefully spread, and then he takes them, one after the other, between his teeth and his fingers move deeper and more rapidly in an out of her.* I want you... *he is slithering over her frenetically; he was close to losing control, his ravishing of her body had left him hungrier than ever before, and that was the kind of famine he could not sate without great danger, so her turns them over, and with both hands at her breasts, pulls her upwards, so that she is sitting astride him. 

C - *She bites at her lower lip as she sits on him, her eyes closing as her head falls back. His glowing hands are over her breasts and every time he touches her there now she can feel a rush as her own energies flow, like a river running upstream, to meet his hands. The pressure is great but so very pleasant.*


GT: *His main pathway was on fire and blushing intermittently, and he could feel its terminal aligned perfectly with her core.* Ride me... *he looks up at her, his hands massaging her breasts in circular movements, until his hips lifted her softly and he blushed from the stimulation. His most sensitive part was just underneath the surface of his skin, which had lost its density now that his façade kept flickering out of his control, and it gleamed close to her sex.* But I cannot touch you hands... *he moves again, despite of himself and gasps.* under any circumstances... 

C - *Then he is moving under her, his hips undulating, pressing that sensitive and, for her, newly discovered part of his body against the part of her that pulsed and flamed and called for pleasure. She moved over him, slowly at first, increasing the rhythm gradually and she nearly screamed, her hand coming to cover her mouth as all the energy that rushed to meet his hands at her breasts now was drawn in two separate direction, each shimmering molecule indecisive as to which way to go and thus a frenzy began inside of her! *

GT: *the stimulation is nearly overwhelming, her aura becoming dazzling bright. He wanted to encourage her to continue, to speed up, but it was frightening to his Taelon nature to succumb to what was really animalistic arousal. All he could really do was to maintain the illusion that he remained in control. When had he given her the power to subdue his reason? His body moved rhythmically against hers, the grazing of his pathway to her sex sometimes so strong it made him cry.*

C - *She leaned over him, the hands that supported her on the mattress stealthily moving to his wrists. His hands were off-limits to that soul-binding touch and for a moment a flash of anger lit up her insides directed at the Commonality. She wanted him – all of him! She wanted to give of herself to him, no matter how painful it was!*

GT: *his back arches as he lifts her up with that motion, a strong blush going through him when her hands come too close to his. He wants to say something, but the words come out as a gasp, and the thought is soon obliterated from his mid by the ping-ponging pleasure.*

C - *She couldn't believe she was thinking that – joining was painful, but...it was so much more. Her lips are over him and she rides him, that blushing main pathway sending strings of crystalline ecstasy into her that were as sharp as fragments of blown glass. She holds his wrists but her grip is shaky, for she uses every ounce of her strength to hold back, but eventually she continues the dangerous tease, her grip on him releasing so her spidery touch can walk over his arms to his wrists, and into his hands. Her fingertips merely touch at his palms, pressing on them and moving in tiny circles. He is on fire from it under her and she can feel almost every little explosion of it. Almost...but she wants it all!*

GT: *he gasps and cries, his eyes shooting open when she touches at his palms, opening the gateway to his very soul. The echoes he was trying to ignore become muffled as her presence superimposes itself over them. He has the notion that his body is writhing underneath her; he seeks to grab at something in an reflex, but it is her forbidden hands that he feels so close, and his parted lips issue another cry, his whole body going rigid and shiny from the overwhelming blush.*

C - *Her core contracts and there is more wetness between her thighs that drips on him, increasing what they both feel as he blushes, his skin becoming delicate so that his main pathway can touch her so intimately, white hot energy rising to meet her and pleasure her.* I love you! *she cries in a frantic whisper, and then an image of Chandra's face comes to her mind before she shakes it away.* I don't care if it's right or wrong... but I love you! *She presses her lips to his and then Cadence feels rebellion come over her, the thrill of playing with fire ever-present for her as she moves over him fervently, her hands coming to rest teasingly against his...*

GT: *he can hear her inside of him, so clearly that it feels they have both been transported inside of him; her energy so close to him certainly adds to the illusion, and he has the sensation they are both trapped inside that same body, blistering hot and instable from the stimulated energy flowing in its pathways. He knows it is dangerous to join... the others would know if it came to and end, or close to it. And his body was already open to it; all it took now was his soul. Until then, he had given her either one or the other, but now she was the one who was demanding, and he could give no more; the limitation was his now.*

C - *They are together, though not in the same way as they would be in the soul-twisting bliss of a joining, but it was a kind of togetherness that a human couple could never hope to experience. He was not speaking to her in her mind, but she could feel what he was feeling – he wanted to pull back! He wanted her to stop! But she wanted him so very desperately. Her body now begged for the very thing it had once fled from with intense fear.*

GT: *His head lolls from side to side, and his eyes, long ago reduced to tiny slits, struggle to open and look at her pleadingly. He could not stop it, in his lust and her ingenuity, they could lose it all.* Please... *his lips utter in a barely audible whisper.* Do not... the danger... *a gasp steals the rest of his speech from him. She is moving madly over him, her sex so vibrant and alive now, he can feel its every pulse and contraction against him, and the sensation is mind blowing.* I cannot... *his façade flickers, and soon he is spending more time in his natural Taelon form, than in his human ivory skin.* Cadence... *his back arches, the movement ungifted of any grace; her sweat was adding to the effect of the oil, and he could feel her energy involving all of his body, touching every one of his cells, and it was getting difficult... so difficult not to ignore the voices and simply embrace that bliss...*

C - *Her expression was that of rapture as she makes love to the being under her; he has completely lost his facade and she watches in wonder as his glassy skin ripples from her movements over him. He is alien yet Cadence could not imagine anything more familiar. She lays down completely on top of him, the sweat of her body grabbing at his energies and hurling them through her body almost painfully and then thrusting it back into him, making him cry out and groan.

GT: *the pressure in his main pathway is relieved for a moment, but it lasts little time, for pleasure gives room to lust, and soon his body is craving for the fulfilment he knows he will not have. It is all like feeling the effect of the Ka’atha’am to nearly painful extremes, and there is no worrying about his demeanour of the uncommon wildness that has taken over him. In that moment alone, the passions that consume them both are taking him closer to his atavus roots than he ever was, and farther and farther away from the Commonality and his Taelon self. And all this, by the hands of a little girl lying on top of him and literally driving him mad... his little slave girl, now the most precious possession he has. So now the stimulation is not inside him, but all over him, and her hands are still close enough to his for him to want to grip them and join with her.*

C - *She wants to melt into him and become ultimately one, hating her corporeal body for its solidness at that moment, but still she continues to pleasure him, her hand moving between his legs to touch at where her sex no longer does, her fingers nearly sinking inside of him as she rubs and caresses the main artery of his ecstasy.*
 
GT: *rest lasts little or no time, for her fingers now take over the stimulation of his main pathway, grazing and pressing, which always makes him gasp and moan. It’s like she wants to go inside him, and he knows his skin is nearly dissolving to welcome her in; it is being deceived into believing it is time for the final current of energy to pass into her, when what she is doing is merely launching chaos inside his being, his struggle becoming galvanic as he searches for a remnant of his self-control.* No more... *he lets out in a gasp.* they will know...
 
C - *He is begging her to stop, not to doom them with her passions, and his, and she wants to please him but stopping is an impossibility in the lovestorm which surrounds them. Pleasing him. Cadence had to laugh for she had never tried to please anyone, least of all, him, but now she wanted to do nothing else!*

We will stop, *she whispers, almost desperately into his ear.* I just...want you for a little longer....*she kisses him over his forehead while bringing one of his hands to her breast* I want to...*fervent kisses over his lips*...make up for...*sucks on a glowing earlobe*...my actions of earlier...
 
GT: *his eyes are closed and his head is leaning heavily on the pillows. He wants so much to look at her, but he can truly sketch her figure in his mind just by feeling the energy that is involving him so ruthlessly. The lips at his skin are like the sparkles of the energy shower that go deep into his skin and concentrate inside his being. He moans only too softly in his throat because of her words.*
 
C - *She takes his face in both of her hands and French kisses him, searching his entire mouth with her tongue before pulling back.* Let me please you...
 
GT: *Could he trust her to stop? She had acknowledged his limits that far, but would she continue to. She was so close to her pleasure herself. It was so unfair she had to forego it because he was losing control of his body... but then again, it was not unfair at all, for she was the agent to that incapacitation.* Yes...*he whispers into her parted lips, still so close to his after the kiss.* 
 
C - *And so she begins a slow descent down his body, her kisses moving over that wonderfully sensitive pathway until her body rests between his thighs...*
 
GT: *once more his chest rises, this time to meet the lips that kiss down over it. His legs part somewhat to give her room to lie between them, and soon the lips are dangerously close to the part of his body that is progressively losing cohesion, as if with her kisses she had unbuttoned his very skin, and was undressing him to reach what was in truth his reproductive organ, or one of them. He cries out when she touches him there, the blush sustaining itself for a long time... he had not felt her at his skin, but at the very pathway that withheld the most part of the chaotic energy that roamed in his body...*

C - *She finally has to let go of his hands as she slides all the way down, her kisses getting lower and lower over his body until the first one touches him directly between his legs. Her hands caress over his belly softly, but soon they join her lips in their erotic torment of the Taelon. His skin is like butter that her lips melt when they touch it, and she feels herself sinking into him. She had wished earlier to be able to melt into him, and that is what was happening now! Her eyes are closed and her moans match his as her face is assaulted by his living energy and at once her mouth his filled with...*

GT: *Even though she has spared him the tease at his hands – for surely it was merely that, given that they both knew what they were doing was not to end in a real joining – the touch at that particular spot is enough to make him go mad. The reaction is physiological when she delves her lips over his pathway; the constricted energy finds a place to escape, his body sees it as a way to diminish the incredible pressure caused by that always orgasmic pleasure, and so it does, and directly into her lips. He moans, his throat issuing what was close to a purr and a groan, almost mistakable by one of pain when the energy leaves his system; it was so precious, his reproductive energy, the little that had matured as he entered Ka’atha’am.*

C - *Her eyes open in shock! It felt as though she were with a true male, making love to him with her lips. Her mouth was completely impaled on his essence and she discovered that she was able to move  in a back and forth motion, feeling that pulsing blue light move between her lips as though it had become a solid entity...a male organ. She remembered when they would join how she had felt him enter her, though technically he had never possessed the anatomy to do so, but the feeling was just as real even so.*

GT: *he grits his teeth and his hands search for her head. They are shaking as they move, the fingers trembling as though containing too much energy, or simply, completely devoid of it. His left hand falls back on the mattress, and immediately grips hard at the sheets as she begins moving with greater daring, but his right hand does reach her head, and he has to struggle not to grip her hair and risk injuring her. He wants to speak to her, to alert her to what she is doing, but all he manages is a gasp as the energy in his systems seeks to expand and makes him blush profusely.*

*~~*~~*~~*

Zara found herself quickening her pace, as she neared her destination.  As she continued she became more and more ill at ease; things were not progressing as she at hoped.  Stopping at the end of the bend that would lead to Cadence's quarters, she in took a grateful breath; the room appeared dark and deserted.  She turned and started to return to where she had come from.
 
Then she stopped.  Her chin turned downward, her eyes brushing the length of floor that she would traverse to return to her own quarters.  Suddenly her blood was moving faster, her pulse rushing to her fingers and feet.  And a new feeling began, something intuitive and more than physical, that seemed to creep up her spine like a spider making a stealthy ascent. 
 
Her eyes closed, her mind replaying the picture of Cadence's passage glowing brightly in her mind.  Yes... there had been something!  Something... She turned slowly, her mind not seeming to have anything to do with the journey her body was beginning.  Three feet away from the passage a flickering of light caught her eye and she halted again.  It was a bizarre sort of luminescence.  Not normal light she deduced.  It came in and out, weak and strong in succession; casting odd shadows, even on the darkness of the corridor.  
 
#Candles# A voice said in head.  She shook her head, distracted with the thought of such a thing.  She didn't remember the word or even what it meant.  And she couldn't remember ever seeing such a light on the Mothership.  She crept forward, regardless, and turned slightly so that she was peering straight into Cadence's room.
 
At first the image was distorted as she peered into the low light, like an abstract painting that was deep with meaning, but without resembling anything from the real world.  A minute passed and the sight before her still meant nothing; like the conduits that passed information from her eyes to her brain were overburdened and clogged.  A minute later the shapes became real, tangible things, with names, purposes and agendas.  
 
There was Cadence, her shimmering skin glowing with the blue light being emanated from a Taelon in its natural form.  A bed... furniture... Taelon...
 
The Taelon's facade washed over him for a moment... just a moment, yet long enough to glimpse a few recognizable features. T'than... entwined in Cadence's embrace.  
 
Zara stumbled backwards, hearing the sound of the key device that she had had clenched in her fist hit the ground before she even realized that her hand had let go.  She brought her hand to her face, her palm outwards to block it, as the odd light was becoming bolder, brighter, a flaming scourge to her vision.
 
She ran down the corridor, making a few turns here and there, loosing herself to the endlessness of it, until she fell to her knees, her surroundings spinning, spinning around the twirling axis of the image of their bodies. And then, the darkness overcame her....


*~~*~~*~~*

C - *Her vision was clouded by his glowing form and she now understood that she had gone beyond his shell and was kissing that vibrant pathway itself! The closeness was absolutely incredible; every time she stimulated this intimate part of him it felt as though the pathway itself expanded with a fiery bolt of electricity which sent T'than to madly writhe on the sheets, cries of passion issuing from his lips. The effect did not end there – not at all – instead it circled around and his intense pleasure was funnelled into the very center of Cadence's being, causing a blue blush that was not her own to ripple over her skin.*

GT: *he had to make her stop. The strength of it all was frightening, and downright diminished his joinings in the past to the intensity of a mild sharing! Indeed, his contact with members of his species had been blunt, not nearly as intimate as the mere touch of her finger was. She goes on for what seems like an eternity, all the while he is unable to react, but for some reason he finds the control to make her stop for a moment, just when it was turning into something unbearable to him! He lays completely breathless, feeling her own head moving with her breath... and something, at his palm... energy, energy alike the one that had been escaping him into her system. She had absorbed it! 

The effort to open his eyes and look at her is titanic, but it proves worthy for his eyes are met with a rather unusual view. She was... blushing! And it was not a reddish colour that tainted her skin, but pale blue and white energy that made her veins stand out in gleaming red. Like fire and ice... all into the same being... the view itself was maddening and it unleashed in him something of tremendous power... he fell back into the mattress, helplessly, his hand going inert... and seemingly starving, she returned to her ministrations, immediately making the silence of their breaths be replaced by the loudness of his cries... he could withstand it no more! It burned, and he had the distinct feeling he would explode into a million sparkles if he withheld any longer...*

C - *At those moments she was forced to stop what she was doing and lay there until the feeling passed, her hands gripping at his thighs like a vice, bringing a distant climax to the forefront until she let his essence slip from between her lips as her entire body convulsed with one enormous pulse from his pathway, making them both glow, leaving her to writhe and cry between his thighs, and he was shuddering as though he had turned to ice! No wonder the climax had been so strong – she had taken him to the great precipice of desire and they had clung together as they went over the edge in shared Taelon ecstasy...*

GT: *It felt to him that he had gone deaf, blind and mute, despite the long and loud groan that escaped through his gritted teeth. His mind dissolved into that pleasure, stealing him of all perception of his physical being; all except the ecstatic delirium that involved them both. For the first time in his life, the voices of the Commonality had disappeared, but, a little at a time, their whisper returned, as did the notion of his shell... and hers, near him, lying over him, shuddering along with his body. He wanted to pull her to him, but it felt to him that all his energy had evaded him, or was still too busy resonating in the pleasure of what he could only call a climax. He does manage to call her, more of a whispery invocation of a metaphysical being, than actually the aware summoning of her. It all seemed so dreamy to him as his eyes opened to distinguish only fog and blurriness... and so he waited, once more captive to her designs.*

C - *She is lying between his thighs, her body still coming down from their shared passion. He was calling to her softly, wantingly, and she raised her head to look up at him, only to collapse again. She felt different. At the moment that was the only way she could describe things – that she felt different. She wondered if it had anything to do with her coming into contact with such a great amount of his pure energy. She had swallowed much of it, just as if he had been a man and she had swallowed his seed. She wondered idly if it would add anything to the changing she had been suffering already.

She puts these thoughts away, for he is calling to her again and so she crawls up the length of his body, snakelike, and falls beside him on her bed. Their heads lie on the pillows and she faces him, her eyes never leaving his glowing blues even as she cuddles close…. *

Book Seven

Part Twelve

Unwanted Truths


 
GT: *he is still lying flat on his back, but his head lolls to the side to look deeply into her green eyes, strangely more bright and even bluish. She looked to him in the dim light more beautiful than ever before, and his anger at her daring and at the danger she had put them both in vanishes almost immediately. Her aura is just a shimmering white now, which covers her like a blanket, giving her the appearance of an angel. But a devilish one, he might add... the pleasure was gone, but the sensation of alarm had persisted... that game had been too dangerous...*
 
C- *He looks exhausted and spent, and almost reprimanding for what she had done; she knew she had taken him as far to the limits as possible without joining, but her devilishly playful and defiant nature made an appearance as she looked back at him...and grinned!


She was a contradiction, sometimes becoming submissive to him to please his every desire, and she knew that he enjoyed that...and so did she. But she could be defiant as well, teasing and tormenting him to see how far she could go before he scolded her - and that game delighted her.

GT: *Despite what had taken place, her hair was curled unnaturally perfectly, and some locks touched shyly at her flushed cheeks, now taking on a healthy pink colour, which was barely noticeable under the dim light. Her smile was flawless though, and added to her dazzling looks. Cadence struck him as a goddess, a being out of that world, and yet, she was somewhat of his creation. How could it be possible that he had helped in the conception of such wonder when until that day, all that he had touched had been destroyed? He touched softly at her cheek, wanting to know if the being lying before him was even real... and she was...*
 
C - *Still smiling triumphantly at him she kisses his nose quickly and giggled before wrapping her arms around him and pulling him close to her with a contented sigh.* It pleased you, did it not? I took you as close to the edge as you have ever been...#...and I still want you...#
 
GT: It was... *his words trail of, for he realises he really did not have the words it took to describe it, or maybe his energy was still to chaotic to allow him to devise any coherent thoughts. Indeed, she had taken him close to the edge... too close.* forbidden Cadence... Now, I know why. *his fingers touch at her lips, followed by his own lips that graze over hers softly.*

C - *Cadence had always had a strong sex drive, but ever since she had been with him it had increased substantially. She found herself again wondering if it had something to do with all that energy inside of her. It was more than the need of Ka'atha'am, and she thought that if his energy made her feel that way, that Taelon emotions must indeed be stronger than even human ones, and perhaps that is why they had learned to repress them over time. He had said that long ago the Taelon species had been very different, and dangerous. That danger thrilled her! T'than could be dangerous when angry or even when he was sexually driven it seemed, and just as once she had sought to bring about his anger, now she sought to bring about his desires, his lust!*
 
GT: *her mind was boiling with ideas, being so close to her allowed him to know that, even if he did not dare invade her mind to steal her thoughts. He need not do that anymore... and her eyes spoke of incoming questions, so he just took a deep breath and relaxed in her arms, his eyes closed. Somehow, he felt protected there, safe to the depths of his being, and the prohibition of it all was somehow simply delightful.*

C - *Her thoughts turn to other subjects and she gets a little more serious. * What did you mean earlier, when you said that you were contemplating escape? 
 
GT: *his eyes open again, to look deeply into hers. Her question had made him feel like he was sinking on the very mattress, suddenly aware of the weight of his circumstance, roughly pulled back into a reality for a moment he had chosen to forget, such as it happened most times when he was in her arms.*
 
C - *One of her hands wanders over his body, tickling his skin, and she still gazes into his eyes.* Where would you take us? Would it be somewhere where, *she kisses him softly*...we could be together in the way that I KNOW you want to be...completely...with me?
 
GT: Above all...*his voice is stern, though he doesn’t wish it to be, and he moves his head so that he is staring at the ceiling. With a blush, his human façade reappears, and they are once more easily mistakable by a human couple.* it would be somewhere where we would be safe, and yes, alone... *he could not really be alone in the real aspect of the word. The Commonality would be with him at all times, only more distant, and as such, weaker in its influence. And they would know regardless, but there was hope that they would not care, and would take the signal as just the culmination of an unfulfilled Ka’atha’am. Unless the child, if conceived, developed a link to the Commonality... with a blink of his blue eyes, he shook away that thought.* Alone and free, so we could achieve completion. You are almost ready Cadence...*he looks back at her.* as am I, and in any case, I fear we have little time. Zo’or is suspicious...

C - *She thinks on what he said as she gently releases him from her arms so she can roll onto her belly, prop herself up on her elbows, and look down at him. A slight frown creases her smooth forehead.* But, I don't see a problem, I mean, Zo'or is with Naor'rin, right? *She wondered if T'than knew about her, or if he would be surprised that she knew. Cadence remembered how shocked she herself had been when Naor'rin made that revelation to her in this very room. It had been after she had been raped...
The painful thought came to stab at her mind for a moment and Cadence had to swallow and look away for a moment to vanquish it back to the depths of her soul, where she always hoped it would get lost, never to be found. But it was always there, still to haunt her sometimes. She found it hard to believe that the being she lay with now had ordered such a thing done, and it was the only stain upon her love for him. But he had changed so much since then.*

GT: *he assents with a nod of his head.* That is so. But he was permitted that because of his... *rolls eyes* difference. Zo’or was found sterile, and gendered... so they did not see it as a waste, for he could not contribute to conceiving a child. And on the other hand, his bond with Naor’rin was a good political move, hence... *he was lost in his words, but when he looks back at her, he finds her looking elsewhere, distracted, her mind wondering towards somewhere else, a place in her memories he could tell, but she was blocking it subconsciously from him* Cadence... *he is about to enquire on what was wrong with her when she continues, again her true self, the features vanquishing the shadow of anguish he had seen twisting them and returning to their usual childish beauty.*

C - *She looks back down at him, her face clearing again, innocence returning,* There is also Sc'orr. He seems to want to conquest every female on this ship, regardless of her species, and no one says anything about that! Why is okay for him, or Zo'or and not for you? 

GT: *his eyes gleam with a sparkle of anger as he utter the name* Sc’orr... well, he is another that is different, and since he is incompatible with any Taelon anyhow, it seems the Synod is willing to overlook those... details. But I am afraid that is not my situation... *he looks downwards instead of deeply into her eyes as he had done until then.*

C - *Her hands grip in to fists around some bunched up sheets and she pouts angrily, her eyes looking away, then down at her hands, and finally to rest upon him again.* Nobody has a right to SAY anything to us! You are a general, not some low-ranked Taelon pilot or something. I wish that I could stand before your Synod, because I would tell them a thing or two! *She flips over and falls into the pillows for emphasis, her angry eyes on the ceiling as she rests next to him.* Yes indeed, I really would...

GT: *he allows himself to laugh at her behaviour.* Yes, of that, I have no doubt. *but the amused tone is gone as suddenly as it had appeared.* But being a General does not weigh in my favour anymore. There is no longer room for one such as I. These are times of peace, not of war, and now that the old ways are returning, my species is not too proud of my caste. We were created in a time of need, but that time is behind us now. I have made many enemies, and my sphere of influence in unravelling, I dare even say, nearly gone. *he smirks and sighs* They, the Synod, are just seeking for the one reason to see to my demise, one reason so they won’t have to feel guilt for wanting to dispatch me for I am no longer useful to them. Their hypocrisy doesn’t pass unnoticed when our eyes meet... *his head turns and he looks at her profile.* Now Ka’atha’am may have granted me some more time, given that they believe I might yet serve the purpose of conceiving a Taelon child. But... *he seeks her hand and holds it.* I will not give something so precious to them ever again... not if we have to run. Do you understand now?

C - *She nods* Yes. *She thought of what he had said, about him being useful because he could conceivably bear a Taelon child, and Cadence knew that any child she might have by him would not be that, not completely. It both saddened and scared her when she thought of what kind of life it would have were they to remain there on the Mothership. What if the Synod ruled it to be an outcast and sentenced it, and them, to exile? What if they wanted to do worse? Anything was possible, and T'than had told her from the beginning that she herself could be in danger, and that is why he had taught her the meditations, and how to hide his energy within her from the eyes of others who could see it. She had mastered the technique somewhat, but her control was still easily lost if she were startled or nervous – it was not natural for her yet.*
 
GT: *her silence speaks of her heavy thinking. Part of what he had revealed to her were Taelon secrets, so in a way, what he had done was forbidden, but no more than all the rest, so it made sense. And in anyway, she would learn, sooner or later, through their joining. That was the one reason why Taelons didn’t join with others: they shared everything with those alien beings, the good and the bad, and they never left the joining untouched: there was always change, and in the case of a spiritually primitive being, it meant regressing.* Cadence... what is the matter? 

C - *She turned on her side so she could press her body close to his for she was shivering, but not from the cold. Her thoughts and his words tormented her with worry and that brought up her anger and rebellion even as she cuddled closer, her words coming out against his chest.* As far as your people and their hypocrisy goes, the only answer I have is 'screw them!' 
 
GT: Screw them? *he repeats her words sanctimoniously, as his hand rises to pet softly at her head* Yes, I believe I am familiar with the meaning to those words... *he smirks* But the days when I could afford that attitude are gone Cadence, and I think, for the both of us. There is too much at risk, if they learn of us, they will surely condemn it for it suits their convenience... that is as it has always been.
 
C - I don't care what they think, *she lays little kisses over the part of his chest that faces her* I only_care_about_you! *she looks up at him, her look stern.* So if we have to run, so be it. *She looks at his hand, entwined with hers and brings them both to her lips for a kiss* Just as long as we are together.
 
GT: *his hand plays with her hair as she speaks. Somehow, her anger, and her sometimes childish behaviour was always amusing to him, but at the same time, a motive for concern.* I am trying to avoid that. Do you believe we can survive out there, alone, for long? Our spirits may be nourished by love, but not our bodies… 
 
C - But don't you have allies out there somewhere? *Her voice is very soft, merely questioning.*
 
GT: *distractedly, his fingers play over her arm and her back.* I have accumulated many enemies, and not only amongst my kind, and my allies are either dead or revoking their support. And in this issue, we are truly alone. We must care about what they think, if that means finding ways to avoid punishment. We need to focus on surviving Cadence... things no longer have such an easy answer as *he smirks* screw them... *his tone was nearly playful, which was all the more noticeable for it had evolved from his seriousness.*
 
C - *She smiles. Somehow hearing one of her favorite credos uttered by the lips of the powerful War Minister was touching to her – just to see him become playful, even if it is brief, meant so much. Just as she was changing, every time he smiled she felt a tiny flash of victory, for she was changing him too.

She sat up and brought her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them, so she was curled up in the center of the bed on her soft sheets. She appeared to look off into nowhere as her expression became petulantly thoughtful again.* Is caring what they think going to make it possible to live here with a baby? *Her tone is frustrated and soon her eyes find him again and there is nothing shy about her gaze.* Don't say maybe, either T'than, for there WILL be one...I am certain of it.
 
GT: *he looks at her when she rises, but through her moment of silence, he takes the time to close his eyes and organise his thoughts. His mind had worked on their situation for hours, but it had never felt so impossible to him now that he thought about it. Somehow, the latest Synod Meeting had made him realise just how alone he had become: an island, surrounded by sea, lost and forsaken.* I do not believe we could get their support, but if we could at least earn their indifference... at least concerning you… *he could not bear to tell her so soon that his only hope would be that they would have some pity left and see her innocence... strangely enough, he was relying on the old ways to save her life and that of their child. But mercy for him, he knew they would not have.*

C - You say we cannot run, because we would not survive out there, well, how the hell are we to hide, one, my pregnancy, and two, the child itself?! *Her voice is rising with her vehemence in her statements and all of the sudden, the adult that lived in Cadence Blue that she rarely let out, was showing herself with some very honest concerns.* 
 
GT: *her questions had been his own many times; strangely enough, he had no answer now.* I will nourish the child myself if need be. Stealing a long supplement of core energy should hold us for sometime... and I believe I can find a planet that would suit your needs.
 
C - What about medical care? Did you ever think of that? Did you just think that we would magically materialize a baby, no physician needed? *small laugh* I mean, this will not be your run-of-the-mill pregnancy, wouldn't you agree?
 
GT: *he looks beaten and tired, and every time more so, as question after question arises.* There should be no problem with the birth... and in any case, I have had 3 children, so I know how it is processed... *he was lying with all the teeth he had and he knew it. Her situation was unprecedented. Surely he had seen Taelon children be born, but not from a human...* We can manage alone for some years...

C - *She takes a breath and sighs, her shoulders dropping and her cheek now resting on her knees as she looks over at him, her hair falling across her arms.* It seems to me that the very ones you seek to keep this situation from are going to find out anyway, so what's the point? Hence my saying, 'screw them!' Why struggle to maintain face with people...Taelons...who are going to doom us anyway!
 
GT: *he is struck completely speechless this time, and his back rises so that he sits and moves to lean to the bed’s head. All he manages is a heavy sigh. She had come to the same conclusion he had. Was it all just impossible… Hadn’t it been from the beginning? He felt guilty, even if his reason told him there had been no choice… but maybe there had been... and he had just been too cowardly to try to survive his Ka’atha’am alone...*

C - *Then it hits her and her adult facade crumbles, a little bit more with each word she quietly utters,* That is what's going to happen, isn't it? We cannot run and we cannot stay, so, we are effectively doomed...*Her lip trembles slightly as a single tear makes its way down her cheek to rest like a diamond amongst the gold strands of her hair.*
 
GT: I do not know... *and it felt to him like every ounce of his sincerity had been spent on those words.* I know we have no choice, as I know we possibly have no future either. If I were another Taelon... maybe... maybe there would be hope for you. You should not have to bear the burden of this knowledge... *he kneels and goes over to her.* or that of my sins... Cadence... *he touches at her chin* I am prepared to die for you, but under no circumstances would I want you to risk your life for me, do you understand... if need be... *he snuggles his hand between her chest and her bended legs to touch at her belly. A thought came to his mind, one option he had sought to avoid at all times* Lie about the parenthood of the child… *he looks downwards, pensively, though his eyes shone with anger and humiliation.* Sc’orr, he is willing to help you... but only you. They will believe if you tell them I raped you so that should explain my energy in your system should they look for it. 

C - *His hand is on her belly, his expression grave and resigned, and his every word breaks her heart a little bit more. Her shoulders rise and fall as she takes deep breaths trying to hold back the sobs that are threatening to overwhelm her.* No! *she says in a quivering voice,* I will NOT say that you raped me! *She looks at him through misty eyes,*  Besides, I am not such a fool; there will be no way to lie about the parentage of this child, and if those you speak of even SUSPECT the truth...*Her throat tightens and she cannot speak at all. Her expression is taut with pain and sorrow and her head goes into her arms. Her shoulders shake with silent sobs for a moment until she is finally able to look back.* The child would be taken from me...and I would be an outcast.

GT: You don’t have to be an outcast... or the child... my prosperous life amongst my kind is at its end in any case, so my sacrifice would not bee that great… *he feels her shivering under his touch so he lets go; he had picked up so much sadness from her, almost despair.* I too wish it could be different... but it is the price to pay...

C - *She listens quietly for the rest of his speech and when he is done her eyes lock on him. She says nothing for a few minutes, but then her words come, and they grow stronger as she proceeds.* I don't believe it...you just want to give up.....with everything that is at stake you just want to give up and die while your mate and child are tossed to the wind to face whatever awaits them!

GT: *his eyes blink, as surprise strikes him.* Think Cadence! Sc’orr is the perfect alibi! You have his energy in your system, from when he helped you recently. You could regain your friend Chandra, for surely she would support the story. We would be using their prejudice and the Synod’s ill feelings towards me to our advantage. What is important is that you and the child survive, do you understand? *his voice is not stern, but amazingly sure.* Have you not heard me? I might be doomed anyhow, but I refuse to drag you along!

C - *Her eyes squint as though she tries to drill into him with her very stare.* Where is that powerful General who stood over me in the cell, so intimidating, and dictating the new doctrine of my life? WHERE is the General who ordered me bound to a wall on Kiron? *pause* Or, is that the only time that you can be tough perhaps, when the odds are in your favor? 

GT: *he looks downwards and shakes his head.* When it comes down to survival, you might find yourself acting quite unpredictably.

C - *She rises onto her knees and places her hands on his shoulders and with a harsh shove T'than finds himself back in a sitting position, his back pressed up against the headboard tightly by her imprisoning hold on him. She straddles him and to look at the nude couple one might think they were about to begin loveplay, until you hear the seriousness in Cadence's voice, and see her strained grip on him as she shakes him for emphasis.*

GT: *he looks up at her, somewhat shaken by her dare, but perhaps most of all, by her strength. He could not remember her being so physically powerful before... and for that, he almost forgot it was she and looked at her with anger, that backlashed in that amazing aura of power she was wearing. He had never seen her like that.*

C - It's easy to be strong when things are easy and you know you are going to win. The true test of strength and courage comes when the odds are not in your favor and you have to fight anyway, hoping against all hope that your struggle will not be in vain! You are a military General – you know this already!

GT: Yes. *he replies in a hiss* But I have also lived enough to know the limits Cadence. We are alone, and we are fighting an entire species! I do not trust them, and should it come to desperate measures, I need you to promise me you will lie to save yourself and the child! *he takes her face in his hands* Sometimes, the way to fight liars and cheaters is to become one of them, become your chameleon. *his fingers slide down her face as he finishes*

C - Let me tell you something that maybe you do not know, and that is that I will not allow ANYONE to kill or otherwise harm my child. If they do it will only be because I am dead! I am not so willing to give up as you seem to be, and I refuse to believe that there is no hope! You said so yourself that your people are changing, going back to a more peaceful way and if that is the case, then there will always be SOMEONE out there who is willing to listen and help, no matter your reputation up until now. I refuse to believe that Sc'orr is the only one!

GT: That might be so; the Synod does seem to want to change, and the old ways were more benevolent. But we need to survive until then. And I am afraid some issues are not resolved in conflict. If I could still have the favour of the Synod, or of part of them, it might be that I could shift the balance of power so that we could find supporters... but I do not trust that is possible anymore. And to try means to reveal what afflicts us, so I am afraid my hands are tied. Accept my suggestion, and that Sc’orr might be your only way out. 

C - *Her grip tightens on him until her fingertips glow with an outline of blue because she presses into his facade so fiercely and she brings her face so close to him that he can feel her breath as she talks through gritted teeth.* Let me finish with one_ final_ thought for you....Do not EVEN think of giving up now! I have been to Hell and back to reach the point where I stand today with you, and I'll be DAMNED if I am simply going to allow you to just curl up and allow anyone to kill you. 

GT: *It’s like she has slapped him awake. He was letting the same disease that had lead his species to near extinction to consume his insides and his will to survive. He was in a desperate situation, and he could not bear the thought of entering the void and dragging her and the child after him. The thought was painful and it made him blush faintly and look away from her.*

C - Do not get too comfortable in that Void of yours, because I swear_to_God that I will follow you there and DRAG you back into this life if I have to! *She barely realized that she was shouting at him now, nor did she notice the hint of a flicker that moved over her, as though a distant electrical storm brewed just beneath her skin. Had the room not been so dim it would not have even been noticeable.*

GT: *he would have believed it was an optical illusion if he had not seen it before. She had blushed, in her anger, her aura had become nearly blinding, and now her very skin took on a bluish gleam that flickered for a second and disappeared. Could she have changed so greatly? It would explain her strength, one she didn’t seem to realise that she possessed. He looks with wide eyes at her, until he sees the little girl peek from behind that mural of anger and his own nervousness begins to dissipate.* Cadence... *he speaks calmly.* we cannot risk to include our child’s life in this game, nor can I stand the thought of risking yours. I am fighting with the weapons I am given... and I am afraid power over others of my kind is not mine to will anymore.


C - *She lets him go, her chest heaving from her anger as she tries to calm herself down. She is still straddling him and her hands go back to his shoulders but this time, only to caress them softly before moving to the back of his neck, followed by her arms as she embraces him and lays her head on his shoulder. She can feel her heart pounding in her chest against him.* I am not saying it will be easy...but I refuse to doom us before the battle has even begun. I am willing to fight to the end for us...*she lifts her head and kisses him softly on the lips*...Are you?

GT: *he looks down at her sadly when she wears once more the look of fragility he knew it had always been a mask for her. Indeed, her inner force had amazed even him; but wasn’t that the one reason why he had liked her in the first place? Still, now, in his arms as she was, she was to him, just a little girl, so full of dreams and expectations, clinging onto him for a word of comfort. Could it be his many years did not allow him to dream and hope anymore?* I will not give up. It was never what I suggested. I might be Taelon, but I am not one to let others write history for me. But my victory will be in guaranteeing your survival. *he takes the hair that is falling over her face, some of it glued to her cheeks from the drying tears.* And, you need not worry, energy does not die... the death you humans fear is for us only a passage. *he looks down at her and grabs her chin to push her lips to his.* I will not die Cadence Blue, nor will I ever abandon you. 

Book Seven

Part Thirteen

Talk Of Chandra

C - *She had let her body slide off of his so she could simply lie in his arms and he could hold her, kiss her, and promise that no matter what he would be there. They were both silent for a long time after that, and Cadence even thought that she might have slept for a short time, but she was not sure. It had taken all of her courage and strength to stand up to him like that, and now she could only lay there, her fingertips touching at his face from time to time, their lips finding each other's in the flickering red dimness. Sometimes she caught him looking down at her and his face held the oddest expression, as though he was seeing her for the first time. She could only smile up at him softly, her fingertips playing over the pathway in his chest, delighting in the tingling she could feel as a light blush followed their every move.*


GT: *he was thankful for the moment of silence. His eyes were never still, studying her room and the objects that took on such a different look under the dim candlelight. It gave the room the appearance of a temple, and they were lying in its very centre, and under the ghostly light she took on an almost supernatural appearance. To think she had blushed... when they were loving each other, it had made sense... but after... the little girl was not so little anymore all of a sudden.*

C - *He was so beautiful, nearly angelic, his ever-youthful face wearing more and more an expression of tenderness... at least for her. Thoughts of Chandra and T'than's confrontation with her flicker behind her eyes. Chandra would never believe that her love for T'than was an honest emotion, not brought on by brainwashing or other manipulation. Even when T'than had manipulated her life...she had already been in love with him. But, she still understood Chandra, even though she had not been able to assent to her wishes that she leave with her; Chandra had never seen T'than like Cadence had. She had never witnessed his softness, his tenderness, only his fierceness.*

GT: *he picks up on her worry, but he doesn’t break the silence. There was peace, and he wanted it to last for as long as it could. They would not be granted many more of such moments. Despite his words to her, hope was still a concept hard for him to grasp and understand... *


C - *She had to admit she was concerned for her friend now; she had now gone up against T'than twice that Cadence was aware of, and she knew that her lover was not one to tolerate such things, and...she had seen the murderous look on his face at one point. They hated each other – Chandra for him taking away her best friend, as well for that incident between them months ago, and T'than for her insolence and disobedience.*

T'than, *Cadence said softly, stroking over him softly in the hopes of softening her words with her caresses to him.* we need to talk about...Chandra. *She looks up at him, her hand still moving over him softly* What do you intend to do about her?

GT: *he looks into her eyes when she calls his name. She is somewhat apprehensive, and the tone of her voice is not so clear as it usually was, he could tell the words she uttered had been thoroughly studied, measured, and were spoken almost warily. When the name Chandra echoes in the room, he immediately looks away from Cadence, aware that his own features could betray him. She was right to fear for her friend; T’than would not put up with anymore of her interferences, and Cadence had saved her life enough times. Obviously, despite being warned, Chandra put no value in it. Any other would have met her demise by then.* I cannot allow her to interfere anymore. The last time she nearly brought upon your death, and if I know her profile, she will not rest until she sees us parted. She may have cost us precious time for it is due to her that Zo’or is suspicious, as she related to Zekhoor that I was to blame for your condition... 

C - *She looked up at him with surprise which flickered out like a candle in the wind. She herself knew that Chandra had informed Zekhoor, but she was surprised that he knew. However, he had left her for a time while she slept in the lab to go off to the bridge and maybe he had found out then. She had felt his presence become distant from her. Chandra had taken that opportunity to enter his offices and again try to free her, and Cadence again found herself wishing that she had not offered her energy print.

She had been very upset herself when Chandra relayed that she had spoken to Zekhoor about her illness. But after her anger had dissipated and she could think more clearly, she had to admit that she understood. Chandra was in love with Zekhoor and they were together. Of course she would go to him with her problems and concerns - Cadence would have done no less. It was just that Chandra's actions were making things more than just inconvenient for she and T'than. Her attention goes back to T'than when he speaks again - he is tense and angry, making another pang of worry rush through her as she thought of her friend.

GT: *he pauses and looks up at the ceiling, his voice stern and clearly worried.* We are in enough danger to have her add to it with her reckless and selfish actions. She is fixated on my destruction and she is not concerned with the means to achieve her ends. Chandra is moved by hatred, not her love for you, and hatred is the worst counsellor possible. 

C - *She meets his eyes seriously* Yes, but you should understand her for that.

GT: *he is almost angry when he looks back at her, but he also bears a sparkle of sympathy.* I find it is best if you stop seeing her as your friend. She seeks to understand you no more; she is only concerned in destroying what we have. *he knows he is asking so much, and pushing Cadence furthermore into isolation and loneliness, but he knew she would see that his words spoke the truth; perhaps a hard one to accept, but the truth nonetheless. 

C - *She looks away, her features twisting in pain. She knew that he had valid reasons for asking this, but it was difficult on her nonetheless. She had met Chandra when she was sixteen when Chandra's family had moved into the very comfortable suburb where she had grown up. Their parents had become close friends, and even though Chandra had been only thirteen at the time, Cadence and she had become close - two only children brought up in indulgence, becoming fast friends, sharing everything with each other, even their want of careers with the Taelons. But now it seemed this ship was tearing them apart as they both made choices - choices that were best for them, but conflicted with each other on a very fundamental level; Chandra had chosen the career, which appealed to her logic. Cadence had chosen love, which was never logical, and this particular love appealed to her impulsive nature, something Chandra had never understood.

But what Cadence did not understand was how Chandra had chosen to work in the very job that would bring her closest to the Taelons, and yet nurture such a great hatred for T'than. Despite what he had done with her alone that one time, Chandra either would have been soured on them right then and left the ship, or moved on from it. So in this way Chandra was not being logical. 

Cadence shook her head and moaned in frustration. Why did things have to be so confusing and difficult?*

GT: *To comfort her, he kisses at her forehead.* I know she was your friend Cadence, but you made a choice here today. Chandra Sheridan is my enemy, and thus yours, and it is not wise to permit her to move on with her actions. I need to protect us... and I shall.

C - *Thinking that Chandra and she were no longer friends was one thing, but enemies? It sounded so very harsh! But as she studied T'than while she watched him she realized that, he was a military leader, and he simply thought in such terms. Things for him were either black or white...love or hate...friend or enemy...

He spoke of protecting them then, and Cadence shuddered. She knew how wild her own emotions became when he had told her that any child from them could be in danger, and she had spoken of fighting to the death to protect it. T'than was a Taelon, with extreme emotions of which she was now fully aware, and if he felt cornered enough and forced to protect them...*

GT: *in the face of her visible anguish he wished he could tell her he was sorry; but he couldn’t, not when his judgement warned him about the danger Chandra represented to them. He had no feelings towards the other girl, except a seed of hatred she seemed eager to feed and make grow. He remained silent, and was preparing to leave the bed and walk over to the console for some minor adjustments when her voice halted him... and it did it with more efficiency than if she had shouted at him like before.*


C - Please! *she spoke in a soft and desperate voice* do not hurt her!  *She buried her face in his chest* I can't bear the thought of her hurt...or dying...and...*she looks back at him uncertainly, not wanting to arouse his anger*...would it not draw the very attention that you seek to avoid if you did such a thing?

GT: *his arms go around her and bring her closer.* I will be honest with you when I say she has only lived thus far because of you, although you are correct that it would draw attentions if I attempted anything. I will not. However Cadence, I have warned her, and if she does attempt against wisdom or those warnings, I will not hold my hand as I have done thus far. *he looks down at her and his voice is full of certainty, almost violent and passionate.* I will not suffer her death of a thousand cuts...

C - *She sat up and leaned over and kissed him on the lips, her hand finding his and allowing her fingertips to softly stroke at his palm.* I do understand what you are saying, *small kisses over his face,* and I will abide by my choice...

GT: *his eyes speak of his approval, but he says nothing as she kisses him. He smiled to himself at her little manipulation; he knew how her aura flickered when passion was the reason for her caresses, but it was her despair that spoke louder now, and her fear. She did understand, but her human heart could not help to try to make both sides win, even if T’than knew such was not possible, and certainly, he had not been the one to feed that conflict. But he had something in mind for Chandra; a warning, something to keep her distracted until the time when he would need to run with Cadence.*

C - *more fervent kisses over his lips and face*...but I ask that you do no harm to her. *She brings his hand to her lips to kiss over it gently, making her eyes look at him teasingly as she tries to distract him from his dark thoughts and whatever he might have planned.*

GT: *he could not repress the moan caused by the full lips at his so sensitive palm, but he had to pull away from her trap lest he wind up promising something he could not.* Cadence, please... *gently, he evades her lips and places his palm to her cheek.* All, that I can promise you is that I will take your words into consideration. I know she means much to you, even if I cannot comprehend it fully. But you need to open your eyes to this new reality, and in it, both you and Chandra are not the same. So it may be you have followed different... and incompatible *he pause for emphasis, then moves on.* paths. You told me to fight for us, and I promised you that, and that is a promise I mean to see through. *he kisses her on the lips, his hand going to the back of her head to pull her close as his tongue plays with hers, then he withdraws, looking deeply into her eyes, before he rises from the bed.*

C - *The warmth of his kiss makes her shiver, for she can feel the passion simmering somewhere deep within him, ready to boil up and drown them if he let down his control. Cadence knew the feeling well for it was her own, only she was not able to exercise the kind of control over it that he was.

Even with her feelings however she still pouted as she looked up at him when he drew away. She had not exactly gotten the reaction she had wanted from him, and Cadence was accustomed to getting her own way. But she realized now that T'than was still quite in control and in full protection mode it would seem, and so if he did not feel that something was in their best interests he would deny her without thinking twice. The problem was that she was still left with uncertainty of what lay ahead in Chandra's future. 

She wanted to warn her, but she was certain that T'than would not allow any contact between them now, and it was not like he would allow Cadence to go walking around the ship anytime soon to look for her, so what could she do?
He rose from the bed and looked down at her, smiling slightly and her own expression lightens.*

GT: Now, shall you dress me, or shall I? *he asks close to playfully, almost as if a century had passed between that moment and the distress of before.*

C - *She thought of pressing him further on the subject but thought better on it. He had made whatever decision he had made and he would not change his mind now. She could only hope that he had been honest and taken the things she has said into consideration. She did love Chandra still, though she did not want to lose the life she now had because of her.

She got on her knees on the mattress, still a bit petulant, and brought her hand over his torso, moving it in a sweeping motion and imagined T'than dressed. For a moment she saw him in his usual pink jumpsuit, and then an image of him in black came to mind just as he seemed to shimmer around the edges until slowly, sluggishly because of her lack of skill, he was clothed.*

GT: *he keeps staring down at her. He knows her thoughts had escaped towards the old issue, and his eyes speak to her of “end of issue”. But her pout is enough to feed his smile and he is aware she is positioning himself to try the little trick she had been learning.*

C - *Her pout disappeared as her eyes widened and her mouth opened slightly. She looked at his clothes and then up at his face, almost fearfully, and then back at his clothes. She sat back on her heels as she turned away trying to hide the smile that was trying to break loose, and soon her shoulders were shaking with silent laughter as her hand came to cover her mouth so it wouldn't become audible, but then she made the mistake of looking at him again and all control was lost and she fell back onto her pillows, both hands over her mouth now, her eyes squinted shut as hiccups of giggles escaped her.*

GT: Cadence... *he has the impression she was taken by some kind of seizure... a _preoccupying_ one of laughter, that completely went against her previous state of mind. It was... suspicious, and worst, it had been caused by _him? Slowly, he turns to the mirror and is completely blown by surprise. He looked, absolutely, ridiculous... *


C - *The best way to describe the jumpsuit T'than now wore was... tie-dyed. In her thoughts of the two different uniforms the colors had blended, so he now wore what looked like a pink uniform on which someone had upended a can of black paint, which had run in streaks down to his boots. Also, in Cadence's whirlpool of thoughts she had a flash of a cashmere sweater she had once owned – she didn't know why, it had just appeared, and so now he looked... furry.*

Oh T'than! *she said though her giggles* Look at you! All dressed up and no place to go!

GT: *he turns slowly back at her, the annoyance in his face impossible to miss. His eyes were almost reduced to slits and his otherwise childish features had darkened with his grimace. He could only think that could be due to 1) inexperience and her normally chaotic line of reasoning.; 2) petty revenge... But number two had definitely come first in his mind... and it was a little too soon for a vendetta. To make him look ridiculous as he did now... that was pushing it and it called for: revenge!*

C - *He looked in the mirror and she could see that he was not amused, though right now he seemed almost childish in his petulant anger as he squinted at her. She merely smirked and stretched out on the bed.* We need to work on that sense of humor of yours T'than.

GT: Very funny, Cadence Blue... *he speaks to her almost in a reprimand, his stony face still set in anger.* But I fail to see how this can be amusing, since it only shows how careless you have been in your practises. 

C - That's not true! *pouts* I practice all the time. *It was true - when she was not practicing in meditation and control, she was sleeping, and she slept so much because of her exhaustion from practicing. But she was not aware that her changing body was responsible for much of the fatigue she felt, rather than the mere concentration.*

GT: *he gives the one step that separates him from the bed, and looks down at her, an evil quality darkening his features even more. Then, he waves his hand over her, and watches as something forms. When the gleam of the appearing suit vanishes, he is smirking broadly at her.* Now we match. *He had dressed her in a similar suit, only inspired in the shiny rainbow colours of her aura, and he had made sure that the fabric, though furry, would be glistening enough, and changed as her emotions did. Then, with a blush, his jumpsuit goes back to its dark pink and _normal_ appearance, and his sash appears last. His hands lock behind his back, and now it is his turn to laugh.* I dare you to _try _ to fix that, or to go anywhere on it... though, the colours suit you.

C - *She looks down at herself, her arms out, and then back at him, squinting very much as he had before. She waves her hand over herself but nothing happens, except that the pastel rainbow of colors over her body become more vivid with her frustration. She did not know what he had done, but she was not able to wave away the soft and shiny garment he had placed her in. She glared at him and jumped from the bed to stand before her mirror, trying to focus enough to change it to something more acceptable, though she had to admit, it warmed her cool skin and was fleece-soft.

GT: *He turns his back to the bed, nearly laughing at the look of surprise and the pout in her lips, and walks over to the console. He would need to make some changes to the shield that surrounded the room to stop the Mothership scans from sensing Cadence’s presence. Her energy signature was no longer the same, so it didn’t match the files and whenever the research took place, it would not find her. But DNA was different... 

He had also to see that the door to her room was locked completely, from Chandra, or any other visitor, or even from Cadence. He needed to know if she went anywhere, and there was no better way than to guarantee that to leave, she would need to request it of him, and pass by him, on his offices. The mirror passage would remain open on that end, though not on the other. His hands are moving ever so swiftly over the panel, when he casts a glance back at her, and stops his work.* so, is it that hard? *he smirks at her, wanting to tease her even more and break whatever concentration se ha managed to gather.*

C - *She was having a hard time focusing on what she was doing with him working her console behind her. She smirked at his image in the mirror.* You're a devil T'than. *She turns to face him, still smiling arrogantly,* But you know what they say, *she looks at her bare feet and closes her eyes. The jumpsuit expands to cover her feet, like footie pyjamas* When life hands you lemons, just make lemonade! 

GT: *he is smirking and nods at her. Humour was something so strange to perceive, especially when it was inconsequential. What he knew closer to it was sarcasm, but that, he had learned, was so full of negativity. So unlike what he felt now... And that endearment only reminded him of what he needed to do, so he turned back at the console when as she moved towards the bed to complete the orders and changes he had been making to her console.*

C - *She almost skips back to her bed and leaps onto it, again bringing her arms to wrap around her knees and her cheerful expression saddens as she watches him. He was locking her out of her own console, and by the sound of the door sealing a moment earlier, locking her in this room. She knew his main purpose was to keep Chandra out, but the ulterior motive was still there – he did not completely trust her, and was going to make sure she stayed where he left her.

She looked around the room once, not really knowing if she wanted to be left there; the room seemed as though she had lived in it in some past life, and now just did not belong there anymore. In a way, that was true.* You... are locking me in? 

GT: *he continues his work, but he replies to her as his fingers dance over the panel.* I am locking others out. Your console is now able to contact me directly should you need to speak to me. I have made sure the communication cannot be traced, or even pass through the standard channels to be sent. So, whenever you wish to leave, you may call me. The mirror passage will be left open on this end. *he glances over his shoulder at her.* But for the moment, it is best is you remain here, and rest.

C - *She wanted to argue with him but as she sat there still, her body began to relax and she decided to just rest for a moment on the plush pillows, her eyes never leaving him as she lay down, curling her knees slightly.* For how long?

*He didn't answer right away and before she was even aware her eyes were closing and she drifted off to sleep, which deepened in a matter of minutes to leave her relaxed, still clothed in the soft jumpsuit that was covered with ever-changing rainbows.*

GT: *he had finally finished the last alterations, and he was ready to move. He could feel her energy emissions decreasing as time went by, making it so much easier for him to focus. The work was done, and he turned to the bed. She had already fallen asleep, and the glitter of the suit was now much lighter. The room remained golden from the candlelight, and he left it that way. Bathed by the dim light and lying on her side, Cadence moaned in her sleep and curled up on the mattress. Her magnificent golden hair fell over her face, of which he couldn’t, even if he tried, see more than her forehead and her closed eyes. Asleep, she had a girlish look, despite all that she had been through until that moment, and of the notion of what she would still have to face. The sight of her innocence, that one thing she had that was so precious and that could be robbed from her soon, nearly sent a pang of pain through him. He was about to touch her, but he halted his hand; he felt so guilty for loving her, and so unworthy. Not only because of his crime against his species – which in any case he felt that they had deserted him first – but because he could destroy her, just like he had done to Zara, though this time, he had not meant it. How could he?*

Almost in shock he walks away from the bed and towards the mirror. He steps inside and takes a look over at her. She was happy in her sleep, and he envied her for that. He lowered his eyes, feeling guilty from his thought, and that is when he picked something shining under the rare light that came from within the room. He went on his knee to pick the tiny object. A key; the crystal he held was a key to many of the passages of the ship, where a certain girl used to wander...* Zara... *he looks over at Cadence, almost afraid to see that picture ripped to pieces, but she was still asleep, and at least for the moment, she had rest. But it appeared he would not be given that same chance. 

He hurried down the passage and into his offices. Once there, he sat on his chair and brought the surveillance video to the tiny room behind the mirror and he needed only to rewind a few minutes to find the girl standing there. Those cameras could not pick up the energy, and Zara’s back were turned to it, but it was unmistakeably her... and she had seen them; her reaction and the way she fled the site spoke of her despair! Another one to know of his secret; not that he tormented Cadence Blue, but that he loved her... Long ago he had left that key in her hands so that she could roam about freely, and even when he had her quarters emptied, he had left it there... she was not dangerous then, but she was quite unpredictable now that she had watched them. He needed to find her! Restore her to balance, kill her, or wipe out her memories again, he had to do something lest she be discovered and linked to him... It was time to tie all the lose ends.*

Book Seven

Part Fourteen

One Last Journey


*Zara had remained collapsed in that dark corridor for some time; how long she couldn't be certain.  She waited in silence, for the darkness to wane and for some dim light to appear.  Any light would do.  Anything to continue for.  But instead the coldness – her incessant spectre – remained to accompany her on her journey.  Although her body remained dormant, wanting nothing more than to stay on that cool floor, her mind was flying.  

It had started as an itch, a minute tickle in the back of her mind.  If it had not been an old habit, it would have been a new found lucidity, a reason to continue. But to continue, for what reason?  What bridges she had not burnt had been lost ages ago, to the darkness, the coldness of fading memories, too wonderful, and too real to keep.  If she had been a different person – a kind person – she might have dedicated what energy she had to the betterment of others.  But she saw no reason for such generosity, as no such generosity had even been seen fit to be awarded onto her.  

But "What if..." her mind wondered...

She saw T'than, then in her minds eye, with a more vivid perception than she had seen his physical body just moments ago.  There was fire in his lovemaking, a life of passion which she had never suspected him of being capable of experiencing.  And yet there he was, his body entangled with Cadence's, that silly child, whose beauty of spirit had captured T'than, a being as uncapturable as the wind.  

In that moment, she could neither hate them nor love them... both of them.  Her emotions were dulled, maybe by shock, or maybe by something dictated by the very nature of being human.  She traipsed at the corners of human tolerance, softly pushing at the walls that had precariously kept her from falling... falling into, or from what, she wasn't sure.  Once the mind was lost, was there anything left to go?  Or was that which made her human more powerful than the mere electrons and cells that made her brain function moment after moment, hour upon hour?  Was there more that kept her heart beating, even as the hardness that had formed there had almost forced it to stop?  Why hadn't the torments of her mind, ceased the functioning of her body long ago?

There were too many questions, as she stumbled through the pitch-black corridor, tears wetting her face, and the questions filling her mind to the brink with philosophical nonsense that would serve her nothing good.  She clasped a trembling hand over her mouth, fighting to kill the sound of the sobs racing from her chest.  They came without mercy, forcing their way up from a place deep within, carrying an avalanche of feeling with them.  
Then she caught it, the elusive voice that had been screaming at her for years, its cries as desperate as her own.  

She didn't love T'than.  

Not as his lover, not as Cadence surely did. T'than was the only one who knew her anymore; knew who she was, and who she had been before he had chosen to change her.  It had been her failure, her lack of spirit, that had driven his continued quest, for what, she had lost sight of long ago.  It had taken Cadence, an impudent Volunteer, with a respect of no one and nothing to drive T'than from his lonely shell, and to bring warmth to a being who had known nothing but coldness.  

Cadence had done what Zara had never been able to do.

And now she was paying the price.  She had sold her soul to the devil, but had received no reward for her sacrifices.  Her body was allowed physical freedom, but her mind had always been enslaved, locked in a chamber that no one could release.  And the only being who could cause her liberation, wanted nothing of her.  He had imprisoned her, then left her again to her lonely machinations aboard the Mothership.  Whether she lived or died was inconsequential.  And there was no one else left... no one left to care.  

She emerged from the passageway, in an abandoned corridor – not because it was not in use, but because of the hour.  There was a sole virtual glass window glowing in front of her, it's energy unseen yet mysteriously palpable.  It would only take a simple adjustment to the windows integrity field, to let her body pass through it.  She would remain awake and aware for a moment, until the unforgiving forces of space crushed her body, and those emitted by the Mothership itself.  She envisioned it transpiring in her mind's eye, her skin tingling from the forces of the virtual glass field that would try to stop her departure from this world.  

Would there be anything waiting for her on the other side?  Was there heaven for a being such as her?

She turned away from the window for a moment to access the control panel behind her.  She tapped into the control systems, adjusting the window's settings.  In a few minutes the bridge would be notified of the malfunction.  Maybe they would send someone, some hapless Volunteer who would discover her lone body floating in space on the sensors.  And maybe, in some fruitless attempt to save her, they would pluck her from her vast grave, to submit her to one last examination upon a Taelon table of medicine.  And maybe, after scans of her retina and DNA would provide no results, they would realize that she was no one.  Nowhere did she exist, or had she ever existed.  She was the ghost of a woman who had once had a soul, and had known love.

When her adjustments had been made, she stepped toward the virtual glass, and continued walking until her face was mere inches from the thin veil, the chill of space already creeping through to blow gently on her face.  She stepped onto the thin rim that lined the window, and pressed her hands against either side to stop her shaking.  There was nothing in death to fear, she told herself.  There was nothing that could be taken from her that life had not already stolen...*

~*~

Sc: *Sc'orr walked at a leisurely pace from one corridor to the next as he headed toward his offices. His thoughts for the moment were at peace, and this showed in his every mannerism – all Taelon grace, his movements fluid. It was very early morning and he noticed that many Volunteers were beginning to make appearances as they hurried, so unlike him, from place to place with their first duties of the morning. Soon the corridors would be crowded with them but for now, the tall Companion had his walk mostly to himself.

He was lost in thoughts of his earlier lovemaking as he rounded a corner to a rather lonely passageway, one of many that merely served as the gateway from one important part of the ship to another, but in and of itself it was barely noticed and empty. That is why the sight of the ghostly figure pressed up against the window was such a shock to him.* Gods protect me, *he said under his breath as a hand floated up to his chest. Sc'orr had heard many stories and legends about ghosts and other supernatural entities but he had never placed much stock in them...but what he saw now was enough to make him change is reasoning.

It was a girl, and in the dimness she seemed to glow as if the very starlight from outside pierced through her body making her radiate light from within. He could barely make out the shape of her slender body though the thin fabric of her clothes, which seemed to move slightly, probably driven by the energy currents of the window that she stood so close to.

Her back was turned to him and she did not hear him approach, though he stopped several feet away from her. She was strawberry-blond, the hair curling in spirals that reached almost to her backside. He wondered why she was standing there in such a way, pressed up against the window, as though trying to get a good look at something outside that she could barely see. Then his eyes found the console near the window and they widened; she had adjusted the integrity of the field so make it nearly fluid so she could pass through the membrane!*

Wait! *he cried, and though his voice was still melodious and soft, it held a definite urgency.* Stop, please! If you step from the ship you will die...

Za:  *Zara jerked to a stop as her face, nearly collided with the virtual glass.  The unexpected sound – a voice – broke the silence of the moment, bringing her for a second, back into the confines of her physical body.  She had almost transcended herself, standing in that window, waiting for something to give her the guts to make the leap.  For a split second her mind had left her weak corporeal flesh, and she had been a star amidst of galaxy of stars, her little life becoming a mere stitch in the fabric of the universe.  And her suffering... all of it ... made sense somehow.  It had some sort of purpose, a divine destiny that was mere inches from her grasp.  Finally she was ready.  Ready to die.  To live.  To be reborn.  

But then, the sound brought her back.  It tore her from her perfect moment, her synthesis with the universe.  

Her nose was nearly touching the glass; this was the closest she had ever been to it.  From a distance it was simple and lacking in the way of complexity.  Up close, it was a dancing fractal, bending and waving in what could almost be considered sentient patterns.  

She considered ignoring the voice.  She should continue.  Ignore distraction.  Keep to her goal.  

But something inside her longed for completion.  Vindication.  Revenge for her life that had been so callously stolen, and then discarded, with little more regard than one would have for space trash.  Perhaps this ghost had one more soul to haunt... one more wrong to right... and one more score to settle.

Her eyes rolled slightly to her left, her head only tilting back far enough to see the being behind her.  He was no one she recognized.

#Stop, please! If you step from the ship you will die...#  The Taelon's words replayed in her mind.*

You're a Taelon.  *She spat, her voice laced with venom.*  What the fuck do you care if I live or die?

Sc: *His eyes widen and his hands flutter uncertainly at her vicious tone. He could see some of her face now – very pretty – beautiful in fact, but her eyes were hard like stones, and hatred emanated from her like a palpable aura.* I care...because all life is sacred to me. 

Za:  I doubt that.

Sc: *He takes a step closer,* Do not do this – there must be another option then stepping through a window! *His voice is almost a whisper, as though they stood in a hallowed place, but the power of it cuts through the air like a knife. He turns briefly and walks to the mouth of the corridor and waves open a small panel from the wall, his fingers gliding over it in one, swift motion, and soon, there is a wall where once there was an opening. Then he turns back to her, his eyes full of compassion.* We are alone now, and we may talk. I am called Sc'orr. Tell me, do you have a name?

Za:  You move again, and I will jump. I swear it.  

Sc: *He raises a hand and takes a step back,* As you wish, but please...do not jump...*He was within a few feet of the console and he knew that he could move fast, but not fast enough - she would be in space.*

Za: *She strengthened her grasp on the window, frightened for a moment that Sc'orr would readjust the virtual glass to make her escape from the Mothership impossible.  And one more day of her accursed life seemed more than she could stand.*  A name.  That's such a stupid thing, a meaningless thing.  I had a name once.  *She said slowly, her voice becoming deathly cold.*  But now I'm Zara... Zara and nothing more.

Sc: Zara...*he said softly, letting his eyes drop to the floor before they once again focused on the girl.* Tell me Zara...why do you feel that this rash course of action is necessary? *his tone is full of question, and despite the sympathy that shows on his face it is easy to see that he is deeply perplexed. The idea of ending one's own life filled him with questions as to 'why' but he had the feeling this girl would not be the one to answer such a query, but he had to try – perhaps if he could make her comfortable enough to let down her guard, at least a little and tell him what had gone wrong he could help – that was provided that she even knew what had gone wrong...*

Za:  *She winced at the sound of her own name. It wasn't often something she heard.  And, for the moment, it seemed almost a foreign thing to be called.  Like the Taelon behind her was talking about some stranger, some bizarre insane stranger, who was about to propel themselves into space.  #What are you doing?#  A voice inside her was pleading.  It was insistent, a little whisper in a head full of too many voices.  It came up sometimes, like a little nymph that wasn't Zara at all; just a stranger. A stranger who appeared to want to live. Badly.*

Sc: You have the look of one with so much to live for...

Za:  *A unintended laugh rips from her chest.*  I don't have shit to live for!

Sc: *He dares a tiny step forward, his hand rising gracefully to his chest, his face pleading with her not to go.* Please tell me what has happened in your young life to rip away all of your hope...did someone do this to you?

Za: *Sc'orr moves closer.  Her body stiffens, but she doesn't stop him, nor hurl herself out the window as she had promised to do.  Some part of her is holding her there, a statue forever frozen at the judgement gates... heaven and hell both within arms reach... but never within grasp.  The part of her that is begging, the part that still clings to the seductive sonata of life's song, is becoming more powerful.*

T'than.  *She whispered.*  It was T'than.

Sc: *There is a part of her that wants to live, a tiny silken wisp of her soul, but if he dares to grab it, it could sever in his fingertips, leaving him with nothing but his memory of her, and so he maintains a discreet distance, though he is now a step closer to her. But when he hears the whispered name...a name he knows so well, he closes his eyes and yet he tries not to see the face that appears behind his lids; a beautiful Taelon face, so deceiving in its angelic appearance.* T'than...*The name issues from his lips in a pained whisper as his eyes open and find her again.

She has turned her face slightly more in his direction and he can see her now; porcelain skin drawn almost too tightly over high cheekbones, rosebud lips that seemed to have forgotten how to smile, but it was still her riveting dark blue eyes that had completely captured his attention, for it was in her eyes that he saw the depth of her pain, and a wisdom that was too old to live in such a young face.* That it is T'than who is responsible for you wishing to prematurely end you life saddens me to no end, *he says softly,* But he is by no means representative of all if my species. 

Za:  *Suddenly she is crying, as she hears his words, choking underneath the smothering chill of hopelessness.  T'than had murdered her spirit for sport, stealing that which made her unique and vibrant.  Once a bright flame... but without the fire, there was nothing to her existence. Just air. Empty air.*

Sc: *He manages another small step closer to her,* I cannot change what you have already endured at his hands Zara, but I can see to it that it never happens again. I can take you to a healer...or if you do not wish to see a Taelon, there are human medics here. Perhaps after your health has been seen to, you would like to return to Earth and to your family. *He pauses and dares another small step.* Please, let me help you...

Za:  *Her moment passed, as her tears seemed to dry instantaneously.* I have no interest in seeing your damn "healers".  I've seen enough in my time, and I'll be damned if I see another while I'm still alive and conscious enough to experience it.  And as for family... * Her voice fades*  This has been my home for the past six years.  To them... I'm dead.  

Sc: *She had cried – it was brief, but for a moment she had let him glimpse the feeling and living individual that she was, and from that moment, Sc'orr knew that he would not allow her to die, because in her tears was life, each crystal droplet containing a piece of her which she had kept locked inside. If she could allow those little bits of herself to escape, he knew there must be more – all she needed was to be taught to embrace her emotions again, not just the hate, but the love too.*

Za: So unless your going to tell me that you can restore me to that ever so fun loving volunteer that was at nineteen, I suggest you be on your way, and forgot that you ever knew me.  I'm sure that T'than already has.  His only concern with me, is that I may reveal some of his precious secrets.  And heaven forbid I should make him look bad.  *She readjusts her grip on the sill* I've been dead for a long time now.  Just, do me the favor, and leave me that way.

Sc: *Again the tiny step closer. If he were to reach out to her he could probably just touch her, but his hands remained at his chest, gracefully gesturing in time to his persuading words.* I do not know what T'than has done to cause you such terrible distress, though I can chance to guess, but you are wrong Zara – you are not dead, your very tears are evidence of that...and so is your anger. *His eyes pleaded with her as much as his words, imploring her to believe him.* Beautiful child, I can see what you can not, and I see such life in you still, you need only learn to embrace it once again. *His eyes fall to his feet and then slowly meet hers again.*

*Zara swallowed, shamed that he had seen her tears.*  T'than... T'than stole my soul.  He stole it because it was within his power to do so.  What you see is the nothingness that's left behind; the tears of a soul that mourns its own passing.  What can you do to change that?  Can you bring back the dead?

Sc: I would like to help you learn...to rediscover yourself again – it can be done! Do you not see that, if you follow through with this course of action, that T'than wins? *He wanted to take her into his arms and hold her – let her weep until her sorrow was gone. He wanted to make her smile again, but he knew he must proceed with caution, for she was still precariously balanced on the narrow sill of a window that was now as fragile as the silken web of a spider.* Do not give him such a victory Zara... he does not deserve it. *He remains frozen where he stands, but he raises a graceful and pale hand and extends it to her.* Take my hand, child. Choose to live and you will see that you are all that you think is gone – it is not, you know. All of those attributes that make you special and unique, they are not gone...*he smiles gently at her,*...they are merely...misplaced, and if you will let me, I shall help you to find them again. 

Za:  *She hears him, with ears that are nearly deafened with his words of mercy.  Words that are so unexpected, and that she is so unaccustomed to, that she almost doesn't understand them.  The lucidity that she had captured only moments ago – that sense of direction that had given her to strength to step onto that ledge – was floating away, like a clear cloud lost on the torrents of an impending storm.  In her mind, the images were once again becoming fractured, like broken pieces of glass.  It was her customary madness, the lifting of heavy thoughts, the salvation of spirit that had become both her bane, and her guardian angel.  It was sanity that had given her the power to end herself, sanity that had given her permission to end the confusion that life created.  

She had been stabbing at the madness, hoping to kill it, and expunge it from her body.  But it was that very thing that had kept her alive.  Most people were the victims of a quiet madness, something that seemed benign, yet dangerous and worthy of extermination.  They led their lives, terrified of the darkness, and the lure of a reality unseen by the "normal" ones that they most feared.  

But for the ones like Zara, the ones that lived amidst the scorching flames of purgatory, hell was just another landscape.  It was the ones who stood far away in their cool and comfortable lives that feared hell, and its accompanying darkness.  

So it was the insanity in Zara, the madness that was listening.  The part that so many had sought to rid her of was fighting for her soul, fighting so that once again, she might live long enough to become whole.*

Sc: *A beam of starlight illuminates his hand and he opens it, his fingers stretching in her direction,* All you have to do is take my hand...

Za:  *She stared at his hand as it glowed with light.  It was the purest white she had ever seen, and it was so much more than physical. Suddenly his hand was everything she had longed for.  Redemption.  Salvation.  Life.

She lifted one sweaty hand from the window, and reached for him, too scared to move, and too unwilling to step down.  

The flow of time seemed to stop as her fingers brushed his hand, her tips barely having a moment to rest on his.  She felt, even before she cried out, her feet slipping from the lip of the window, her body being tossed forward, her other hand which was not grasping for Sc'orr trying to latch onto a ledge that was too slick and textureless to stop her fall.  Her body twisted into an awkward bend, she looked at him one last time, her eyes filled with terror, and her face set with too many emotions to be readable.

The virtual glass peeled open like a velvet curtain, its useless energy coursing through every molecule in her body.  It wasn't powerful enough to stop her body from the journey inertia began.  

And then there were stars.  Great bright lights, brighter than she had ever seen.  And pain, in her rib cage, pressing on her lungs forcing the air out of them. And then, there was one last final sensation that overtook her:  a warm hand encapsulating her own.  

And then, only darkness.

*~~*

Sc'orr held her in his arms as he waited for the medics he had called immediately after pulling Zara back, his tortured mind replaying the horrific events over and over with graphic clarity. He had implored her to take his hand, and a smile had broken over his face when she finally reached out for him - she had listened to him - she believed in him, that there was hope! Her small, pale hand seemed to float to him, its frail wrist surrounded by flowing white lace. She looked ethereal, angelic, her body surrounded by starlight, as though she was a star herself and he was plucking her from the heavens, but then, in one heartbreaking instant, the star became unreachable, the starlight that was her delicate fingers brushed his and he felt their warmth before they were ripped away.

She had slipped and in her fight to catch herself she fell back into the cold embrace of outer space. Sc'orr was there in an instant, his warrior-like reflexes still honed and sharp, and he had grabbed a frail hand and pulled her back through the window, but he had not been fast enough, for she was frozen, her face set in a rictus of agonized pain. He had crooned to her and petted her hair, only to draw back in horror as coils of it broke off like icicles in his fingers.

Later in the medical wing he had waited, standing just outside the room in which the medics worked tirelessly over her, using Taelon medical technology to infuse her body with new blood and other fluids, but the damage from space would take a long time to completely eradicate, and so, to allow her to heal she was placed in a stasis tank.

Sc'orr stood in the darkened room that was lit an eerie blue from the light of the tank itself, just watching her. She floated, like some exotic sea creature of mythic lore, her golden curls swirling around her body and periodically hiding her face from his view. He had not known this girl, but once she had been a living and vibrant young woman that T'than had seen fit to destroy for reasons only the War Minister could understand. Sc'orr felt more torn now than ever in his silence regarding T'than; was he truly doing what was best for Cadence Blue, or was the knowledge that he willingly withheld doing her more harm than good? Would she end up like the girl who floated before him now, bereft of soul and spirit?

Yet, he had always been an exceptional judge of character, and he was certain that T'than cared for Cadence...deeply, though he was loathe to show it to anyone, but Sc'orr felt certainty about it nonetheless. Was it possible that T'than had changed to embrace the very thing he had railed against in the past?

He knew it was very possible, but the question of justice flickered in the back of his thoughts; how to allow him to live in peace with his mate who needed him, and yet punish him for his past misdeeds? 

But maybe Zara did not have to remain his victim...

A smile tinted his lips for a moment as his eyes once more found her sleeping face, her voice speaking in his mind.*  # So unless your going to tell me that you can restore me to that ever so fun loving volunteer that was at nineteen, I suggest you be on your way...#

Perhaps we can Zara, *he whispered to her as though she could hear.* What was done to you was done by one of my kind, and perhaps my kind can repay this debt by giving you exactly what you wished for...*he smiles softly in the blue light*...and then you will not be his victim any longer, and to you it will have never been.

*He brought his fingers to his lips and kissed them, placing them on the cold glass, just as he had done to the earth where he had buried Taemar's treasure box, and then he turned away and silently left the room, leaving the girl to sleep. He hoped that when she awoke it would be to a new and untainted life...*

To Be Continued…





