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Book Ten

Part One

Paradise Lost

*Cadence was drifting on warm and soft currents of deep sleep. She was completely unaware of the world around her, and yet she was completely aware of the arms that held her firmly in their grasp. She was also aware that the fingers of one hand played softly against the material of T'than's jumpsuit, and that her face was nestled against his chest, and yet she did not perceive anything else, as though her world had been diminished to the Taelon next to her. That is why she was taken completely by surprise when she was lifted from the ground by powerful arms and after a moment of dreaminess passed where she believed it to be T'than lifting her, she felt the rough hands over her still nude skin. She looked up to see T'than standing, his body restrained by... by...*

GT: *It had all happened in flash! He was distracted, contemplating the beauty of the being he held so carefully in his arms, when the soft noise of a hissing sound caught his attention. He took it to be the noise of an animal, but soon his senses alerted him to something dangerous and primitive; it was an instinct he had developed after hundreds of years of combat! His perception was still somewhat blurred though, but sharp enough to catch movement, and when he disentangled himself from Cadence’s arms and looked towards the entrance to the natural built chamber, there were hands parting the vines, and little time after, gleaming green eyes peeking from the outside.

It was as if something exploded inside him; if once in his life the impulse had been mostly rational, now it was profoundly a derivative from the passion she had taught him. The pathways in his body ignited, and he found himself on his feet, standing, his eyes looking from the beings that moved into the room in slow motion, towards the floor for a weapon to defend them, and finally towards her when something that seemed to beat in his chest cringed and ached. There was only a second of doubt about those creatures and their intentions, for at the mere sight of him, their eyes gleamed and they attacked.

They moved towards him first, and only then to the girl. The quarrel was brief: however skilled T’than was in combat, he had no weapon... and truth be said, little energy to resist those hulking beings.* 

C- *She screamed, her voice filling the small room and seemingly swallowed up by the forest outside. The scream was cut off by a large and scaly hand over her mouth, but it really covered half of her face! She was pulled backward against a strong and huge body and made to look up into green eyes that glittered with hostility.*

DraVal: Do not scream, or I will kill you. Do you understand? *The girl nods, her green eyes wide and blinking once as he removes his hand from her mouth and let her chin drop, turning her to face him, though she wanted to look back at the two warriors that were working to hold the Taelon.* 

GT: *Panic rose within him, and anger at the unfairness of it all, but none of it was shown in his stony features. There was a weapon pressed to his back, and his arms were tightly locked where he could not release them, and thus, refraining him from using the only natural defence possible for a Taelon. He hissed in rage at the words spoken, at the helplessness of it all, but his eyes looked Cadence’s way almost apologetically.*

Dra: Look at me! *she jumps and turns back to him* Are you familiar with my race?

C - Yes, *she says quietly* You are Jaridian.

Dra: Correct. You are human. *The girl nods* What are you called? *she looks up at him but says nothing. She is small, barely at eye level with his chest, and yet she dares to glare at him in a challenging manner* Unwise girl! You will soon learn to answer questions put to you by us. *He grasps her shoulder and shakes her*

GT: *the two Jaridians holding him are silent for the most part, but the small comments exchanged every now and then are all too audible... and alarming. Even though T’than cannot see their faces, the smirks are almost physical, and he can feel their excitement transpiring through every pore like a hot veil. Yes, they are pleased, and amused... but T’than was far from sharing those sentiments, specially when one of the Jaridians assaults Cadence. He can feel her fury and at the same time, her fear, and his body tenses in the hands of his captors, and he is tossed between the impulse to jump in her defence, and the wisdom to stay put.*

Dra: What_ are_ you_ called? *She answers him by biting into his hand. She was faster than he thought she would be and he growled and let go of her, and the moment he did she was on him, biting, hitting, and kicking, her lips glistening black with his blood.*

MarGrath: *Stepping in from outside, Commander MarGrath goes straight to where his second in command stands, trying to keep a little human at bay. All it takes is one, swift blow to the base of her skull and she drops to the ground, unconscious.* I have no time for children. *He looks at the other's bleeding hand* She wounded you? That small creature?


GT: *there is conflict in his mind; a small victory that makes him rejoice, and soon after he catches sight of the 4th Jaridian coming closer, extreme worry of what he might do. He wants to scream to her to warn her, and his eyes close as his entire focus is on that one mental projection, but soon there is nothing, her mind is void, and when his eyes reopen he nearly assumes the worst. The blush is unstoppable, even if he exerts his control to make it mild. Fortunately, it seems the one that is clearly their leader is mostly concerned about reprimanding his officer than to notice him.*

Dra: *looking down, ashamed* Yes sir. She took me by surprise. She is not as innocent as she seems.

Mar: As my second, you should be able to anticipate such actions; she lies with Taelon scum. THAT alone should tell you of how 'innocent' she is. *it is clear the warrior is irritated as he stands, his hands behind his back, glaring at the younger officer, a fragile human body between them* Another misjudgement like this on your part and you will not leave these jungles alive. Am I understood warrior?

Dra: Yes sir!

Mar: Now take her to Vedra. I am sure that she will anticipate this creature's cunning at least. *He smirks at the other Jaridian's humiliated expression* Tell her to put some clothes on her as well...

GT: *something in that Jaridian seemed awfully familiar... it was not the name... and with only a tiny mental effort, T’than realised it was the demeanour. He reminded the Taelon of himself... and not so long ago. And if that was so, it meant they were both in deep trouble, and the quick death that might have come from that encounter, would have been preferable to what was surely in store for them.*

Mar: *he has a thought and looks over his shoulder, his lips twisting in malice*...until the time that I choose to UNdress her, that is. *He turns back and watches as his shamed second officer picks up the girl and carries her out through the curtain of vines.*

GT: *his eyes are glued to the hulking figure of the Jaridian commander; his words had frozen T’than’s very core, and yet something burned inside of him: hatred, deeper than he had ever felt even for Zo’or, for the mere prospect of that being harassing his soulmate fed him with the kind of anger that could fool one as to its true strength... and make him act as hero, or fool. For his part, T’than’s eyes looked murderously towards the Jaridian, and only when the submissive DraVal picks up Cadence’s body and menaces to take her away from his sight, does the Taelon’s anger dissolve in fear of never seeing her again.*

Mar: *Finally he turns and walks over to the Taelon, whom he towers over* I am MarGrath, Commander of the Jaridian ship Ral'Konn and, your captor. You may address me as Commander MarGrath. 

GT: *Cadence is gone, and with her, the best part of him. And for the moment, it’s the General who stands before the Jaridian Commander again. Proud and cold, almost arrogant as he looks directly at the other’s face.*

Mar: You will answer any and all questions that I put to you and if you do not, *his hand goes around T'than's frail neck* I will kill you. 

GT: *despite the hostility of the other, T’than merely blinks and doesn’t flinch, nor move his eyes from the Jaridian’s face. He used to not be impressed by those demonstrations... but he couldn’t fool himself: he worried, almost too much, for the being they had taken away.*

Mar: *pause* I want to know why you are here, so close to the Jaridian empire? *his hand squeezes a little more tightly*...

GT: *Air, precious when used to control his body functions, was beginning to lack from the strong grip, but still the Taelon was silent, and his demeanour was an indication of just that. His eyes were somewhat closed, but not at all in despair – though it chewed at his mural of self control but yet in a squint that made the blueness stand out almost menacingly. The question was simple, and the answer, even simpler, but indeed, why tell them anything at all and admit into being afraid?*

Mar: *The Taelon only looks at him but says nothing, even when he tightens his grip.* Stubborn Taelon, though I am not surprised. Your race has always been that way, even now, *his look and tone go very sour*, for you do not know when to accept your destiny and DIE. *He lets go of T'than's neck and turns to pace the small chamber, stopping to look at the deity carved into the rock face.*

GT: *The reply to such provocation is clearly on the darkness of his glare and the expression on his face. The temptation of spouting something in the lines of “likewise” was still tickling in the back of his head. T’than followed the Jaridian’s motion across the room, and took the chance to study his opponent. Remarkable individual, menacing and very dangerous too.*

Mar: *The two nameless guards still hold the Taelon, keeping his arms, and hands well away from a defensive position, and one now has placed a large hand around his neck from behind. His grasp is merely firm, and meant to hold, not strangle* So tell me Taelon, *he turns back, his tone conversational now, which goes completely against the armored uniform, and all the weapons clipped to his belt. The handle of a blade is quite visible protruding from one of his boots as he steps over the delicate bed of grasses where they had at first spied the Taelon lying embraced with the human* ...where are the others of your kind? Are they here as well? We have detected no ship in orbit.

GT: *The questions were spoken rather matter-of-factly, and his voice was not threatening at all. He knew the answer to those questions as well; it was merely routine, and T’than knew it well, all too well to fall in the mistake of becoming cooperative. More than anything, he was being tested. He kept his demeanour, despite the massive hand that held his neck.*

Mar: *They had detected no activity on the planet either, and in fact had only come across the two beings by accident when two of MarGrath's guards had seen the Taelon carrying a human female from the beach, thinking he had killed her, but upon following them to the hideaway they had reported to him something that he had found difficult to believe: a Taelon who appeared to have taken a human as a lover, and MarGrath was still having a hard time swallowing that, given what he knew of Taelon views toward so-called less evolved species.* So, you refuse to speak of your tactical plans. *His hands go behind his back, and his voice is frighteningly calm* For now I shall accept your non-answer on that subject in favor of speaking of... other things. 

GT: *he knew that the questions would soon be over... for the meantime. Much awaited him: T’than knew it and he dreaded it, and he did not, at all, like the suggestive and sometimes even casual tone in the Jaridian’s voice.*

Mar: *He smiles suggestively* That frail little being... the one we found you with... is she your servant? *His hand is back around his throat* Answer_ me! *He growls. He is leaning over, his voice nothing but hot breath in T'than's ear.* Or is she... more?

GT: *T’than hisses in his mother language, and his words are merely a scorn to the question. In truth, MarGrath had reached the point, which T’than expected him to sooner or later – the Jaridian did not strike him as a fool; quite on the contrary, he seemed cunning, and after all, he and Cadence had been found in a compromising position. But perhaps he could use the Taelons’ reputation with the Jaridians to his benefit.* The human is not anything close to a servant. *he knows he has spiked the warrior’s curiosity with that suggestive answer, and in fact, he wanted to do just that and play his apparent recklessness in his favor.* I wouldn’t trust any such inferior being with any assignment... *he smirks and rolls his eyes* so, I find it even more difficult that she could be considered... more. *his expression returns to its usual stone white coldness as he rises his chin to face up to the Jaridian that clearly towers over him.*

Mar: Indeed. *smirking and still holding him by the throat* Excellent. *He lets T'than go and turns and steps through the vine entrance and speaks to another guard who stands directly outside. His voice is casual, though it would easily be heard inside without any special effort on MarGrath's part.* Officer Tok, please ready my tent, with special attention to the bed. I shall need extra blankets and perhaps a restraint, though I do not believe that she will be able to fight me. Also have a tray of food waiting for me. I am always hungry after such encounters. 

GT: *something strong and primitive was arising inside him – and it was not fear that had him tense and blush again. He hated that Jaridian, with a deeper hatred than he thought himself capable of feeling. If he did so much as lay a finger on her... 

The temptation to thrash against the guards was strong, but T’than knew better. Unfortunately, for the moment, he could do nothing for Cadence... nothing at all... and that thought above all others enraged him. There was a small doubt that his words might have been the causer to MarGrath’s plans for the human female... but no, T’than had heard it before, the small comment of undressing her, and the expression is his eyes did not lie. Cadence was very attractive and angelic looking, too inebriating a combination for her own good now that they were in the Jaridians’ hands...

If only T’than had known they were so close... in that, it was his fault. He should have checked...

The murderous gleam persists in the Taelon’s eyes when the Jaridian Commander re-enters the room, but with a blink, T’than sees that it is gone. To admit to his anger towards the clear provocation would make it even worst for them.*

Mar: *The guard salutes and walks off to fulfil his orders and MarGrath comes back in and stands before T'than, making no further mention of what he knows was heard inside, because his two officers who hold the Taelon are openly grinning at him. He casts them an arrogant smile and speaks.* Bring the Taelon and follow me. I want energy weapons drawn at all times, and if he offers any resistance, shoot him.

GT: *Tricking them and trying to escape actually passes for thought in his mind. If he could reach the ship, he could call for help; he would have the means to defend himself then... but his instincts drew him to Cadence. His survival meant nothing. It was in her he found himself thinking of... if he could not leave with her, he would not leave at all... and dead, he was of no help. He would have to be patient and wait for the right moment... and hope, hope with all his being that it would come.*

*They leave the enclosure but rather than heading back out to the beach, proceed deeply into the forest. The suns are setting and everything is taking on a purplish and shadowy appearance, until it is so dark that it was difficult to make out the bodies of the hulking warriors from the dark foliage around them. But eventually they reach a clearing where the forest ends. Many lights are visible from the small encampment and under better circumstances it would have looked rather quaint and cheerful, the small energy lanterns glowing like amber fireflies against the silvery sheen of several temporary shelters.

One side of the clearing is flanked by a steep mountain face, and the other by a calm lake, whose surface reflects all of the small lights. There are several low-ranked Jaridian guards who stand at attention at varying points, but other than that the scene is quiet and peaceful.*

GT: *it was somewhat relieving to see the Jaridians were only a small troop; but they were too many for him anyway. The irony of it all kept playing in his mind: after so many hundreds of years of combat, he had never found himself in that situation; and now that war was over and he had put it behind him, he had been taken prisoner by the enemy. Many pairs of eyes are resting on him and following his every move as he walks through the camp, following the Jaridian General like a walking trophy.*

Mar: *MarGrath leads the small group into the largest of the shelters and has T'than seated in a rather Taelon - like lotus chair that appears to be strongly held to the stone floor by energy fibers. His wrists are bound to the armrests and his ankles to a strut at the bottom of the chair by the same Taelon material that the General had used to bind Cadence on Kiron not so long ago.*

GT: *he is amazingly compliant as he sits down as ordered and allows  the Jaridians to restrain him. The Taelon looks straight ahead, apparently oblivious to the rough treatment as his ankles and wrists are tightly restrained or to the pairs of eyes that look murderously his way, or with a simple gleam of sadistic satisfaction. T’than remains impassive as the two guards leave him to attend to other duties, but his eyes remain focused on MarGrath, who casts him a last glance and a smirk before he leaves. Not long after, T’than closes his eyes, faking to rest, and uses the link with Cadence to try to hail her, but to no avail: her mind is still unresponsive. But as soon as he is back into reality and he sees the Jaridian Commander in the far end of the room, the thought of Cadence returns the murderous gleam to his blue eyes and T’than watches, silently, acting more as the cat than the little helpless mouse.*

Mar: *Once the Jaridian commander is sure the Taelon is secure, he leaves him in the custody of the two guards and steps out to speak with another huge officer, his distance now too far for his words to travel to T'than's ears, though they can see each other.*

~*~

C - *Cadence had opened her eyes at one point only to discover that her vision was blurred and that her head was aching madly. A shaking hand rose and caressed at the back of her head, only to find a large lump that throbbed with her pulse hot and painfully. She knew that she had a major concussion, and she also knew that if not looked after properly that people died from such things. 

She tried to move but her body was sluggish beneath the rough blanket that covered her from the neck down and she moaned softly. Turning her head she became aware of walls around her... but not walls… more like... a tent, whose sides billowed slightly in the soft warm breeze. There were a few small lights set about the small room and cast eerie shadows to dance around her, playing tricks in her hazy mind.*

Vedra: *she had been watching the human for the past hour, cursing softly that she had been given babysitting, even though it was obviously an important task... Vedra decisively did not like that small angelic looking creature. Golden hair was a trait of some of her species, but the human’s skin was so pale, sickeningly so... most Jaridians, mostly males, had made comments about the prettiness of the prisoner, and how MarGrath had planned on trying some alien entertainment, but the Jaridian female was not at all impressed. She smirked as she went about the trunk of clothes, trying to find something that would fit so small a creature, when a small noise caught her attention. She rose and paced the room towards the human girl whose curls were the only thing visible under the blanket.*

C - *There was someone standing over her; she could make out long black hair woven into many braids that hung all the way down her back and over her chest. She was tall, her body firm and sleek, but still appearing to Cadence through a fog as the girl smiled hopefully upward.* Naor'rin? *She remembered the lithe Jaridian, the one who had come to talk with her once. She could trust Naor'rin, for Naor'rin was wisdom, Naor'rin was peace.* Naor'rin...where is T'than? 

Ved: *It was all so extremely odd. The female kept smirking down at the human, wanting to slap all that sweetness from her face, when it spoke in a language known to most Jaridians. Naor’rin... the name was remotely familiar, but Vedra could not remember where she had heard it... but T’than... that was a name all Jaridians knew! Her eyes gleamed softly in the dark with anticipation... could it be that fate had given them such present?* 

C - *she asked urgently, though her voice was weak* What have they done with him? *The woman bends down, her face coming closer, and Cadence's hopeful smile vanishes.*

Ved: T’than you say? *she speaks, a rather rough English but easily perceptible.* You mean the Taelon that was with you? *her smirk broadens almost alarmingly when she sees the expression on Cadence’s eyes.* Of course... We have done nothing to him... yet... *she tosses the clothes on Cadence and rises, winking evilly at the girl* Now get dressed human! *the Jaridian calls for one of the guards in her mother language. Tok comes in and greets her with a nod. They exchange a few words, and there is an uncomfortable pause when the male Jaridian’s eyes are lost on the little prisoner behind Vedra. There is a bristling sound to the female’s words next. Vedra was ordering for Tok to call the commander that she had valuable information to convey, and at some point, Tok had been distracted and reprimanded for it. Little did they know that the human easily understood their words, for Jaridian and Taelon languages were similar to some extent. When Tok is finally gone, Vedra turns back to Cadence. She was still holding the blanket against herself.* Get dressed fast human. Our Commander wishes to... talk... *smirk.*

C - *She silently curses herself for her careless words brought on by her delirium. How could she have been so stupid as to utter his name? The officer called Tok is finally dismissed by the female and Cadence breathes a small sigh of relief, for the way the male had looked at her earlier had made her decisively uneasy. She stood and let the blanket fall away, trying not to think about the woman watching her every move as she slipped into the tattered jumpsuit. She was not sure how it was possible, but when the Jaridians had talked to each other in their own language, Cadence had understood it – every word! It was as though they were speaking English.

She pulled up the zipper and looked down at herself. The jumpsuit, clearly a Jaridian design, was black, but faded. The legs were too long and dragged on the smooth floor of the tent as she walked, and though it fit a bit too well for her liking in the torso, hugging her breasts and waist, the shoulders were too broad, and one slipped down a little, revealing her bare shoulder beneath.*

Ve: *she watched with mocking interest as the human dressed. Such a fragile little thing; Vedra had the impression that if handled too hard, she would break in two. How ridiculous of the Taelons to think those humans could one day defeat them. There was a smirk always playing on her lips as she leaned to a table, her arms folded.* Hurry up! I don’t have all day! *she nearly growled at the girl. Long minutes after, the girl was completely dressed. Vedra could not repress a scorning laugh and a small comment on her own language about how the jumpsuit fit so well and how ridiculous the human looked. But it was enough time wasted: MarGrath wanted the human in his tent, pronto.* 

C - *The female motioned for her to come forward and she did, gasping as the woman took her by the upper arm so harshly it pained. She was almost dragged along, trying not to trip over the too-long legs of her garment through their camp, and she kept her eyes down from the gazes of more males who looked at her in the same way that Tok had. It was dark and her vision was still fuzzy, all the little lanterns only serving to blind her as to where she was going. Her heart fell when she did not see T'than anywhere and finally she was pulled to another tent – this one nestled right up against the high mountain face, and she soon found out why.*

Ve: *she practically tossed the human on the floor, caring nothing for gentleness.* Chain her up. *she orders the other Jaridian.* And be careful, MarGrath wants her in one piece... *she grabs Cadence’s chin and turns her face her way.* weak little thing this one... I almost pity her for what we have in store for her... *the other nodded, and Vedra moved away to see her superior. There were many things the commander needed to know about the Taelon whom they had captured...*

C - *Her wrists were grabbed by another Jaridian, one she had not seen before, and metal cuffs were snapped tightly around them. Then her hair was grabbed and she cried out in pain with it, until she went silent as she felt cold metal slipped around her neck – another cuff, like the one that bound her wrists, each one attached to thick chains that were anchored into the rock itself. Primitive, but quite a reliable means of prisoner control. She was brutally shoved to her knees as the new Jaridian came toward her, his entire demeanour oozing hatred. Her eyes closed and she looked down, her mind reaching outward.* #T'than, I am alive...for now...#

~*~


[ One hour later, back in MarGrath's tent]

Word had quickly spread as to who the Taelon they had captured was; the infamous War Minister T'than. MarGrath had decided to let another officer question the girl, Borath. It had gone beyond questioning T'than on tactical information – now it was personal, and any questions would do, and in truth, MarGrath knew that no matter what the Taelon's answers were that they would punish him regardless... punish meaning torture. T'than had been responsible for too many bloody campaigns against the Jaridian Empire to simply be given an easy death. Finally MarGrath and his small band of renegades would no longer be outcasts from the Empire, for when he went before the High Council with the news that he had personally ridded his race of the worst Taelon blight they had ever known, his crimes would be forgiven, and they could return home.

And so MarGrath strutted into the tent where the Taelon still remained, placid. He pretended to adjust his belt as he stood before him.* Your little human who is 'not anything close to a servant,' she was quite, entertaining. 

GT: *fortunately, he had finally heard her presence in his mind. They had spent the last few hours whispering this and that, just keeping in touch for sanity’s sake, and wanting to offer some comfort to each other. T’than’s eyes were closed when there was heavy noise in the tent. His eyes opened, ever so slowly, as he watched the troop’s commander walking in. Under other circumstances, his words would have thrown T’than off the edge, and he would have been tossed between despair and sheer fury, but the attempted provocation fell on unfertile ground for annoyance. Against all odds, the Taelon remained seated and relaxed, listening, almost amused, as the Jaridian went on with his theatre.*

Mar: *He pulls a knife from his belt so he can tighten the buckle and then clips it back on.* She could not fight me, such a weak little thing, though I think she rather liked it. *He smirks and puts his face right in front of T'than's.* She spread her legs easily enough when she saw what I had to offer her. 

GT: *still, the Taelon does not like his demeanour at all. Even if he had not done anything, something told T’than he might yet do it, especially if it was confirmed that there was a “connection” between he and Cadence. He held back the anger, for it was quite hard not to picture the brute over his loved one, but little of it transpired through his apparently indifferent expression.* 

Mar: *He backs off and folds his arms, taking on a menacing stance* But now I wish to know... the name of the one I took. What is her name, Taelon?

GT: You come to the wrong place for such answer. *he smirks and looks up at the Jaridian.* I am not too curious about the slaves’ names... *he spouts sardonically, his eyes looking nowhere in particular.*


Mar: *He turns and paces the room and then turns back, his expression showing the beginnings of anger* Your stubbornness will get you nothing! I shall know her name... just_  as_  I_  know_  yours... 

GT: *something inside him is triggered. The word impossible was uttered times and times again; if they truly knew his identity, then more than ever they would be in danger... and once again... she would be in danger from what he was!*

Mar: T'than. 

GT: *the word echoes achingly inside his mind. His name on that Jaridian’s lips meant their doom. He blinked, slowly, trying to remain placid before his captor, his eyes still looking into the other’s, though now with a slight apprehension.*

Mar: *He rushes forward suddenly and backhands the Taelon across his cheek.* You killed thousands of my people you murdering bastard and now it is time for payback... beginning with you! 

GT: *the shock has him blush softly. During the impact his lids had closed, but when he reopened them, he was staring back at the Jaridian with eyes that were angry and full of warning. * You will not accomplish much, MarGrath... and from what I see here, it would seem your race has forgotten you. 

Mar: *Another strong slap on T'than's face* Perhaps I should begin with the human who means nothing to you, for she is useless to us. 

GT: *the Taelon general looks away, seemingly ignoring the Jaridian, but his ears remain sharp to what is said. Both slaps still burned at his cheek, and both his hands gripped at the armrests with vice like strength.*

Mar: *He lifts his wrist and speaks into his comlink.* Officer Borath, carry out my orders regarding the girl. *He had ordered Borath to strangle her, for in truth the human was of no use to them, and though he would have enjoyed a night with her, for he had lied to T'than about having been with her, his duty came first, and T'than was the true prize, not a pitiful human. He left the link open so T'than could hear everything.* You should have told me her name Taelon... for her grave marker.

GT: *he looks again into his captor’s eyes. There was anger in the blue gleam of his cold glare now; and something awkwardly tightening around his throat. Then, for a moment, it was as if he had left his own body as he focused his mind into directing itself towards her. The Jaridian’s eyes did not lie, nor did the cold sting of fear that was icily washing over him: she was in danger and frightened... more so than by the small muffled cries on the comlink, he knew it.*

~*~

C - *She had remained on her knees, looking down and trying to ignore the giant Jaridian, whose name she heard to be Borath, who stood before her, his arms folded, his demeanour menacing. She did not want to make any move or do anything to encourage his wrath. He had walked around her occasionally, sometimes petting her hair or lifting her chin to look into her face, but other than that he had done nothing, nor had he spoken to her.

After what seemed a small eternity there was the sound of his comlink signalling and then the warrior had made an acknowledgement and without warning, grabbed her up by her arm, causing her to cry out sharply as her shoulder was wrenched by the force of it. Once standing he forced her to look into his eyes, his huge hand slipping gently around her neck, just above the slim metal cuff which kept her chained.*

Bor: *His green eyes were menacing as he looked into the human’s. He held her in more contempt than he did the Taelon. His kind had fought – and they still did – against the Taelons for an eternity, for something so simple as freedom! At least... that was what they were told. But this frail little being, weak-looking, pitiful... had no character! Still, none of that anger transpired. He was a soldier obeying orders, and little more than a killing machine at the moment. His expression was empty when his superior gave him his orders, and so he placidly had lifted the little alien up in the air by her throat.* You are going to die little one... because you chose to serve the wrong side... and I am fortunate to be the object of your demise... *he spoke in a monotone, and there was only the barest glint of emotion in his deep empty eyes* and to see your life leave you... little by little... *the grip around her throat tightened, a little at a time and evenly.*

C - *She was so very frightened; she knew this Jaridian intended to kill her, but she didn't want to give him the satisfaction of hearing her cry or beg for her life. But as his hand tightened, almost imperceptibly at first around her throat, she shivered and closed her eyes. In all of her less than happy times as T'than's prisoner she had never felt so close to death as she did at this moment. The warrior wanted her to look at him, and he said things trying to incite her fear, so her reactions could be conveyed no doubt to T'than.*

Bor: Tell me little one... how does it feel to die slowly? *his head tilts softly and he moves her in the air, pressing her up against the wall. He gives her one strong shake.* Look at me! I want to see the life leaving your eyes! 

~*~

GT: *her emotions were flowing into him like waters cascading into the pool of his mind. They stung at his body viciously. He felt his own throat tighten, as if he was also being robbed of the precious air.

The grip at the chair’s armrests became vice-like, but despite the galvanic struggle going on inside him, he still kept his cold look... though, clearly, no longer indifferent. He knew his eyes shot daggers at his captor, and that his body was slowly giving in, answering to something stronger than his self-control: his will to protect her.*

Mar: *He had been smiling, listening to the sounds from his comlink, which wasn't much. The girl had cried out once, but she was apparently trying to exercise some small pride by not begging for her life. That was disappointing, but truly of no consequence. Borath's words to her and her occasional gasping were entertainment enough. But he found himself watching the Taelon with added interest; there was something in his stony attitude...something...his look was changing, growing hot and angry.*

~*~

C - *She did open her eyes and look at him defiantly, but she offered nothing else – no tears, no struggle, nothing as the hand became tighter. She wished she could stop her fear – she did not want T'than to suffer her last moments with her and feel guilt over it. But she could feel his despair even as she fought for air. # No T'than! Do not let them see! Do not let them know that you feel me! # 

~*~

GT: *he drunk desperately of her words. The possibility of denying her was null! The joining was still fresh, and it had been complete; he could feel her now as a part of him, and the connection was nearly physical! He closed his eyes and took one deep breath, slowly; he needed to calm his rioting body... and the will to break free, the urgency, had him wanting to crawl out of his shell. The tenseness was beginning to show, despite all his efforts to prevent it.*

C - *Her body was shuddering from lack of air against her will now, and she knew T'than was channelling her. The world was losing clarity, the big Jaridian's face no more than a blur now as he was told to draw it out and kill her as slowly as possible, and with her last conscious thoughts, Cadence reached out to try and offer a final thought of comfort* # It is okay... it is not your fault... there is no way that you could have fought against so many, and there is nothing to forgive. I love you...#

GT: *her presence was slowly weakening in his mind; he was a glass sculpture in reality, frozen in place, his eyes devoid of life which indicated he was not actually there; he wanted to reach out so strongly! She was slowly slipping away, he was feeling it, and not doing anything to stop it! Out of pride? Would he commit that same mistake again? He knew he would do anything to keep her alive... that to allow her death would steal what little breath of life there was left within him... #Cadence... No... stay with me… focus on me!# *there was a presence in her mind, reaching out its hand, but her image was getting blurrier, disappearing, and he felt her life force diminishing. It was like a spear ran through his whole body, and it blushed from his chest outward.*

Mar: *The blush...the Taelon blushed, and he was beginning to look visibly pained! It was as if he himself was suffering the girl's death...but how would that be possible unless they were linked somehow? The hulking warrior's eyes widened as he thought back on what he knew of the Taelons. There was not much in their history on mating rituals due to their loss of such desires so long ago but MarGrath knew well of how it was done regardless; The joining...bonding, where two beings became one after completion, each a part of the other...and EACH containing the sum of all knowledge of the other!*

GT: *He quivered softly in his chair, and with a blink of his eyes, there was life back in his features. But his eyes no longer bore the same strength as before as he looked into those of the smirking Jaridian.* Stop it... *he hissed, but aware of the victorious look on the Jaridian’s face, he added no more.*

Mar: *His eyes were almost glowing with his excitement as he smiled widely at the Taelon and lifted his wrist* Borath halt! *Then his voice became slick as oil* Is she still alive? *He smiled with the affirmative answer* Good. I want to test a little theory Borath. If it does not work, you may, *laugh*, resume what you were doing, but if it does, I believe we may have discovered yet another prize hiding in the form of a little human. *He leans over and withdraws from his boot what looks like an ornately carved handle to a knife but there is no blade, not a metal one anyway. With a brush of his finger there is a soft humming noise as bright blue energy leaps forth from the handle and a long energy blade is displayed, hot, glowing, and deadly. He steps forward and brings the blade right up to T'than's face, still speaking to his officer softly* I want you to watch her Borath – never take your eyes from her, and in the next moment tell me what happens. 

GT: *he watches, still as a marble statue, as the blade grows before his eyes and is placed at his cheek. He still looks deeply into MarGrath’s eyes, not provocatively, but merely stating how little he was impressed. But biting back at his mural of self-confidence was fear; not of death itself, but of leaving her in the hands of those brutes. Though, he knew the Jaridian would not kill him: his demeanour was playful, and T’than knew he would not be granted an easy death in their hands. The Commander had promised him that revenge would come before that, and for the most part, Taelons did not fear death...*

Mar: *The blade is drawn just under his chin, so close that he is sure T'than can feel the delicate vibrations from the blade. Slowly he moves it to the Taelon's shoulder, and then he brings it down against T'than's right bicep, drawing it down the entire length of his upper arm. T'than grimaces and writhes, but his bonds allow for little movement*

GT: *he looked nowhere in particular as the humming blade kissed over his jumpsuit. The Jaridian drew it all too slowly, obviously wanting to instil fear, but the General had known enough pain in his lifetime. But still, the shock of the blade being driven into his body was great; his eyes closed for that moment, and he held on tight to the chair to withhold it in complete silence. Wanting to keep the pain to himself, he tried to shut the link with Cadence, but pain was faster... and to their own credit, their bond was strong.*

~*~

C - *She had been gracelessly dropped to the ground and she lay there for what seemed a very long time, though it was only a few minutes, staring up at the moons, two huge and brightly colored orbs, and a little one that was but a large pinprick of light. She was limp, caught in the euphoria of oxygen that rushed her system harshly when she was able to breathe again. But in an instant the euphoria was snatched away from her, as was her breath, though not by a hand around her neck, but by searing pain in her arm. T'than had not screamed, and Cadence screamed for him, her voice carried over the comlink to MarGrath's ears, and he did not need his officer to convey what he already knew.*

GT: *he could hear her through the small communication device of the Jaridian. She had felt it, and she had been unprepared for the intensity of it. Under normal circumstances, they would have had time to commune and learn to shut their mind to some extent when needed, but it was all so fresh, and all their senses were on full alert now that they feared for each other. He exhaled, heavily and somewhat exasperated, but soon after, he had restored the stony expression to his features.*

Mar: I must commend you T'than, *he said as he looked down at the Taelon, whose arm was freely leaking his life energy, though it was superficial. He didn't want his prize to die of a carelessly given wound, when there were so many other delightful ways to make him suffer.* I had thought that you had lied to me when I asked you if the human was 'more' to you than a servant. You were being truthful when you said that she is 'nothing close to a servant.' 

GT: *he looks away, not facing the Jaridian. The worst had happened, and no matter how fast his mind worked, how quickly he reviewed his strategies, he could find no breach, no chance for them anymore. Could this be their end? How ironic and indeed tragic if it ended just before it had truly started between he and Cadence.*

Mar: It would seem that that is certainly the case. *delighted smile as he speaks into his link.* Borath, bring the girl to my tent. It is time for our tormented lovers to have a small... reunion...

Book Ten

Part Two

Deadly Interrogation

Bor: *He grabs her unceremoniously from the floor, right where the ghostly pain seared at her arm. Her scream had been strange, but delightful.* Lets go! *he grabs for a chain attached to her collar and pulls her behind him. The tent where the Taelon was being kept was not too far off. The didn’t have to walk through the camp, but around a couple of other tents. He wanted to avoid unnecessary attentions. The others were already excited enough about all of it.*

C - *She yelped again when Borath grabbed her where her arm was still on fire; they had done something to T'than, and she had felt it! He removed the chains from her wrist cuffs, though the cuffs themselves were still attached to her. He left the chain at her collar cuff though, using it as a lead to half drag her through the back of the camp. She was still dizzy and unsteady on her feet, but she followed as best she could.*

Bor: *The human seems to have difficulty walking behind him, and Borath bristles and pulls her so strongly she trips and nearly falls. But no more than a few minutes afterwards, they are by the tent. With his massive hand, the Jaridian opens the curtained doors and enter. He nods briefly to his superior, and pulls the delicate figure of the human from behind him, pressing down on her shoulder until she is kneeled on the floor.* Show your commander the proper respect human! *he places his hand on her head and despite noticing she is staring at the sitting Taelon, he makes her bow her head.*

GT: *her presence is coming closer and he knows it; he can feel it, her breath, her heartbeat, the rhythms of her life. A precarious sense of peace takes over him, but the very foundations of his being are shaken when her presence enters the same room as his. He can see her aura shining behind the massive hulk, and it nearly makes him forget about their situation... until, that is, the brute pulls at her chains and literally makes her fall on her knees. *

C - *She is once more on her knees, helpless to whatever would come next, but even though she was made to keep her head bowed, her green eyes found him...the Taelon...the one she loved more than life. She bites her lip when she sees him restrained, and the ugly gash on his arm, and all that she could do was think in her mind over and over that she loved him...*

GT: *His eyes are irrevocably locked on hers. He can only say times and times again that he is sorry for all of it; ultimately it was his fault: they had come there per his choice; they had run away because of his kind; they had fallen in love for his insistent pursuit of her; it was the Ka’atha’am, Taelon, that had lured them both into mating, and ultimately: his kind had brought the Jaridian’s wrath upon the humans as well. But at the same time, there was a bigger force growing within him now that he could see her; they were not truly parted, and if they were together in pain, they would be together in strength as well.*

Mar: Now, now Borath, do not be so harsh with the child, *he says jovially* She has been waiting to see him with baited breath, have you not? *He kneels down next to her and lifts her chin so he can look at her and caress her face.* So pretty...*he takes her by the shoulders softly in an illusion of gentleness and has her rise, coming to stand behind her, pressing his body to hers. His hand plays over where her jumpsuit falls and exposes a pale shoulder.*

GT: *his blue eyes follow her every move, but soon they focus mainly on the hand that touches her with cold gentleness. The Jaridians eyes are gleaming his way, even as he speaks to the girl, enticing her with a smooth voice, but one that softly shakes with scorn. And so, despite looking her way there is anger in his eyes. He neither liked that he touched her, nor that he played with them.*

Mar: Do you want to go to him? *he asks her against her ear as he kisses over her* Do you? Answer quickly, before I change my mind and decide to be less generous. 

GT: *his muscles contract against the restrains, though his features are set in stone. He looks back at her then, apologetically and seeking only to convey a comforting look, but inevitably, there is melancholy in his eyes.*

Mar: *she nods and he pushes her forward.* Go then. *she takes some small steps forward and he continues*...go to the one whom you have joined your body and soul with. *she freezes for a moment at his knowing words, but then continues forward, just as MarGrath gives a brutal pull at the chain attached to her neck, causing her to gasp and fall backward, her hands grabbing at the metal collar.* He laughs and looks down at her, her neck already marked with ugly dark bruises from Borath's hands, and then he looks at the Taelon and grins.* I am afraid that I... changed my mind.

GT: *He had been too lost in the beauty of her, and too hopeful of feeling her energy, to act wisely and tells her to stay away. But he reckoned how strong the attraction, and how undeniable was the impulse for them to touch. When the Jaridian catches her by surprise, T’than protests audibly in his chair and bristles, fighting against his restraints. That Jaridian was clearly playing with them, and Cadence was too innocent of their true nature to see it. Naor’rin was, he had to admit, a bad example of her kind when it came to that kind of behaviour, but ultimately, every Jaridian had a little cruelty within himself. There was pain at his neck as well, but with a shake of his head he shunned it away.* #It is all right Cadence... focus on me; drink from my strength when you find yours fails you... drink from my love...*

Mar: *He looks back down at Cadence* Get up! *he says angrily.* Get back on your knees! *He kicks at her but she curls her body and slithers out of the way and then slowly gets on her knees as she glares at him. MarGrath is not impressed and a gloved hand shoots out and slaps her, the blow so hard she falls back on her side, whimpering once.*

GT: *there is anger burning in the furnace at the very core of his being. He can feel it rising and flowing in his every pathway. All the aggressions on her were reflecting on him; all her pain, and her fear. That bastard, that coward, was punishing the weakest among them. He knew it pained T’than to see that spectacle, but the Taelon vowed then and there that he would pay! He looks down at his fists, balled as hers were, and then looks back at her and focuses.* #Do not let him win! Let your pain flow to me, use our bond to our advantage!# *he knows she wishes to hide her suffering from him, as he tried to from her, but they could not allow emotions to carry them away: he was physically stronger and he could endure it in silence. And he _had_ to help her!*

Mar: *When she rises again, there is blood trickling from a small gash in her lip.* You will not show defiance to me! You will look at me with respect, and if I see any other acts of defiance, such as your hands balling into fists, like they are now...*he lets his words sink in as she looks at her hands and lays them flat against her legs*...I will personally see to it that you are whipped until your flesh hangs in tatters from your body before I kill your Taelon right before your eyes!

GT: #Cadence, be strong, please...# *he wants to send out a hug, but she is too shocked by the Jaridian’s threat – such as he had been when MarGrath had threatened to kill her – to listen to his words, and her rewarding fear directed towards the Jaridian is immediate.* Coward... *he hisses, but soon controls his anger, for he knew it would transpire to her and eventually change her reactions. It was best if she showed dread on the outside, and in her core, kept protected what was the essence of their being. It was selfish of him to want her to deny her feelings, or to manipulate them to his whim.*

Mar: *His words had the desired effect, for the human shuddered and looked as though she was going to cry any moment. He laughed loudly at her horrified expression, as did Borath.*

Bor: Sir, I believe you scared her... *he turns his eyes to the Taelon, who was shooting daggers at the both of them, his nostrils flaring and his eyes murderous.* but if any day you wish to carry out that threat... I want to have a piece of him! 

Mar: *He wanted her to cry, and he knew she must be drawing strength from the Taelon, but he would yet have her tears! Handing her chains off to the other officer, MarGrath summoned for Vedra and then looked back at both the Taelon and human.* Now, it is time for some... fun.

GT: *T’than swallowed; he knew the Jaridians would turn their attention on him soon; he could only pray they would not make her watch. With a hint of sadness in his eyes he turned to her. He should have walked away... he had loved her from the first moment, and had his pride not taken over him, he would have walked away!!! He should have... for her sake... even if it meant suffering the excruciating Ka’atha’am alone, he should not have dragged her to such suffering... yet... it had been her choice, she had seen, and he needed her. In a moment of weakness, he desired for her to be there, because she had become his strength! The one pillar that supported his being: that had made him reach out for feelings, for emotions; that had helped him to take that leap in his personal evolution and know love! To know _life_!

But they were paying a heavy price... too heavy... and even if he knew in a twisted way it was fair that he suffered – because that was the way of war and he was the War Minister – it was still tragic that she had been dragged along.

There are only a few silent moments, during which T’than tries to focus and close their link somewhat. She is resilient, and her mind does not want to close up to him, but he knows it is necessary.* #Please Cadence... I do not want you to...# *but his reasoning is interrupted by the arrival of another Jaridian, this time a female. And T’than does not like at all, what he sees in her eyes.*

Ved: *She had been hanging around the camp, listening to what the soldiers had to say about the whole thing. Many were excited about the little human, and speaking of how in the days or glory, it would have been nice to invade Earth and take some mates... or some mating slaves. They were mostly joyful, such as she had not seen them in a long time, and most of what fed that contentment was the imprisoned Taelon. But for his safety, and to prevent that a crazed Jaridian would kill him too fast, T’than’s identity had been kept secret from most low rank officers.

She, as sergeant and the one who had discovered his name, felt privileged to know. And now MarGrath had called her back. She practically ran in to meet him at the big tent, and she was indeed surprised to get a glimpse of the pale skin of the human’s as she walked in. So, they had brought her there. Vedra nods to Borath, and then to her superior officer, with greater reverence.* You have called sir? *then her eyes fall on the Taelon and she smirks* Well well... the great General T’than... *she laughs* Doesn’t look so great anymore... *she casts a look down at the human.* And what is this little pet doing here? *she casts Cadence a quick and disdainful glance and walks over to the Taelon.*

Mar: Greetings Sergeant, he says as he nods at her, but his mood is light and so he smiles at her as well. Vedra was an exemplary officer and warrior, not to mention...an incredibly striking woman. He had not experienced the delights she could offer, but perhaps after this campaign...* You will soon see that there is a purpose for the human's presence, beyond that of entertainment.

Ved: Mind if I take a closer look? *she speaks behind her shoulder.* 

Mar: *He shakes his head and beckons for her to go closer.*

Ved: I see you have began to have fun with him... *she traces a finger down the Taelon’s arm, pressing viciously at the wound. He shudders softly, but it still looking into her eyes, almost menacingly.* Now now, General... you should know how a prisoner is to be behave... and it is certainly not this way... *she walks around the chair and looks over at MarGrath.* Do you mind if I have a little fun of my own?

Mar: *He laughs,* Please Sergeant. In this instance you may...indulge yourself.

GT: *the female seemed to be acquainted with Cadence. Perhaps she had been entrusted with the girl’s keep; that was not too bad of news. What was most preoccupying was the look on her face. He knew it from MarGrath, only that in the female, it took on an even sharper presence. He did not like anything of what he read in her demeanour, nor in the watchful and anticipating look that the commander tossed their way. There is suddenly new pain at his wound, and he grimaces from it; his arm blushes and he sees the smirk on the female’s face. Still, he holds her stare and looks menacingly her way; but she knows it to be the look of a caged and wounded animal, more than anything else. He was dangerous, yes, but not under those circumstances.*

C - *She shudders and looks down when she feels the pain in her own arm when Vedra teases T'than's wound. It was not nearly as painful as when they first cut him and she had felt it while still chained at the other end of the camp. But she found herself trying to take on his pain from these small torments; it was easier for her because they were not focused on her at the moment while they tormented him.

With his pain however came his regret; regret that she was being made to suffer with him, and at that moment Cadence found herself hating these Jaridians, because they made T'than question their love out of his concern for her and what she might suffer at their hands. And so she used her anger as a shield – a shield not only to try and numb her sentiments for what she was seeing done to him, but also as a buffer so she could take on at least some of his pain and withstand it.*

Ved: He is not so dangerous, not so untouchable as it was said. After all, he bleeds, and pains... *again she teased at his wound, and his arm reacted to the pain with a soft blush. She laughed.* like any Taelon. *she looks in her fellow Jaridian’s way and cannot help but notice how the little human is looking her way.* Hmm? Am I missing something here? *she looks to her superior and to Borath, who are grinning openly now.*

Bor: You don’t know what you have been missing Vedra! *he grabs the chain at her neck and pulls her up slightly* seems we nearly surprised the little human here... and the great General *smirk* rolling around in the grass...

Mar: *He is openly amused at Borath's comment and embellishes it* Yes, rolling around NAKED in the grass.

Ved: *she laughs openly.* You have to be joking... *but she goes around the chair again and sees the look of rage in the Taelon’s eyes, as Borath affectionately taps the girl’s head.* you are not... *her eyes gleam with excitement.* these two are lovers?

Mar: Oh yes Sergeant, and much, much more.

GT: *he remained perfectly silent, perfectly still. His mind was locked with Cadence’s, and he was doing his best to disregard what was going on. It angered him, it hurt his pride to be treated in such manner. They relished his humiliation, but they also took pleasure from torturing Cadence, and she was innocent of the crimes he had committed.*

C - *Her head was bowed and her eyes closed, but her mind was anything but silent* # I am okay T'than; I nearly died moments ago and if I can withstand that, a few slings and arrows hurled my way will not harm me and... they know of us and there is nothing we can say to deny it. I do not want to deny it, for I am not ashamed of what they know! #

Ved: But it is impossible... she is of inferior intellect, isn’t she T’than? *Vedra is now in front of him, her hands just behind his on the rests.* just a mindless human; I would believe her to be your slave... but it is more than that... you care for her. *she rises and continues, her voice filled with joy.* but if he mated with her... this can only mean one thing... *she looks MarGrath’s way.* He is in Ka’atha’am! *she grins triumphantly and looks back at the Taelon, evil sprouting from her eyes.* and that, I believe, will make his torture so much more entertaining...

Mar: Oh yes... how could I have forgotten? Ka'atha'am, where Taelons lose their minds! 

Ved: As any mindless beast in the heat... *she smirks*

Mar: *He laughs and claps a wall support in his delight* And this Taelon certainly must have to take a...'human'... as a mate. 

Ved: Certainly... it is such a fragile looking thing... *she casts a scornful glance at T’than and walks around the chair again.*

Mar: *He looks scornfully at T'than* What happened, General, no other Taelon would have you so you turned to, *he gestures toward Cadence*..that? *They all laugh scornfully* But Vedra you are right, it shall make his torment so much more delightful and entertaining... I want you to make him squirm Sergeant... make him beg... make him pain! I am sure that you can devise a way to do that and entertain us all at the same time, can you not?

Ved: You know me too well Commander... *she throws a provocative look his way.* And it shall be my pleasure to make him squirm... *she touches at his head softly.* and blush... I love it when they glow like lamps... specially when it is out of fear or pain... *her finger walks around his ear and touches at his neck almost in a caress* But this is a tough one...

Mar: He puts up a good front, does he not? Let us see if we cannot weaken that facade of strength somewhat and make your job easier and more interesting Vedra. *He looks at the General in the eyes* Taelons do not like to touch, except your hands of course. 

GT: *his hands are still balled into fists over the rests. He looks directly into the Jaridian’s eyes; his nostrils are flaring and his anger has nearly turned into a low growling in the back of his throat. He was not afraid of him... nor of the female Jaridian who acted too suggestively for his taste, but he did fear for her... and in that moment of reflection, his eyes turn to her and soften. Indeed, what he had offered her thus far had been pain... could it be that he was really not cut out to love? Even when he had made his choice, destiny had tricked them and returned him to the position of War Minister; he had decided to let it go, but it chased him! Maybe... in truth... he was just that, and there was no possible escape or denial.*

Mar: Your little human has surely missed out then if that is all that you had to offer her. *He turns to Borath* Why do you not show the great and 'wise' General how WE go about it? *his eyes flick to the girl, who had been looking down but who now looked at him with wide and apprehensive eyes* Show him how WE touch.

GT: MarGrath! *he calls in anger.* Your quarrel is with me; leave her be! *but there is laughter behind him, and a scaled hand goes over his mouth.*

Bor: *he smiles the Taelon’s way and picks the girl up from the floor.* I think it was a waste of time when you had her dressed Vedra... 

Ved: *she nods at her fellow Jaridian, but her true focus is on the Taelon.* Hush now General. The show is to be watched in silence... and it might be that you learn some things... *she lets go of him and grabs his head to hold it so the Taelon is forced to watch.* a pity though, you might not put it to use... but at least your darling there will know what a true male feels like... *she leans forward and whispers to his ears.* such as you will know how the Jaridian touch feels... I was always curious about Ka’atha’am...

GT: *there is a tingling on each side of his head; the trepidation increases and soon there is a small ache and it seems his thoughts are hauled into a vortex of confusion. There is something disrupting the energy flux in his head, and his sight goes blurry for a moment. But even though muffled, he can hear feminine laughter, and then, little by little, his perception returns. And as the spectacle unfolds, he nearly wishes the shaquarava had truly killed him.*

Bor: Such a fragile little thing... *he runs his massive hands down her sides.* I think I could crush her if I pressed too hard... *her back is to his chest, and she is facing the Taelon.* But I cannot say he has a bad taste... she is very pretty. *one hand starts its descent down her chest and unzipping her suit, while his other is clamped around her waist as he keeps her pressed to him in a one arm embrace.*

C - *She is hauled back up and now is being pulled close to Borath, closing her eyes as she feels his hands move on her. She had dreaded this, but for them to do it in front of T'than was unbelievable! They knew it would bother him – they wanted a rise out of him, and though she knew him to be quite able to discipline his emotions, what better way to weaken him than by molesting her?*

GT: *his nails are nearly driven into his palms; he wants to break free so badly! They are doing the worst to her... something he had once allowed done, but now, he could not! He would not forgive himself if it happened... he would not withstand to see that kind of pain in her eyes again... There was such turmoil in his being; all emotions he knew best: anger, rage, fear, indignation, revolt... and hurt, so much hurt and sorrow...*

C - *She wanted to cry – it was so humiliating! Instead though, Cadence thought back to the days when she had been T'than's captive, his little slave girl. He had tried to humiliate her then, and she had done quite well at not showing how she felt, only looking at him defiantly (which had only enflamed him more), but, in a lose/lose situation, she decided that if she was going to be punished, let it be for her defiance rather than her weakness. So, she went back to a time weeks ago as she pouted her lips and set her jaw in defiance, and desperately tried to ignore what was happening to her.*

Ved: Look... I think she is trying to disregard your touch... maybe you should be more daring Borath... *she leans over again as she walks to stand beside T’than.* make it unforgettable! 

Bor: *he laughs* I intend to... *pulling her closer to him in a vice like embrace, he leans down to kiss over her neck. His eyes are on the Taelon at first, but then he focus on the girl’s body.* Sweet... *he licks over her exposed shoulder and then slowly starts pulling the jumpsuit down, and soon, the upper part of her jumpsuit is hanging over his arm, leaving her chest bare.* and so... *a massive hand takes over one breast and kneads if with clumsy gentleness.* soft...

GT: *his eyes were on Cadence’s... he knew her petulance, it reminded him of what she used to act like when their story began. But he could feel her fear as well, her repulse at being touched, and yet also her strength; she wanted to be strong for him, but he was too weak to watch it all unscathed. He loved her too much to let it continue. With an angry blush he shouted the Commander’s way* Stop it MarGrath! She has done nothing! *and then there was pain at his arm again.*

Ved: Nor had many of our species, females and children sometimes, and it never made a difference to you! *she grips over his wound and presses hard on it.* So, why shouldn’t we make you suffer? And her? 

Mar: *He smiled, making sure that T'than could see his eyes raking over her and after allowing this to transpire for a few minutes looked to Vedra.* He is weaker now, and you know what to do, and what we all want to see. *He motions for Borath to back off of the human for now*

Bor: *it was getting to the interesting part: his hand was already sneaking between her legs to feel what she held there, when the voice of his commander ordered him to stop. He removed it, but continued to distractedly pet over each breast.*

Mar: General T'than, you will now answer my questions. At the moment I only have a few, but that may change if I am in the mood to see you suffer even more, which is likely. We shall begin simply. 

C - # Please be strong!# she begged him mentally, even as she herself shuddered against the too-strong embrace of the Jaridian who held her, his rough hands fondling over her chest. # Don't let mere taunts to my body break your self-control...that is what they want! #

GT: *His expression is resolute, even as he looks in Cadence’s direction and back at MarGrath. If he told them, perhaps she would not suffer anymore... at least not immediately. His pain, however, was unavoidable... But she wanted him to resist; he could hear her voice in the back of his mind trying to comfort him and give him strength. The Jaridian by his side was anxious and restless, and her excitement didn’t mean for anything good.*

Mar: *His voice is soft, but threatening as he looks at the human* What is her name? *Then his eyes go to Vedra* Make him say her name Vedra... make him squirm and say her name...

Ved: I’ll make him spell it for you... *she grins her superior’s way, then returns to her position behind the Taelon’s chair.* Do you remember when you said they went out of their minds when in this state... *she runs a finger over his shoulder.* It is not at all untrue. It is said... they can feel much more. They become vulnerable... *she shows the audience her gleaming palms.* especially in certain places... which are particularly sensitive to stimulation. And do you know what is best? *she goes around and stops before T’than, looking deeply into his eyes. He doesn’t flinch, but she can see tension in him, and alarm* they cannot truly stop it, or control it. It controls them... *she smirks down at him.* Isn’t it right General? Nasty instincts take over and bye bye self-control.*her eyes go down his wounded arm, and rest on his closed hand.* So, I wonder what would happen to him if we were to stimulate such spots... *she looks behind her shoulder.* Do you think that he would indeed go out of his mind? *she laughs and turns around, looking from her fellow Jaridians to the girl.* I for one, am dying to find out!

C - *She glares hotly at Vedra, though inside a tiny flame of worry begins. She was fairly sure that by joining, she and T'than had conquered the Ka'atha'am, but she wasn't sure. How sensitive would he be still? How vulnerable? Had it been a few days Cadence felt certain he would have been more able to resist, but it had been only a few hours!*

GT: *the Jaridian female moves out of his way and finally T’than can see Cadence again. Borath is still holding her, but he seems to have stopped his ministrations and is mainly focused on Vedra and her curious speech... curious and threatening. There were many rumours regarding the Taelon reproductive cycle, but it seemed that Jaridian was specially interested and informed on the subject. Soon there were hands at his shoulders, and they didn’t seem to want to go away. Nervousness was a poor companion, but it was growing strikingly loud inside him.*

Ved: So, little girl... where are the buttons to make him blush? *her shaquarava ignites and she begins to move her hands over his chest, always looking in Cadence’s direction. The Taelon was still as a stone, and it seemed his control over his body was indeed great. Maybe the cycle had been over for him... but there was something in the girl’s eyes when Vedra moved her hands down his arms... the hands, of course, were sensitive in Taelons, but what else?*

GT: *he was trapped, not knowing truly what to do. Could he trust himself to deny the female’s touch? The shaquarava was energy, not the kind that could stimulate him now that he was linked to Cadence, but it could cause much pain if she found the apex of his body; T’than closed his eyes and tried to project his mind towards Cadence.* #It is all right, be calm... she cannot do me harm...# *but at this point the scaled hands were moving down his chest, and then suddenly stopped.*

C - *She heard him in her thoughts, but it was almost a second-hand sensation, for her main attentions were focused on Vedra, or rather, Vedra's hands, glowing and hot, and moving toward the very place where T'than had at first not wanted her to touch, and though Cadence had not meant to, her stare gave away this secret to the other woman.*

Ved: Of course... *the look on the girl’s face could not lie.* It makes all the sense... what would happen if I touched him where we are all so sensitive?

GT: *his eyes shoot open, but their look of defiance lasts little time, for there is a current of incredible strength entering his body and disrupting his energy flow and his cohesion. He cannot help to blush, but he withholds the ache in silence; only a gasp leaves through his gritted teeth.*

Bor: *he laughs* Nice one Vedra! Way to go! *he grabs the girl more tightly to him, ignoring her struggles.* Maybe now he can give you the first letter... *something hits hard at his shin, and he nearly crushes the girl in his embrace.* Be still you pest! I want to enjoy this... *he looks over to Vedra.* Do it again!

C - *She wasn't sure when it had happened, but she had begun to struggle, at first slightly and then harder as she tried to free herself from his tight hold of her, even kicking his shin once, which only made him hold her so tight she found that breathing took some effort. They were torturing him! Humiliating him! It was a horrible thing to have to witness, and she hoped that she might cause enough distraction with her defiance to make it stop.*

Ved: *She goes around and stands by T’than’s side.* The audience demands for more T’than... it would be rude of us to deny them, wouldn’t it? 

GT: *this time, he tenses at her touch, but still doesn’t fight her back. His eyes close as he reaches out for Cadence.* #It is alright Cadence...# *but it was not; there was an unwelcome presence wanting to press into him, again, insistently! This time, he let go a little cry.* 

C - # Please please hold on! Try! Oh gods just try! #

Ved: YES! That is more like it. Now, say something with meaning: her name! 

GT: *her last words are harsh and demanding; but when T’than’s eyes reopen, his suffering is clouded behind blue fury. There is a strong slap at his face suddenly, but he was actually thankful for anything that fed his anger rather than his torment, as that emotion inhibited the true pain.*

Ved: You are a stubborn bastard aren’t you? *she looks MarGrath’s way.* I think you did wrong when you had Borath stop... in order to break him... *she nods in the Taelon’s direction* you will need to break her as well. 

Mar: Indeed. *He walks over to a large table on which is set some minor equipment; comlinks, body armor, and empty bowls that had contained food. With a sweeping motion of his hand it is all on the floor.* Borath... bring the girl here... it is not as soft as a bed, but... it will do for what should bring you much enjoyment.

Bor: *he looks from the Taelon, to the girl he was holding, with much meaning to his stare and the lustful smirk.* I have no doubt... *he picks her up in his strong embrace and walks over to the table.* You will be a good obedient girl now, or it will be the worst for your Taelon... not that we truly need reasons to torture him... *he laughs as he rests her on the table.* Now, lie back and after _you_ undress, spread those legs for me. *he looks at her arms.* And take those off of there! *his voice is stern when he sees her go to cover her breasts, but then it smoothens.* I want to see what you hide... there... *he traces a big finger over her belly and between her thighs, and then steps away.* and here...

C - *She was picked up and made to sit on the table. It would have been one thing to be forced onto her back, but she was told to lie back willingly and remove her arms from over her chest, or they would kill T'than. She didn't really believe that they would kill him, but she wanted to spare him as much suffering as possible, though she knew he suffered in another way when she laid back and uncovered herself. Then she was told to pull down the zipper to the jumpsuit all the rest of the way, which would make it easy for Borath to simply slide it over her hips. She closed her eyes and tried to shut her mind to T'than as her fingers found the delicate silver tab of the zipper and pulled it all the way down, a single tear leaking from her eye as Borath's hand slipped inside and caressed her between her thighs a few times before he pulled back and waited as he watched the spectacle before him.*

Bor: It is good we have an understanding... *he grins evilly down at her as his hands grab at the half-dressed jumpsuit. Before he grabs the suit, already undressed to her hips, and pulls the pants away from her body, his hand kneads at each breast and then slides slowly down her chest to touch the place of her body about which he was so curious.* You are a hot little thing... *he smiles down at her before he leans down over her completely naked body to kiss her lips.*

Ved: And I want those palms open to me... *she looks directly at Cadence.* You my darling, better hope he loves you enough to make me happy, because otherwise, Borath will not stop... *she turns the Taelon’s way.* Admit to your defeat T’than! *she leans down* or will you let her suffer for you because you are too proud to give in?

GT: *It was too much to bear! They had found their weakness: the will to protect each other. Faithful in his capacities to withstand whatever the female had in mind, he allowed for the fingers to relax over the armrests to which he was restrained, in a gesture close to submission. There was pain in his eyes as he looked at Cadence, caused more by the sight of the Jaridian moving his hands over what was so sacred to him, than by the feeling of the female’s finger between his and forcing his palms open.*

Ved: That is a good Taelon... *she says sardonically as she grabs his hand with the palm upwards.* It is curious... *she speaks as her fingers begin to walk and press on his palm.* you no longer have the shaquarava, but you are so sensitive here... *she presses her palm hard against his and lets a jolt of energy go inside him. He shudders and grimaces, but there is again little sounds issued from his throat.* You are a tough one T’than, I grant you that... but not very smart... *she walks to stand in front of him, but kneels down, careful not to take the view of Borath and the girl away from the Taelon.* Look at them... *she croons as she forces both his hands open and begins to caress them with greater intensity, to the point that she leans over and while one hand works at his left palm, her tongue licks at his right. He shivers and tenses up, and she withdraws, smiling.*

C - *T'than is blushing as Vedra touches him too wisely, her glowing hands forcing his palms open, and they keep questioning, wanting useless information.*

Mar: What is her name T'than? We want to hear you say her name!

GT: *he shakes his head, not sure if in answer to MarGrath’s demand, or in protest to what was being done to him. Pain seared from his palms or his chest when the Jaridian touched him. He was linked to Cadence... that invasion was unwelcome and the Jaridian did not wish to convey any kind of pleasure, only pain. And it was working. His body was beginning to want to shun the forsaken touch, even though he still gave proof of a formidable resilience.*

Ved: Come now General... *she turns her back to him, and as if he were a chair himself, she rests her palms against his and uses it as support to slowly sit.* All we want is a name... your pain we already have... *she rests her body against his and moves over him in a tease.* Her name... *she presses harder with her shaquarava, shooting small blasts into each of his hands; he tenses up underneath her and unintentionally pushes against the Jaridian. She laughs as he squirms and blushes, relaxing completely as if exhausted.*

Bor: *he laughs along with the female of his species.* I think he is getting excited! *obviously not, as in the aftermath of each blush, there were short moments when the Taelon’s features would be all too sincere as to his torment.*

C - *She watches helplessly as Vedra's body goes over T'than's, undulating on him, teasing his sensitive hands still. She squirms but Borath has a lazy hand over her chest, making her remain on her back, her neck chain clipped to his belt leaving her on a short tether.*

Bor: And you, be still! *he looks down.* Wait... I wonder what happens when you torture them both at the same time, and the same place! *while one hand is at her chest, now playing with a soft breast, the other sneaks between her thighs and begins to caress her.* Hey Vedra, work on that bastard!

GT: *and she did; there was heat at his central pathway, and even though he tried to shut the main conduits of his body to that unwanted energy, the Jaridian over him would still work harder. The ache of the intrusion was immense; he saw as the brute of a Jaridian reached out between Cadence’s thighs again, and he could nearly feel his touch in him; T’than closed his eyes and let his head rest back against the chair; his body was taken by small spasms and nearly out of his control. He found he could not think, nor reason, and he was diverting all his strength towards closing the link in Cadence’s direction. And he wanted so badly to close his palms to those raping fingers, or to leave his body to stop feeling the pain and thus, prevent it from being conveyed to her. It was getting so difficult to withhold anymore...*

C - *They keep asking T'than to utter her name, and he won't, and he is moaning softly at the Jaridian's touch. Cadence can feel the pain and pressure that is building in him and her skin flushes pink with her discomfort.*

Ved: *she notices the reaction from both the Taelon underneath her and the girl.* Good idea Borath... just look at them! *she rises, and goes around the chair, caressing over T’than’s shoulders.* Let me do as you do... *the hands slowly begin their descent...*

Mar: *The Taelon is grimacing as Vedra keeps at her ministrations, but still the bastard remains silent, except for a moan here and there.* What_ is_ her_ name! *His voice is a snarl, but the best part is yet to come as Vedra's hands finally finish their descent down his chest and move between his legs, and T'than convulses at the touch of her shaquarava.*

Ved: You hear him! * she whispers in his ear, and not one second after, she pushes her fingers against his jumpsuit, and feels them hit something softer. He convulses and goes stiff in the chair, grimacing and moving away. The Jaridian merely smirks and looks over at the girl, and then at MarGrath, before she allows her shaquarava to shock him there. The reaction is ten times more powerful than before, and when she withdraws, the Taelon is still blushing and convulsing, and there is a cry echoing softly in the room.*


C - CADENCE! *she screams, thrusting against the hand that presses against her until she is finally sitting. The screamed word is followed by her sobs as her head falls, her face covered by her hair, but they had all stopped what they were doing to look at her in surprise, and she looks back up, tears streaming over her cheeks* My name... is Cadence...

GT: *his head is bowed low. The searing pain was slowly coming to an end, at least now that the female had withdrawn from him. He felt beat, exhausted, weak... the galvanic struggle against those energetic attacks had been great. Several times he had feared the shaquarava’s energy would rip his insides, leaving him to agonise to death... and most importantly, she as well. Slowly, he gathered his strength to look over at her. There was no fury in his eyes, only fatigue. Had he been defeated?*

Mar: *He holds up his hand for Vedra to stop and then looks at Borath; his officer had pulled his hands off the girl when she had cried out, but was intent on resuming his touching of her.* Enough... for now. I shall reward... Cadence, for her words, and her weakness.

Bor: *he does as commanded, and takes a tiny step away from the girl. He smiled derisively at Cadence and then his eyes moved towards the Taelon, and his smirk broadened.* I think you hit the jackpot Vedra. Look at him!

GT: *At least the Jaridians had stopped. Cadence’s aura was blurrier; he knew she was crying by the way the light faded somewhat and became bluer in her chest.* #Forgive me, my love... I should have been stronger... for the both of us... *he was prostrate on the chair, and he reckoned that great General was not looking so great anymore.* 

C - # There is nothing to forgive! You ARE strong, but I could not bear to see you suffer any further! #

GT: *he lowered his eyes, and was about to respond, when the voice of his captor thundered in the room. He did a short mental exercise to gather some of his control, and raised his chin, looking back at MarGrath. There was still strength in his glare, but the Taelon was visibly shaken.* 

Mar: Now General, shall we continue with the questioning? As I said, I would begin simply, but now onto other issues. *His voice is cordial, casual* I want to know two things:

One, I want to know where the other Taelons who accompanied you here are, and two, where is your base of operations, for where there is one Taelon there are others. 

GT: *he blinked, ever so slowly, and his blue irises were focused on the end of the room, and looking nowhere in particular when his eyes reopened. There was no answer to that question, except the obvious, which was that they were alone, but if he were to admit it... then any and all reason to keep them alive and grant him time, and thus, an opportunity to escape, would be lost.* Nowhere. *he answered, making sure there was stubbornness to his tone of voice.*

Mar: I do not believe that you are on this planet, so close to our empire, by mere coincidence, so where_ are_ the_ others_ of_ your_ kind?

GT: The others of my kind are on Earth. *of course it was a vague answer, and it would come as no surprise to MarGrath, or any of the others.*

Ved: I think he is playing tough again... *she goes around the chair and taunts him at his palms, ever so softly.* Which I must say, is never convincing for a Taelon... *she presses roughly on his palm; he grimaces and tries to pull his hand away despite the knowledge that he was restrained.* Listen up T’than, we are losing our patience! If you are to open your mouth, I suggest you are satisfactory in your answers... *she drives her nails into the centre of his palm and even though he shuts his eyes and his breath becomes heaving, she presses a little further.* and be polite! 

GT: *Finally, she withdraws. The pain at his hand and the injured arm was great. Her claw like nails had drive into his exocovering and there was a cut on his palm. He closed his fingers over it, to prevent the soft bleeding and any further attacks, but he makes no mention of wanting to obey whatever she had told him. When his eyes reopen, they are focused on MarGrath’s again.*

C - *She couldn't believe how wrong this Jaridian was! They WERE alone! They had only come here to be together!*


Mar: It is clear to me that you still wish to be stubborn, protecting the others to the last... but are they worth your LIFE, War Minister? 

GT: *despite it all, to his core, he knew the answer to that would be yes. Even if it pained them both, he would still need to protect his species... but when his eyes come across the sight of Cadence, he knew then and there that first and foremost, he would wish to protect her. But the Jaridians seemed mostly focused on him, and if he could just shut his bond with her...*

Mar: *He walks over to a small alcove and withdraws a small, black and circular device, and an even smaller square of black metal. He places the black disk in the center of T'than's chest, and presses a button at its center. Small blue lights begin to move slowly around the perimeter of the disk and it hums lightly.* You will find this a very interesting little object T'than. As you can see, it is joined to your main pathway, where all of your energy flows. 

GT: *he doesn’t look down at the device, only directly into MarGrath’s face. He was feeling ashamed and humiliated, but there were ways to hide it behind his anger, that although only slightly bigger than the fear that was biting at his self-control, it was always a good mask. But he could already feel a small needle piercing into his chest, and as the Jaridian said, connecting the tiny device to his main pathway.*

Ved: *she smiles down at the beeping device and then at T’than.* Fascinating! I was unaware of this! *she looks up at her superior, then back at the Taelon’s chest and she draws a finger over the device.* How do you turn it on? *she smirks at T’than, even so wickedly, then stands straight and turns upon hearing her commander’s voice.*

Mar: Through this controller, *he holds up the small square, his tone still casual and friendly,* I can drain off that energy. *he looks over at Cadence* Forgive me Cadence, but I must demonstrate. *He turns back to the Taelon.* Depending on how much pressure I exert over this tiny pad, *he presses it lightly, the lights on the disk move faster and the humming increases* controls how much energy is drained. *He takes his finger away and the device gets quiet again, the moving lights slowing, but then there is a small explosion from the center of the disk as it disperses the tiny amount of drained energy into the air.*

GT: *energy drain was a most frightening thing for a Taelon. MarGrath was literally sucking his life force. It felt like he was being robbed of breath and strength in a most terrifyingly efficient way. The pain was sharp but not too lasting, and T’than was able to withstand it without a sound, though... his body could not lie as to his discomfort.* 

C - *She watches, horrified, as T'than grimaces in discomfort, and suddenly she feels a small wave of dizziness move over her, and then there is a small sound as T'than's precious energy is shot forward, disappearing in a wave of blue sparkles.* Stop!

Bor: *he looks down at the girl; she couldn’t take her eyes of the Taelon.* Do not be jealous my dear, you will be granted full attention soon... *he pets at her cheek.* more than you wished for... *he croons* specially if your Taelon refuses to talk...

Mar: Did I forget to mention that it is somewhat... uncomfortable? *he laughs* It becomes downright painful the more that is taken, or so the unfortunate Taelon that we tested it on said. 

Ved: *she laughs* You will have to share that story with me... later... 

GT: *his eyes shoot daggers at MarGrath. That provocation had worked; T’than knew they experimented on prisoners as well: the treatment they gave each other was no different, which made the issue of who was right or wrong a rather ironic one.*

Bor: Sir, the little human here is getting restless and talkative again! *Borath warns*

Mar: *He turns to Cadence* So you feel the pain as well... so much the better. If you want me to stop, then perhaps you will answer my questions. *She is still sitting on the table, restrained by Borath.* Where are the others who accompanied you here?

C - There are no others! We came alone!

Mar: Unacceptable. Really my dear, I thought that you loved your Taelon. *He touches the keypad, the lights speed up and humming fills the room, as well as a small moan from the Taelon. Cadence is shivering, clearly in pain as well, but she looks away when the device disperses a larger amount of his life-force than before. He walks back to T'than.* Shall we try this again? Where are the others who accompanied you to this planet?

GT: *he writhes in pain; his was bouncing to Cadence and thus, returning to him. Their link was still too open, and they were both unaware of how to control it with expertise. But the energy drain... it felt like someone opened a spiralling void in his blushing chest that would suck his life force from him. His body tenses up and he holds on tight to the rests, and its impossible not to moan. His head is bowed low by the time it ends.* She speaks the truth... *he whispers softly.*

Ved: *her eyeridge goes up.* He is quite insistent Sir. Perhaps he has truly gone crazy, or maybe... besides sadistic, he also like to suffer. *she looks at the Taelon with a pair of gleaming eyes.*

Mar: *He looks over at Vedra* Ah, I see you wish to play. *He laughs and hands her the remote* Perhaps he will be more cooperative if you ask Sergeant.

Ved: *she smiles openly.* Did you hear him T’than? That answer is not satisfactory... *she starts walking around the chair* But I propose a deal... *she runs her finger over his shoulder and down his wounded arm but surprisingly moves towards MarGrath. There is an evil smirk on his face that anticipates the nature of her actions. Taking the small tool, she walks over to Borath* The game it really very simple... *she smiles down at Cadence.* since the little girl is far more talkative than you *she throws the Taelon a glance.* we will turn to her for the answers, but it will still be your pain T’than. Only... *she smiles sardonically at the girl.* she will cause it... or... she will suffer. *she signals Borath to come closer, and slowly pushes Cadence on her back, to lie down on the table.* 

Bor: What do you have in mind Vedra? *his groin is touching at the table now, and the girl’s legs fall by each side of his waist.*

Ved: It is simple... *she sneaks her hand under the small of Cadence’s back and runs it towards her shoulder blades, under which she places the small device.* If for one moment she doesn’t arch that back to push against you... she will press on that button. *she smirks, and then looks down at the girl.* But that would be too easy, wouldn’t it my dear? The issue is, he will be suffering as well... and if you do not withstand the pain and collapse on that small remote... *she lets her gleaming eyes finish her sentence and turns from the table.* Make sure your touch is _hot_ Borath... 

Mar: *He folds his muscular arms over his chest and looks from the table to Vedra* Ingenious Vedra, truly ingenious! You and I must talk about interrogation techniques at a later time. *His tone is suggestive, and it is clear that he would enjoy more than just talking with her.*

C - *She is terrified, and horrified, of what they have planned. The little remote is just under her shoulder, warming to her body heat, and Borath is pressing his massive body between her legs, and she can feel his arousal even though the thick pants of his uniform. She lets out a shuddering breath and turns her face to the side, speaking more to herself than anyone else.* Please... please don't do this to me... to us...

Ved: *she walks over to the Taelon.* Now General, shall we resume our interrogation. My commander is not pleased with your answer, and he wishes to know the whereabouts of the other trespassers... and your plans. It is not so hard now, is it?

GT: *he looks over at Cadence. The Jaridian over her is looking all too lustfully down at the girl who lies in a most uncomfortable position. If she does so much as squirm, her back will push on that button and they will both pain again. Why were they doing that to her?* There is nothing to answer... we have both spoken the tr...

Ved: Do not lie to me Um’rathumah! *with a sudden move, she forces his palm open and drives her nails on his wounded palm.*

C - *She gasps and shuts her eyes as burning pain moves from her hand up into her arm, and then she whimpers softly when she feels her back press against the remote, the humming in the room accompanied by T'than's distressed cry...and he was suffering now because of her!* Please stop this! Please!

Ved: *The female watches as the Taelon cries softly and writhes, just as the girl on the table does a little more mildly; but still the device on his chest is turned on, and after blushing and moaning, more energy leaves the Taelon.* It is most unwise! *she adds calmly.* Shall we go about it again? *she casts Borath a glace.* I think you can start on her... and you, T’than, *she looks deeply into his eyes* will tell us what we want to hear!

Bor: *he throws one look in MarGrath’s way, and then focus back on the girl. He was getting tired of all the games, but his maleness had become responsive to all of it. The little girl turned him on, and she was now pressing herself against him.* I knew you were hungry for the real thing... *he makes fun of the expression in her face.* I find you might even be desperate for it... *his hands go at her breasts and begin to knead them, putting some pressure on her chest quite on purpose.* Yes... look at yourself, hungering for my touch...

C - *The control device had slipped lower from her sweating, and was now in an even more vulnerable place should she move her back at all, and she found that she had to press herself against the brute just to keep her body lifted enough from the keypad, and to her disdain, the Jaridian was undulating back against her. Then his hot hands are on her breasts pressing her down, making her have to press back up in a pantomime of desire for his touch. Her face was turning red with her efforts to not hurt T'than further, and she was crying.*

GT: *his very soul was aching. He wanted to stop it, in his despair, for Cadence, he had spoken the truth. But of course they would not believe it. How to tell a story that they had ran away to join? Jaridians did not believe Taelons to do such things, even though... they were torturing both he and Cadence using the love they had for each other...

The girl was terrified, and he knew it, he could feel her emotions mingling with his. And Borath was coming too close... Cadence could not protect herself from his touch, and it was T’than’s fault. If he could not protect even her, then his species had been right about his worthlessness all along.* Stop! *he shouts. But it seems the Jaridian’s attention was now on the table and the girl lying on it.* Stop this at once! I will tell you what you want to know!

Mar:  *He heard T'than, but deliberately kept his gaze on his officer as he harassed the human... it was a rather... stimulating sight.*

Ved: *Vedra holds out her hand and Borath ceases to move against the girl, even though he was still fully dressed.* We are waiting T’than... 

GT: We spoke the truth... *there is a restless stare on the Jaridian’s eyes. The Taelon immediately closed his palms.* It was so... I brought her here... to...

Ved: Yes?

GT: We mated. *he looks over at Cadence.* You know the urges of the Ka’atha’am... we both came here to fulfil them... 

Ved: Very well... that answers the why... *she knew that by the sounds behind her, that Borath was still working on the girl.* but there are still questions unanswered...

Mar: *He turns from Cadence and Borath back to the Taelon.* Yes, so true. Your time here is far from over General. *He pauses and looks meaningfully into T'than's eyes.* I can see your suffering, and that of your little mate over there. I can make that end for you both, and all it will require is your complete cooperation. 

GT: *he finds himself acquiescing by lowering his eyes.* Go on... state your demands. *not that he truly believed they would be set free, but at that moment, even death, for as long as kept short, seemed like the best alternative in the universe.*

Mar:*his voice is soft and persuasive* We have found your shuttle T'than. It will not fly, as it needs your energy input, but that is of no matter for we can easily get a sample of your energy. What we cannot attain however, are the access codes to your computer, so we can access the database.

GT: *he was silent, as if pondering on the issue. His eyes seemed undecided; whether to look elsewhere and disregard Borath’s ministrations on Cadence. The sight wrenched at his very soul, but he could not think emotively... though there was really no escaping the inevitability that if he did speak, it would be for that one emotion he nurtured for the girl. He could not bargain for their escape... but maybe for hers... or for a quick death. He could not ask it for himself, because he had known from the beginning they would never grant him that... but maybe he could spare her the suffering of being trapped inside the body that was so connected to his now.*

Mar: *He made the request sound so minor, when in reality what he would have would be codes that would make available the entire Taelon database of knowledge; where all Taelons were stationed, the positions of any and all ships, political agendas, and the technology database, which was still more extensive than the Jaridian one. It would be a true prize to bring home to the empire!*

GT: *he could not... could he? His eyes kept wondering back and forth between Cadence and the end of the room. But he couldn’t... he would betray his kind rather than desert them, and if only he knew she would be safe, he would end his own life right then and there! But no, it was too cowardly to leave her alone in their hands. He was desperate, but incredibly angry as well at the unfairness of it all. He felt revolted against destiny: just when he believed he had found what the fairy tales call happiness, it had been ripped away from him... so agonizingly slowly...*

Mar: The codes General, what are they? 

GT: *T’than merely shakes his head negatively; he knows pain will follow, but they were messing with the one thing he was prepared to do: die for his species. Regardless of how much contempt he felt at them sometimes... the Synod was only a small part of his kind, and the others were, for the most part, innocent.*

Mar: *When the response is not to his liking he looks back at Borath and motions for him to continue, and then at Vedra.* Give him pain Vedra... a bit more than before.

Ved: General, you disappoint us... *she stands before him.* Thank you. *she whispers and smiles at him as her hands move down his wrists and force his fingers open.* you know what I want... *she begins to drive her nails over his skin and to move them until she is scratching at his palms.*

GT: *the Taelon writhes and his hands close involuntarily around her hands, driving her nails even further into them. He closes his eyes tightly, wanting to convey a message to Cadence, to warn her of what is to come, of his suffering, but the invasion is deep and painful, and it uses the link he had been trying to pass onto her.* #NOO!#

C - *She is weeping softly, her cries more like hiccups in her throat, because Borath wanted her to grind on him, and she did, but then he yells for her to grind him harder, and she can feel him growing to giant proportions with his lust. And then pain crashes over her and she cries out sharply, her body tensing against her will with the intensity of it, the room filling with moans around her as Borath moans in ecstasy as she thrusts up against him and T'than in agony as her shoulder presses hard against the single button on the controller, draining a large dose of his energy, and that agony is also impressed upon her.*

GT: *he cannot help to cry. His whole body tenses against the restraints as his back arches forward. His eyes are wide and gleaming, as is his chest, and his mouth parts to let go of the long sound. It felt as though Vedra had plunged her nails into his chest and ripped away his main pathway; the pain was greater than anything he had ever felt, and his body is taken by spasms and a full blush. The precious energy escapes before his half closed eyes; when T’than breathes again for the first time, his chest feels sore, and the air comes in through small gasps.*


C - You are heartless and cruel! *she cries* You claim that the Taelons did terrible things to your people, but you are NO BETTER! *Her body glistens under the pale lights and her breathing is audible with her growing fatigue. She is finding it harder and harder to keep herself lifted away from the device and deal with the torment too.*

Mar: Quiet! Lest I cut out that insolent tongue of yours! *He pulls a large and wicked looking blade from his belt and holds it to her face*

C - The truth hurts, doesn't it you bastard! *He slaps her, and once more Cadence dies a little more inside as she falls against the controller, and her eyes don't miss the device on T'than's chest as it expels more of his precious essence into thin air, and she feels him... weakening... dying, slowly.*

GT: *he had barely caught his breath again when pain seared from his chest once more. He was being killed from the inside out; he could devise no worse ending than that; his whole body blushed and tensed again; his hanging head went backwards and fell limply to the side when it was over. He was conscious, but it seemed, just barely...*

C-*She pulls her shoulders up again, her sex pressing against the loins of the brutish soldier who laughs in her face as she cries.*

Bor: I can shut her up easily... or at least, turn her insolence into cries! 

Mar: The_ codes T'than... We want the codes to your database NOW!

VED: No no T’than, no rest for you! *she slaps at his face to awaken him, which has the desired effect.* Well well, despite all the pain, you are still fighting us... *somehow, in a twisted way, part of the hatred she felt for that being turned into admiration and respect. Most Taelons she had seen in her life had been cowards, yet that one had suffered the most painful kind of torture one could inflict upon a Taelon, and he was still loyal... to the girl he was mated to and to the species he belonged to. There was a contradiction there, as Taelons never accepted mating with inferior beings, yet, T’than of all of them, had... and not by obligation, she could tell. But hatred was so much stronger, and it was impossible not to relish on his pain knowing the suffering he had brought upon her people; and in her anger, she continued to work on his palms, making the Taelon moan and shudder in pain.* 

C - *Vedra is over him, making him writhe in pain from her skilled ministrations, and Cadence feels the Taelon slipping further and further away.* STOP IT! STOP HURTING HIM! *She would have given the codes herself if she were able, but even though they had joined, and there were new images in her mind that had not been there before, all of the information he had passed to her was jumbled, and it would take her a long time to sort it all out.

T'than was barely conscious himself and Cadence knew he was probably beyond the capacity for speech, and still MarGrath continued* 

Mar: Give me the codes now General...NOW! VEDRA... MAKE THE BASTARD SUFFER!

Ved: Regrettably, you know what that means... *she moves her claws over his jumpsuit, going down slowly, until they are resting just between his slightly parted legs. He tries to close himself to her, but just as she turns her hand, seemingly to move it upwards, her fingers curl until her nails drive into him. It seemed easier now that he was weaker and nearly devoid of energy.*


GT: *His façade dissolves in a blue blush, and this time, it barely returns. His skin has gone greyish and pale, much like it had been when Cadence had fled from him upon arriving from Kiron. He barely has the strength to raise his chin and look at Cadence again. Her image gave him strength; her green eyes were so full of life still, despite her torment.*

C - NO! NO MORE! *But her screams fall on deaf ears, and suddenly there is pain unlike anything that had come before, hot and heavy and smothering, making every cell in her body burn and she convulses, pressing harder than ever against the keypad, knowing that her uncontrollable struggles were killing the one she loved, and she convulsed one last time, her screams echoing throughout the small camp to join with the calls of the nightbirds.*

GT: *the body cries, still tied to the chair; it shudders, and writhes, and blushes and turns nearly transparent. The pain is so great that it numbs him! They would kill him... right then and there... they would make her kill him... unless...* #Cadence...# *he calls softly in her mind. There is barely energy left for those last words, but still he needed to do it.* #be strong... have hope...# *his body is critical and goes limp on the chair.*

Ved: The remote! Borath, remove the remote! *the other Jaridian hurries to do just that, and in the moment it takes for him to do it, something astonishing happens. Vedra watches, in pure disbelief, as inch after inch of his nearly transparent form turns into crystal, beginning from his chest and spreading outwards. In only a few seconds, what once had been a Taelon, was now a shining sculpture.* Impossible... *she touched her hands to the material, at first with apprehension, and then traced her fingers down his chest. The device on his chest was no longer gleaming; it probably meant it read no energy, because there was none to read.*

Mar: *He watches in astonishment as the Taelon crystallizes before his eyes; he had tortured and killed several Taelons, and none had ever died like that!*

C - *When it was over everything was quiet, for the Jaridians were rather shocked at what they were seeing. Cadence had had her face turned away, but the silence made her look, only to close her eyes as silent sobs escaped her and her body shook with them. She was still lying against the controller, but it truly did not matter anymore, and Cadence was gently sliding from a mountain made of slippery ice into a quiet and warm abyss...

Bor: *he lets go of the girl and walks over to look closer.* I thought they exploded into tiny sparkles... but this...

Ved: *she pulls the device from the crystal form.* It doesn’t read any energy... *she looks at the device in her palm, then at the Taelon.* it is indeed a shame... *but it seems her tone is meant to be heard by the human girl; and such is confirmed when Vedra turns to Cadence and begins to walk in her direction.* that you were indeed inferior and could not withstand his pain. It seems my dear, he made the strategic error of his life when he mated with you. *the girl is crying openly, and she too was barely conscious and clearly in shock.* Such a great irony... *she pets over the girl’s head and then turns to her superior.* Commander MarGrath...  I wish to present my apologies. It seems my game went a little too far. The codes were indeed important... they would have spared us the time needed to break them... *she smiles meaningfully at him.* And now, what will you have us do with the prisoner... and... with that...

Mar: *He is still looking at the Taelon, his words to Vedra almost far away* No apology necessary Sergeant... who could have known he would...? *Then he comes back to full awareness as he looks into the avid eyes of his female officer.* Have him... or should I say, what is left of him, taken to the medical tent for autopsy, though it is not like there is a rush on that, just, whenever the physician is available. *He smirks and looks back to Cadence* Take her to my tent and chain her there Borath, and I shall see to her in awhile. *Borath looks almost disappointed* Do not worry Borath, there is enough of her to go around, and I believe that she will be serving us for quite some time. *laugh*

C - *Her eyes are wide but she is not aware of being lifted and carried out of the tent. She also was not aware that one arm reached for T'than as she was carried by Borath, and it remained, reaching outward in silence, as she was carried out into the night...*

To Be Continued…

