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Book Eight

Part One

Chandra’s Ordeal

GT: *T’than sat majestically in his chair. For one hour after he left Cadence’s quarters, he had sought for the owner of the key he held. He had located her but the signal he received had then disappeared without explanation. The device could have been destroyed, but the only way was if she had died (meaning the energy source to the device had been extinguished), or someone knew exactly what to look for and had removed it. But her location in the moment of her disappearance had been strange to say the least, for it had happened in the corridors, so it excluded the latter.

As he played with the key in his hand, he held two major concerns in his mind: Zara... and Chandra. And he could not decide which to act upon first. But surely, he could fix them both simultaneously. They might connect one strike to him, but two, happening at the same time, would be highly unlikely. He called for two of his goons: Julian and the guy who was a loose end in himself, Jonathan. The first was told to look for the girl, Zara, and Jonathan remained behind, his demeanour one of nervousness. The General smirked; that was a very physically strong man. Compared to him T’than seemed so fragile, almost defenceless, yet he commanded, and the other obeyed with obvious fear. Perhaps the black human recognised the atmosphere of hatred that had involved the room when Julian had left. If that were so, than he was more perceptive than his dullness would make him appear. T’than waves on a datastream and the picture of Chandra floats between them.* Your assignment is simple: I want you to find the aspirant to protector Chandra Sheridan, and tell her – conveniently and using whatever arguments your drone mind can devise – to maintain her distance from Cadence Blue. *His eyes gleam and are nearly reduced to slits when he speaks that one name.* In fact, I will need you to bring me proof that she has been convinced... but in no way should you speak in my name, understood? * To him that human was indeed just an inferior being. He found it a contradiction, as well as an offence, that Cadence belonged to the same species. The man’s eyes seemed to gleam with the same hint of wickedness, almost animalistic pleasure for the nature of his mission. That was perhaps the difference between T’than and that man: although he had once more dressed in the suit of the warlord he had worn throughout his life, he found no pleasure in causing pain anymore, but he did relish on giving the girl as good lesson. He had promised Cadence not to injure Chandra... and he wouldn’t. That did not mean he couldn’t have others give her a fair warning for him...* 

I am not wrong in assuming she will attempt to see Volunteer Blue again, so all you need do is wait for her in the vicinity of her quarters. There will be a vacant room three doors from Miss Blue’s. Use it... *he couldn’t despise the man standing before him more than he did when he identified the gloating shine in his eyes. Without a further word, he dismissed him with a grimace. His eyes shot daggers at the man when he turned and left the room.

The promise he had made hunted his mind, and soon, so did the image of what that man had done to Cadence. He had seen in his animal eyes that what he saw in this mission, was the chance to repeat the achievement with another girl. And better: he had thought T’than endorsed it. That could be to T’than’s advantage. Jonathan had not been gone for 1 minute when he called yet another volunteer: Gabriel. It was perfect to draw a line between Gabriel and himself, and throw confusion in the mind of those who were suspicious of him: who in his right mind would order and attack and protect a person at the same time?

T’than ordered the human to follow Jonathan and protect Chandra Sheridan from his vicious attack. With that move, T’than was killing a whole band of birds... destroying Jonathan for what he had done to Cadence; frightening Chandra, hopefully enough to make her realise he meant business, and once and for all, disconnecting Gabriel from himself.*

~*~

*Hours had passed since Chandra had confronted T'than while trying to persuade Cadence to run from him. A second time she had tried to help her best friend...and a second time she had failed. She could still see Cadence's face just before the door had closed, whispered words of apology on her lips, her eyes pleading for understanding...or perhaps forgiveness.

Chandra had been numb, as she stood before the closed door before turning away and walking back to her room. She was beyond anger, beyond tears, beyond understanding. Cadence's betrayal simply left her feeling...empty. How could she sacrifice their friendship so easily? They were more than friends...they were like sisters! But Cadence evidently did not see it that way any longer.

It was early morning, and Chandra did not have duty for several hours and, knowing that sleep was an impossibility, she slipped into a pair of comfortable jeans and a button down blouse of sheer pink silk. She pulled her hair free of its ponytail and let it fall down her back. Her sneakered feet made no sound as she left her room to roam the mostly empty hallways of the ship, going nowhere, just walking...and thinking.

Cadence was so different! It could not be natural – surely the War Minister had brainwashed her, or at the very least was forcing her into these choices. She had taken the liberty of looking into Cadence's assigned schedule – her medical leave of a week had expired yesterday, and she was a no-show for her shift. If that happened again today, which Chandra was sure it would, suspicions would be raised. Cadence would be looked for and if necessary forcibly brought before her commanding officer for questioning and reprimand.* If they can find her... good luck!  *she said to herself derisively. Cadence had been an exemplary officer... until now... until T'than had come to mess up her life!

Her fist pounded a wall to emphasize her thought. She was not done with her interferences... she would not rest until Cadence was safe and away from that Taelon! She walked to the dead end of an empty corridor and stared out the window into space, her jaw set in determination.* There is something wrong with you, Cadence Blue, and I am going to see to it that you get help even if you fight me...and if it is the last thing I do! *Her whispering voice bounced off the walls back at her, making her jump in the lonely silence.*

Jon: *as ordered, the man walked towards the corridors near the private quarters of most staff that worked on the ship. Cadence’s was set strangely farther than the remaining, as if one would have to go around a labyrinth to reach it, when looking at the map, and from T’than quarters, it was really just a few minutes away in a straight line. He enquired here and there, to a few guys he knew if they had seen the girl named Chandra. Many would answer negatively; they would have remembered such a beauty. The question why came up a couple of times, but Jonathan just smiled and smugly replied they had a “date”, and that he had missed her for a matter of minutes at her quarters. Finally, someone pointed him in the right direction, and T’than had been right: it was in the direction of Volunteer Blue’s quarters.

As soon as he found his path clear and the corridors nearly empty, he checked the global for her picture once more, and a derisive smile showed in his lips. His features were set cruelly as he told himself that his boss had not seemed so pissed after all.* Man, that Taelon is just rather creepy... but I admit, working for him does have its advantages... 

*He was smiling to himself, his mind already wondering the way to convey T’than’s message, when he spotted something moving in a distance; human, a girl, and she had halted by a window. He checked the picture again, and looked at the girl, then checked again, and his smirk broadened. He had found his target. 

Silently, he made his way towards the girl, the echo of her soft voice reaching him as she spoke to herself. If she tasted so sweet as she looked and sounded, he was in for a fantastic day...* It might very well be the last thing you do... but I do not think you will even try it again. *he is standing behind her, and when she turns swiftly, his full set of white teeth are smiling viciously at her. She is not given time to react, as he puts his hand over her mouth and pushes her roughly against the virtual glass.* Hush now... I just want to talk... *he speaks rather smoothly for a man of his size, but it’s impossible to miss the wickedness in his tone.* What do you say if we go to somewhere more private? 

Ch: *The voice came from behind her, but barely had her body given a startled jump when a large, dark hand was over her mouth and she was violently shoved against the window. She finally got a look at her aggressor; he was tall, at least a foot taller than her 5'4 frame. He was black, his skin looking like shining black onyx, and he was handsome enough not to have to approach women in this way. His well-muscled body rippled beneath the volunteer jumpsuit and she knew at once that there would not be much hope for her in a physical struggle against him. He removed his hand almost tentatively, seeing if she would try to scream. When he was convinced she would stay quiet he took it away completely, though he still blocked her path completely so she could not escape him.*

Jon: No screaming ok? *he whispers almost comfortingly, before he removes his hand.* There, that’s much better. So, what do ya say? *his eyes moved gloatingly over the lithe, petite but well proportioned body.*

Ch: *Chandra's mind was working quickly; the corridor was completely deserted and she knew the only one to help her would be herself. Composing her features from fear into playful surprise, she put a hand on her hip.* Volunteer, is that your normal way of getting to know a girl, by trying to scare them to death? *little laugh* I swear, I think you just took a year off of my life! 

Jon: *he just keeps his smug, evil little smile at her, his demeanour too calm not to give away his readiness to react at any attempt of escape.* Yeah, well, it was quite an entrance, and I got your attention, didn’t I? Some guys like damsels in distress. *he just didn’t specify rescuing them, or playing the part of the evil dragon.*

Ch: By the way, my name is Chandra, and you are? I would call you 'Handsome,' though I am sure that is not your name. 

Jon: It will do for now... I’ll tell you what to call me later. *his smirk expands in that moment, fake amusement tainting his nervousness. But he could not deny he was enjoying the little “tiger” and mouse game. And it was with predatory eyes that he followed her moves, smart but obvious.*

Ch: *While she talks and laughs she edges her way out from the wall to stand beside him. She could run now if she wanted to, but just to get him completely relaxed she acts as though she has no interest in leaving. Inside, her stomach is in a cold knot of fear; she wants to get away most desperately!*

Come on, let's walk, *she says cheerfully and begins walking, but he grabs her hand and at once her desire to get away takes over and she turns and kicks him, aiming for his crotch, but she misses and hits him in the upper thigh, which shocks him, but not enough.*

Jon: You little bitch! *a pair of strong hands grab at the girl and he pulls her to him, locking her tightly in strong arms.*

Ch: *He grabs her and she screams, the sharp sound cut off quickly with his hand again over her mouth. She struggles and pushes at him with flailing fists until, suddenly, there is pain and everything goes black...*

Jon: *he tries to silence her, and his strong arm around her stomach is causing so much pressure in her chest that she doesn’t debate for long. The oxygen is rapidly consumed because of the adrenaline, and a punch to her stomach at the right moment makes her body go limp in his arms.* I actually don’t mind when they kick and scream. You’ll be doing a lot of that before I am done with you... *he hauls her body over his shoulder, and checking for observers, he swiftly makes his way to the room T’than had indicated...

The door opens as he waves his hand over it, and he locks it behind his back as he enters. It’s a room like any other volunteer’s chamber, but the light was so dim one only saw inside it when the eyes grew accustomed to darkness. But it was enough not to trip on any of the furniture. In any case, there was only a bed and the usual table, a few chairs. The bed wasn’t even made, as it was clear those chambers had been deserted for some time. Roughly, he laid her down on the bed, then proceeded to find something to at least tie her hands, lest the little mouse turns to cat and starts scratching and clawing. He found a light switch for a lamp just above the bed, and it was enough to illuminate the whole chamber. There was really not much left, but checking a few drawers in the closet, he found an old cotton shirt. Ripping it easily in narrow long straps would suffice. Soon, her hands were tied over her head to the bed’s head, and her feet tied together. The room was soundproof so she would not need a muzzle, no matter how hard she cried.  

So, he would now awaken her, wait for her to wake up on her own... or take advantage of her being asleep and turn the time of wait into something useful. With a laugh, he decided for the latter. Tied as she was, the jeans were a problem, but not the blouse, that held itself closed by a few buttons.* Well, I guess the sexless freak won’t mind if I take a peek... *he sits by the bed as touches at her face as his other hand moves over her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly. He leans over and kisses her, as his huge hand finds its way to the girl’s breast, pulling it out of the bra and kneading it. He hears a moan, and feels her body tensing, making him realise she was returning to consciousness. 

Ch: *Blackness turns into the bleakness of gray as Chandra floats up from unconsciousness to the feel of lips kissing her and hands moving over her body.* Zekhoor...*The utterance of the name brings pain, which crawls over her stomach and diaphragm and stays there to burn even when she takes the slightest breath. The discomfort pulls her back into reality and she opens her eyes...*

Jon: He pulls away, the light showering down on her face and body, and he delights in the view of his hand playing with a soft pink nipple.* Hello there. I hope you don’t mind, but since you agreed, I brought you to a more comfortable and private place. *he smiles down at her, waiting for her panicking expression once she discovered just what had happened* I guess we can always talk later... *he leans forward to look down at her.* You are really very sweet, did ya know that? I thought we could have some fun... and I bet you are every bit as sweet as your friend Cadence...

Ch: *At first she had wondered why she could not move – she had been shocked to find him caressing her bare breast and she had tried to pull away, realizing with a little cry that she was tightly tied, both hands and feet! She was about to tell him to get his hands off of her when he mentioned her friend's name.* Cadence? What do you know of Cadence? *Her question was angry, not curious.*

Jon: She has this adorable little body... *he traces a finger over her cleavage.* just like you. And she is just one fine piece of ass, if I may add... *his eyes are gleaming almost wickedly.* She and I, we had some fun... *his demeanour is enough to specify as to what he meant...*

Ch: *Her eyes move to his hand caressing her; he had pulled her breast free of the cup that held it, and that was putting strain on the little hook which was holding her bra closed, making it press against her skin uncomfortably. Her other breast was still covered by the delicate white lace.* If you stop what you are doing, Volunteer, you MIGHT yet be able to salvage what is left of your career... *she says in a low and angry voice.*

Jon: Sure... *he looks up from the hand that is exploring her chest to her face.* You two don’t have the same pout, but boy, are you even cuter when you’re angry!

Ch: *She knew she was the helpless one in the situation, but she had to hope that she could intimidate him by threatening his position as an officer, and with this in mind her voice became stronger.* I am a Protector Volunteer! That makes me your commanding officer and I want you to let me go this MINUTE!

Jon: *he laughs and looks down at her, keeping a sardonic smirk.* Sure thing... And think I’ll start releasing you here... *he puts a finger under the lace of the bra and gives it a pull.* There... you had your orders obeyed, Miss protector. Now, I say you pay for my sympathy in gestures... I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time...

Ch: *He is leaning down again, his hands like hot and sweaty spiders over her exposed flesh and he is kissing her, but when he goes to kiss over her neck and ears, she lunges and bites into the meat of his cheek and at once her mouth is filled with the taste of copper. He growls and immediately pulls back and her frightened eyes begin to sparkle with tears when she sees the expression on the brute's face as he glares at her in fury and pain.*

Jon: *he moves to sit astride her, and a quick hand backslaps her across the face.* Be still bitch! If you knew what’s best for you, you’d do like your little friend and stay put! *he holds her down.* Who knows, you might enjoy it... 

Ch: *A small cry of shock and pain escapes her when he hits her brutally across the face. For awhile, her head remained to the side buried in her upraised arm, her features hidden by her long hair as her chest heaved with her silent sobs. Eventually though, she reluctantly looks back when she feels his lips moving over her exposed flesh but her eyes close, squeezing out more tears as she tries to deny what is happening to her...and what is probably going to happen...*

Jon: *he leans down, carefully not to be in the reach of her mouth, and starts kissing her over the neck and moving further down, towards the silken breasts that are now free from the bra. He is nearly growling as he lays his body against hers, the hardness in his jumpsuit pressed against her. He hears her gasp and laughs.* Ooh yeah, it’s pure black meat for you darling... Ah, but before we continue... *his hands are already playing with the button and zipper in her jeans* I have a message for you... it’s more like a threat really... You better stay away from Cadence Blue, lest you want something like this to happen to her... again. *he smiles evilly down at her as he moves to sit lower and lower in her legs and starts pulling the jeans off.*

Ch: Oh my god...*she says, her voice shaking with revulsion and her tears,* ...Oh my god, you...raped her...didn't you? *She watches as her jeans slide down over her thighs, his eyes taking in white panties in lace that matched her bra.* You...horrible man! You animal! 

Jon: *he grins wickedly at her* I’ve been called that many times... on many, different *a finger grazes over her silken panties* occasions...

Ch: *Her voice becomes loud now as she yells and cries at him,* HOW COULD YOU! How could you do such a despicable thing to her! *She thought back to the conversation she had had with Cadence in her room before the girl had left to Kiron – she had been so very upset and wouldn't say why, and now Chandra understood. She had suffered the humiliation in silence, unable to even utter such words to Chandra, and Chandra now began to wonder if T'than had truly been responsible for all of her friend's changed behavior.*

Jon: Well, I undressed her *he pulls more of the jeans down.* and then went all the way in... *he moves out of the bed to easily pull the jeans down.* but I will be happy to demonstrate how it’s done. *he almost laughs, and leaves her to wonder as he looks at the restrains at her feet.*

Ch: *Was it possible Cadence was dealing with the aftermath of a rape? How horrible! And she believed that this man HAD indeed raped her – he had described her too well to be lying. If Cadence had suffered such an indignity, then no wonder she was different, and maybe T'than had taken advantage of her weakness to manipulate her further! She began to wonder now if T'than was truly at the root of Cadence's problems, or if it was the rape....

She was not given further time to dwell on it however – her jeans were at her ankles and she knew he would have to untie her feet to get them off and to... take her. But her legs were powerful weapons, and though the young protector was nearly frightened into shock, she wondered if she could use them to injure him enough to leave, or if such actions would only make her upcoming fate even worse...*

Jon: Now, Chandra, you will remember what happens when you kick, and that your sweet friend is still alive cause she didn’t. *She cannot move her legs very well as long as the jeans are pulled so far down, so he can release her easily. The problem would be to tie her up again. But would he really have to? With her legs still restrained, he started unzipping his jumpsuit. He undressed it from the waist up and looked down at her gloatingly. She was indeed a pretty sight, with that long golden hair and childish face... Then, back to business, he started undoing the ties and proceeded to pull her jeans off...

Ch: *He was so huge and muscular, his chest extremely well-defined, his arms rippling with muscles; a bodybuilder to be sure, likely spending hours in the gym each day. With every little motion he made as he undressed and more of that strong body was revealed before her eyes, Chandra felt more and more defeated, and finally her fear and impending shame got the better of her and she began to cry. She cried for the humiliation that Cadence had suffered as though it were her own, and she knew it would be her own in a matter of moments. She would have this bit of bitter misery to share with Cadence from this day forward.

He untied her feet finally and pulled her jeans off, tossing them away, just as he was about to do with her dignity. She kicked at him even so, a last attempt to save herself.* Stop! Please!

Jon: *He couldn’t help but laugh at her attempts to kick him. She did manage to, but he quickly grabbed her ankles, so tightly he made her wince, and then hurried to place himself between her thighs.* Now now, that wasn’t nice. If you are rough to me, I’ll have to be rough to you too. *he steals a kiss, invading her mouth with a wild and long tongue as his body automatically begins to press against her. Soon he is kissing all over her neck, and suckling surprisingly softly at her breasts, while his hands hold her legs despite her squirming. He is moving a hand underneath him and Chandra, to pull out his erection, when he returns to ravish her mouth again.* Now, my pretty thing, you’ll know what it takes to mess with me...

Ch: *She is weeping openly and struggles to pull away from what is prodding her between her legs, the lace of her panties a useless barrier.* Please don't do this to me! Please!

Gabriel: And what exactly is that Matthews? *neither of them had noticed the second presence in the room. He had probably been there the whole time. The black guy turns from Chandra and looks at the other guy standing just across the room.* 

Jon: Gabriel! So whazzup? *he looks down at the girl suggestively.* Came to join the party? I bet she is enough for two... *he looks down at the girl and smirks at her expression, then back at Gabriel.* Even at the same time. I bet she’d get the message this time.

Ch: *She closes her eyes and her body shudders, her crying now reduced to helpless hiccuping gasps as she grimaces with pain that now there will be two to abuse her.* Please no....*She turns her face away, back into her arm and just cries as she finally allows her body to relax for the inevitable.*

G: *he remains perfectly still and smirks back at the other guy.* Yes, in a way, I came to join the party. *he looks with the same gloating eyes at Chandra. The other guys were right: both she and Cadence were two fine “ladies”... but his orders were others.* But you see, I am afraid I cannot do that. I think Miss Sheridan has gotten her message... you were the one who didn’t. *he draws his gun and points it at the black man.* Now, I’m really sorry I have to interrupt you, but I don’t think the lady there is consensual with what you are doing... nor is... *smirk, and yet his features are set in a grimace.* the creepy fella. *so, he had been following Jonathan Mathews all along...*

Ch: *Her head turns slightly and she peeks at the second man from the corner of her eye. She had not noticed before as he had stood into the shadows, and as he stepped into the dim light she had the feeling of familiarity from him and...was he going to help her? He was pointing a gun at the other man...the man called Matthews...*

Jon: Hey Gabe, C’mon! Put that gun down! I was just having a little fun... *he rises from the bed and starts walking towards Gabriel.*

Ch: # Gabe? I DO know him – he is Gabriel from T'than's office! #

G: Yes, well, I do have a message for you: some kinds of fun are paid with your life... 

Jon: *he jumps to try to grab the pistol, but he is immediately shot across the chest and is thrown a few feet away, falling on the floor, unanimated... dead.* You should have kept your suit on... 

Ch: *She screamed when the bolt of blue energy hit her attacker in the chest and sent him flying across the room where he landed with a great thud, and she knew by his open and glassy eyes that he was dead. She screamed again and pulled her legs up and tried to sit up, but her restrained arms made it awkward and practically impossible.*

G: *he finally turns to the girl, and walks towards the bed.* That’s ok darling, I’m not going to hurt you. *his voice is anything but tender.* But I do hope you got his message, because it is very important. *he steps more into the light. She looks at him as though she recognises him, but he is sure they have never met. He unties her hands and arms , and then picks up her jeans from the floor and tosses them into the bed.* I suggest you get dressed, ok? *he turns his back on the bed and opens his global to call for the head of security.*

Ch: *She takes her jeans and recoils from him immediately, her look that of fear instead of relief. He says he hoped she got his message...but did he mean from the one called Matthews...or another...another who did not want her near Cadence?...

It was no longer a question in her mind, but a frightening fact; T'than could hurt her, or leave her be, # if I leave Cadence be #  *She looks down, her voice resigned, quiet,* Yes...I got his message...

G: *he shuts the global after talking with security and reported what had happened and turns to her.* That is very good. But I do have something to add to what Matthews there told you. You should be very careful about what you say from now on. It would truly be a tragedy if something like this were to happen again and I would not be here to help you... *he is standing by the bed and is touching at her cheek as he finishes his speech.* A shame indeed. Now you better get dressed. Security will be here in no time, and I do not believe it will look so good on your “protector’s” record to be found so... *wicked smirk* #delightfully# exposed.


Ch: *She slips into her jeans and clasps her bra over her breasts, but some of the buttons on her blouse are damaged and so, she holds its two panels together with a hand as she curls up against the headboard of the bed in silence, tears still flowing down her cheeks with her defeat as she waits for security to come.*

G: *he casts her a look when she is dressing and cringes by the bed’s edge, and then goes over to Matthews body. He ran a small device over his body to detect any abnormal energy reading. He could not be connected to their boss from that. He cast another look at Chandra. She seemed as terrified as before, and that was good. If that fear lived on, it might prevent her from doing something stupid, like disobeying. 

Ch: *She is still crying silently, her face in her knees, her arms wrapped around them, but her tears were as much from Gabriel's renewed threats as they were from the horrible experience itself. Cadence had told her that Gabriel had been mind-wiped and was different; Chandra had never cared for him in the first place, he was a little too smug, and if anything had been done to him at all, it had only served to make him even nastier than he was before. But now he was being the model officer as security burst forth into the room*

G: He could already hear footsteps outside the room, heavy and numerous. Before long, a group of 5 volunteers is bursting into the room. Gabriel rises from where he had been kneeling, and calmly walks to the leader of the small squad. He greets his superior.* Sir!

The man hurries to ask the usual questions about what had happened in the room, as two others go over to where the body is lying, while the other two walk over to the bed; one to look at the pieces of clothes, wrapped to serve as ropes, and another, a rather young girl goes over to where Chandra is sitting.*

Vol: You ok? *she extends Chandra a hand and helps her rise, and then makes her walk towards their boss, who is talking to Gabriel*

Ch: *A soft and sympathetic voice floats into her ears and Chandra lifts her face from her arms and is confronted by the face of a volunteer; the girl is no more than her age and perhaps even a year or two younger, very pretty with brown wavy hair in a ponytail, and soulful brown eyes. Chandra takes her hand but does not respond to the girl's question. She keeps one hand grasping the two pieces of her blouse together as she is led across the room to stand before the security officer.*

G: Well, sir, I was walking on the corridors when I heard that volunteer talking with the girl, at first they seemed old acquaintances, and I was on my way when I saw her try to flee and he immobilised her. I followed them, but I nearly lost them cause I was forced to answer a call in my global. It took me a while to find where they were heading. I heard screams, and I entered this room... I swear sir, the man was acting demented, and he was about to rape the poor girl... *he looks sideways at Chandra, a warning gleam in his eyes.* I guess his implant must have malfunctioned and made him go crazy. Fortunately, I got here in time... *his eyes clearly speak of the same warning: I could have stayed put and he nearly smiles when she looks down.*

Ch: *Gabriel's eyes flick to her, slick, smug, the look full of warning, but it is brief and soon he continues with his charade.* #You son of a bitch...#

The lieutenant looks from Gabriel to Chandra... and when he does, his face cannot hide his surprise.* Why, but it is Miss Sheridan. *the man had recognised her from the papers he had to go through when she had been promoted, barely two weeks ago* I should call protector Zekhoor, he was the responsible for her training and should be notified. In the mean time... *he turns to the girl volunteer, and to Gabriel.* She has to be seen by a doctor, so it is best if you escort her to the infirmary as we finish up here.* Then he pulls out his global and sends a message to Zekhoor’s number that he should meet with his apprentice in the infirmary, and a short reason why. Upon that, he turned to the girl holding Chandra in silence, and nods for her to walk the girl to the medbay. Gabriel was leaving along, as ordered, when the lieutenant still called him.* I will need a more detailed report later Volunteer. 

Ch: *Her cheeks had colored at the mention of Zekhoor's name; she felt such shame over this situation and really did not want him to see her like this. Her eyes again flicked down to her torn blouse and she swallowed, but there was not much she could do about it. Her eyes remain on the floor as she is lead gently by the arm down the hallways, which had been cleared thankfully, to the infirmary, conscious all the while of a certain smug volunteer who followed behind them, watching and listening.*

G: *Gabriel merely nodded and followed the two girls towards the medbay.*  

Book Eight

Part Two

Interrogations

Zek: *As he is going over reports he had gathered for Zo'or in regard to the Cadence Blue incident and the possible involvement Sc'orr may have had and perhaps even T'than his datastream flashes on... A senior security officer nods to him and relates a brief report of an incident of attempted rape upon an apprentice protector named Chandra Sheridan, and since he was her immediate superior it was assumed that he should be the one to attend to the situation… Though everything twists inside of him he calmly nods and tells him he is on his way and waves off the screen. He is devastated, his Chani, he is overwhelmed with sorrow for her, all she must have endured, how frightened she must have been, she is so shy, so sweet and pure, she was a virgin when she gave herself to him...as he hurries down the corridors to the med-bay he ponders over everything he has just learned and a feeling of intense anger fills him, an emotion he rarely if ever has experienced. 

Ch: *Once in the medbay she was taken to a private room and Gabriel was asked to wait outside, although the young girl volunteer, whose name turned out to be Tina, remained with her. Because she had not been raped, she was spared a complete examination but it was still enough to make her cringe as the doctor went over her chest and asked questions which only made Chandra feel as though she was being made to live the experience all over again. Aside from a bruised diaphragm, she was fine. Her cheek was slightly red from the brutal slap, but it was hardly noticeable. 

Afterward she was given a medical gown that she slipped over her head quickly. Once she was completely covered the doctor left to make her reports and the door to the little room was opened. Gabriel was still standing outside, almost as if he had been a sentinel but now he turned and stepped inside, his face all sympathy but his eyes still flashing little warning glances at her sometimes whenever Tina was looking elsewhere.*

G: *Soon he would be reporting something to T’than, but he had to make sure he would be giving the creepy Taelon good news, because he could see where failure might lead him one day. Truth was Matthews implant _had_ malfunctioned, actually, it had happened on purpose and some time ago, but it was impossible to tell. Every evidence corroborated Gabriel’s version, and for the moment, he stood behind, to make sure Chandra decided to keep to the facts at hand, and not deviate and reach the conclusion that it had been a ruse.

When finally the exam was over, he was allowed into the room. The girl was already dressed and he couldn’t help casting her a “what a shame” kind of look. Obviously, she was a much better sight undressed... He smiled smugly at her, and then walked over to the other volunteer to trivially ask what had transpired during the exam. But Chandra seemed to be becoming more nervous because of his presence, and he himself told Tina she seemed to be breaking down again, allowing for the girl to go back to comforting Chandra. Behind the volunteer’s back, Gabriel winked at Chandra, and with a teasing grin, he went over to the doctor, who did a quick check to see if any bruises had come from the brief combat. Gabriel added that he was fine, because fortunately, the crazed volunteer had not been able to hit him. Then, he took stance by the door and observed.*

Ch: *Was he going to stay here the whole time? Chandra looked away from him and wiped fugitive tears from her eyes, garnering gentle petting from young Tina, who assumed the totality of her misery to be related to her near rape, talking to her sweetly, so unaware of the frightening dynamic that was going on around her, and the feelings of dark foreboding that emanated from the attractive, young male volunteer who stood observing...*

Zek: *As he enters the med-bay he asks where she is and goes directly to her private room. He opens the door and his heart sinks as he sees her tears and the look of despair and also fright on her face. 

Ch: *She looks up when the door opens and Zekhoor enters. He looks so very concerned for her, his eyes shining with sadness and she is unable to hold his gaze, looking away so he will not see her shame. Until him, no man had ever touched her body, or even seen it, and she nearly felt as though she had betrayed him somehow - that she should have fought harder.*

Zek: *Walking up to her bedside he gathers her in his arms and gently soothes her. *It will be all right Chani, he did not succeed in his attempt. I am here now, just hold on to me, and I swear no one will ever hurt you again…

*he looks at the Volunteers standing in her room and his eyes center on Gabriel*... Where is the senior officer? 

G: *Gabriel salutes the protector and steps forward.* Sir, he remained in the crime scene to study it more thoroughly. *their eyes meet for that moment, but Gabriel remains perfectly calm.*

Zek: No one is to leave this facility until I personally release them, is that clear, I am taking statements from everyone who has had any connection whatsoever in regards to this incident.*

Ch: *He sounds so strong as he speaks firmly with the horrible Gabriel and she feels safe as she presses herself into his arms more closely, closing her eyes and just listening to the sound of his heart beating in his chest.*

G: *That would delay his report to T’than, who should already be waiting, but it suited his purpose of knowing exactly what transpired through that attack, and it was to their benefit that Chandra’s version fit his. He remains still as he watches the all too familiar behaviour between Chandra and her superior, something more than just friendship... he wondered if T’than knew, or if he reported that fact as well, it would not score in his behalf.*

Zek: *He hugs her again and smiles at her stroking her head.* Chani, everything will be all right, I will see that you are protected and security will be increased in all areas in and around Volunteer living quarters and recreation centers. Attacks on female personnel will end here and now and this matter will be brought to the attention of the Taelon Synod...

G: *So T’than would be briefed on the attack he himself had planned... not the attempted rape, of course, though the Taelon had known just what Matthews had intended to do. Somehow, the Taelon was now able to read their intentions... That was disturbing, because now he seemed to anticipate their moves, though something told Gabriel there was an ulterior reason why T’than wanted Matthews death. But it was no matter... the girl was crying on Zekhoor’s shoulders, and all seemed to be going on according to plan, and making T’than happy was halfway to living longer.*

Ch: *Her arms finally snake around him to hold him tightly. She lifts her head to look into his eyes. She looks over his shoulder and sees that Gabriel still stands by the door, his eyes focused completely on her and she looks away quickly and again lies against his chest. She cries as she speaks.* I saw him die...I have never seen anyone die before...it was horrible! HE was horrible! I can still feel his hands on me and... I feel so ashamed!

Zek: *His lips brush over her forehead and he whispers into her ear* Oh Chani, I love you and there is nothing for you to be ashamed of, you must not think like that, it was not your fault. *Then he glances over at Gabriel for a second and then back to her*. You were the victim of a deranged man, and just because he is dead does not mean that I will not learn everything about him since his arrival on this vessel. *With his jaw set firmly his face is a study of determination*
 

Ch: *She buries her face in the crook of his arm, her shoulders shaking with small sobs.* I feel so dirty now, like even a hundred showers won't wash him away!...and I feel like I have betrayed you with another. *She looks up at him with a tortured expression.* I should have fought harder...I am so sorry! *Her face goes into her hands and she cries inconsolably, all of the stress of the experience finally breaking over her in a great wave. 

G: *the girl that had been by Chandra’s side has, in the mean time, moved towards Gabriel. She seems to be acting kind of flirtatiously around him, and the man does not repress a smile at her. But he kept his hawk eyes on Chandra, observing her every move, wanting to make it clear that T’than was faster at acting, than he sometimes was at warning. The two humans were whispering random stuff at each other when the Veluran turned to them with the orders they had been expecting.*

Zek: *He looks at Gabriel and the female Volunteer*...You may wait outside the door, I wish to speak privately with Miss Sheridan and remember that no one is to leave nor are they to use any means of communication until l have questioned everyone present. *he walks to the door and gives instructions to four Veluran guards then returns and waves her door closed*

G: *Gabriel merely assents with a nod, and with Tina, they both walk towards the door and exit the room, but not without the man casting a last glance over his shoulder just as Zekhoor talks to the other Veluran. He had heard weird stuff about those aliens, so he kept the glance brief and meaningful enough, and soon the door was closed and he was left outside with Tina and four hard-looking aliens. He did spot a bench by the wall, so he escorted Tina there, who was all excited about the talk of him having saved the girl from being raped, and that he would probably be promoted for his actions cause Miss Sheridan seemed to mean a lot to Zo’or’s protector. Gabriel merely assumed his smug attitude and flirtatious demeanour as he chatted with the girl.*

~*~

Zek: ...Chani, cry it out, it is what you need to do, but do not feel shamed by what he tried to do to you. You must know that to me you are pure, you gave your love to me and only me. You are not soiled by what he did, you had no chance to fight him off, but you will soon have that ability; you are scheduled to be promoted to full companion protector and I will petition Zo’or that you be assigned to Sc'orr. *He takes her into his arms and kisses her over and over, rocking her and cuddling her against his chest.* Chani, I am having you moved into my quarters, an additional room will be added for you, you will not be alone anymore. I am going to take care of you... I love you; you are precious to me. *He smiles at her and runs his fingers through her hair* Now how about a smile for me, remember there is nothing we cannot overcome as long as we are together and believe in each other...*He cups her chin in his palm*...and I believe in you..
 
Ch: *When at last she is a little calmer she speaks again, her voice so whispered she has to talk into his ear so no one else will hear her words.* Zekhoor... he told me something terrible! He told me that he raped Cadence... all the way raped her! Now I think I understand why she was so upset, for I don't know what I would have done if he had...*She pulls back and looks down.* I would want to die if that happened to me...just die!

Zek: No, Chani, do not ever say that, you are not accountable for the heinous actions of another, and as horrible an ordeal it may be remember that when there is one who loves you there is nothing you cannot overcome, and I love you, I will always stand by you no matter what may happen. *he kisses her cheek* ...you will never get rid of me. 

Ch: *He is kissing her and holding her, and she begins to relax, using the sound of his soothing voice to focus and try to calm herself. He is her anchor and her arms go around him tightly. The idea of being moved to his private quarters goes a long way towards making her feel safe, and more. From now on she will wake up each day held in his strong arms, looking into his handsome face.* I love you too, and I know that as long as you are with me everything will be okay. *She smiles slightly and wipes at her tears.*

Zek: *Then a more sombre look comes over his face.* He raped Cadence Blue? That may well explain her hysterical behavior, yet that is not the name Zo'or saw in her mind, it was Gabriel. What do you know of him? Did Cadence ever confide in you about him? This may all be of great importance if any attempt is to be made on her behalf. Chani, you must not hide anything from me now. I see reason to wonder about certain things that Zo'or has been concerned about.  

Ch: *Her hands are holding onto his waist, but she pulls away slightly and looks up at him, frowning slightly.* What do you mean that Zo'or saw his name in her mind? What did he do to her? *She almost wished she could pull the words back, for they had come out more hostile than she had intended for them to, but his words had shocked her.
 
Zek: After Zo'or had questioned T'than on his disregard of protocol in removing both you and Cadence from his service while he was absent, he ordered Cadence to report to the Bridge. He had wished to question her thinking that there were some hidden factors therein. Well to shorten a long story, a sharing took place and even though she tried putting up barriers to deter him from further knowledge he saw in her mind a symbol, alien in origin and then the name Gabriel...he discontinued the sharing when she became hysterical,  he did not want to unnerve her any longer. 

Ch: She bites her lip and looks down, calming again.* Gabriel...*she looks back up at him sadly,* That is the name of the man she was seeing. She didn't confide much and...the way she seems to...disappear, around here...I don't see her very much anymore.
 
Zek: *His head turns as she mentions Cadence disappearing, he finds that very interesting in that Zo'or had requested that he check on her whereabouts as she had missed reporting for her scheduled tour of duty*   
 
Ch: *She feels her tears ready to flow again and her body shakes a little as she uses great effort to hold them back. The warning she had received that day had left her insides tied in knots and she was truly afraid of something similar happening to her again, and so she made sure to avoid using T'than's name or connecting him with anything. She knew Zekhoor could not be with her all the time, and what if she said the wrong thing and the next time she was alone....But when she continues, she tells him the truth, even though the things Cadence had said were so strange!*

What she told me of Gabriel didn't make sense! First, she told me he had died, and then...*she frowns* ...she told me that he was alive, but that he was 'different.' She said that something had happened to his mind, or that something had been done to it...I don't remember. She said that his body came back to her, but that he was a different person. *She shakes her head in frustration.* It didn't make any sense! I just assumed that maybe he had died as she had said and that she was still in shock over it. *Her eyes look off to the side* I should have listened better, and not merely written off her comments...and now she is gone to who knows where, and maybe I will never have the chance to ask now.
 
Zek: Chani, what you are telling me may seem strange indeed, but not completely out of the realm of possibility. I will look into everything in regard to this Gabriel...Zo'or himself had been trying to find him ever since he saw that name in Cadence's mind...however he was unable at that time to find records of any Volunteer named Gabriel in the data banks..But now that I have added newly developed specialized programs into my computer I will have greater access to any files active, or purged, even encrypted files..*he looks at her and winks* Which reminds me, I think a sweet little blond haired girl was playing with my computer,  *He smiles and hugs her* 
 
Ch: *She laughs derisively,* You know, that dark-haired Volunteer out there is named Gabriel, but I can't imagine that Cadence would have ever been in love with someone like that. I met him once before awhile back and he was a creep...and he is still a creep. *She falls back into his arms, her voice sounding pained.* I just want to get out of here...
 
Zek: *He raises his eyeridge*..Is that right? Since Gabriel is not that common a name among Humans I find it very interesting...and did you not say that Cadence said some adverse things in regard to his erratic behavior?...I will be most interested in learning all of what this Volunteer has been doing since his arrival on the Mothership. *He feels her falling back into his arms again and he comforts her, kissing her tenderly* Yes Chani, we will be leaving very soon, in fact as soon as I have questioned everyone I will take you home, to our home. But now try and rest, I will be just outside your door questioning this Gabriel and also Tina and the other Volunteers that are present. *He pats her arm and covers her and then after placing a kiss on her forehead he waves the door open and steps out. He looks down the hall at the one Chani called Gabriel and summons him.*
 
G: *he is still talking distractedly with Tina when the door of the room is opened, and a tall dark haired alien steps outside. Gabriel has to admit he has an intimidating look, quiet type, like most Taelons... but the look says a lot, and this one is ready to make questions. He hears his name on the alien’s lips and walks over to him.* Sir. *he halts, trying to look elsewhere but the very eyes of the Veluran, as warned by T’than and he stands, military like*

Zek: *He notes immediately the Volunteer’s wish to evade eye contact...that sends a signal to his keen mind that perhaps he may have something to hide*... You are Gabriel are you not?...

G: Yes, sir, known as such by my friends. I'm Volunteer Marquez sir. *he keeps his military stand, not risking eye contact with his superior lest he is taken as arrogant, and he truly does not wish to arouse the alien's anger.*

Zek: I do not believe we have met before. 

G: *Gabriel nods.* No Sir. I was never placed under your direct command. *he still does not allow himself to relax as he keeps responding question by question, emotionlessly, as a machine would.*

Zek: I am also aware that Zo'or had not been made aware of your presence aboard this ship, which I find most unusual, since he is the Taelon leader. 

G: *it was for him a surprise that the Taelon leader paid attention to all his employees, but it was something he would need to take into consideration in the future. T'than certainly had noticed him when he was just a rookie, just a little more aggressive and greedy than the others.* I was assigned to the mothership 4 years ago Sir.

Zek: *his eyes remain focused on him as he continues* First of all, where are you presently assigned?
 
G: I work in maintenance Sir. My function is basically to operate the datastreams in engineering and prep the shuttles. I do not have a fixed stand, as my services are requested a little all over the ship... *he raises his eyes and dares to look at the protector.* Sir. *The Veluran looks at him, still rather suspiciously for reasons that elude Gabriel, so he decides not to confront the alien.*
 
Zek: Who is your superior? And what brought you to the female sector of the Volunteers quarters?... After you have answered these questions you may make your statement in regard to the attack and your apprehension of her assailant...
 
 G: My superior is Lieutenant McAllen. I was just heading towards my own quarters, as the day was rather exhausting, when I heard a scream that caught my attention. I noticed movement by the window just around the corner, and saw a man grabbing the girl... the victim *he looks towards the door, then back at Zekhoor.* I turned around because my global was receiving a call, and when I shut it down, the girl and the man were gone. I had noticed she seemed scared, so I followed them. I had to run, and I thought I'd lost them again, when I heard yet another scream. It was coming from a nearby room, I gathered, and a deactivated one cause otherwise it would have been impossible to hear. I knew from my work that there were a few unoccupied rooms in that area, so I proceeded to check each of them... and that's when I found them. The guy and Miss Sheridan, in the room. She was tied, and I assumed being harassed because... 
 
Zek: *He walks around him and then stands on the opposite side of the hall, still sensing anxiety in him.* At ease Volunteer, I realize that what you have experienced must have been unsettling, however it may help you if you reflect on the fact that because you happened along when you did you saved the young lady from a terrible ordeal. With that in mind please continue.*   
 
G: Thank you sir. *he looks down, as if shyly looking for words, and relaxes before he continues.* Well, they were both partially naked, and the girl was crying for him to stop... he was a little off guard, so I caught his own weapon and told him to let go... next thing I know, he was trying to dissuade me... saying she was enough for two. *he pauses, hurrying to add* with all due respect Sir... *he looks down again* He attacked me still, and I ended up shooting the gun... I believe he is dead sir. I checked him a little before I released Miss Sheridan from her restraints and called for the head of security. It was he who sent me here to accompany the victim. I believed he anticipated you wished to speak with me sir... and I do want to make it clear I intend on doing anything within my abilities to help. *he nods at Zekhoor.* 
 
Zek: Thank you, You are to make yourself available for further questioning as more information concerning this attack is made available to me. *his eyes meet those of the Volunteer and then he moves toward the door to Chani's room* 

G: Understood. *Gabriel looks over at the door behind which lies Chandra.* Without wanting to seem intrusive Sir, how is she doing?
 
Zek: *He turns and with that same look in his eyes as if he could read one's mind he replies*...Miss Sheridan is coming along fine, I will tell her that you inquired about her well being...
 
G: *Gabriel nods, and understanding those words as a dismissal, he turns on his heels and starts to make his way towards the door. He would need to report to T’than soon.*
 
Zek: *He turns and as he opens the door to her room he sees Gabriel starting to walk down the hall and he calls after him*.. Volunteer Marquez, one more thing ...How well did you know Jonathan Matthews?
 
G: *he stops and turns back to the Veluran, for a moment wondering if his thinking of T’than had betrayed him. But then he speaks of Matthews, and he relaxes his features as he turns*
 
Zek: I am investigating all his activities pertaining to both duty and off duty hours from the time he came in service aboard the Mothership… and so any information you may offer will be greatly appreciated. Although I will eventually compile all I need to know any cooperation from those who knew him will speed up the investigation. 
 
G: Well, I had seen him a few times in the lounge, we even talked once. Not a very stable individual Sir. Somewhat of a troublemaker. But he was popular among the girls, so you might want to enquire on that. *he stands, as if waiting for something, and then, after a few seconds of silence.* May I be excused sir?

Zek:  *He lowers his eyes then looks back at the Volunteer.*.. To expedite matters regarding this incident I prefer that you remain here, I have yet to receive the reports from those who are still on the scene finishing their investigation...

G: *he can’t help but look at his clock, but wisely, he grabbed his global and set it not to receive any calls, lest T’than call him to know any news and expose him. But given his version of events, the gesture could be as easily perceived as one who was seeing his resting hours slipping by his fingers. He looks rather demoralised, but stays put until further orders are conveyed to him*

Zek: *he steps away from the door and moves toward the Volunteer*.. I find it strange that one so violent in his actions would be popular with the young ladies judging from what I have heard from Miss Sheridan...

G: I wouldn’t know sir... *he was about to add he was not a lady, but he held the words in his mouth. His arrogance could get him killed and he knew it.* maybe he attacked those who rejected him... I didn’t really know him, only what I heard in the lounge. And gossip well... it’s not the best source of information, nor the most reliable.

Zek: *he stands directly in front of the Volunteer*..I will clear you with your superior so you may remain here until I have finished with everything...*he relaxes his stance*

G: Thank you. I was actually dreading having to go back to work without any rest. They are not exactly kind if you fall asleep during duty... *he risks a somewhat playful attitude, and then walks towards the bench he had been sitting on before with Tina, and sits down, aware of the alien pair of eyes watching him.*

Zek. Tell me Volunteer Marquez, were you acquainted with Miss Cadence Blue?

G: *his eyes widen for a moment, in surprise.* Cadence? *he can’t hide his smug smile.* Yes sir. But I don’t see what my personal life may have of important to the attack on Miss Sheridan. *he leans to the wall and passes his hands by his hair, and looking at the Veluran, he knows he better answer.* 

Zek: *His head raises up and his eyes narrow as he catches his expression,  senses his nervousness* Miss Blue and Miss Sheridan are very close friends. *his reply was meant to perplex him.*       
 

G: Well, we had something a while back... but I have not seen her for some time, so I took it she was not too happy with me. She is kind of moody. *he shakes his head, as if wanting to stop digressing* But if I am permitted sir, why do you ask?

Zek: I see. As to why I had asked you, I told you she is a close friend of Miss Sheridan's and your name came up in our discussions. *knowing there must be more to the story due to the fact that Zo'or had sensed his name in Cadence Blue's thoughts, his eyes bore into those of the Volunteer. Then he remembers the symbol Zo'or had seen at the same time, and he knows it is the Taelon symbol for T'than's name. He walks over and touches the young man's arm*. One more question, are you assigned in service to any of the Taelons on a regular basis? I know many Taelons prefer to have their own personnel staff.

G: No, not really. I was called in occasionally to perform some organising of files in the work consoles of volunteers stationed in Taelon’s offices, so I have worked a little all over the ship. *he couldn’t hide the confusion at those strange questions* 

Zek: *He senses confusion and deeper within him some apprehension* 
 

G: But I would say I served no Taelon in particular. *that was a lie... in one part, but very truth on the other. As a volunteer, he did really work all over the place, but as man for hire, he served T’than often, though lately he had preformed only two jobs for him: arranging the shuttle and getting rid of Matthews. When he noticed the soft touch at his arm, he did look the Veluran in the eyes and moved away.* Am I under any kind of suspicion sir? I just helped the girl... I didn’t do her any harm, so why all these strange questions? 

Zek, No you are not, it eludes me as to why you would think that you were. I am simply gathering information.*His eyes never leaving those of the Volunteer, well aware that it seemingly unsettles him.*   
 

G: *Gabriel was genuinely intrigued, but fortunately for him, the head of security in the sector had finally arrived to the sickbay, turning the Veluran’s attention from him... though the last glance the alien cast him told Gabriel it was momentous situation. With a sigh, he sank back onto the bench, noticing that Tina was heading his way, so he distractedly started a conversation with her.

Sir! *the lieutenant greets the protector.* We’ve terminated the investigation in the room for now. Nothing was found that contradicts Volunteer Marquez’ version of events. I was hoping to question the girl now with your permission...

Zek: Thank you and I will be with you shortly. *He walks over to where the two Volunteers are seated on the bench.* I have both your statements and so you may leave, thank you both for your cooperation. However, *his hand raises slowly* You will make yourselves available for further questioning if the need arises until the results of this investigation meets with the satisfaction of myself and Synod Leader Zo'or. 

G: Certainly sir. *he answers as he rises. In any case, he had offered his help, as instructed by T’than, but he did not feel at ease with the alien at all. But flirtatiously, he turned back to Tina and they both exited talking cheerfully to each other.*

Zek: *He turns and walks back to meet with the Lieutenant and casts one last look in the direction of the Volunteers before entering Chandra's room.*

Ch: *Chandra was resting against the pillows, her eyes looking at the ceiling as she listened to the voices outside droning on calmly to each other. She couldn't hear the words they spoke, but she recognized the resonant timbre of one voice to be that of Zekhoor, and it stood out from all the rest and she latched onto it as though it were her anchor, for that voice represented safety to her, and right now she was desperately in need of feeling safe. She had even drifted off on the gentle waves of his voice when she was jarred back into alertness by the sound of the door to her room opening.*

AP: He follows the Veluran into the medical room, and as soon as the door opens, he is graced with the sight of the girl who had been attacked. The thought struck him that he understood the attacker... but he hurried to correct himself: to some extent. But there was no denying the girl was a beauty. But it brought sadness to think that it could have come with too high a cost if Volunteer Marquez had not interfered. He forced a smile.* Well, sir, if you do not mind, I would like to have a brief questioning with the girl, as I grant she should need some rest.

Zek: Yes, but please do keep in mind that she has just been through a very traumatic ordeal and I do not want her to be upset any further, please use caution.*

Ch: *Zekhoor comes back in and behind him is another man - she recognized him as the leader of the security troop that had come to the room right after the incident. At first his eyes appraise her and she nervously pulls the sheet at her waist up to her chest, but then his look softens and she relaxes somewhat. Her eyes find his name badge as he steps closer; Lt. Alan Phillips.*

Zek: *He walks over to her and his hand covers hers as she clutches the sheet close to her chest.* Do not be afraid Chani, I will remain here with you, and you have nothing to fear anymore. *he smiles tenderly at her and squeezes her hand then steps back and resumes his position behind the Lieutenant.*  


AP: The 30-something officer walks towards Chandra, and nods, almost reverently.* Miss Sheridan, I take it you are doing better. The doctor has already sent me some of the details of your attack, but... and regret as I do to force the memory upon you, I will need to know a little more. However, it is not so urgent, as our main suspect is dead, so we could adjourn this for tomorrow, should you feel that you require further rest.* He looks expectantly at her, as he waits for the answer.*

Ch: *She looks up into his dark eyes, set widely apart on his angular face, which looks even more so due to his short cropped hair, which is as dark as his eyes.* I am fine Lt...Phillips, thank you, though I cannot imagine what else I can tell you – it seems to me you have gotten all the details already. *Her light blue eyes flash angrily for a moment but then she looks away from him to Zekhoor who stands at a discreet distance behind the other man, watching.*  No, I don't want to rest and do this later, *she says as she looks back to him.* I'd rather just get it all over with now so....*she looks down, resigned* ...ask your questions.

Zek: *He gestures for the Lieutenant to proceed with a cautioning look in his eyes and then nods reassuringly to Chani.*

AP: Well, I would very much like to know how events proceeded before volunteer Marquez found you in the room. He cannot testify as to that, and the doctor asked questions that concerned only your medical state. I will need to know if you knew your attacker, and if so, from where.

Zek: *His eyes remain riveted on her, ready to call off the questioning should he see that she is becoming traumatized again *

Ch: *Her eyes fall to her hands in her lap; she can still feel Zekhoor's touch as he had squeezed them comfortingly. Her eyes find him standing nearby, but she is unable to return his smile. She is being asked to go all over it again, and her mind slowly rewinds events so she can relay them, humiliation washing over her again as she thinks of the man and the terrible indignity a committed against her...and how much worse it could have been.*

AP: You understand, we need all evidence we can find so we may close this case. But, with all due respect, we need to know what happened in the corridor. It’s common procedure, and I will need to report to my superior. *he notices the look she gives him, and he hurries to add.* We  need everything on his man, to determine why he attacked you, or if you had been his first, and also set a profile in case more implants start failing. 

Ch: *She looks at him, her eyes smoldering.* You are not the only one with questions Lieutenant. I want to know how such a thing can happen - I was told before I arrived onboard that this ship was safe! *her voice is choked with emotion and she tries to bite back, somewhat successfully* I was told I would be safer here than on Earth!

Zek: *He steps from his position by the wall and comes to stand by her side* Take it easy Chani, and do not be afraid to speak out, you are well within your rights to question how something like this could occur on this vessel. This is something I wish to know and so will Zo'or. *he eyes the Lieutenant.* And you may rest assured it shall be remedied. *Stepping slightly back he nods to the Lieutenant to proceed.*

AP: This ship is not so safe a place anymore since they abolished the motivational imperatives. They said we can’t hurt Taelons, but they don’t prevent us from hurting each other... I sent the body to be analysed and autopsied, and they confirmed that his implant had failed. 

Ch: *She rolls her eyes and casts him a derisive look* Obviously.

AP: So please, if you do not mind, can you tell me the story exactly as your perceived it. *he brings out his global and sets is beside her, on audio recording.* I will ask the questions as you go. 

Zek: *Coming back to stand directly at her bedside he smiles reassuringly at her.*...Go ahead Chani, do the best you can and if it gets to be too much for you we can call a halt.

Ch: *She looks at the global as it sits by her, ready to record her every word and a tremor of fear goes through her. She cannot afford to say one wrong thing, but she decides to do what she had done earlier and disconnect T'than from the events. She was sure he had done this to her and it made her fume, though, at the moment, his tactic had worked – she was scared, and looking for Cadence was the last thing on her mind. Looking down at the global she begins to speak, her voice soft and thoughtful, holding back tears.*

AP: Please Miss Sheridan, make an effort... *as he realises she is about to speak, he relaxes and stands before her, calmly listening to her words*

Ch: I couldn't sleep and I decided to take a walk. I didn't have my shift for almost four hours, and so, I just walked. I was on the side of the ship near where the Taelon offices are and I went down a corridor that dead-ended with a window...corridor A-164. *She looked at Zekhoor then.* I think it will be a very long time before I can traverse that hallway again.

Zek: *Smiles at her* You are doing fine Chani..
 

AP: *he could tell she was vacillating in her words, which was understandable give what she was being forced to recall.* Yes, go on... what happened in corridor A-164?

Ch: A man came up behind me wanting to...talk. I had never seen him before. The next thing I knew...he had me pinned against the window. I tried to fight him back but... *she is taking deep breaths and she reaches up to massage her forehead*...he was too strong. 

AP: *he goes over to a nearby table and grabs a glass of water, setting it beside the global should she need it.* 

Zek: *Seeing her getting upset he sits on the edge of her bed and takes her hand in his*
 

Ch: I tried to kick him between his legs but I missed. He grabbed me tightly around my waist and...I couldn't breathe...it hurt so much! Then... nothing.

AP: You mean you have no recollection of what happened in the following minutes... *she is silent for a moment, but he waits, still patiently, his eyes going from commiseration for the girl, to impatience as he rests them upon the recording global.*

Ch: *She reaches for a cup of water and takes a sip – she realizes that despite the chill of the medical room that she is sweating, and she swipes at her forehead with the back of her hand. Her eyes find Zekhoor's again, but when she starts talking she looks away, unable to hold his blue and tender gaze.*

Zek: He squeezes her hand* It is almost over now.

Ch: When I woke up...I was tied up and I was...partially undressed, for he had ripped my blouse. 

AP: I will need to know details. It is important...

Ch: He opened my bra...*she grimaces, looking down*...he kissed me here...

AP: he kissed you on your chest *he speaks for her so that it is all recorded.*

Ch: *her hand caresses her chest lighly,*...all over...and then he told me....*she looks back up and right at Lt. Phillips,* ...that if I did not comply with him that...*her hand comes to cover her mouth for a moment, as though trying to prevent her words from escaping.*...he would rape my very best friend...again...

AP: *the last words come almost as a shock. So, he had done it before, to another. He grabs the glass of water she had set down and offers it to her* According to the data we have on Volunteer Matthews, he did fit the profile, but I would not have thought he could have attacked another. We might need to listen to her as well. Your friend, could you speak her name? *he pauses for a moment, waiting for Chandra’s response, than adds.* Do you know why she did not come forth with a complaint?


Ch: *She looks at him, frozen, her head shaking slightly back and forth until her face goes into her hands.*

Zek: *He holds up his hand to halt the Lieutenant momentarily and he whispers softly to her.* Chani, I think it best if you tell him everything now including Cadence's name. It will come out later anyway so you may as well get it over with now. After this is over I will take you to the safety of my quarters, or should I say our quarters. *He pats her arm and nods for her to go on with the rest.*

Ch: *She takes a shuddering breath, her face still hidden behind her hands. She had not known how difficult a simple questioning session could be, but it was, and it was growing more painful for her to recount it, and worse, she was now dealing with the news of Cadence's assault as well. She lifts her face and rests her head against Zekhoor's shoulder, her hand still clasped within his.* I will tell him what I know... thank you for being here with me though... you give me strength. *She squeezes his hand and turns back to Lt. Phillips.*

I honestly don't know why she did not press charges with the security sector... she's been... upset for quite awhile. *Her eyes shine with new tears* I knew something was wrong, and I had asked her but she would not tell me. *Her face crumples and she sobs openly.* I had to find out from her rapist!

AP: Some victims do not come forth, out of shame, or fear of reliving the pain. But now that it is known the attack was not without precedent, I will need to speak to your friend... *he pauses, allowing her to draw the obvious conclusion of what he was requesting.*

Ch: *He is still watching her, more damnable questions on his lips and even though she cries her voice is angry.* You want her name? Fine! It's Volunteer Cadence Blue! *She points at herself harshly* She's about my size, wavy blond hair, green eyes, lips to die for... every man's wet dream! And I guess she really was, wasn't she?  And all because security on this ship is apparently unable to keep track of drones with 'failing' implants!

AP: *he sighs and looks downwards.* Life here is no different than it is on Earth anymore. And, if more of the victims came forth, it would be easier to apprehend these failing implants more quickly. *his tone becomes almost that of reprimand.* But unfortunately, not all do, and it makes our job much more difficult.

Zek: *He again holds up his hand looking intently into the eyes of the Lieutenant* From this point on I am ordering all Volunteers to report to have their implants checked, and since you are head of security it will be your responsibility to see that this is strongly enforced. When all have completed their examinations I will expect the report to be brought to me personally then I in turn will see that it is made available to Zo'or. That two women that we know of, *a stern look shows in his eyes* have been raped while on board this ship is inexcusable and totally unacceptable and it will stop here and now. *his hand tightens around Chani's*  

Ch: *She picks up the global by her side and for a moment she looks as though she might hurl it at Phillips, but she merely shoves it into his hands. She is angry – angry at what nearly happened to her, what DID happen to Cadence...and at Cadence herself, for keeping so many secrets because she had some misguided feelings of love for an evil Taelon. # I tried to help you and look where it got me! # 

Take this away – I don't have any other information! *She looks away from him and leans into Zekhoor's arms. After a moment though, she looks back, her voice twisted with angry sarcasm.* 

AP: *he looks from the global in his hand towards Chandra again*

Ch: By the way, when she comes in for questioning let me know. You see, no one seems to be able to find her. We keep looking and looking. I can't find her, sophisticated Taelon technology can't find her – it's truly a mystery worthy of a novel! But maybe you important security people will have better luck.

AP: *he pauses for a moment, searching for words. The girl had been arrogant with him, but he could understand her nervousness, and hated to have to add to her concern.* Yes, I believe we might have had more luck... and this is not good news I am afraid. *he pauses, to look straight at Chandra.* I received a report that a girl fitting your description of Cadence has attempted suicide. She has not been identified yet, but the Taelon that found her, reported that she seemed quite disturbed. The girl is now struggling between life and death in a stasis tank in the medbay... *with that, he sighs.* I am sorry... *he nods to Zekhoor and turning on his heels, makes his way towards the door.*

Zek: Lieutenant halt, I want every scrap of information and an image of that girl immediately do you understand, I will be in my quarters and you may send the data to these coordinates, he enters a code into the Lieutenant’s global and hands it to him then dismisses him.*

AP: The information about the girl has been made available to the bridge, and as such, you have better access to it than I. But should you need my assistance, I will be available sir. *he nods, and once more turns way, making his way outside the medbay.*

Zek: Thank you Lieutenant Phillips and do not forget about your added responsibility of having the Volunteers reporting to have their implants checked. I will be awaiting your reports as will Zo'or.
 

Ch: *She turns back to Zekhoor, tears streaming from her eyes. She feels humiliated and defeated and as she holds onto him she wonders if things will ever be normal again, or if they will only get worse.*

Zek: *After the Lieutenant leaves he takes her into his arms holding her close to him soothing and cuddling her* Come on Chani we are getting out here, you will feel better when I get you to our quarters. From there I can expedite matters concerning this girl so we will know who she is. Please do not think that it is Cadence, there are other blond Volunteers aboard that could fit that description. I will not rest until the identity of this girl is girl is made known to me. *He continues hugging her, his heart aching for all the sorrow and horror that this ordeal has caused her*

Book Eight

Part Three

The Truth About Gabriel

*Cadence awoke hours later surrounded by the warm, soft sheets of her bed. She was completely unaware of all that had transpired recently with Chandra as T'than kept her completely hidden and protected, pulling the strings of others' destinies like some terrible puppetmaster.

She rose slowly and went to her console, to see if she had dreamed it, but she had not. Her door was sealed, and she was locked out of all functions on her console with the exception of communications to T'than's office. Her eyes shifted to the mirror/door; T'than was in his office – she could feel him close by. She smiled to herself as she remembered their previous night of passion, the thoughts sending a pleasant tingle through her body as she hugged herself and looked down. She grimaced as she realized she was still clad in the rainbow jumpsuit he had waved over her after she had made that little 'mistake' in trying to dress him. She tried changing the color of the outfit to something less bright to no avail and eventually decided to wave it off altogether. She had to lie back on her bed from the effort and she realized that, though she did not feel hungry, that she was likely in need of food, and maybe energy too. That dependence on the Taelon nourishment still frightened her somewhat.

Too weak to practice with meditation or the making of a jumpsuit, she opted to go to her closet and find an outfit. Her room still struck her as oddly alien somehow, as did the wardrobe that hung before her, but she shook off the feeling and pulled out a favorite pair of jeans and a loose T-shirt. Ten minutes later those garments lay on the floor as well as several others as Cadence stood there scratching and rubbing her body. Being nude so often had made clothing rather confining, and even her most comfortable outfits had been positively unbearable! The jumpsuits which T'than created for her were energy – they fit perfectly and were completely comfortable – like wearing air. And even then it was not as if he had her dressed that often. A wry smile curved her lips at that thought. T'than definitely had a thing about clothes, and at least as far as she was concerned...he did not like them. She laughed out loud at that and went to a drawer and took out a long nightgown of some soft and floating material in jade green that matched her eyes. She slipped it over her head, wondering if she would be allowed to wear it for more than five minutes as she waved open the mirror passage and walked slowly down the hall.*

G: *After a successful mission, he hurried back to T’than’s office to make his report. He has communicated the triumph of the whole ruse through the global link, but was told to report in any case. So he did, rather convinced that T’than would enjoy what he had to say. He grinned, expecting a promotion to smiling at him around the last corner he would have to bend to reach the Taelon’s offices. The door was waved open and he stepped it. The Taelon, as always, was seated in the lotus chair like a true prince on his throne. Gabriel nodded and stood by the chair, both hands behind his back.* Reporting as ordered sir.

GT: Very good. Were you seen? *the volunteer shook his head negatively.* Good. I do not want you around my quarters anymore, lest I am forced to take drastic measures as I did with Volunteer Matthews. But now... tell me exactly how it all went.

C - She had neglected to call T'than and the door to his office at the other end was sealed. Waving her hand over it, it became transparent so she could see inside. There he was, sitting in his chair, his look stern and ominous; she remembered those looks...it made her shiver. He was talking to a Volunteer though she could not hear anything, and she intook a sharp and painful breath when the Volunteer turned to leave and she got a look at her former lover's face, completely devoid of the tenderness she remembered, instead twisted with that sly smugness just like the last time she had seen him. So he really did work for T'than...


GT: *Gabriel gave him a full report on the events, including the deposition he had made with the head of security and Zo’or’s protector. T’than did not let out an expression that would evidence his displeasure, or otherwise. When the volunteer was finally done, the General merely mused.* Julian has reported as well. It seems Zara is no longer a problem either. Very good... I trust Chandra Sheridan was convinced of how wise cooperation is. *the volunteer nodded, ceasing his speech, as T’than seemed distracted. The Taelon froze, his neck even stretching somewhat as if wanting to hear or smell something. His lips then twisted in a smirk.* That will be all Volunteer Marquez. Just make sure to keep an eye on Miss Sheridan, to inquire on her well being... *he smirks at the volunteer, then waves him away as one would a door. He had felt an all too familiar presence, standing only feet from him. #Cadence#.*

C - *Her fingers lifted to the transparency as her lips moved with the silent word.* Gabriel...

GT: *swiftly, he moves his fingers over the panel in his chair, and the door between Cadence and he dematerialises completely. He swivels his chair so that he is looking straight at her.* Cadence... do enter. *as he spoke, the noise of the big door to his offices being closed was heard.* I believe I had asked you to contact me should you need anything... *he did hide his annoyance, and how could he not? She had stripped from the excessively colored jumpsuit he had dressed her in hours ago, and was now walking to him dressed in a silken nightgown, her curls framing her face and giving her an angelic look. But her features wore a million questions, and he motioned for her to come close.* Is there something bothering you? *of course he knew the answer to that question had just exited his offices... but he would rather hear it from her, because he had a feeling she would explode if she did not speak soon.*

C - *The door vanishes and she takes a step back in surprise. She had forgotten that he could sense her presence, but when he invites her in she steps forward, her head slightly bowed and her hands behind her back. She felt very young suddenly; a guilty child approaching a parent to confess a crime – in her case that her heart had fallen in sorrow at the sight of the changed Gabriel, her guilt being that there was still a part of her that loved him, or rather, the old him. Air wafted through the thin gown to chill her naked flesh beneath, her feet cold on the chilly floor as she came near his chair, though she felt too nervous to come too close for some reason.*

I... I'm sorry that I did not contact you first, I... forgot. 

GT: *he doesn’t look too convinced, as her aura has flicked in her nervousness. He knew her enough to realise when she was lying or when there was something troubling her. She was afraid of him for some reason, as her demeanour was all but warm.* Do not forget again, please. If it had been a Taelon here with me, he could have realised I had felt something he didn’t, and as such, not related to the Commonality. *he reclines in his chair, relaxed.* But what brought you here? Is there something weighing on your mind?

C - *She brings a slightly shaking hand to her face to brush at her hair.* I thought that I would go to the other room for awhile... I do not feel well. *Her eyes flick to the door for the briefest of seconds before looking back at him. She feels heat come to her cheeks as she blushes, nervous of her betraying thoughts of the man in the face of the Taelon she loves. The two had always vied in her thoughts and she had never been able to understand why, or, why she was never able to pick one over the other.*

GT: *he pretends not to notice the thoughts rushing in her mind. He believed that by that time, he would have been able to superimpose his image to the human’s in her mind. It was somewhat strange that she had not associated them both yet, but he found it was best to keep it that way, since it was too big a revelation for her not to feel tremendously hurt at him. He closed his eyes and almost sighed as he remembered the day when he had came to understand it was not at all the shell she wished for. And he could not blame her human mind for not associating his spirit to another body, perhaps much less attractive and endowed, but still the true form of his being. But at least now she was avenged, the best way he had been able to.* Yes, you should be needing nourishment by now. *he forces a smile.* I understand you may feel exhausted... the door to the private lab will respond to your energy as before. *he nods, almost too solemnly at her. The environment in the room was heavy, one could almost feel the pressure of that silence, those unspoken words, and it was almost difficult to breathe.*

C - *She makes a little motion toward the lab with her hand* I did not mean to bother you... I'll go now... *A slight smile and then her eyes drop as she turns to leave the room.*

GT: *his eyes drop to the floor.* Cadence, wait. *he waits for her to turn around, and then lifts his chin to face her.* You would tell me if something bothered you, would you not? I may understand you wish to have your secrets, but the time for our joining is approaching, and I do not wish for any of us to have any unpleasant surprises. 

C - *She looks at him, one foot still placed before the other as she waited for him to release her to the lab. She does not answer him, for how can she tell him that seeing Gabriel just now had disturbed her - more than she thought it might, though, there was an added reason for this, something she had only become aware of within the last few days or so, but she says nothing, and watches as he gets up and comes her way.*

GT: *he rises from his chair and walks to her* I will go with you to the lab. I need to check on your energy levels, and do a full body scan. *he kisses her softly on the cheek.* But it is only routine, I assure you. *once more, his lips stretch with the hint of a smile, and undecided whether to touch her through the small walk or not, he steps in front of her and motions for her to follow.*

C - *She smiles genuinely with the soft kiss, tipping her cheek into it lightly, though her agitation still remains as she follows behind him. She had tried to move on from her last encounter with the changed Gabriel; she had finally admitted to herself what her mind had argued with her about for so long - that she had been hopelessly in love with T'than, and for a very long time too. She had loved Gabriel, but her final and unpleasant encounter with him had made it easy for her to simply not think of him any longer in the face of the one she loved now. But Cadence knew that there was still a part of her that loved the human - loved him for the fiery spirit that had emanated from within him...so like T'than...

A few moments later she is lying on her back on the bed in the lab, her eyes looking up at the ceiling.*

GT: *They are inside the lab in only a few minutes. He goes over to the medical paraphernalia to pick up a few devices and motions for her to lie down on the bed. He is looming an energy scan over her before long, looking at the small display in the back of the instrument.* You are of perfect health... *he grazes it over her abdomen and then her pelvis, to check her womb. He does make a surprised face when he looks at what the small screen shows...*

C - *She was drifting in her thoughts but the expression she catches on his face from the corner of her eye brings her back to full awareness and she shudders. The scanner is humming softly and he has it poised over her belly and he looks a bit surprised, and the small worry that had plagued her over the last week grew in size substantially as she finally looked him in his eyes and sat up.*

What? *she asked in a fearful whisper* What do you see? *pause* Am I... pregnant? 

GT: *he looks over at her, the expression softening somewhat but not disappearing from his face.*

C - *Then, like the dam unleashed, the words seem to flow out of her in a torrent of worry.* I knew something was wrong! *She looks at her hands that wring at the green material of her gown.* We female Volunteers are required to take a monthly contraception injection every month for as long as we are in service here. *She shakes her head, realizing whom she is telling this to.* Of course you already know that I'm sure. *She looks up at him then nervously,* I... missed mine last month because... I was with you... # in the cell # ...and after that well... there was so much going on with me... with us... that I completely forgot about it.*

GT: *he remains silent, not breaking the suspense. His eyes blink softly as he takes in the outburst of words, almost incoherent. Of course he knew she had not taken the shot; in fact, he knew just about everything that had happened with her for the last weeks, and when the time had come for her to have the referred shot to make up for the original one she had missed, she had been on Kiron, but even before then, he had known he wanted her to be able to conceive.* Cadence... *he does want to tell her exactly what he had seen, and she was not too far from the truth, but something in her expression, a shadow that blurred even her aura told him she had yet something more to tell him.*

C -  *She looks almost ashamed at the revelation, casting aside the reality that he had been running her so hard and controlling her so completely that her focus had been entirely changed, and much of the routine in her life had gone out the window.* I should have gotten my monthly cycle by now without the shot to hold it back but there is no sign of it. *She moves so her back is up against the wall, her arms hugging her knees.* Gabriel and I, well, we were together... several times. *She thinks of how Gabriel was working for T'than and her eyes lock on his, her words quiet, even a little sad.*...But I guess that you know that already, don't you...

GT: *so, what tormented was the fact that she believed to have been “unfaithful”... or was it that she still nurtured feelings for the human? No, not the human... With a sigh, he set the device down on a tray and turned back to her.* You are correct, I do know. And you need not be alarmed. You are not pregnant from this human. But your physiology is changing, as I told you it would. Those shots would have sorted no effect in any case. *he sits by her on the bed.* what I saw in that scan... means only that you are ready to receive my seed and conceive. *he looks downwards, pensively.* The energy levels in your system are almost to the point where they will allow you to sustain the joining... In other words... *he turns to her.* the time is close. You are ripe, and you will remain so for a few days. 

C - *She lets out the breath she had been holding for so long that her chest was burning. She had been so sure that she had been pregnant with Gabriel's child and uncertain as to how to go about telling T'than, but now he knew of her concerns and had alleviated them, without any kind of recriminations or reproach directed at her. She lets a small smile touch her lips before looking down and letting her hands rest on her stomach for a moment before retuning them to her lap. Even though she had told him that she wanted to have a child with him, to see that prospect becoming reality was a little frightening. The idea of parenthood was an intimidating concept, added with the fact that the child would be very different from what she would have expected in the past. What would it look like? How would it feel to carry it inside of her? Would it have needs she would not be able to meet? Would it even survive? The questions swirled around in her mind and she looked to T'than for some kind of reassurance, but he looks deep in thought, and she can feel his pensiveness, though she does not know over what.*

GT: *somehow, he doesn’t seem too happy about it, as if now it was his turn to be faced with a secret he needed to share.* Cadence... was there ever a time when you had doubts about... Gabriel. *he uses the volunteer’s first name, which was something rather unusual for a Taelon. He keeps his silence, and finds a puzzled expression in the face looking back at him* The joining is close now, I find it is best if we solve this problem, as it seems to afflict you so.

C - Doubts about him? *she looks to the far side of the room, though it looks as if her gaze is on some far off place, and it is, as she opens the vault to memories she had planned to lay to rest forever.* He was different from anyone I had ever met before; he had a way about him – a brightness and depth of spirit like I have never known but...*she looks down* he is... different now ever since his illness and... the fact that you changed him somehow. 

GT: *he listens silently, his expression devoid of smugness, and almost tainted with a sparkle of melancholy.* I merely returned him to being as human as he ever was... There was no change. *he offers in a soft voice.* Did doubt arise then?

C - I suppose if I had any doubts about him, they began when you told me that he had been ordered to seduce me, but not to fall in love with me. I thought he was in love with me, but maybe you and I were both wrong about his true feelings after all because I can't see you doing anything to him that would make him like the man I saw out in your office a few minutes ago – the same one who came to my room and showed none of his former tenderness and acted like he didn't even know me.

GT: *he shakes his head* You are correct. I had him healed, completely. But you are correct in your assumption when you say that Gabriel loved you. *he had a feeling what he had just said was a contradiction, but she was still looking far off, and he is thankful for it. Why was he going around like that? It was so untypical of him; yet he felt, like the humans would say, that he was walking on eggs, afraid of the outcome to that revelation.* #He loves you still...#

C - *When she looks up at him there is pain in her eyes as she finally brings herself to utter the secret about her love for Gabriel.* I loved him... but... I loved him because... he reminded me of you.

GT: *he looks at her, his eyes widening. So, he had been wrong, perhaps the whole time, and that meant that all that pain he had brought upon her after had been in vain! How blind he had been then. Away from her sight, his right hand turns to a ball as it shivers nervously against the mattress. But still, he calls upon his Taelon dissimulation skills, and asks, so calmly it really smelled like too much control was being exerted.* I see... *the words were almost a whisper.* When... how did you come to realise this Cadence? He was human, like you were... 

C - I don't know exactly when it happened, and I can't give you any specifics on why he reminded me of you. *Her forehead creases in a little frown as she thinks about the question and tries to give him an answer.* The best way I could describe it is, if someone were wearing a mask...a mask that made them look like someone else, and even though you didn't see that person, there would still be something...familiar about them - little gestures and mannerisms. *she looks thoughtful, her head tilted slightly* He talked like you sometimes..the words he used...and when we...made love, sometimes I would see your face looking back from his blue eyes.

GT: But, you do love him still, do you not? *he faces her completely, his blue eyes bright and melancholic.* Yes, you do... I can see that... *he reaches out to touch her foot, but withdraws, as if shocked.* 

C - I loved what he was, and if I love him still, it is only a memory that I love. *she looks down sadly*...Only a memory.

GT: I do want you to know, you have not been unfaithful to what you feel for me at any moment... in thought, or otherwise...

C - *She looks at him, confusion clear on her young face* But... I was! I did betray you with him, though at the time I didn't see it that way. I was so angry with you for the things you did to me, and hating myself for loving you anyway, and Gabriel... he listened to me, and held me when the pain became too much to bear! *Her chin is quivering and she feels tears drip from her eyes onto the green nightgown*  That's why I allowed what... happened... in this room to happen. I loved him and wanted him to have his life back.

GT: *he represses a blush. From where he stood, his aura could nearly touch hers, and her sadness infiltrated inside of him like water in the sand. He lacked words at the time. He had apologised once, but she had not understood the true meaning of that apology. And now he wondered if she would forgive him. They had days... mere days, to solve that secret and move onwards, and she would have to be at peace with herself and with him for the joining to work. But it pained her still... he thought to himself he should have had her memories removed, with or without her consent. But that would have been raping her mind after he had allowed it done to her body...* It is still alive inside you then... even despite what has happened in the mean time...

C - *Her eyes find his shyly. She hated thinking about her rape and was usually good at calling up her ability for overlooking unpleasant things, except, her subconscious would not let her forget.* I... dream about it sometimes... and the vision haunts me. I have the feeling that it won't leave me at peace until I decipher it... but I don't understand it!

GT: *he looks downward, away from her. No, of course she did not understand... but it was still amazing to him that she had felt something, even not knowing how to translate it. But now... she should be able to.*

C - If only I didn't keep having that dream... I could leave my attack in here behind! *She hits at the mattress once with both fists and then rises to pace the room slowly.* 

GT: *he rises his eyes to her again, his voice smooth.* Tell me of that dream Cadence.

C - I am being raped, but, when I look up, it is Gabriel standing where you were, *she points at the spot where T'than had stood and watched it all occur.* He is ordering it done, and... when I look down to the table, I am still holding his limp hand in my own, but...it's not him lying there... it is you. 

GT: *he follows her every move carefully, but then at some point, his eyes focus merely on her. The dream held the key, but still it placed them in different positions.* 

C - *She stops pacing and looks into his eyes, hers full of inner turmoil as she relives the experience all over again in vivid clarity* In my dream... I allowed myself to be raped for you... to save you.

GT: * It made him feel so guilty to know he had not understood her then. But could he really. Not really admitting his love for her, knowing emotions only in that surrogate body... or maybe, allowing himself to feel them because he could blame it on the human shell’s nature. It was all so confusing; the struggle against the sentiments that were eating up at him, and only on that day, on that fateful day, had he realised that there was no denial, no escape: he was trapped in those emotions and they brought him so much joy, and now... ironically, so much pain as well. He had to conclude, it was so much easier to be his old self; but that was the same as being dead. Going back now, would be like dying... *

C - *He is feeling a myriad of emotions; she can perceive his pain and guilt over the incident, and now she knew the words of apology she had heard in her mind after the incident had indeed come from him - she had always wondered if she had only dreamed them, and now she knew the truth. But he was still tormented by other feelings - agitation and fear. They jumped into her making her feel the same way, and making the telling of her thoughts and feelings to him harder than it already was.* # Why is he afraid? #

GT: *He smiles sadly at her words.* Perhaps, you feel as though it was truly Gabriel who wished it done, that he is to blame for what was done to you, as you did do it for him and he repaid you only with arrogance and mischief. *pause, as he locks his stare on hers.* Or perhaps your dream is not that far off from reality... and your instincts were correct all along... Hurricane Cadence.

C - *She was turned away from him, her fingers petting over the smooth surface of the countertop, but she smirks and turns to him.* Yes... Hurricane Cadence. It's like I said, you both talked the same at times. *She laughs softly* I swear, sometimes you were both so similar it was as if you were the same per...*Her words drop off in a dying whisper and her eyes lock onto his too-blue eyes – eyes so similar to Gabriel's, eyes that were able to look into her soul. But Gabriel's eyes had lost that special glowing fire after T'than had changed him, and all of the sudden, his voice echoes in Cadence's mind – his words on Kiron, and his words just now.*

GT: *he can feel as her aura almost explodes in brightness after her freezing altogether for that moment their eyes meet and before hers turn into her memories. He still looked at her, waiting for her mind to complete the process and come up with the now-obvious relation between him and the volunteer Gabriel she had fallen for. He expires heavily and closes his eyes, a surge of panic yet relief making his pathways ignite within him, burning and yet freezing him in expectation, as silence grew so heavy, almost unbearable in the room.*

C - # I returned him to being as human as he ever was...#

*The synapses in her brain began to fire as bridges were built between certain memories and others, and associations were made, and it was a tangible feeling for her, making her feel as though she were being hit with tiny jolts of electricity as things began to come together at last for her.*

GT: Cadence, I... *he whispers softly, too softly for her mind, so lost in thought and shock as she was, and he decides for the best that she completes her reasoning and speaks the words herself. It would mean she was certain then...*

C - *Her hands had ceased their skating over the counter and instead now gripped it, so hard her knuckles turned white from the effort, but she was not aware. Nor was she aware of her trembling body as her mind rewound through time, replaying snippets of long forgotten words...*

# My Sl...eeping Beauty...#
# slave girl! #

T'than's words of earlier come to her then.*
# But you are correct in your assumption when you say that Gabriel loved you...#

...*and then her own words whisper into her ears*
# I loved him... but... I loved him because... he reminded me of you...#
#...if someone were wearing a mask... a mask that made them look like someone else, and even though you didn't see that person, there would still be something... familiar about them...# 

*Finally she thought of her dream, and how T'than and Gabriel's positions were reversed in it...WHY they were reversed.*
#Because they are one_ in_ the_ same! #

Oh Gods... *she whimpers*... oh... no... I don't believe it...

GT: Cadence... *his impulse is to extend his hand in an act of help, repent, support... but he doesn’t feel in the right to assume that position now, so he remains frozen, his eyes looking sideways and onto the bed. Each encounter between them was like a storm. First clouds to darken their path, then the heavy rain, the hurricane... then finally, the peace of a sunny day that was merely the interlude to another storm. He was acting 101% guilty.*

C - *she shakes her head in denial. The truth was that she did not *want* to believe it, but some deep, hidden part of herself had known, and in fact had always known, but she refused to see it, for it had been too painful for her to admit to whom she had told all of her secrets to, whom she had made love to... willingly... whom she had allowed herself to be raped for...*

It was you... *her voice it but a breath*... somehow...it was you...in Gabriel's body... wasn't it?

GT: From the first day... *his lips utter finally, and he raises his eyes to look at her.* the first kiss that awakened you from your nightmare... It was I, yes.

C - *Everything around T'than seems to vanish, until it is only his glowing face against a black backdrop of the abyss, and his lips move almost silently with the answer, and suddenly the abyss expands around him, flowing outward like oil to envelop her as she slips silently to the ground, her mind not allowing her to hear any more...*

Book Eight

Part Four

Through Your Eyes

GT: *the shift in her energy emissions is sudden and it sends panic thru him like nothing before, because it was as if he could not read her emotions any longer; like she had given up her faculty or shunned away from allowing him to interpret the signs of her aura. Those of her body are all too clear, and in a swift motion, he is up and striding to her. He kneels by her on the floor, and picks her up ever so gently to lay her on the bed. He arranges the pillows carefully before setting her down. Wanting to feel her, almost desperate, to ease that agony, that nearly physical fear of losing her, he holds on to her hand and places it palms together with his. He tries to peek into her mind, to bring her back, but he is assaulted by a torrent of emotions that pushes him violently away. His eyes shot open and he nearly jumps off the bed, but she remains so still, only a light moan escaping her lips.* If only you could understand... it was the only way... *a frail finger touches at her cheeks and her lips. Slowly, he leans down and plants a tiny kiss on her lips.* Wake up, my sleeping beauty... #to the truth.#

C - *Once, T'than had awakened her with those words to a lie in the guise of a human body, and now, her eyes flutter open to the same words and it is as though she were the true sleeping princess from the fairy tale; asleep for ages, awakened to life by a kiss, but for Cadence, this kiss awoke her to the truth and finally, the veil of uncertainty and fear that had shrouded her life for weeks lifted and the darkest secret that existed between them was revealed.*

Her green eyes open to his blue ones, so close to her as he looks down at her with concern...and apprehension because she knows. Her shock added with her low energy levels of before left her too weak to rise, her heart fluttering slightly in reaction to that, and her skin growing cold from its now normal coolness.*

GT: *he looks worriedly down at her, melancholy making his eyes deeper and shinier than usual. He takes a strand of her hair from her cheek, locking it behind her ear, so softly, his touch is not more perceptible than a gust of wind.* Welcome back...

C - Why? *The single word is uttered with the heartache she feels, and only in a soft whisper because of her weakness, but even in the softness of it there is pain.* Why... did you do it? 

GT: *his eyes close and he almost blushes. The question, the dreaded question. He had posed it to himself so many times, and each time there had been a different answer, and different excuse. Looking back now, he didn’t know what to tell her.* I do not know... *he sits up straight, still looking down at her pale features.* perhaps for the freedom of being able to feel, to express emotions I denied for so long. I have asked myself so many times, given myself a different answer each of those times. What I can say now, is that it was because I loved you even then, but knew not how to express it except through that human shell.

C - *It was a difficult shock to bear to discover that it had been he in the Volunteer's body all that time – even though part of her had known, hearing the actual confirmation of it was awful. But then, thoughts of her rape came to assault her mind just as her body had been physically assaulted, and it was no less painful.* You manipulated me into allowing your men to...

GT: *the incredible sadness was almost physical inside him; he felt a pressure at his chest, almost choking a reflex of her feelings as well as his own combined. It ached, it was agony pure and simple...*

C - *her voice falls off with a sob and a single tear trickles from the corner of her eye.* Why? Oh Gods...why?

GT: *he shakes his head sadly.* I have cursed and praised that moment many times in my life... I curse it every day for the pain it brought you and how it branded you; it was my fault, and my fault alone. *he looks to the floor, pensively.* I was too confused, I never did know if what you loved was the essence you did not recognise in the human body, or the lifeless shell that was lying there. I forgot... that you were just human. I was wishing so badly that you were more than that; But yet, that pain *he looks back at her, into her green wetting eyes* it awoke my feelings inside of me, and I understood as well that shell was just an excuse; that I could indeed love you... *he rises from the bed and gives two tiny steps away from it.* That time, when you nearly killed me... I was attempting to erase the memory from your mind, so it would at least ease your pain. As Taelon, I would cope with that memory forever, and the pain it brought me, and I decided that was to be my punishment. *he turns back to her, his eyes shining as if he were close to tears, as she was.*

C - *Her emotions are in chaos and it is bad – her heart throbs in her ears as she struggles to hold back her threatening tears, and then she sees T'than's expression – the stony War General who looks now as though he were going to break down, and she found herself wondering if Taelons could cry. She sits up, but there is pain in her limbs now as well as cold - her body burning away all of her energy reserves in its emotional tumult, and she did not have a great reserve. But she is careful to not let the pain show in her expression as she sits up and leans her back against the pillows.* I'm...sorry...I thought that...you wanted to take the memories so...you could allow it to happen to me again...that's why I fought you. *She looks down* If only I had known...

GT: No words can make amends for what I allowed, but this you had to know. *he stand by the bed, and slowly, his palm comes forward.* Share with me Cadence... so you will know both sides and maybe then... forgive me.

C - Her eyes move to his hand though she makes no move to give him her own.* No...I don't think that I can! *she looks at him with eyes that are so full of held back tears they glimmer.* I can't relive it again... even through your eyes!

GT: Please, it is important that you know... and it is the only way that you see... *he pushes his hand slightly forward.*

C - *She stares at his hand, that pale temple that is the doorway to his thoughts – to everything that he has been, everything that he is, and finally, with a shaking breath, lifts her hand and presses it to his and closes her eyes.*

GT: Relax... *he whispers softly.* Let it flow, I will guide you. *he searches in the recesses of his mind, as one would when looking for a file in a computer, and starts playing the events, frame by frame, as he remembered them still. He can feel her soft, shy, almost fearful probing as her mind opens to the images and becomes one with his; it is as if her consciousness has been transferred into his body, their energy acting as the bridge between their minds.* #look... see... open your mind’s eyes to what plays before you.# *he pulls back his emotions, closes them behind some hidden door to allow for her to feel only what had transpired in that precise moment of their lives.*

C - *At first there is a feeling of being enveloped in warmth, and there are colors, pale and soft floating before her eyes, than then the blurry tapestry of light takes form, becoming the very lab they were in now, and she almost thought that it had not worked, but...

It is brighter, and the soft bed is gone, back to being a gurney, and there is someone lying on it: Gabriel, and then her eyes shift to the side and she is faced with... herself! She is wrapped in nothing but a sheet and her look is pleading. Her own voice echoes in her mind...words from the past.*

# Is it really true what you said, T'than, that you could heal him? #

# It is as I said. He can go back to the way he was if I order it done.#

*The voice that issues from her is T'than's and she knows now that she is seeing the event with his eyes and she gasps when she sees the aura around herself, flickering in a maelstrom of her emotions. He feels attraction to her, but his pride is stronger, holding him back from what he truly feels.*

# Heal him... please heal him and I will do anything that you ask. *Her voice shakes, as does her body when she lets herself rest into his arms, her cheek against his chest.*...Anything...#

# Anything? #  *She can feel through him his victory at her defeat – the power over her and it is...* Delicious...

*Cadence did not realize that the word was spoken back in reality, a whisper upon her smirking lips. Back in the past, she can feel him thinking that she deserves it – if the shell is all she loves then he will give her all the physical stimulation she craves! But then as his men begin to take her he is shaken to his core. Why does it pain? Cadence feels the inner battle the Taelon fights as he watches, and something cracks within him when he looks into her face, wrenched with heartbreaking sorrow, and then come the words into his thoughts... from her!*

GT: *he is holding back, but experiencing it all again. The pain again, the metaphysical ache, everything, so vivid and clear as if it were happening as frame after frame played in an endless succession. He can hear her soft whispering in reality, drawing him back, but he withholds, like a phantom looking into the scene. And still, he opens up to her, to the images, to the feelings... to the truth.*

C - # Please don't do this to me! Every one of them that you let take me kills my feelings for you a little more! I want to love you but how can I when you do these things to me? #

*And that is when it happened... he knew that she loved him and that despite his beliefs and teachings and the way of his species... that he loved her too. Pain crushes at Cadence's chest with a great pressure with the intensity of what he feels – emotions locked away for thousands of years finally released, and her real body shakes with silent sobs as tears stream down her face, though her eyes remain tightly closed.

Her aura is fading – its beauty reduced to nothing.* #Nooo! Do not go, please! #

He aches as he watches her almost die mentally and finally he can watch no longer, and there is anger – such anger! At his men! For daring to touch what was so precious to him! Then there is heat, fire and death as he kills the man about to take her and all he can think of while he disperses that body is she – is she all right?*

GT: *the contact shivers, as if the emotions are too strong for her. He calls upon his strength to hold their bond together; she had to see to the end... no matter how it pained to relive it, to him, to her... that was something he needed to share the only way he knew how. So he guides, persuades her mind into maintaining the link, soothing it softly as her consciousness drinks of the psychic events.*

C - *But she is so empty! Cadence sees the image of herself as he looks down at her on the floor and re-covers her with the sheet and then pulls her up. Her aura is gone, as is her beautiful spirit – shattered! 

# I am sorry...#

*He has destroyed her, but it gave no pleasure as once it might have. Instead every fiber of his being is screaming in heartbreak as he carries her unconscious form back to her room, his soul shattered to match her spirit and he leaves to be alone, and she hears a voice,*

# I am sorry... Cadence... I am so sorry... come back to me... I love you #

But the voice she hears is different now as the sharing ends, and she comes back to reality, crying inconsolably, her body shaking, his words still on her lips.*

Cadence... I am sorry... please forgive me! I love you! 

GT: *his eyes open to welcome hers into reality, into the outside world again. The vortex of colours involves them both, throwing them back into the physical surroundings of the little lab that had been the stage to the memory. He is looking deeply into her eyes, their hands still together and it’s truly as if he can pierce through her soul with his stare. She is back, and he can hear her soft voice echoing what his lips had uttered so long ago. He dare not utter one word, awaiting her reaction, his soul taking in on her tears and momentarily aloof as to her feelings.*

C - *Her face is in her hands and her tears drip through her fingers as she sobs uncontrollably, channelling his emotions, though they rip at her insides with clawed hands. Taelons could not cry, and so she cried for him, his river of tears becoming hers, flowing from the well of his soul, untapped until now, to flow over her face and hands onto his jumpsuit as she fell into his arms.*

GT: *he brings his arms around her immediately, leads her to sit by his side on the mattress.* Now, you know... *he rocks her gently in his arms, his fingers playing with her hair; he could not take in that sorrow, for it was his own already. He carried it every day of his life since that fateful moment, and now, he had passed it onto her, and it felt as though the tears wetting at his jumpsuit were cleaning away at that choking sorrow.* I wish only that... you may forgive me. I knew not how precious and delicate was the jewel I held in my hands... I nearly ruined your shine, because I was afraid it would blind me. *he kisses at her head.* But your dazzling brightness has indeed shined upon my path when I was too accustomed to darkness. I love you Cadence Blue... With every sparkle in my body... *he pulls her chin up and kisses at her forehead, then takes her into his arms again, and lying on the bed, allows for her to calm down in his arms.*

C - *They lie together on the bed, his arms wrapped tightly around her as she cries, her face buried in the crook of his arm. She didn't try to stop it, this torrent of borrowed emotions that was so heavy the only way to lighten the burden was to wash it away with her cleansing tears - all of his sorrow and pain for all he had done to her in the past. And as she wept, shamelessly, childishly, their bond strengthened as their love for each other left the shadows and came into the light, and she was finally able to let Gabriel go completely, for she knew she was not truly letting him go, for the Gabriel she had known, HER Gabriel, was holding her tightly in his arms, kissing her hair, and whispering softly to her.

She would never forget her rape and she knew that he would not either, and just as her feelings of violation and pain would always be with her, he would have to live with his guilt over it. Cadence knew that her nightmare about it would haunt her no more, for now she knew the truth and was free to heal and move on.

He wanted her forgiveness, but the truth was she could not give it to him, for the simple reason that T'than was no longer the being he had been before; he had grown and evolved into someone else, leaving the husk of his darker self behind. She knew he would still have enemies, and that his behavior around others on the ship would not denote his change, but SHE knew it had occurred, for to her he would always show a different facet of himself – the ever-turning jewel.

She thought all these things to him when the tears finally stopped and she looked into his warm blue eyes. He smiled softly then and waved on the healing energy shower over them, and Cadence could see that... he understood.*

Book Eight

Part Five

One Last Step Of The Way

*Cadence had fallen asleep after her ordeal of discovering the truth about a Volunteer she had loved named Gabriel. T'than had waved the much needed energy shower over them while he held her, whispering soothing words to her, though she could not recall them, for she had drifted off, simply enjoying the sound of his voice.

Everything had finally come together for her, making sense at last, from how Gabriel had known the symbol for T'than's name, to how T'than always seemed to know what she and the young man had talked about privately. These mysteries solved, she relaxed completely sleeping deeply to awaken later feeling much better, stretching out in the arms that still held her.

The energy shower was no longer raining on them, but she was feeling much better, the icy chill no longer over her skin, leaving only that new coolness behind. It seemed to her that she had become more fragile with the change that was rapidly overtaking her physiology for there was weakness in her like she had never known before, especially when her need for energy arose, and she wondered if Taelons suffered the same when they needed rest and nourishment.

But there were other times when she was sure she could feel his energy coursing through her, imbuing her with a feeling of strength, and of course, her newfound psychic abilities with the Taelon as well.

Her thoughts moved on to other things; she thought of Chandra and their friendship and a little pang of sadness lit up in her as she realized that it felt like a lifetime ago when they had spent time together, just laughing and being foolish. She thought of her shift on the bridge as well. It had been more than a week since she had worked, and weeks since she had worked regularly. She knew that her shining record of service had probably become rather tarnished for her schedule would be marked with quite a few no-shows, and she knew no one could find her to even question or reprimand her for this.

It was not a lifetime ago that she had led a life of Companion service and fun times with her many friends, it was simply another life, but she still wondered about it – would she go back to it, or was it forbidden to her now?

GT: *a tiny jolt of her energy at the fingertips that played over her skin announced her awakening to him. Her aura shone brightly now, evolving from the pure misty white of when she was asleep, to the myriad of colours that wrote in ephemeral words all her feelings and her thoughts. He remained still, reading of her emotions and her psychological state as best as he could, drinking of their richness and variety. He could not be tired of watching her beauty, one that seemed all the more radiant and dazzling now that he had been so close to losing her because of what he had done. But now, the cycle was close to being complete. Nothing could separate them anymore; there were no more secrets, except the details of their lives that they would soon share in their joining... the final joining...*

C - *Her eyes moved to the side and she had to wonder how long T'than had been watching her as she mused, his blue eyes fixed on her with something between fascination and curiosity.*

GT: *his lips tense somewhat, sketching a tiny smile, almost imperceptible.* You were... daydreaming?

C - I was thinking about... my bridge shift, and how it seems so long ago that I existed in the capacity of a Volunteer. They must all wonder what happened to me... my friends I mean. *small laugh.*

GT: Although Taelons have a different concept of friendship, you are possibly right... *he slackens his embrace and moves slightly away to give her room.*

C - *She turns in his arms to face him from her former relaxed position on her back. Her face takes on a curious look as she frowns slightly in thought as she asks her questions* T'than... am I still a Volunteer? 

GT: You are, to the Mothership records and the rest of my kind, and to those who know you.

C - Will I ever go back to that... and to my friends?

GT: *yes, she would pain from her loneliness. He knew it... from the beginning he had known.* It will depend, on the outcome. However, I think you realised there was a time when you needed to make a choice, and you did. Perhaps you still hope that your old life can be somewhat compatible to the new, but that is not so. You are no longer human Cadence; in a way, you are no more the person that those who knew you cherished. *he looks at her, his eyes soft but so full of strength* You can feel the change, not only in your body, but deep within yourself as well. In a way you died and you were reborn Cadence, reinvented. What you share with your old self is a name and your image in the mirror, but that is just illusion. *he pulls her to him by the waist, and looks deeply into her eyes, lovingly.* You are my mate now. And soon... *he plays with a strand of her hair.* when we succeed, you will be the mother to my child. 

C - *She smiles softly and kisses him tenderly.* And I would not change that for the universe... I swear it, but... sometimes I am still so scared... not of joining like I was but more... of my future – what it will hold for me. 

GT: The Future is uncertainty Cadence... *his features have taken on a dreamy, almost contented look.* and that is the wonder of it, as I could never have dreamt to find you. *his fingers roam up and down her arm.* But I can see how this change in your life upsets you. *his eyes glaze pensively.* 

C - *His words had not shocked her, for in a way she had already known the truth of her new self and what it would mean for her old life as a Volunteer, but, like with the knowledge of Gabriel, it took him speaking the words to her to make the uncertainty a reality.* You say that I am no longer the person my friends knew and cherished but... if that is the case...*She looks at him sadly. She felt so vulnerable and her next question was tearing at her heart – not because she was afraid to ask, but because she feared the answer.* ...what about my parents? They are still young and alive, living on Earth. # probably wondering why their only child had not called them in over a month#

GT: I had not thought of them... *he looks down at the mattress.* Taelons do not hold such a bond with their parents. But I can see they are a similar issue to you, as my kind is to me... *when his eyes return to focus on her features, they find her in a sort of contemplative manner.*

C - *She had thought about asking him to get her on a shuttle to the planet below, but she knew what his answer would be; he did not allow her amongst the general populace of the ship, and she had a feeling that he had no intention of letting her not-quite-human self wander on a planet full of dangers where anything could happen. She also knew that once she was carrying their child that he would probably become even more cautious and protective than he already was.

Her words continue then, softly, calmly. She just needed to talk, and she did, but not before she had moved close to him again, wanting him to hold her as she drew of his strength and security.* You are right... I feel different, like the preverbal caterpillar, which turns into a butterfly. I could not explain it in the beginning, but, things felt as though they were changing around me; my room for instance, *she looks up at him* it feels like an alien place... as if I no longer belong there. 

GT: *he listens attentively to her words. Indeed, she had suffered a metamorphosis, and he truly pitied that her eyes could not contemplate her true beauty as his could. But she belonged nowhere... if he was gone, she would feel lost, misplaced. That caused a pang of fear, painful, almost physical to churn his inner pathways. He had separated her of everything, ripped her from her old life and remade her... much in the same manner she had remade him. They were alone, with only each other; but in a simple, almost euphoric way, he knew he had never been more contented and fulfilled than in that moment.*

C - And Chandra... she seemed changed to me as well... alien... just like how humans perceive the Taelons... as alien. But then I realized, people and things around me weren't changing... I was.

GT: *he nods to her.* Indeed... Chandra no longer understands you, because she cannot. You have grown and transformed, and in her mind, you are still the same girl she knew. But that is not so... In her, you should see the danger that could be if you were exposed to those other people you know.  

C - But, if I can sense that Chandra, and other human beings, are different from myself, doesn't it stand to reason that it would work both ways – from them to me? *fearful pause* So, when # if # I see my parents again... what will they see when they look at me?
Their daughter or... an alien...?

GT: *he nearly sighs. Her question was a justified one. And indeed he had a similar one: how would his kind see him if they knew, and what would they do. T’than shunned away those thoughts, as he had lived enough to know. But Cadence, had not.* Humans possess such a close parent-child bond. With most of my species, we are told to disregard it, but I am not convinced it is at all possible... *he looks back into her eyes.* Genetically, you are no longer the child of your parents; you are so much more now, more than what they are. In a way, the blood ties that united you have weakened... however, I do not know enough of your relationship with them to anticipate how they would react. 

C - No longer... their child? *She shuddered and sadness filled her eyes while she looked away to digest this new and shocking information. She knew that she was changing, but she had had no idea that its effects would reach so deeply to change the entire essence of her very being. She bit her lip thoughtfully and spoke from her memories.* My parents...we are...were...close, but my mother, well, she was never pleased that I had chosen Companion service. *She looked up, feeling rather ashamed suddenly at the revelation she was about to make.* She does not trust the Taelons and...she wishes that you had never come. My father on the other hand is more lenient in his view and it is only because of him that I am here today. *she laughs softly* He has always known the right thing to say to appease her. *She smiles at him crookedly* My mother is a rather spirited individual. If I could convince her that I was happy now, being with you...maybe I could make her understand...*her voice fell off and it was clear that she did not put much faith in her own words.*


GT: *he knows she is still desperately trying to hold on to something of her past life, as one would seek a holding point, an anchor to something they once thought for certain. But she had admitted that her former life was like a dream to her, just memories that didn’t make much sense anymore. Her true past was nearly reduced to the few weeks that had been passed since his invasion of her dreams, so the woman he looked at now was but a child in so many ways. It was not easy to cope with change; he had suffered it and still did, but true to his Taelon nature, he was much colder about it than she could be. He could tell she was meaning to make a request of him, to at least convey news to her loved ones, but was both afraid to do it without his consent and, perhaps most of all, to face them.* Cadence, know what we have must remain a secret... you accepted these terms, and it is vital that you stand by them. However, I cannot forbid you to speak with them one last time before we join, but I would strongly advise against it... It remains your call.

C - I... should call them. It's been so long since I spoke with them they might grow concerned and begin asking questions. *What she did not say to him was that a call to him now would only put off the inevitable, for, if her next call to them was to be her last, eventually they would grow suspicious and begin making inquiries about her. But Cadence also knew that hiding her emotions had never been something she had mastered, and if she called her parents and they sensed her sadness, that she could very well make things worse for she and T'than right away.*

GT: Very well, I will grant you access to my network soon. Although I am concerned they might discern something is not well with you and ask questions anyway. And... *he touches her cheek* if your mother is anything like you, spirited and perceptive, she might become a problem. *he touches at her lips. Indeed, Cadence’s mother had been wise not to trust the Taelons. If she knew half of what he did that his kind had done... but she would know, soon, and she would need to know how to filter what she received from him. And with such short time table, he would need to teach her yet a few more things. She seems nervous, and that would make for the perfect time to test her abilities...*


C - *Her inner turmoil and the indecision on how to proceed with her family made her feel as though a tangible stab of pain was being wrenched into her, and then she realized that it was not her imagination – she was shaking with pain!*

GT: *the slight impression became a true sensation; her felt her shiver underneath his fingers, but his body had perceived pain before it. She was channelling it to him...*

C - *She had nearly forgotten about the Ka'atha'am, a word she had finally learned to say properly, and now it was giving her a reminder that it was still there. It had seemed to her that, the moment they had stopped fighting their feelings for each other that the symptoms had eased greatly – so much so that Cadence had thought they were gone altogether. 

The cramp shot through her, stronger than ever before and she could barely breathe from the pressure in her chest. *

GT: *It was momentous and possibly due to her altered state of mind. Even if she did not realise it, her body had reached a certain balance with her mind, through the meditation he had taught her, but a big emotional distress was enough to tip the scale. His hands went around her and pulled her close.* Hush now... be calm and let it subside... *it was almost stronger to him as it was to her, and he absorbed part of her pain, literally, to ease her own. But he would soon have to do the exact opposite to test her limits and her ability to focus.*

C - *She curled up against him, knowing that he must be feeling it too and finally as the fire within her subsided she was able to speak, her voice sounding out of breath and shaky.* I thought... we had escaped it... but instead it hurt worse this time!

GT: Your mind and body were in disagreement. You were distressed, and the Ka’atha’am has the ability to amplify emotions and sensations. It possibly enhanced the hurt you were feeling, and made it physical. But it can be fought with inner peace... *he raises his back, making her rise with him to sit on the bed.* Please, kneel on the bed... *he waits for her to comply and mirrors her motion behind her.*

C - *Her legs are entangled in the long green nightgown, but she finally manages to do as he asks, her knees on the bedcovers, her body surrounded by shining folds of emerald that billow out around her. And then he is there, kneeling behind her and a rush of energy goes through her in response to his touching over her body.*

GT: *Resting his hands on her shoulders, he lets them slide down her arms and carefully reaches underneath her fingers to pull her arms upwards.* Breathe in... deeply... *his voice keeps singing at her ear, and his hands guide her until her arms are outstretched, then he slowly pushes one hand against the other.* Close your mind and empty it, focus only on the energy you feel pulsing within you and around you... it can be a touch... *he grazes the tip of his nose to her skin.* ...pleasurable... *he kisses over her neck and behind her ear.* or even painful... *he lets the pain he had felt in her flow back into her body and felt her tense up.* but energy is always the same. You perceive it differently... you must control that perception, switch it off when it aches, embrace it when it is bliss... 

C - *His touch, his kisses and his voice all combine to make an all-too-pleasant elixir of warmth to stroke her with gentle fingers inside and out - it was energy, pure and simple, and she could feel it and perceive it in her mind - that ever constant glow within her - her own little sun that now burned brighter as he kept stroking her, not only with his hands but with his hypnotic voice. Then there is a white-hot flash and the pleasure is replaced by that same stinging pain of earlier. She does not gasp, managing to hold it before letting it seep away as her body relaxes again.*

GT: *he walks his fingers by the sides of her waist and kisses softly at her bare shoulders.* Perception is just your way of feeling the world. And you will need to master it completely before our joining... *his arms slide by her belly, locking around her chest in an embrace as he pulls her closer and rests his chin over her right shoulder.* I would want it to be magical and gratifying, not painful at all... I have caused enough of that in my lifetime.


C - *She looks to the side and kisses him softly on the cheek. Six weeks ago when everything had begun to change for her, she still would have never believed that she would be here like this with him now and, despite some uncertainties about her new life she was happy – very much so. But she had always been happy and possessed of a joy of life, rarely knowing true sadness, brought up with love and adoration by well-adjusted and happy parents. She was emotional, capable of feeling the highest highs and the lowest lows but she had always had a great sense of inner happiness, and it was that spirited part of herself that had gotten her from that point weeks ago, to the here and now in one piece.

T'than had caused her so much pain over the weeks, and she knew he had done much more in his immense lifetime, but perhaps, pain and indifference was all the Taelon had ever known, and thus, all he was able to give. Yet he had changed so much and she knew that she could not have elicited a change toward goodness in him if goodness had never existed in him in the first place. But now she was here and she would show him what it meant to be happy – to heal his soul. In a surprise move she turned to him and deftly waved away his jumpsuit, smiling slightly at his surprise.* When you got it, you got it...
 
GT: *the change in her mood is too fast for him to anticipate. He had been delighting on the soothing humming of her thoughts, listening to the melody rather than the lyrics and the words that formed them, and suddenly she has turned and he finds himself without his garments. It is not at all shameful for a Taelon to be “naked”, and his surprise was mostly at her ability to trick him, and to control the energy currents that covered his body and entangled to form the jumpsuit. She had done it with incredible ease.* It would appear the issue is that I do not have it anymore... *he meant the jumpsuit, obviously, and his eyes were gleaming, almost smirking at her along with his lips.* May I demand equality of rights? 

C - *She let her nightgown fall away and brought his hands to her breasts as she made him lie on his back.* You have so many regrets...*she said while brushing her lips against his, moving to his cheeks and then over his chin, her lips finding the hollow of his throat and planting little kisses there.* I can feel it... from your soul... 
 
GT: *the smugness is gone and replaced by a kind of melancholy, somewhat of a dreamful state. He closes his eyes and focuses only on the soft whispering voice that reaches out to him, and then there is truly nothing but her presence, her enveloping energy, the touch of trim fingers and the soft grazing of her full lips...*
 
C - *her body half rests over his, her breasts pressing to his chest, one of her legs slung over his, her knee slightly bent as it rests between his thighs.* That is what we feel from each other you know... each other's souls...*her voice is whispery and soft to match the wispy little kisses that now touch him over his chest and stomach as she slides down his form slowly.*
 
GT: *he shudders softly with her kissing, not wanting to break the peaceful trance with the torrent of lust that wanted to build up within him. He knew she wanted more... it was not passion, it was something deeper than that; somehow there was no explanation to that feeling, only instinct. She was probing him, relaxing him, making him ready to accept her presence, that of her energy and her mind; almost like a sharing, something close to a joining... they communed.*

C - *When she reaches the apex between his legs she stops, placing one long kiss there, followed with slow, teasing movements with her tongue, enjoying the feel of him shuddering under her, and she slowly began her ascent back up his body, making sure to slide up between his legs, placing her body in full contact with his until she is lying completely on top of him. She moves seductively over him and she looks deeply into his eyes.* Let me cast the shadows in your soul away with my light...
 
GT: *the blush came and was gone before long. The gleam flickered over his invisible skin, giving him an almost ethereal look. There had been pleasure, and he had been ready to accept it, but willingly, premeditatedly, it had lasted so little time.* Cadence... *he whispers softly, looking upwards at her, feeling so helpless and at a loss, yet so free. He realised then he would trust her with his life, for that was indeed what happened every time they performed a deeper joining.*

C - *What Cadence was thinking of doing – the very thing T'than had done with her to prepare her for their final joining, did not come without some fear on her part, but she wanted to try. Just as pleasure could be turned off, so could pain. # it is all perception...# She needed to overcome her body's want to hold onto her energy essence and let it flow to him, for only in that way could she give him a piece of herself, and later, to join with him...to make a child with him.*
 
GT: *his hands slide down her back, and pull her closer by the buttocks. She is tensing up somewhat, and he knows it is his time to reassure her and somewhat lead her once more into going ahead with what she had in mind, so he takes action, leans to her and his lips invite hers to a long kiss.*

C - *Her lips were meshed with his and she was moaning as he flipped her onto her back and she was boiling with passion for him, and that is when her hands found his, gripping them tightly as her breath came faster with her excitement and her eyes closed and once more she saw the flashing sun that was the visual representation of the energy inside of her being and she began to project, but this time, instead of only seeing a tiny flicker of blue light branching out to touch the sun that was T'than's essence, the babbling stream turned into a flowing river as Cadence took hold of her pain and locked it away within herself.* T'than! 
 
GT: *his eyes glazed with emptiness, as his sight turned to his inner self and hers. Her aura was now pure perception to him, and it was as if she could see him the same way, and herself. Strangely, it added to the pleasure, so different than that of the flesh, even though their bodies danced over the other, grazing and slithering, stimulating the feeling of being so close they were nearly one and the same. The hands against his opened him to the door to her insides, and gently, he peeked into her, marvelling with the beauty of her essence. His name was spoken, but he had heard it call before her lips had uttered it, and in that moment, he opens up to her as well.*
 
C - *she cried in a gasp* Feel my happiness... the happiness I have always felt...*she kisses him, moaning into his mouth*... Let my joy be yours forever...*and in a quick and blinding inner flash she sent a jolt of her essence into him, sending a blissful cascade of her feelings to wash over him – through him!*
 
GT: *the feeling was beyond intense! Like a flood, she entered him and reached every corner of his being, meshing with it. It was a climax in itself, and his back arched, grazing his pelvis against hers.*
 
C - *Her back arched and they both cried out, and then it was over and her arms wrapped around him as she shuddered from the effort, her soft voice echoing into his ear.* My soul... I gave you a piece of my soul...
 
GT: *exhausted, with the new energy still bouncing back and forth in his being, making him taste of a myriad of different feelings, sensations, emotions, but most importantly, intensities, he rested his forehead to hers. His lips searched hers, silently displaying a feeling deeper than love, gratitude for such given, for the most precious offering a being could bestow upon another. Their bond was final now... and he wondered if the force that bounced in his body was joy... pure and simple, magnified by her own teachings and the human essence that was a part of his forever now. And somehow... it also burned at his chest, for he had not stolen, not asked for it, but he had been merely presented, because somehow, he was worth it.* Now, no strength in the universe can set us apart, for we are one... *he kisses over her face and slides down her body to rest his head in her chest.* one in the same.

C - One in the same... *her voice is far off and dreamy as she lifts her head and kisses him once on the top of his before lying down on the pillow again. Her arms come up around his neck and shoulders as he seems to sleep at her breasts and she sighs softly as she strokes the back of his neck with her fingertips. The giving of herself had left her with a feeling of intense calm and peace, her spirit now one with his, and it would always be for as long as they lived.

At last she had finally overcome her fear and was able to give completely of herself, pulling against the frail and gossamer threads that held her to her humanity, barely noticing as they broke, allowing her to move even further into her new existence. T'than had taught her as much as he could and she had come that one, last step of the way and now chances were very good that they would achieve their goal; a complete joining and the creation of a child. They had come full circle, and Cadence knew that, she was ready.

 *****************************************

*Zo’or kisses Naor'rin as they exit the portal upon their arrival to the Mothership and then makes his way toward the bridge... he enters and acknowledges his parent.* Greetings Da’an...

 
D: *He hears Zo’or entering the Bridge and rises to greet him. He notices the changed look on his face and in his walk. He lets him go towards the Command chair while he goes towards the virtual glass window.* I had a visit from Sc'orr a while ago. 

Z: *he rises from the command chair and walks over to stand by his parent*... What about this visit by Sc'orr? 
 
D: To make a long story short, as the Humans say, Sc'orr came to see me with a request, as one of the Volunteers, a girl named Zara, had tried to commit suicide by changing the density of the energy field of the virtual windows and was thus able to access open space, which she did, had Sc'orr not passed by there and caught her. Before that though, he had time to speak to her and tried to dissuade her from taking her life and asked her why she was doing it. She told him that it was T'than, and that he had stolen her soul and had ruined her life during the past 6 years that she had been on board the Mothership. She was on the edge of the window and when Sc'orr attempted to reach her, she slipped and was drawn into space. But he caught her and was able to bring her onboard again, though she had already suffered from the effects of exposure to outer space. Zara is now in a stasis tank, recovering physically, in the medical wing. 
 
Z: *He bristles at hearing T'than was involved and in his mind he begins pondering over what was said about him stealing her soul*   

D: What Sc'orr requested was, that since what happened was due to one of our own species driving her to end her own life, we should give her back her happy memories of life before her encounter with T'than and purge her memory of her bad ones. At first I was not at all in agreement with this procedure and I opted for psychotherapy for her, but after listening to Sc'orr's arguments, he was able to convince me that the purge would be the better solution, because if she came out of the tank physically healed, her mind would not be, and she would probably seek to take her life again. I knew that he was correct in his assumptions so I therefore agreed to put this request before the Synod, which I have done and now we await their decision. 
 
Z: *He blushes and his hands begin fluttering about his body*... I wonder if she was the only Volunteer he had manipulated in this way. I would have wished to speak with her myself and find exactly what he had done to her and for what purpose. However, I think Sc'orr must have learned all that she was able to relate during his encounter with her, and of course she is in no condition to be questioned about those incidents now.... yes I agree, under these circumstances the purge and memory implants are preferable to psychotherapy. I will go before the Synod letting them know that I am in complete accord in regard to Sc'orr's proposal. 
 
D: As you can see, T'than is again involved. *He lowers his eyes then turns to look out at the stars beyond. He slowly shakes his head.* I wonder what else T'than is involved in. *A blush overtakes him as he thinks of what T'than is really capable of.*

Z: *He sneers as his hand comes down hard on the arm of the command chair*...T'than!!!...Yes my parent, I also wonder what all our War Minister has been involved in... and I wonder what he will have to say when it is made known that he was the one responsible for her condition and thus her attempted suicide..*incensed over what he has learned, he waves on his datastream and contacts T'than leaving a message that he is report to the Bridge immediately on a matter of extreme importance, and failure to comply is not an option he should even consider*
 
D: *He sees the effect this news has Zo’or and goes over to him.* As we have had no reports on any other incidents of this nature, or heard of any talk as to who could be having trouble with T'than, we may never really know. T'than will surely not say anything. It is preferable that he know nothing of her whereabouts or that she is being taken care of. He may look her up after she is released from the Medical bay and takes on her duties again. To be on the safe side, he may want to do away with her himself. She may know too much in his eyes, as he will not know that she has no more memories of him. You know T'than. He likes to make a clean sweep of everything and everyone that could be in his way, or be a possible threat to him in the future. *His hands flutter up around his chest in frustration and he turns and walks back to the window, wondering how long it will take T'than to come to the Bridge this time.*

Z: *He sighs as he nods in affirmation realizing Da’an is correct in what he says, but he also knows it cannot remain a secret from T'than due to his status as a Synod member*...That may well be, and I do agree that keeping her whereabouts secret is preferable...however, being a member of the Synod he will of course be apprised of this situation. *he turns with his lips curving smugly*... was he not informed that the Synod is meeting to consider and rule on Sc'orr's petition? Hmm... I have seen and heard practically nothing from him since our last meeting with the Synod. Could it be our War Minister is... as Humans say... keeping a low profile?


GT: *he is still lying with Cadence, the girl deeply asleep in his arms, when the console by his side lights up. He had set it to warn him should any communication arrive to his main console in his offices. Slowly, he moved from Cadence, pulling a sheet over her and leaving her to rest. He opened the communication on audio off, and the message appeared in Taelon writing on the screen. He could see by Zo'or's face, that the Taelon was not at all pleased. Waving the datastream off, he looked over at Cadence. She was still fast asleep, and that was good, because T'than had the feeling she would not be allowed to rest in such peace again for a long time. The Taelon wrote a small message on the console, telling her she would need to be ready as soon as she woke up. He kissed her softly on the forehead and made his way out of the lab, making a brief stop by his quarters to send a trivial message that he had received the communication. Wasting no more time, he made his way to the bridge. Both Da'an and Zo'or are there, clearly waiting for him, and not looking at all contented.* Why am I summoned Zo'or? *he halts before the younger Taelon and awaits.*

Z: *He rises and his eyes narrow*...Is this a proper manner in which to greet your leader and second in the chain of command?...
 
GT: *he rolls his eyes.* I greet you with the same respect you would me... *his head tilts and he holds a derisive smile on his lips, that vanishes the instant he looks directly at Zo'or.* Besides, your message implied urgency, so I gathered that wasting time with such formalities would be unwelcomed.
 
Z: *he tilts his head and raises his hand*... Tell me T'than...* his hands float gracefully about his body as he circles his adversary*... Were you not summoned to attend a meeting of the Synod?...
 
GT: *he holds his stand, both his hands locked behind his back as he follows Zo'or's movement with his eyes and a slight turn of the head. He was wanting to act threateningly... how interesting.* No. Was that why you returned from your... escapade with the Jaridian Liaison? *he moves his eyes to Da'an, then looks directly ahead as Zo'or comes to stand before him, disregarding the clear provocation... he did seem irate.*
 
Z: He stops, coming to stand directly in front of the War Minister with a challenging glare in his eyes*... What do you know of a Volunteer named Zara?...*his eyes cast a stern look as they bore deeply into T'than's*


GT: *his smirk slowly vanishes and he grimaces, more annoyed than anything.* Why do you deem it is my business to know anything about the volunteer staff these days? *his head tilts softly. He had been expecting that interrogation for awhile now, ever since Julian had reported that Zara had been taken to the medlab on the account of her attempted suicide. But that she had lived to speak his name before jumping into space was rather preoccupying.* However, I was made aware of a certain occurrence yesterday with a volunteer by that name. News travels fast on this ship, even though some like to keep it secret *once more he casts Da'an a look.* But if I may, how come you ask, and most importantly, why is this so important that you would disturb my work?
 
Z: *His eyes flash an icy glare and he seethes with annoyance as he hisses back at him*...Do not insult my intelligence by telling me that you were not summoned, I have clarification on my console that you were.  

GT: *he looks to the side, his features set in annoyance; his lips barely move as he speaks, looking around him distractedly.* I do not make it my custom to miss any meeting for ANY reason, and since you were not present and the meeting never took place, I have to assume you only brought it up because you find no better issue to nag me with than that. *his eyes stop of Zo'or.* Frankly Zo'or, it's getting rather repetitive on your part...*he waits for Zo'or to continue, which he does, but the General quickly wonders if it would not have been better to feed the pointless discussion, because a deeper investigation into Zara was not to his benefit, and that was precisely what Zo'or addressed next.*
  
Z: Now getting back to Zara, you must not be aware that Sc'orr had been talking with her before she attempted suicide. In fact it is through his efforts that she was not sucked out into space... but before that she named you as the one who had stolen her soul and had ruined her life during the past 6 years she had been on the Mothership. 
 
GT: *his hairless brow goes up.* Really? So you call me here, disturbing my work, to tell me that a crazed volunteer, *his hand flutters* one that was clearly unbalanced for reasons yet undisclosed, mentions my name before she throws herself into the vacuum, and I am supposed to be to blamed for it? *he laughs softly and derisively.* Please Zo'or, the war might be over, but I can still find much better things to do that listen to nonsense. *his head tilts.*
 
Z: She is in stasis as of now, and guarded by Velurans who have been given explicit orders that no one, with the exception of those named, may enter the room. 
 
GT: That information is of no importance to me. *his smirk vanishes and he takes on a serious, rather placid look.* I have no interest in humans; I never have. But I must say, this story is rather fascinating, as it clearly shows I was right when I said you placed too much faith in the humans. They are weak. *his eyes roll slowly and he blinks.* A malfunctioning implant, or too much work on their hands, and they start jumping into space... *he looks back at Zo'or.* you better be careful, lest you find yourself without servants. And since I do not consider myself one of them, may I return to my duties?
 
Z: You may leave the bridge now, however you are obliged to attend the meeting called on Zara's behalf and also when we reconvene to render the decision in regards to whether or not Sc'orr is appointed as a member of the Synod. 
 
GT: As the humans would say: I would not miss it for the world. *he nods* And please, when such meeting is called, do contact me officially. I grow tired of the same old unfounded accusations. *a smirk thrown Da'an's way and he starts pacing the room to the bridge's exit. There was much he needed to prepare before the next meeting. Regardless of what happened then, Cadence and he would be gone afterwards.*
 
Z: *In a sudden move he raises his hand and with a nefarious glare he further challenges*....Halt.... am not finished with you, I have waited to listen to all your evasive answers and now I will show you the proof behind my accusations...*He smirks and walks to stand eye to eye with the War Minister*...

GT: *he does halt and looks behind his shoulder.* Curious, I was under the impression I was *rolls eyes* dismissed. *he turns 90º and watches as Zo'or approaches.* Not that it is within your competence to do it, so I can only assume you are back at your nagging displays of leadership. 
 
Z: Nag? T'than... I do not resort to such tactics, that is always left to you, since that is what you seem to do best... 
 
GT: Really? Judging by the number of times you have summoned me with no relevant reason these last few weeks, I would say you are growing to enjoy my company...
 
Z: *then he waves on his datastream and there before his eyes is Da'an's summons to every member of the Synod, including T'than's...* as you can see T'than, you were indeed summoned. What was so important that it took priority over a summons by the Synod?... 
 
GT: Forgive my lapse of judgment. *smirk* I was under the impression a meeting would be fruitless if the leader was not present. 
 
Z: To put your mind at ease, my summons is why I returned, I do not neglect my duties as leader... *he continues*... and according to scans Zara's implant had not malfunctioned... and what caused her present condition will soon be disclosed to Zekhoor, as you know a Veluran need not ask questions to learn what is hidden in a conscious or unconscious mind...
 
GT: How interesting. You are of course aware that is seen as mind rape... I believed you liked humans. *derisive smile.* but it now seems you do not like them as much as you pledge to.
 
Z: *he slyly smiles*...T'than, as for Humans, you seem to be deviating from your previous stand on them from what I have gathered as of late...*then he stands directly over the War Minister *... I am not fooled by your attempted skirting of the issues at hand, and neither is the Synod...
 
GT: Skirting the issues? *looks away* seriously Zo'or, I am a practical individual. I do not make paranoia a reliable source for suspicion. And truly, as of late, you seem to be infected with the idea of bringing upon my demise. *he looks back, directly into Zo'or's eyes.* I must say I do not pity your disappointment at discovering you do not hold anything plausible against me. Your suspicion is not enough... and everyone knows you do not particularly like me. And the way you have been feeding that insane hatred does not weigh in your favor at all... *his head tilts softly, and there is only the barest hint of a smirk on his lips* It is preoccupying, and a signal of a mania. 
 
Z: *he stands so close his chest is touching that of T'than and a shrewd smirk curves over his lips*...You would be amazed at what has been brought to my attention T'than... and also the eye exchanges between you and Sc'orr at our last meeting did not go unnoticed... *he sneers*...was it a warning for silence T'than? I also noted a look of deep concern in you? 
 
GT: You have indeed been attentive... I am afraid that just a little too much. You are starting to see things that are not there. If you do not control your demeanour, perhaps I will have to be the one to bring it to the Synod and advise you be checked by our legoyes. 
 
Z: Not much escapes me, you should remember that...and logs do not lie T'than, the proof of your summons is now here before your eyes, and also those of every other Synod member... I will tell you now in person as I send my summons to the others, the meeting is to take place tomorrow at precisely 0700 hours... is that official enough for you? 
 
GT: Do you truly wish to discuss this further, because I for one see no valid reason why I should waste my time here any further. *his eyes squint slightly* Until the meeting then... 
 
Z: *He nods and steps back...* There are no exceptions, and to disregard this order will be considered as an act of stepping down and relinquishing your seat on the Synod... is that clear to you?... and to borrow an expression of yours...do not toy with me T'than, for I am not one to be toyed with...*he holds his hand motioning toward the exit*...you are now dismissed...
 
GT: *he was about to turn and leave, when instead he goes over to Zo'or.* You have yet to explain to me since when your will rules above that of the collective consciousness and that of the Synod, Zo'or. I mean it when I say I am not to be toyed with, and quite frankly, I grow tired of petty arguments. If you have something to speak against me, do it tomorrow, as I will be present as will the rest of the Synod, to decide if your... paranoia is founded or not. As of late, you seem fixated on prejudicing me; I will take it as a compliment, since it obviously means you feel threatened. But by whom... your own fears, or myself? *with that, he casts Zo'or a look and struts out of the bridge.*
 
D: *He wonders why T'than always has to send him those looks. He then walks towards Zo'or, keeping his eyes on T'than's back as he exits the Bridge, then turns to his child.* T'than's lack of supposed interest seems to denote that he is not so disinterested as he wants us to believe. He has to be watched closely. As to his supposed duties, I would rather think they would be on Kiron and other outposts and not here. I see nothing for him to do here apart from coming here on short visits, which makes me wonder what he is really up to.

Z: Yes, he was too evasive, constantly attempting to shift blame in other directions...and I see he did not fool you either… I received the distinct impression that T'than is secretly, shall we say...unnerved over something... *he smiles at Da'an*...he as much as called you a liar in stating he received no summons... I must admit, I do find it strange indeed that T'than would disregard his obligations as a member of the Synod  That is not like him... as much as we have opposed each other I felt the welfare of our kind was his highest priority, of course he always thought we would fare better with him as our leader, but still, he was loyal...   

D: I believe that if T'than was our leader, the Human race would surely regret it. He has a false idea of grandeur, in my perspective of him. I also believe that he has never forgiven me for not being his ally any more.

Z: T'than as a leader would be disastrous, he would have us plunged into an intergalactic conflict with one or more species; that is where his expertise lies... I wonder just how threatened he feels now knowing that we are not at war with the Jaridians at present, and moving toward a lasting peace treaty with them. Da'an, I think the time may be right to move toward his removal as a member of the Synod...with certain unsavoury situations pointing to him there may be no better time than the present... I cannot deny the feeling that he is hiding something, and I also think that Sc'orr knows something...*he turns to his parent with a snide smile*.. as for him not forgiving you when you refused to ally with him, I would say that is to your credit...*waving on the datastream*...I will call the Synod to reconvene, it is time to render our decision regarding Sc'orr... 
 
 

 [[[ Follows "One Last Step Of the Way" ]]]


*Cadence awoke for the second time in a day in the little lab off T'than's offices, but this time she was greeted by a chill rather than the warmth of strong arms wrapped tightly around her. She shivered and rubbed her hands briskly over her skin as she rose from the sheets and went to the console where a flashing light alerted her to a message. It was from T'than; he had not told her where he was going, only that he would be back later and that when she woke up she would need to be ready.

# Ready for what? # she wondered as she tilted her head slightly. Closing her eyes she allowed her mind to open and search for his presence; he was on the ship, not close to her but not exceedingly distant either. Wherever he was he was tense...he was irritated too, and when she again opened her eyes and caught a glimpse of herself in the reflective countertop – she was scowling! It was a very odd sensation feeling emotions that were not her own but, she had cried for him and she knew then it could be possible to be angry through him as well.

She slipped back into the green nightgown and walked out into T'than's deserted inner office and into the small passage that led to her room. Waving open the mirror she stepped inside and was again assaulted by feelings of being somewhere she did not actually belong. She took off the gown and placed it back into her dresser and, now nude, waved her hand over herself in a slow and sweeping motion, watching the blue glow cover her skin only to fade away as quickly as it had come. Cadence was discovering that waving clothing off, even though taking time to master, was proving much easier than creating a garment on the body.

Three attempts later she stood before her mirror smiling at the white jumpsuit she now wore. She had finally done it – dressed herself in a very Taelon way. She wondered why it had come out white though, but then remembered that she had been so focused on the shape of the garment, she had thought of no color for it. She turned this way and that studying her new look; the jumpsuit was plain with a shallow V-neck that allowed the swell of the top of her cleavage to be seen. Though it was plain in design the shape of her body well made up for it, her curves filling out the stretchy fabric nicely. She looked down to discover her feet clad in matching white boots as well. She certainly did not look like her old self, clad in tight jeans and a sweater.

# In a way, you died and were reborn, reinvented # T'than's voice rang in her mind with the memory of his words. He was right... 
 
GT: *The situation was getting profoundly complicated as Zara had connected him to her condition. To make it worse, Sc’orr had been the one to find her, so indeed he would have understood completely what the girl had meant. The General wondered if he was not in peril now, for if Sc’orr had reported his discovery and his connection to the girl, in a way, he had betrayed his promise. Prejudicing T’than at that moment meant the same as prejudicing Cadence, though truth be said, the old Taelon had only said he would keep the secrecy of the human and the General’s involvement. T’than bristled softly as he made his way from the rather nagging meeting on the bridge to his offices, his hands locked behind his back and his pace graceful but fast. The Synod meeting, tomorrow, worried him to no end. He had a feeling Sc’orr would expose him then, for soon he was to become a member and would need to secure Zo’or’s trust, which he seemingly lost in the last meeting. In any case, T’than would not run, but he needed to make sure he had a back up plan should he be accused of anything tangible and provable.*

C  - *Nearly an hour had passed by the time she returned to his office. She was still feeling anxious because he was and, trying to lighten her mood she hopped up into his chair, just like she used to do with Zo'or's and let it spin slowly, her feet dangling inches from the floor, her hair spilling over an armrest as she leaned sideways, letting her arms hang limply, cool air wafting through her fingers as she spun. Her voice echoed in the room softly as she spoke to no one while looking up at the ceiling, and she was so lost in her own game she had neglected to pay attention to the presence that she should have felt coming closer and unlocking his office and stepping inside.*
 
GT: *time seemed to crawl, and truly it looked like forever since he had stepped out of the bridge. He had stopped by a virtual glass window, to muse, but his legs has soon made him retake his path, as the sound of footsteps seem to have a sort of hypnotic effect on him, making him think more clearly. He was finally at the door to his offices, and stopped for a moment by it, feeling the presence whose energy exonerated from inside. Cadence was up, and in a strangely amused mood. He did wonder how she did it when the moment was one of such great tension. Waving the door open, he steps silently inside and remains by the entrance, under the protection of the shadows. He smirks softly, fighting away the annoyance he would have felt just a few weeks ago at seeing her seated in his chair and playing around with such personal an item.*

C - All hands now hear this: This is your queen and goddess, Cadence Blue, speaking to you from the NEW bridge of this ship. In one hour I wish to take two trips around the galaxy and then fly away to Never Never Land while snacking on toasted marshmallows. 
 
GT: *his eyeridge goes up. He believed that for the first time in his life, he could not understand a word of what she is saying, and had he not known her well enough, he would have easily taken her for mad. But he cannot help to smirk, infected with the same joyful energy that shone in a taint of pink over her aura.*
 
C - Anyone who does not jump to my bidding *points finger upward for emphasis* will be made to scrub all the floors on the ship with a toothbrush... *soft giggling* ...while standing on your head!
 
GT: *he returns his hands to their place behind his back and steps forward.* Does that apply for me as well? *he paces the room in her direction, looking rather enraged, but feeling actually amused, though concern still bit as his heels with each step he took.*

C - *She gasps and spins the chair in his direction, sitting up to look at him. Her hands grip the armrests tightly when she sees his angry expression - he looks as though he intends to punish her severely for goofing off in his throne.* T'than I... I...

GT: My queen and goddess... *his expression dissolves in a sort of smile, and he nearly laughs at her momentous fearful expression. He extends his hand to her, rather cordially, his eyes looking up and down her body, so delightfully clad in the white shimmering jumpsuit that so perfectly served as background to the rainbow colours of her energy emissions.*

C - *She exhales in relief and a tiny look of exasperation tints her features when she sees his amusement over her falling for his little act. She smiles though when she sees him offer his hand, his eyes not hiding the fact that they are moving over her body. Though she tries to follow his example and maintain a reserved demeanor, she can't; she is happy to see him and once she steps off the dais she nearly flings her arms about his neck and lays her cheek against his shoulder and her smile deepens when she feels his arms go around her as well, squeezing her firmly.*

GT: *His niceness vanishes almost instantly when the console to his offices beeps with an incoming message.* Please Cadence, step away from the datastream’s range. *he looks deeply alarmed, the mask of concern that he was wearing before laying eyes on her returned. He sat back in his chair and received the message. It was Zo’or, making the summons for the meeting, official.*

Zo’or: “Attention all Synod members...You are to report to the Bridge tomorrow at precisely 0700 hours, where we shall reconvene to render a decision regarding Sc'orr's impending appointment as a member of the Synod...After which a second meeting will be called to order concerning another matter of importance.”
 

GT: *Somewhat exasperated, he waved it off. The last words of the communication echoed incessantly in his mind.* Cadence... *he whispers softly before turning his bright blue eyes towards her.* As I suspected earlier, I am afraid we have a problem...

C - *He had let her go from the embrace and she stepped carefully off to the side as he watched Zo'or on the stream. She did not need to see T'than's expression to know that he was deeply troubled now. After he waves off the transmission she steps closer, thinking that she nearly felt like a Volunteer reporting to him again.* Problem? Does this have something to do with the message you left for me... about 'being ready'?

GT: *he speaks to her so placidly, so devoid of emotion, as if he was back into being just a Taelon, like any other.* Yes. 

C - I don't understand, ready for what? 

GT: The worst. *he lets out in a whisper, a verbalisation of his thoughts.*

C - *She steps forward and extends both of her hands and when he takes them she pulls him from the chair to stand before her, and she looks up at him with concern.* You are so tense and worried T'than. In all the time I have known you I have never known you to feel this way. 

GT: *his eyes contemplate her delicate features, the high cheekbones, the full lips, the big green eyes that always got him lost in wonder... and his mind fought with the thought that all of that could be taken away soon.*

C - *She touches his face with a finger as she looks deeply into his eyes.* In fact... I even sense... fear? 

GT: *his eyes turn away. It was all the answer she needed... in fact, all the questions were rhetorical, merely statements that perhaps she did not want to believe. He was afraid... he hated that emotion, but it came with the lot and it had its presence well marked in him at the moment. But it was not instinctual fear, not the kind that would have him run away from danger or shy in sight of it; but it choked him, churned at his insides so keenly that the ache was almost physical.*

C - But fear over what? *Her eyes darken then* Fear for you... for... us?

GT: Yes. *he looks back at her, his tone slow and melodic, lower than usual.* When you saw Volunteer Marquez here the other day, he was completing the report on an assignment. I received news of Zara. It seems she attempted to put an end to her own life, but that Sc’orr went to her rescue, so she is now in medlab receiving the cure to her injuries. However, she mentioned my name before she went into coma, and now Zo’or and, soon, the rest of the Synod will know of this. *he pauses to touch a finger to her temple, drawing it slowly downwards as he speaks, his eyes focused on it.* If they find enough evidence to link me to her madness, I fear the consequences will affect us greatly... All it takes is for Sc’orr to speak, and at this moment it will suit his interests to do so. He will be appointed tomorrow, and to win back Zo’or’s trust would mean to win over the Synod and guarantee his place among them... *he draws away the finger, as if shocked.* as well as my downfall.

C - *Her eyes flick back to where the stream once hung in the air.* I won't let anyone hurt us, *she says resolutely, her eyes still riveted where the stream had been.* Be it Zo'or... or anyone! *She looks back at him, her face flaming with her emotions.* I will say whatever I have to say and do whatever I have to do but no_ one is going to come between you and I! 

GT: *he seems to be the one to maintain his calm, though it’s only his exterior mask that wears that look. Inside, he is as nervous over it as she is, perhaps because having her so close had him feeling what she felt.* There is not much you or I can do. I will attend the meeting, and we shall see how matters progress. I have not been known to run away from any problem, certainly not from Zo’or or the Synod, but we must be prepared.

C - *She hugs him again, speaking into his shoulder softly* We have been though too much in order to stand where we do today. I can't... I WON'T... allow that to be destroyed.

GT: *his arms go around her reflexively. He holds her close, and it feels to him as if it would take more strength than the one he possessed to let her go.* I will fight with all the weapons I have left Cadence. I will not lie to you, however, and speak that the near future is bright for us. *he pets at her head with trembling fingers. If something were to happen to her, the fault would be his.* The Synod has not been so forthcoming or supportive of me anymore. I can tell they seek a justification to revoke my stand among them. Zara might well be the beginning to it... especially if they link the truth about her to us. *he grabs her by the waist and pulls her softly away from him so he can look back into her face.* That is what I meant when I told you to be ready. I told you once I would let go of all of this for you, and if truly by tomorrow I have no life left among my species, we will be gone from this place. *his voice softens.* to a place of incredible beauty, where we can finally become one... *he kisses her softly for a few instants.* I will not be parted from you Cadence. 

C - *She looks up at him solemnly after the kiss* Nor I you... I swear it. *She turns and walks across the room to look out of the window, aware of the soft footsteps that follow. It was strange, for this moment he was following her, almost as if he depended on her words, and though she still had anxiety about what they might face, suddenly a feeling of strength wells up within her; the same strength she had shown when she had told him that she would never let anyone think that her future pregnancy was a result of his rape of her.* 

GT: *he stops behind her, following her stare outside, into the stars. They would be travelling there tomorrow; and the room where he stood now would become empty, deserted. Maybe that was why all of a sudden the hums of the energy flows and the shimmering lights, and even the floor he stepped on seemed so different. He looks back at her when her voice supersedes all his wondering.*

C - Once, in a cell, when you thought me to be deeply asleep, you told me that I fought against chains I could not break. *She turns back to face him* You were right of course, and it was a pointless endeavour; you held the power, I did not. *Her fingers again come to caress his face and she gazes at him sympathetically* You are now faced with the same thing my love. You have said that most of the Synod members do not favor you any longer, and, Zo'or is the leader of your kind. They have the power, you do not. 

GT: *listening to those words coming from her lips, bluntly speaking of a truth that he often complicated in his mind, was overpowering. He fell in himself, aware that she was right... he no longer had the power, and perhaps the struggle was in vain... but how could he stop fighting? To let the others win so easily? He was almost angry, at himself, at her, at those words. To perceive them as truth was like punishment; he was being flogged times and times again, realising that although he had done all in his power to stand out, he would in fact be erased, as a shameful stain, from the story his people.*

C - If it is true what you say, that they seek your downfall, that they do not wish you amongst them, then there is nothing you can do, for they are many, you are one.

GT: Maybe so... but also you told me once not to give in, and I will not... not to them... *his voice lowers to a hiss, angry, cold, still powerful.* not to Zo’or or their hypocrisy. I have a clear conscience Cadence. I have done no more than most of them have; only they mask their intentions behind benevolence, and I may never do that. Much has been done to your kind over the years; I was not the first to commit crimes, I will not be the last. Even Zo’or, who has now changed his view of humanity committed atrocities that are better left unspoken... *he looks away, over her shoulder, out the window, his voice a random rant.* Have I changed so much that I have grown to despise my own species?... or is it that I see clearly  now... *his eyes shine with new anger.* I refuse to step down!

C - *She knew she could face a situation like this more easily than he ever could, for she understood what it was like to have someone wield power over her. T'than had, and in a way he still did – he was still very much in charge of her life, though his reasons now for being that way were different from what they had been before.

But also, he had been so very powerful for so long as well as respected and now he was faced with the loss of all that. But he was still a powerful being – it emanated from him, and she wanted to make him understand that. Taking both of his hands into hers again she smiled sadly for a moment and then proceeded.*

GT: *his eyes turn back at her, and it takes merely the sight of her face and a blink to return his features to ease.*

C - If you lose your position, it will be an unfortunate day for your Synod, for you have much wisdom and passion, but they don't see that side of you like I do – you keep it hidden and only you can decide if there is wisdom in that choice. 

GT: Those are comforting words, but untrue Cadence. A Taelon is nothing if he is cut out from his species... such as I will be deprived of my very essence if I am forced to step down. *he touches a trim finger to her face* But this passion you speak of... it is the one thing too sacred for me to expose it deliberately. *his eyes look lovingly at her, his features set in worship of her, but then they twist and go melancholic, and soon after, angry.* I must be who I am: cold, calculative, and evil if you wish. As War Minister, it was what I was brought up to become. My caste is the dark side of the Taelons: taught to kill, unfeelingly; told to think not of whom we destroyed, sacrificed or killed, but what we were allowing to live, to endure and prosper. The means justified the ends. Such is the greater good... and now it deems us the enemy. They make of me an example, and eradicate all evil from the Taelon race, but it is truly I who loses. They will prosper, as will their ideals... while I... *he exhales sonorously, exasperated.*

C - *She looks down at her fingers entwining and playing with his and then lets her green gaze fix on him, unwaveringly.* But don't you realize that you really are not losing your power? Not truly anyway. You said yourself that you have changed, and change is evolution. You are merely trading one kind of power for another. The power you had was given to you and thus can be taken away, just like the so-called power the Taelons allow the humans to have... it isn't real!  *Her voice is impassioned as she speaks words that come from some deep place inside of her, but she had begun and the words kept coming and she couldn't stop them – she didn't want to.*

GT: I may be losing the right to live altogether! Do you not understand Cadence?! *he is infuriated, his eyes shining and he moves away from her and steps closer to the window. He hits his closed fist against it, but then his hand opens and slides slowly down the virtual glass window* A Taelon does not know what is to be alone. The Commonality is always with us, from the moment of our conception to that of our death. To be exiled... outcast... *he pauses for a moment, his head slightly bowed.* alone... it is utter helplessness. However benevolent, Taelons are never mild in their punishments. But it is not them I fear, it is becoming an individual in the true sense of the word... stripped of dignity as Taelon and of the common strength. 

C – Just listen! The power you have now comes from within, driven by love and all of those other emotions your race decided to cast away, but now you have it, and no_ one can ever take it away from you! You are more powerful now...at this very moment, than you ever were before. *She pauses for a long time then, her head bowed, and when she looks up again, tears glisten in the corners of her eyes and catch the soft lighting to glitter softly.*

GT: *her words become increasingly muffled; they nearly trail off, and when he turns to her, her eyes are glistening with tears as he knew they would be.* There is great power in our passion, in this love we nurture, but not enough to win over them. We can only hope to make it survive... elsewhere.

C - If you feel it is necessary for us to leave then I stand by you, but know this, whether you are a Synod member, War Minister or slave, I love you... I always have and I always will, and I will be here for you no matter what happens... you will_ never lose me... I promise you that.

GT: I know... you are the only thing I have for granted... *he paces the short distance that separates them and holds her to him.* and the only thing that would make me turn on my species. You are correct when you meant to say that perhaps they are not worthy of my efforts anymore, that I have been swimming against the tide for too long... I do, however, know for sure you are worth leaving them behind... and myself. It is only fair, since you divorced from your old life for me, that I should do the same for you...

C - *Her heart nearly breaks with his vehement words about being alone – for a being used to the Commonality it must be devastating. Once when they had joined she had heard those soothing voices and she knew how comforting they could be. She kisses him deeply and presses herself close to him, sending out feelings of love and comfort as best she could in the hope of soothing him somewhat.* You will never be alone... I will be there always, my thoughts flowing into your mind and filling it with my presence, just like I will fill every aspect of your life with my light and my joy. 

GT: *her emotions invade him, but he still holds his back. He had been a lord, and now he would become a peasant, and he felt quite lost, not being able to count on the power. Adaptation was hard for Taelons; they were so specialised in everything they did.*

C - *Then she places his hand over her midsection.* And soon, you will have a child who will only add to all of that. 

GT: But still... *his fingers tingle over belly, feeling of the power of life that lay underneath a few layers of flesh.* we will be...

C - Alone? *small laugh* No, I don't think so, though there may come a time when you will wish you were, for we shall give you no rest. *She smiles at him and brings the hand at her belly to her lips and kisses it softly before letting it go. She turns and walks to the centre of the room, looking around as her hands clasp behind her back.* Whenever you are ready to leave, *she turns back to him*...so am I. There is nothing here that I want or need to take with me because none of this...*she gestures around his office* ...means anything to me. *She tilts her head slightly, looking at him seriously, and her voice is very soft.* The only thing that holds any meaning for me at all in this universe now... is you.

To Be Continued…
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