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Book Twelve

Part One

Mind Link

Zekhoor: *Slowly opening his eyes he looks at the beautiful girl laying cuddled up next to him sound asleep, the girl who has made him so happy. As he thinks over the events of the day he realizes that he must contact Zo'or. He lays her arm back across the pillow then eases himself out of the bed so as not to disturb her. 

On his way to the console he picks up a robe and slips into it then sits
down at his console to check through the messages and there is one from Zo’or. He is somewhat taken aback as Zo'or relates all the morbid details surrounding the Volunteer who he refers to as Zara, and that he has received permission from the Synod for a mind link to be performed if the girl is willing, and wishes for him to proceed to the stasis room as soon as possible He raises his eyeridge as he mentions that the girl had accused T'than of stealing her soul, and he recalls that is exactly what Chani had told him this girl had said to her when she attacked her in the shower...He leaves a message for Zo'or that he will proceed immediately and will notify him if the girl is willing... 

Waving off the datastream he walks back into bedroom and sits on the edge of the bed...she looks so peaceful that he does not want to awaken her but he does not want her to wake up and find him missing with a note on his pillow, and so he gently shakes her shoulder*... Come on my beautiful princess, wake up... 

Ch: *She sighs audibly as she stretches and opens her eyes to see his
stunningly handsome face looking down at her. He is wearing a robe and looks to have been up already for awhile. She looks at the tiny clock on his dresser across the way and groans when she discovers that it is almost 1300 - early afternoon! It had been nearly five in the morning when she had suffered the attack at the hands of the brutal volunteer and she had been up for several hours after - in the medical wing and later, she smiles at the thought, making love with Zekhoor…  

Zekhoor, *she said softly and she sat up slightly to embrace him. It is so late! Normally I would have been on duty for hours by now. *She smiles wanly at him; she knows she should rise but the events of the day were finally taking their toll on her, and she felt a deep fatigue as her body demanded rest. She lays back and looked up at him trustingly* You look...a little tense. Is everything okay? 

Zek: *She seems so fragile laying there that he wants only to stay with her and protect her*...Chani, I received a message from Zo'or and he wishes for me to go to the stasis room and try to mind link with the volunteer named Zara. I have learned more about the circumstances surrounding her attempted suicide and she accused T'than of stealing her soul, just as she had told you. T’than is on his way to Kiron now and so after I return if you feel up to it we may go to visit with Cadence Blue to make sure she is all right. 

Ch: *Pushing aside her memories of the strange girl named Zara, Chandra looks up at him and nods, the syllables of her words still soft with sleep.* Yes, I will feel up to it...that I can assure you. *With Zekhoor with her, she knew there was no way for Cadence to avoid talking to her.* 

Zek: *He looks intently into her eyes*...Chani, if there is anything,
anything at all you have not told me concerning Cadence then when I return I do believe you should consider telling me. It may be for her own good. There is much mystery surrounding her and also T'than since they both were in Sc’orr's office and he, for one reason or another has chosen to keep his silence to all that occurred during that visit. I cannot help but wonder if Zo'or had misplaced his trust in that Taelon, I do not trust his motives; he has not been completely honest or loyal to Zo'or. But now my main concern is for you. I will call you off duty until I see you are ready to return, and will have two Veluran guards standing watch by our door while I am away and you may call one of them in to bring you breakfast when you are ready to eat. 

Ch: *She had to admit that the idea of two, formidable Velurans just outside would make continuing her rest easier, as well as when she went to take a shower later, for the memory of her attempted rape is still a raw wound upon her soul.* I am grateful for the time off, *she says, taking his hand and holding it.* ...and...I do want to talk to you about...things...when you get back. *She sighs softly and her eyes move about the room.* I have no knowledge of Sc'orr, only that, he did seem genuinely concerned for Cadence. *Her eyes find his once more* As for the Synod, I suppose that Zo'or will discover if he is trustworthy or not soon enough now that Sc'orr is a member. All that I know is that he was kind to both Cadence and I. *she smiles reassuringly at him* You should go... 

Zek: *He reaches over to her and cuddles her placing a kiss on her forehead. * I do not want to leave you but I must for awhile to attend to this assignment for Zo'or... 

Ch: I know, and I understand - you must attend your duties. *He is half resting over her while she lays there, and she returns his little kiss with one of her own on the tip of his nose.* Go on...I just want to sleep awhile longer, and then I'll rise and call for some food. Having the men out there will go far toward maintaining my peace. *She hugs him tightly and kisses over his ear.* I'll see you later, okay?  

Zek: *Looking down at her as he rises he bends over to kiss her then
pulls the sheet and coverlet over her shoulders tucking them around her*... I love you my precious one, and you need not worry, no one will be able to get through those guards. They have strict orders that no one, not even a Taelon may enter here without clearance from Zo'or or myself. I want you to feel safe, now go to sleep and I will return as soon as I have finished. 

Ch: *she yawns and lays back, reaching out to touch his cheek.* I love you.. *then, rolling onto her side she watches him go, and then lets her eyes close and falls into peaceful sleep.* 

Zek: *He turns back for a moment on his way out*..Oh and by the way, little miss curiosity, you may play around with my computer. I have entered a code for you which I left by the console..*he smiles knowing she would do it anyway, code or not, the hacker in her delighting in breaking through the strings of code he had repeatedly changed in a vain effort to keep her out. * He stops by the computer and leaves a message for Zo'or as to his orders to the guards then makes his way down the corridor to the stasis chamber. 



Book Twelve

Part Two

The Stasis Chamber

Zek: *As he nears the Stasis chamber his thoughts turn to what he had
learned about this girl. Her desperate attempt to escape the horrors of all she had been put through during the time she has been aboard the Mothership. What could have been done to her to make her say T'than had stolen her soul? To experiment was one thing and he was well aware of the Taelons practice of doing such things in their attempt to save their species, but taking the very essence of one’s own soul was unthinkable! So many undesirable things were happening on this ship: rape, Chani being viscously attacked and almost raped, murder, and now this poor young girl who's spirit is so tortured that she felt she had to end her life. He may only hope that she is willing to allow him to probe her mind, for if he can do that then perhaps they may be able
to get to the roots of her problems, know who is guilty and of what all they are guilty of. Then with the mind purge that has been approved by the Synod she may be returned to a normal life and find happiness. He inwardly dedicates himself to doing all he can to help her.* 

Zara: *Her world is quiet - as it has been for remembered eternity. Nothing before, and nothing beyond. The damned voices had been extinguished sent to their fiery pits to burn in someone else's head. Her body - gone. No hands no arms, no legs. Just the silence, wrapped up in the dark like a present, the one she had finally been granted. Was she dead? 

She wasn't sure when she had become aware, or when the eyes of her
consciousness had stuttered open to the movement of her mind. She was in peace, a floating fog of pain killer forming in her mind - the dark
ruminations scattered amongst the puzzle pieces of her thoughts. * 

Zek: *As he approaches the stasis tank he feels a deep sense of pity for her as he sees her floating there, and walking up to it he places his hands along its side and his mind reaches out to touch hers...he feels her presence and in his thoughts he gently calls out to her.*.... 

Zara, I am Zekhoor, I am a Veluran and the head of security on the
Mothership, I will not harm you. I am here to try to help you...do you
understand? 

Zara: *Suddenly there is a whisper, a sound, where there has been none. Her consciousness staggers back from it - the intruder that threatens to bring her back into the hazy world that she visits when she dreams - the darkness of the life she had been living. Trying to crawl back from it, she resists it at first. She doesn't want freedom! She wants eternity spent in this bliss, in the quiet life had never granted, and the soothing warmth of a touch she had never had. And she could forget... that she had given *him* the one thing she promised never to give. And she'd never forgive herself. 

Zek: *His mind reaches out to soothe her, telling her he is there to help
her. In his heart he sorrows for what he feels she has suffered and again his mind calls her name softly and reassuringly, wanting her to sense his thoughts. 

Zara: *But the voice - it was strong. Forgiving. Unthreatening. It wanted to hear her, it felt sorry for her. It held mercy in its outstretched hand, a gift she thought herself no longer deserving of. She breathed deeply in  her world of pure consciousness, a place that was now taking on nearly physical attributes - solid white walls, obscured by dancing mists all around her. The part of her that was whole - the part lost to the melancholy and despair, the one that wanted to live, and to be free - reached out with a soft psychic hand to meet the voice.* 


I know. 

Zek: *Knowing she is aware of him his mind sends images of himself and of his homeworld to her mind. He shows her the beauty of the Veluran Kaanahaar Shakarr, which is the equivalent to Earth's sunsets. It is a glorious sight to behold and fills one with a sense of peace. He feels her attention almost mesmerized by the images of Shakarr [the Veluran sun] as it begins it's descent in the Veluran sky. The colors of the sky change from a light aqua to a deepened aqua and then as Shakarr sinks below the horizon to a shade likened to teal, casting an opalescent hue to the nebulous wisps floating high in the sky. He can sense a calmness coming over her and knows that she does not fear him.* 

Zara: *Suddenly there are images in the darkness... but she isn't seeing
them, at least, not as a waking person would. Instead they are dancing with her consciousness, like a partner in her own private waltz. She's emerged in a world... no... she's become that world... a blazing sun setting behind a horizon of watercolored feathers in the sky. And that sky is changing, becoming darker and deeper, as its phoenix like star sinks further into the coming of night. The azure shine of it, is lulling her, to peace, to quiet, to a place where her passions and fear are temporarily lured by the temptations of ease. She sees also the provider of the miraculous epitaph... his soul clearer in her mind than his physical form...waiting...he could wait forever... forever patient... like the sun that dawns day after day, never tiring of its eternity, only to touch the night for those few moments, where like lovers, they are together. Trust. Yes, she could trust.* 

Zek: Yes Zara...take my hand, do not be afraid, together we will put all of this behind you, and I wish you to know that after everything is settled and you once again have your life back, you may always find a friend in me, do not forget that. 

Zara: *The voice speaks of friendship, and the facade of the otherworld begins to crack. Fear and pain, have begun to burrow through the comfort of his psychic link, their infestations forming a red seeping haze in her planet's darkening day. She wants to push him away, to fight the oncoming threat... but without him the fight seems impossible... the outcome certain to always be the same. She would lose, and life would lose in turn... her life. She grasped the hand - not a real hand, but an apparition of one - that was extended to her. Somehow she knew, that if she let go - and she could at any time - he would be gone, and she would be left to her solitude. trapped as she had been... always and always. And the dark was looming, with the red vice that threatened to strangle the voice trapped between the slices of her divided consciousness.* 

Zek: Now Zara, will you allow your mind to release to me what happened to you? There is just you and I here in this room now, you have nothing or no one to fear...keep holding my hand and let my mind walk through your memories... 

Zara: *Was the night time bringing cold, or was it just her mind turning to ice? Her thoughts? How could she share them - she scarcely knew them herself. And the monsters... the ones she had so carefully avoided treading on... they were locked up behind those tainted memories. If she released them, and gave the voice what it wanted, would they devour her whole? 

She collapsed to her knees on the white floor of her imagined room, and trembled, her shoulders shaking against the voice laughing in the shadows.  Taunting, and daring her to reveal *their* secrets. Suddenly they were dancing about her, touching her with rotting fingers. And the most terrifying of them of all... the Taelon that had raped her mind of sanity… he was standing before her... his thin fingers offering her a graceful hand, his lips leaving a soft kiss on her forehead. But whose hand should she keep - which one was the safest? 

Zek: *His mind slightly prods hers on to show him all of what befell her. He feels her anguish and terror as this Taelon taunts her, touching her, trying to destroy all that she is, reveling in the horror that was gripping her very soul... and he stands there laughing as he makes into her what he wishes, a slave to his fiendish desires, and then and there he knows that what this lovely young girl had told both Sc'orr and Chandra was indeed true...this Taelon had stolen her soul, broken her spirit. He had taken away everything from her forcing her to live in a world of darkness and despair, and his own spirit grieves for her as he feels her pain*... 

Zara: *She collapsed again, pulling her arms about her head.* Please,
please help me! *She screamed to the voice, the one outside her prison.* I’m afraid! 

Zek: *His voice is soothing as he tries to calm her fears*... No Zara,
please, here hold on to my hand, let me share your pain, let me take it away from you, I know what he did, and I will stand by you and fight for your rights...do you hear me? ...I will be your ally as will Sc'orr, the Taelon who saved you from death. He brought your plight before the Taelon Synod and they have agreed to help you get back your life. 

Zara: *She looked toward him, his voice manifesting in a new face in the darkness... reassuring and beautiful in the light of her many horrors. He offered to be on her side... to ally himself to her cause... the one so long forgotten... banished with the corpse of the life that had been taken...the life she had never had a moment to mourn... to wonder about... to ever quite forget. Her virtual fingers wrapped about his with a power that in the physical world would have crushed him. But could he be believed? Or was he merely another face... a deception of the tormentor of ages ago. T'than - long ago - had left a shadow of himself. A specter to loom forever in her mind, to patrol her every subconscious and conscious thought. Was this yet another deception?* 

Zek: Zara, you now have those with the power to help you on your side. *His mind implants in hers the vision of his face. His slate blue eyes are full of tenderness and caring*.. Zara, you may let it all out now and then it will be gone forever, that I promise you. You must trust me and allow me help end this despair... 

Zara: *She wanted to believe him... to take his hand... and walk away from herself. She was like a mannequin, wanting to turn away from the mirror, yet knowing that even without the reflection, her appearance would never change. She was trapped - by millions of trapped doors - her own mind, and his omniscient ghost. Nothing could set her free but death. 

To her left, a virtual glass window appeared - the same as she had jumped through... yes she remembered! The ice of space... so cold... and so free. the beginnings of peace overcoming her before she was subdued by unconsciousness. She stood, and let go of the voice's hand, and began walking toward the window. Behind it was an ending... death... and her final quiet. 

Zek: *His grip tightens on her hand as his mind calls out*... No Zara, I
will not let go of you, you must know something else. Sc'orr released the name of your tormentor before the Synod, and now T'than stands accused by you. 

Zara: *Her journey to the window ceased, as her feet froze beneath her body T'than? Accused? By her? She looked back at the fading voice in confusion, not understanding, yet willing for a breif moment, to try. How could her word - the word of a woman who the world thought insane – take down a member of the Synod?* 

Zek: If you do not help me and reaffirm your accusations he will go free, unpunished for his heinous crime against you. Do you want that? Or do you want to live? 

Zara: *She stared at his apparition in disbelief. She had begun to believe T'than to be beyond punishment - immune to action by his own species She had formed him in her mind - or maybe he had - a shadow more devastatingly powerful than the real thing. He was a virtual deity - immortal and untouchable - beyond defeat and beyond repurcussions. 

Or so she had convinced herself. Once, she had tried to defeat him, to pull at his base of power, and to prove his plots against her. But he had been far too intelligent. By taking the semblance of the sane away from her he had sealed her demise - as no one would believe anyone appearing as insane as she. 

She swallowed... stepped back... and stepped forward. The choice that she had made - to end her life - had been extended and prolonged far beyond what it should of been. It seemed that a decision to die, could only be a split-second sort of thing - for the mind seemed all too willing to reverse that well made choice with a minimal amount of persuasion. Now to die, seemed as hard as living had been.* 

Zek: I think you want to live, there is a part of you that holds on
clinging to life. If it were not there your injuries would have killed you.
Something deep inside of you is stronger for the desire to live then the one that wishes for death. 

Zara: *Yes. He was right. The voice - the incessant hum of sanity – kept close to her subconscious mind, just as it had to her consciousness. Like a blanket that lined the underneath of her soul, waiting to catch the fall-out of T'than's damage so that one day, she might be reassembled; like some sort of psycological humpty dumpty. 

Now that voice was taking over; usurping the powers of her doubt, fear, and horror of the being that stalked her waking and her sleeping. He was still there, his tall form regarding her with its endless disdain. But she could overthrow it now... and finally someone believed!* 

But how? *she sobbed* How can you possibly help me? 

Zek: Let me reach that part of you and help it come through. I care very much about you. My species is not a warrior species, but one of benevolence. You let me search your thoughts, now let your mind walk through mine. Know that I speak the truth, and come back to life, not death. 

Zara: *#Life# The word rolled through her mind like a tornado, sweeping up the particles of all she felt, throwing them into a lump of pure feeling. The window of death was still open and beguiling; like a siren, luring her to its seductive solutions. But life was there also, in the way of a hand, an outstetched presence that would pull her away from the gravity of death, and drag her back into the living. The choice was equal now, no one option appearing more appealing than the other. Either one demanded action - for her to jump blindly, without seeing what lies at the bottom of the precipice she is about to hurl herself from. To trust death - that only led to one possible outcome. Or to trust life - that offered a new chance, or a new betrayal.* 

Zek: You will once again have a chance for a normal productive and happy life, but first you must trust me and not turn away from me...*His body presses up against the walls of the tank and as he closes his eyes he opens his mind to her*... 

Zara: *The voice was like glass, its promises as beautiful as a wind chime tinkling to the melody of a summer breeze. Trust. It needed trust - unconditional trust - something she had been stripped of long ago. But, she began to wonder, if she wanted to, could she push her own doubts aside? To trust one last time, to invest all on a risky situation - the greatest danger that she had ever faced. For in insanity there was safety – but sanity, it offered so much more trouble. Life, the love, the hunger of it; it was such exquisite pain. And when given a choice, would anyone choose it?* 

Zek: *His mind senses all her inner turmoil and the more he sees what T'than had done to her the more determined he is to pull her back. He will not let go of this girl...she is so young and vibrant, and he thinks of Chandra and how this may just as easily have been done to her...and he shows to Zara the promise and the honesty of his being*... 

Zara: *She felt the voice move closer, as his presence began to overwhelm her mind with its pull. The figures... the room... began to melt away, like running oil paints. And in their wake came new images... from him*... 

Zek: Look Zara, in the evening sky of my homeworld....see the two satellites which orbit Velura showing their luminous faces. How Archai - the smaller one moving in a faster orbital path seems to kiss the top of the larger one - Khironis as it passes by. 

Zara: She knew then, that without her knowing it, she had given him the
permission to do as he asked. She was ready to live once more.* 

Zek: *A feeling of warmth flows from his essence as he joyfully reaches out to her*...Yes Zara, that is what I needed, to see that you do want to live, you do want to trust in me...the vision of those moons as the smaller one kisses the top of its' sister moon is a sign of what we can do together..before you had no one who you thought would believe in you, but now you know that I do believe you, you have looked in my soul and seen that as truth. I am also the protector to Taelon Synod Leader Zo'or and once he heard Sc'orr's tale of what had been done to you at perhaps the hands of one of his kind, he brought your case before the members to permit me to try this
mind link with you to ascertain what had happened. So you see, by 
granting that permission they do wish to get to the truth, and now that I have seen it in your mind they will know that it was not hallucinations, that what you accused him of is true. Your physical health is almost completely restored and very soon you will be able to leave this stasis chamber..and when you do we will go before the Synod together. You do not stand alone, I will be there to bear witness to the truth of your testimony for I have seen it. *his hands reach to touch her face*....Watch as Shakarr rises, dawning the beginning of a new day..Your life can now be like that, the dawning of a new and promising future...You have taken the first and most important steps 
forward. you have chosen life... 

Zara: *She stared at him with crying eyes, her voice full of the sadness of a life lived in darkness. With the sadness also came a new calm; as the fragments began to divide - her thoughts randomly dissolved and filed away.* I cannot come back with you. I'm sorry. 

Zek: *He closes his eyes, and lowers his head. He had thought she
was ready to embrace life and claim her right for justice. Had she somehow lost confidence in him?* 

Zara: *She stepped back and sat cross legged on the floor. Suddenly
multiple girls moved into the light - girls that each had the same face,
and the same red curling hair... each one individual, yet exactly like Zara in their visage. She gestured to them.* I am one of the many. I can show you what you desire to seek... but I'm incapable to speaking to the Synod. 

Zek: *He envisions the images of several girls identical to her in every way surrounding her in the tank. One for each atrocity that was
committed against her is what his perceptive mind tells him, and he waits as the story of her tragic life begins to unfold.* 

Zara: *She lifted herself from the floor and walked amongst the girls,
their white dresses torn and tattered at the ends.* We're just ghosts. 
Shadows of a woman who was. *She brought one of the girl's further into the light, to reveal her to Zekhoor. A beautiful face, its lips pressed - seemingly sewn together. It was visibly mute, forever locked in silence.*  And shadows... shadows cannot speak. Not even for those not quite dead. 

Zek: *He presses into her thoughts* Yes of course, the ghosts of
your past Zara, all too terrible for you to speak out about…I can feel what is in you, I understand. 

Zara: *She went forth once more, and touched trepiditious fingers to his ghostly face.* You must tell them. Testify for me. All you have seen...they must know. 

Zek: *His heart is laden with the sorrow he feels for her and he
vows that he will make the Synod see all of what he sees. Yet he knows words and images alone are not enough, they must also feel as well, and he tells her* I will testify for you, I will make them experience all you share with me so there will be no doubt. 

Zara: *Returning to the floor, she laid down and spread her arms wide. The figures all about her began to move inward, in a circle, encroaching on her tiny body. And also came the others - the many ghosts, and the Taelon that never left. Her body disappeared amongst the teaming bodies, their arms and legs enclosing her disappearing voice.* And then give me death. Or peace. *Fading* And tell my story... 

Zek: *Such darkness, despair and sadness he sees as he bears witness
to the truth of all she was forced to endure. He is overwhelmed by it all
and senses a new unpleasantness, a feeling of deep disdain toward another being. It was something he had not experienced in all his years, for it was completely against his nature, and he whispers the name of the one who was responsible for it*...T'than! *He presses his body tightly against the tank and his mind implants in hers the knowledge that he will be her voice* You may be at peace Zara, I know the truth now and I will tell your story, and I will openly reaffirm your accusation of the one responsible; T'than. Very shortly you will be given a new lease on life. *He looks at the girl, and his mind cannot fathom any being subjecting another to all that she has suffered.* 

Zara: *The ghostly dancers began to writhe and moan in the new silence, their bodies blackening like charcoal before Zekhoor's eyes. They merged - their murkiness swimming, and stirring like living water... and from their death emerged locusts and wasps... dark black creatures that filled her mind with terrifying efficiency, their anger pushing away the psychic link, finally expunging him from her mind. 

And finally she was alone once again. Alone with her madness... and the memories of a life lived in vain.* 

Zek: *He stands there as his mind captures the visions of her
thoughts, the ugliness of a mind gone mad from years of torment and fear. He watches the ghostly figures slithering through the waters, the thoughts are so dark and disturbing that he shivers against the tank, and then all at once she severs the link. It was all too much and she could not face it any longer. He moves away from the tank and walks around it several times, his eyes not able to leave the pitiful figure of this girl who's life had been destoyed by one who reveled in the suffering of another. He will speak for her, and he will contact Sc'orr at once and ask that he see that the mind purge is performed immediately, she must not suffer any longer. He places his hands back on the sides of the tank and his mind whispers to her that she is not alone anymore and he will not forget her, then he turns away and
after casting one last glance he departs the stasis chamber. His thoughts turn to Chandra, for it is he who now needs solace.* 



 
Book Twelve

Part Three

In Search Of Cadence


Ch: *After Zekhoor had left to go to his assignment in the stasis chamber,  Chandra had fallen into a deep sleep and not awakened again for over an hour. Feeling much refreshed after her shower she had peeked outside their door and asked in one of the tall Veluran guards and requested if he could bring her something light to eat, which he did. He had politely asked if she would like him to stay while she ate and she nodded and they chatted casually for a few minutes while she nibbled on a sweet pastry and drank some coffee. It felt good to just talk and laugh again without all of the stress that had been a part of her life seemingly since she had first arrived onboard. 

After she was done the guard excused himself to go back to his position with his associate right outside and Chandra took a large glass of orange juice and went straight to Zekhoor's computer, inputting the access codes he had left for her. She had decided to study the Veluran language and was still quite the beginner, but eventually she had deciphered some of what appeared before her, and within another hour she had the computer system following some very basic commands. She bounced on her toes with her pride over this small accomplishment, and when she heard the door open, and Zekhoor's voice dismissing the two officers, she turned to run to him.* 

Zekhoor! I think I am mastering your...*she stops, her mouth opening 
slightly as she stands frozen, staring at the man as he comes inside and 
sags against the archway.* Zek...*she takes a step forward and stops. She had never seen him like this before - he was always a pillar of strength in her eyes and now he looked visibly weak.* 

Zek: *As he enters the door to their quarters his sad eyes fall on her
beautiful face, it is comforting to his troubled mind to see her after all
he had witnessed. The sight of that girl, tortured with the darkness, and
despair that had driven her into madness still haunted his soul.* 

Ch: Come sit down. *she says quietly as she gently takes his hands and leads him to the plush sofa and sits next to him. She rises and pours another glass of juice and brings it to him.* Drink. *she looks to the cabinet where he keeps wine* Do you want something stronger? *she takes his hand and looks into his eyes* What happened? What happened in the stasis chamber? 

Zek: * He follows her to the sofa and sits down with her then watches as she rises and pours a drink of juice for him.*... Stronger?... I dare not, for I have never been exposed to such deep unsavory feelings toward a sentient being in all my life. I was angered at the Volunteer who had attacked you, he was an immoral person, one without honor of any kind, but not a Taelon, a being who claims to be superior and in many ways is. Chani, You must tell me everything you know or suspect in regard to Cadence Blue and T'than, for you see, Zara was right, T'than had stolen her soul, it is he who is to blame for her insanity. *His eyes look deeply into hers and he takes her in his arms and kisses her*...You are a haven to me, my refuge from the ugliness I saw in her mind. 

Ch: *She had never seen him shaken like this, and his words strike a chord of fear deep within her very being. She listens, swallowing hard.* Tell me..what did you see? 

Zek: As my mind linked with hers, ghostly figures, all identical to her
danced before my mind's eye showing me all he had done to her...and it was all to satisfy his fiendish desires of causing pain and suffering to another being ...*He lowers his eyes and then looks back into hers again*... If she is to live she must have that mind purge as soon as she is completely recovered from her physical injuries. No one could live with what has been embedded in her mind; he will haunt her forever, never leaving her with a moments peace. *He takes her hands into 
his*...Chani, if we do not locate Cadence, I fear she may be exposed to the same fate. You must trust me, and you must help me in this before it is too late. 

Ch: *She pulls out of his embrace and crosses her arms over herself as she looks down.* If Cadence suffers, you may add me to the blame with T'than, and it will be my fault if it is too late. *She rises, her expression pained as she walks to the computer and waves it off* You have always known when I’ve not been completely honest with you. *She looks at him* I could see it in your face. But now I won't hold back, and when I am done saying what I have to say, if you want me out of your life I will understand, because I have held the truth away from you many times. 

Zek:  Don’t say that. I could not think of my life without you anymore. I know what you are deep inside and that is why I love you so much. I knew you were holding back, but I also felt you had good reason, perhaps a promise you were sworn to uphold. I knew if you could have told me without betraying a confidence you would have. I surmised that you were silent because you may have thought you were protecting Cadence for whatever reason it may be. *He smiles tenderly at her* We will have no more talk of you leaving, because I love you, and I know that what you held back, you did with good reason. And now that you know this, please continue and I will not interrupt. 

Ch: *Her eyes glisten* Just please understand that I was only doing what *I* felt was right, not because I didn't trust you. In my arrogance I thought I knew what was best, and even T'than set me straight on that, the day that I almost allowed my friend to die in my quarters! *She calms herself down and continues* A few weeks ago I went to see Cadence and she was acting so strange - that is when I think that she had been raped. Anyway, she asked me if I could get her on a shuttle to Kiron, which is where T'than was at the time. I didn't want to but she begged me, and said that she was ill and would die if she didn't get to T'than. So I did that, and less than a week later they returned, and I discovered that T'than was holding her captive in a room off his main office - Cadence said it was 'necessary' and that she could not be around other Taelons because she had Taelon energy in her. *She realized how scornful she sounded, and tried to keep her tone even and calm.* 

Zek: *He raises an eyeridge but says nothing. His dislike for T'than steadily increases the more he hears of his unsavory activities in regard to other species, and for a few moments his thoughts drift back again on Zara.*

Ch: I persuaded her to come with me to Sc'orr's offices, which is the
incident you questioned me about once. I wanted Sc'orr to confirm whether this supposed energy inside of her was true. I told you that we had been there and that Sc'orr was very kind. What I didn't mention was that Sc'orr wanted to talk to Cadence alone. I waited in my room for him to call me when that was over, and he told me that Cadence had left, very upset. I waited for her and she finally came to my door, and she was so sick with this strange illness of hers, and she would not say what had upset her so. To this day I still do not know.. 

Zek: *He closes his eyes for a second, so Sc'orr must have been aware of all of this yet he kept silent when Zo'or questioned him. He contemplates that perhaps like Chani he did it with what he thought was in the best interest of the girl, but he cannot help but wonder what Zo'or will do when he discovers this.* 


Ch: *Anger comes and she hits at her thigh with a closed fist.* That Taelon DID something to her! She was so cold and Sc'orr came to give of his energy, but he told me that if I didn't take her to T'than that Cadence would die! *Her tears come then, her calm demeanor lost.* 

Zek: *He rises and stands by her, and he gently moves his fingers over her cheeks to wipe away her tears. He thinks of all she herself had suffered at the hands of that Volunteer, and now her anguish over what may have happened to her best friend, Cadence Blue.* 

Ch: I was so stupid and gave her over to him! But fate gave me yet another chance Zekhoor, and I blew it! Did you know there is a secret door in Cadence's room? Yeah I bet no one knows about it, except the one whose office it leads to! *she claps her hands* Yes, everyone's favorite Taelon, T’than! *she shakes her head, but she can't keep the tears from her voice* 

Zek: No, I did not know that, But you cannot blame yourself, you thought you did the right thing for her. That you were helping her. 

Ch: I broke Cadence out yet again, but T'than caught us this time and I
BEGGED her to leave him behind...I tried I really did! *She wipes at her eyes and nose in her hysteria. She had held it all back for so long and now it was flowing out of her like a dam unleashed.* 

Zek: *He puts his arms around her, hugging her tightly and tells her to cry it out if she needs to.* 

Ch: I thought she was going to come with me, but...she pushed me out of her room and locked the door and...I have never seen her again. That was almost two weeks ago. *She is looking at her shoes, but then she looks back up into his eyes, her own dripping sparkling tears.* 

Zek: No Chani, it is not your fault, she made her own choice, there was nothing you could have done to change her mind. 

Ch: I bet that you must be wondering why there would even be a question of who Cadence would have chosen to go with, and why all of this has gone on. *She steps forward, her look angry and incredulous* Aren't you wondering why? *brittle laugh* Well I won't keep you in suspense any longer - you can join my little club of the disbelieving. *another laugh* My friend, Cadence Blue, loyal volunteer to the Taelons is just a bit *too* loyal...she is in love with T'than! 

Zek: *His eyes stare back at her in surprise and he wonders...#In love with him, how could she be?#...Chani, did you ever think she may have been under his control. Look what he did to Zara, this Taelon has no scruples, no decency, he is a being without the least bit of concern for anyone but himself. 

Ch: That is what I believe...that he did something to her frame of mind. She denies it of course...she says that there is goodness in T'than, and that he is different from what we all know. *she feels a little guilty in her scorn, for who was she to say otherwise? There was no proof that what Cadence had told her was a lie, but then again, there was no proof that it was the truth either.* I am just so worried of what he might do to her...*her voice falls off and she leans into his comforting embrace, thankful that he still loved her, despite her secrecy at times.* 

Zek: But enough about him, he will pay, believe me, he will. We must center our attention on finding Cadence, perhaps the best way is to go to her quarters and through that secret door that leads to T'than's office, once there we can check his computers. 

Ch: *Pulling back from his embrace, she looks up at him and nods her
agreement.* 

Zek: I have a special program that should break us into his personal files, that is unless he has purged the memory banks leaving no traces or any way to recover lost data. But there is one thing we do know now, and that is that T'than is guilty of many things. *He takes her into his arms and kisses her over and over* Chani, I am so proud of you, I know how difficult all of this was for you, but you really came through for both me and for Cadence. Now no more tears, we are going to find her. 

Ch: *She hugs him one last time, her voice only a whisper into his chest* Yes…yes we will…now that I have your help…

Zek: *Smiling broadly he takes her hands and then cuddles her as close to him as he can*...All you need do is ask and I will always be there for you Chandra, now let’s go and find Cadence.

Ch: *He would help her - he understood, and at least there was a chance that everything would be all right again. Composing herself, she wipes her face and smiles softly.* Yes, I want to go to her room, and at least if you are with me, she can't keep us locked out, and maybe YOU can talk some sense into her, because she won't listen to me. *She looks up at him* But, I don't think she'll let you use that door, and T'than may have made it impossible for her to open it anyway, seeing as the last time that I saw her he was intent on keeping her a prisoner in her quarters. *Her tone is irritated, but she recovers and goes into their bedchamber, returning a moment later with her global - the modified one, and she clips it to her belt.* 

Zek: Do not worry about her not letting us through that door. Once we are there I have the means to open any door, portal or whatever else may be secured on this ship. As head of security and also the protector to the Synod leader I must be able to access any and all quarters. 

Ch: By the way, *she says as the step outside and begin walking* You may not need any special programs should we decide to break into T'than's mainframe. *she  smiles slyly at him*...*I* didn't need anything like that the last time I broke into it...*she winks at him and a little laugh escapes her as she speaks of the little secret on her hacking skills* 

Zek: *He protectively takes her arm as they walk along the corridors, and he cannot help but smile at her breaking into T'than's mainframe*...I would venture to say that you have discovered many ways to access my computer other than what I had shown you as well, that is important. As my protégé and chosen one I will want you to be privy to much that involves me after you are a full fledged protector. I will need one whom I can completely trust to know certain things should I ever be detained or imprisoned by enemies of the Taelons... In such an event you would need to step up and see to Zo'or's needs. In other words Chani, you would become his interim protector until such time as I return. We will discuss this later after we have spoken with Cadence. 

Ch: Soon they stand before Cadence's closed and locked door and Chandra rings the chime.* Cadence! It's me Chandra, open up! *she knocks loudly* Cadence! *She makes an exasperated noise as she turns to Zekhoor* I know she is in there! 

Zek: *He places his hand on the door, and with his other hand he removes a paper thin device from an inner hidden seam of his jumpsuit*...Perhaps she is not there after all. *He knocks loudly one more time and then calls out to her advising her that he has the means to open her door if she refuses to answer. When there is no answer he turns to Chandra*...As much as I dislike saying this, I do not believe that she is in there, but this will gain us entrance...*He scans the device along the seam between the door and the outer wall and the door opens. He looks around the room and sees she is not there* Chani, take a look behind her bed and I will check her closets, but I fear she is not even aboard the Mothership anymore. She may be with T'than.

Ch: *His words chill her but she nods and obeys him, checking the small room thouroughly, but it is empty. Chandra walks to the mirror door and stares at it, and Zekhoor is pushing all of the clothes aside in Cadence's closet when something catches her eyes. On the floor near the mirror she notices several indentations in the surface of the carpet - as though something heavy had stood there once and was moved, and she recognized the triangular pattern of marks; a tripod which had balanced a portable portal. After use, someone had come in and removed it.* Oh no.. *she whispers as she drops to her knees, her hand over her mouth as her other caresses the markings on the floor and she calls for Zekhoor to come and look. A portal could mean only one thing, that Cadence had stepped through it, and Chandra knew that she had not stepped through alone.* 

Zek: *He quickly turns and looks down at the area of the carpet that she is touching*...Chani, what is it? Then looking more closely at it he knows exactly what it is* 

Ch: He took her. *There is defeat in her quiet voice* The bastard took her away. *She turns to him sadly and shakes her head.* You were right...she isn't even on the ship anymore. What do we do now? 

Zek: *Helping her up from the floor he comforts her and kisses her* Chani, we are not defeated yet, we will find her. Show me the portal that leads to his office, perhaps there we may discover something...*he grimaces and a look of contempt shows on his face*...He was smart in using a portable portal, and now that he has had someone remove it after their departure there is no way to trace their direction...however, we may check the whereabouts of every Volunteer that was ever assigned to work for him. Someone removed that portal and I will know who it was. Come, let us go to his office. You may be able to track down this this person once you break into T'than's personal files, or even find traces of where they may have fled. I doubt that he went back to Kiron. T'than is entangling himself deeper and deeper into a web of self destruction, strengthening the disfavor that is already flourishing among the other members of the Synod. 

Ch: *She nods dejectedly and unclips her global and points it toward the mirror, trying the frequency that had opened it before. Not surprisingly, T’than had changed it. Chandra sets the global down and programs it to move through the harmonic band, checking frequency after frequency in hopes of once more finding the right one.* The doorway is here, but you may find it easier to open the main doors to his office. The last time I set this to scan it took almost an hour, and if T'than set the code to a sub-frequency, we could be here awhile. 

Zek: We can go there directly if all efforts fail here or the time is overly
prolonged. I can always use my authority as head of security to obtain
entrance to his office. As you know I have a device that will open any door, or any portal, secret or not aboard the Mothership and permission to use it if need be. 

Ch: *While they wait they sit on Cadence's bed and she looks at him and smiles softly* You nearly knocked my socks off earlier you know. It had never occurred to me that I might be Zo'or's interim protector if anything were to happen to you. I know that I am supposed to be prepared for such things, but right now, the idea of you being taken prisoner, or worse, just strikes too close to home, given everything that is going on around us here on this ship. *she looks down* But I doubt Zo'or would even have me...I've made some pretty bad decisions lately. I couldn't argue with him if he requested another. 

Zek: I know you do not want to think of such a thing happening to me, and I certainly do not want to think of anything happening to you. However because we have chosen to be Companion Protectors we must be prepared for the unexpected. Zo'or relies heavily on my recommendations and will especially as to who I feel is best to be his interim. He must be protected at all times being the leader of his kind. *He looks toward the mirror as her global begins beeping* 

Ch: *Eventually the global begins beeping softly and Chandra takes Zekhoor's hand and steps up to the mirror, watching as the glass seems to ripple.* Ever wanted to step through the looking glass? *They slowly step through and walk down a very dark hallway, nearly bumping into the small door at the other end of the passage, but soon they are in T'than's darkened and deserted office. Chandra immediately goes to his chair and sits down, waving on the lights. Soon she is engrossed in several datastreams that float around her on all sides.* 

Zek: *He follows in behind her and as she walks right up to his chair and begins waving on the lights and the datastreams he smiles. He is very impressed with his little Computer hacker's expertise.* 

Ch: It would seem that quite a few assignments lately have fallen to
Volunteers' Gabriel Marquez and Julian Simmons. *She looks back at him* That Gabriel...even though he rescued me...he is still creepy. I am not surprised that he works for T'than...Now let me delve deeper into his files...his destination logs and reports... 

Zek: *He makes a mental note of the two Volunteers names, recalling that it was Gabriel Marquez who happened along when Chandra was attacked and that it was he who killed her attacker. #So he has done a few assignments for T’than#...*and he cannot help but wonder just what they were.* 

Ch: *It had been almost another two hours, with Zekhoor standing patiently by, watching her as she did what she did best, when a sorrowful cry left her lips.* Oh no! That's not fair! *Her voice is trembling somewhere between rage and devastation* His final act of revenge against me! *she cries* He knew I would be back in his computer, and I fell for it! All that encryption..all that work to break it...was for nothing! 

Zek: *He walks over to her and puts his hand on her shoulder* That proves without any doubt that he was deliberately trying to shroud his destination in secrecy so no one could find him and, it would seem her as well. *In his mind he asks himself.* #But why, and what are his reasons for taking Cadence Blue? Certainly not for having someone along simply for the pleasure of their company and conversation# 

Ch: *Her eyes stream as she sits there and looks away* There is nothing there...he purged everything....I couldn't find him if he were in the next room, because there is nothing here! *She rests her elbows on her thighs as her head falls into her hands, her shoulders shaking as she sobs helplessly* It's all gone! 

Zek: *He takes a small disc from his inner seam pocket and hands it to her* Here Chani, see what you can do with this, it is a special program that should bring up even his sub-files. He must have left something behind that might give us a clue as to their whereabouts and this might help you find those clues. It is in Veluran but I see that you were mastering that quite well. I can help you with what you are unable to decipher, but I wish for you to work with this since you have broken his codes before and know his computer better than I, it will save time. *He lifts her face up and his fingers wipe away her tears* Here is a kiss for good luck, I know that humans will often do this. *He leans down and kisses her and then smiles.* Now let us see what you can do. 

Ch: *She smiles through her tears as he kisses her.* Yes, we humans do kiss for good luck. *she takes the disk and rolls it over her fingers* Okay...I’ll see what I can do. *she places the little shiny disk into the interface on the right arm of the chair and waves up another stream. 
Entering the codes that will take her to where the last piece of data
remained before everything after was purged she watches as another stream opens, superimposed on top of the original. There is Veluran text going by as the disk enters new codes trying to delve deeper into the system. Small pieces of encrypted data come up, but it is in bits and unreadable. Her tongue moves over her lips as her hands sweep gracefully over the stream, her fingers moving quickly to keep up with the necessary codes. She watches everything go by, a mix of Taelon and Veluran and it is almost more than she can keep up with, but then a frown crosses her features and her eyes widen* Oh no...fail-safe! *she leaps from the chair and roughly pushes Zekhoor out of the way* LOOK OUT! 

Zek: He moves quickly pulling her with him just as the datastream
bursts into bright shards spewing sparks all over the area where they had just been and he utters a mild Veluran expletive*... Moorkai! 

Ch: *All at once from behind them there is a moderate but hot explosion as the streams drop and the interface explodes, showering the chair with sparks that fly outward. The ship's fire alert is activated and the small blaze is instantly deprived of oxygen as a forcefield goes up and extinguishes it. When it is over, Chandra gingerly steps back up on the dais, looking at the black marks that now mar the chair, and she takes the disk, now blackened, from the interface, a crooked smile on her lips as she faces Zekhoor.* Char-crisp anyone? *sigh* 

Zek: *He smiles dryly and looks at the disk in her fingers. * It is as if the War Minister was expecting you to return. *He is angered to think that he would dare to rig that datastream so it would explode* I would certainly say this is yet further proof he has something of a dire nature he is desperately trying to hide. 

Ch: Zekhoor I am sorry about this...I hope it wasn't the only one that you had. *She looks a bit nervous that she destroyed it.* I guess the General doesn't like it when his data is hacked. I'm sorry...there's nothing more I can do here but...*she looks up hopefully at him* I told you what happened with Cadence in Sc'orr's office and there are those marks on Cadence's floor, and we have the names of some Volunteers who might be involved. Do you think... that any of this would be useful information for Zo'or? 

Zek:  Sorry about the disc? Do not worry over that, I do have back-ups and of course so does Zo'or. I am deeply angered that T'than or perhaps one of his drones rigged the datastream to explode if it was tampered with. As far as what information we do have being useful to Zo'or, oh yes, indeed it will be...and now this as well. Come, we will return to our quarters and then I will contact Zo'or, I know he is in his quarters with Naor'rin and I dislike interrupting him but this is of utmost importance and he must be made aware at once. I will also be speaking to him about promoting you to full protector as soon as he returns to the Bridge. It is time to graduate and try your wings now my love. I will also explain about the new weapon that has been designed for Companion protectors. They are more efficient and are not harmful to the protector like the Skrills could be if misused. It is called an Exolink and it is completely non-organic, meaning that no creature need be enslaved for our benefit. * He kisses her softly and smiles.* But we will discuss it later. Now we must go.


*He takes her global and sends out orders to have T'than's office sealed and assigns two Veluran guards to be stationed at the entrance.   As the volunteers and Veluran guards arrive he takes her arm* I think all is secured here now, so we may leave... 

Book Twelve

Part Four

Report To Zo’or


*As Zekhoor and Chandra make their way into their quarters, he contemplates all he must relate to him, then without hesitation he walks over to the console and waves on his datastream preparing to contact Zo'or. At once he sees the Synod leader is indeed still in his quarters and he frowns as he turns to Chandra*...I was afraid of this Chani – it appears that I shall have to interrupt him after all. Shrugging his shoulders slightly, he inputs Zo’or’s code and waits for the Taelon to answer. *


Ch: *She waits with him, watching the stream, her hands wringing at her waist as she waits to see what the Taelon leader will have to say about the situation. *


Z: *Still tense from experiencing the spreading distress within the commonality over the War Minister’s duress, he materializes his jumpsuit around him and covers Naor'rin, then he waves the datastream open and nods to his protector*...Yes Zekhoor, what is it?... 

Zek: *He breathes an inner sigh of relief as he notices the Synod Leader is dressed and he salutes him* Greetings Zo'or, I am sorry to have to interrupt you in the privacy of you quarters but I have some news I believe you must be apprised of at once. 

Z: *he returns his nod*...Euhura Zekhoor, please continue*... 

Zek: With the help of Chandra Sheridan I was able to discern that Volunteer Cadence Blue is no longer aboard the Mothership. Miss Sheridan came forward with information concerning a secret passage she had discovered in miss Blue’s quarters that led directly to the office of War Minister T'than. 

Z: *His eyes widen as Zekhoor mentions the secret portal leading to T'than's office. It was not unusual for Taelons to spy upon their human staff, the few inner passages running through the ship being only one way to achieve this, but he had not known that T’than had been using one to watch the young volunteer…and not knowing irritated him to no end.  Zo’or had always prided himself on knowing all “clandestine” activitites onboard the Mothership, but it seemed as though T’than had outsmarted him. He quelled an annoyed grimace and turned his attention back to his protector. * 

Zek: With what had happened to Volunteer Zara Miss Sheridan became concerned for her friend. Upon entering Miss Blue's quarters it was discovered that T’than used a portable portal to aid in their escape. *He watches the expression on Zo’or's face and sees that he is intrigued by this information and he goes on. * 

The secret portal was hidden behind the mirror in her room and miss Sheridan programmed her global to slide through the harmonic band and we eventually discovered the correct frequency to open the mirror.    When we got to his office she accessed his computer and came up with the names of two Volunteers who had been working for him, one being the Volunteer who killed Miss Sheridan's attacker. We have every reason to believe that Miss Blue and General T'than departed this vessel together, after which someone had removed the portal so that they could not be traced.

Z: *He rises, and tilts his head as his thoughts turn toward Sc'orr -  could this be the reason for his silence? Then he walks closer to the console nodding for Zekhoor to continue. *

Zek: There is more that occurred in that office which I think should be
related to you when you return to the Bridge, and also what I learned in my link with Zara. I can tell you the girl's accusation of T'than was truthful. I know from the mind link she was not lying, *He nods and waits for Zo'or to reply*... 

Z:   Thank you Zekhoor, you have indeed brought very interesting news and we will continue this discussion on the Bridge. I will return immediately...*He nods to his protector and waves off the Datastream and as he does so he sees a message on his queue from Da’an. * 

D: *He remains sitting in the command chair looking a bit shocked; he has felt a strong negative ripple in the Commonality. He tries to analyze it and finds out that it is T'than. He is weak from lack of core energy, but all he can read is a call for help.* # Has Kiron been attacked by the Jaridians? I must advise Zo'or of this, but he may have felt it himself.# *He waves on the DataStream and calls Zo'or, but finds his DataStream occupied, so he decides to leave a message for Zo'or to get back to him.* Zo’or, please contact me as soon as you are able to, regarding a matter…a matter I am sure that you are already aware of.  Maybe Kiron has been attacked and the base destroyed. T'than may be dying. I shall await you here. *He waves off the DataStream and again listens in to the Commonality and tries to get as much information as he can. This new development is very worrying.* 

Naor’rin: *It was hell broken loose all of a sudden. All peace and quiet in the room was gone after the messages from Zekhoor and Da'an. She had stood there, seated against the bed's head, watching Zo'or as he stood and answered all the messages that had arrived in such little time. She had felt part of the ripple through the commonality, but being that it was T'than who suffered, she found herself not caring so much. But Zekhoor had added that Cadence Blue was with him, and that worried her a lot. She chastised herself for not checking for the girl more thoroughly instead of preparing the room for her selfish carnal desires. She had failed her promise.* 

Z: *He leaves a reply for Da'an telling him he is on his way to the Bridge. He verifies that he had indeed felt the disturbance and discovered as well that it was T'than who was in distress. He asks Da'an to contact Kiron at once though somehow he does not expect to find that Kiron was their destination. He waves off the console and turns to Naor'rin*...Well my love, what do you think of this? 

N: *she looks down at her bent knees.* I do not know what to think. It was all so sudden! I have to admit I am not too concerned for T'than, but Cadence is with him... 

Z: What could his reasons be for taking this Volunteer away with him? Indeed it must be something of great importance to him for he went to great means to keep their destination secret, so much so that he had the portal removed so they could not be traced. 

N: Maybe she knows something... *but she shakes her head* but that still would not explain it. He would dispose of her in a more definitive way. I am as much in the dark as you are... *she looks up at him.* 

Z: *he breathes in deeply* I am sorry but I must return to the Bridge at
once. Would you like to accompany me? 

N: I will meet you there in a short while. I need to take a shower and dress. *she tries to force a smile.* Unlike some of us, to dress takes time and work... *she rolls the sheet around her figure and steps off of the bed, walks to him, and kisses him on the cheek.* Go now. You should not keep them waiting... *smoothly, she begins to make her way to the shower cabin.* 

Z: *He grins at her remark about dressing and teasingly pinches her
behind*...We Taelons do have that advantage of dressing and undressing with the wave of a hand...*he mischievously eyes her*....but be assured I love to watch you while you slowly undress before my hungry eyes.... *Then he moves toward the door casts one more glance at her and exits*... 

Book Twelve

Part Five

The Rescue Plan



D: *He receives Zo'or's message and waves on the datastream to Kiron to find out what they can tell him about a possible attack by the Jaridians and the whereabouts of T'than. What he learns is most disturbing, as they have not seen T'than, and neither has Kiron been attacked. He will indeed have to advise Zo'or of this new development. He wonders where T'than could have gone to, as he mentioned that he wanted to resume his duties on Kiron. He leans back in his chair and a sigh escapes his lips as he awaits Zo'or's arrival.* # What next.#

Z: *Walking down the corridor toward the Bridge he is pondering what has befallen T'than, for the War Minister to witness such fear is something he had never thought to see in him, yet it was there...He opens his mind again to the commonality just as a sudden wave of desperation sweeps through it, causing him to stagger from the intensity and he leans up against the wall to steady himself...he knows then and there that whatever is occurring it is indeed monumental...he is most eager to hear what Da'an may have uncovered during his communications with Kiron.... entering the Bridge he salutes his parent*  Da’an, were you able to discern anything during your communication with Kiron?..I feel quite certain of one thing, that you discovered T'than was not there...  

D: *He sees Zo’or entering the Bridge and gets up from the command chair.* You are right Zo’or, T'than was not on Kiron and the base has not been attacked either. I now wonder where he has gone to and for what reason. This is not like him to deceive us in this way by telling us a lie about his whereabouts. But I am beginning to believe that he would do anything to hide whatever he was up to this time. But this agony and fear I have felt does not bode well for what is to come. What are you planning to do about T'than now? Send out a search party to locate him? I believe that Kiron is preparing to send out a search party, so it may be wise to coordinate your actions with theirs. I just hope that we will not be too late in finding him.

Z:  You are correct, about his agony and fear, I felt it very strongly as well. I would search the transmissions of all the ID portals but I fear to no avail. I have even more disturbing news to relate to you and also the Synod that I had just received from Zekhoor...*He begins walking toward the virtual glass and stands there momentarily then turns to face the elder Taelon*...It would seem that T'than is not alone, *he blushes and his hands begin fluttering*... Zekhoor and Miss Sheridan have found one of our secret passages in Volunteer Cadence Blue's quarters which leads directly to T’than’s office...*he closes his eyes for a second then opens them and his body stiffens*...and they also found evidence that he and Miss Blue used a portable ID portal to leave the Mothership, after which someone, probably one of his most trusted volunteers, removed the portal. Now it will be next to impossible to trace their destination...This causes me to wonder what his reasons were for either asking or abducting this Volunteer to accompany him on his journey. I am now certain that Sc'orr knows the answers to that.  It is most likely what he refused to disclose to me when I asked him about his secret meetings with Miss Blue and T'than in his office...But I will know what those secrets are. He may even be aware of where they escaped to...it would indeed seem like an escape, after all did he not stand here on this Bridge and tell us that he was on his way to Kiron to attend to unfinished business? He may well have left to attend to unfinished business but it does not involve Kiron...

*His eyes hold a look of near contempt*...excuse me for a moment while I send a message to Sc'orr...*he waves on his datastream and sends a high priority message to Sc'orr requesting his immediate presence on the Bridge. After closing the communication he turns back to Da'an*... When Zekhoor and Miss Sheridan arrive they will have more to relate about the situation involving Miss Blue and T'than...and also Zekhoor will apprise us of what he learned in his mind link with Zara, it seems that her accusations of our War Minister were justified...     

Sc: *He stands before the bridge entrance for a moment as he steels himself for what is surely to come, and then looks down at the tiny crystal in his palm that contains T'than's fateful transmission. Closing it back in his fist, he waves open the door, nodding at both Da'an and Zo'or who already await him there.* Sinaui Euhura Zo'or and Da'an. *he walks to them and speaks quietly* I shall not ask why you have summoned me, for, I felt it too, just as you did, and I have received information regarding T'than's location, as well as Cadence Blue. *His voice is soft and calm, and now he merely stands 
and waits for the questions to begin.* 

Z: He nods with an icy coldness emanating from his eyes*...

D: *He salutes Sc'orr as he enters the Bridge, then turns to Zo'or.* I believe it would be paramount just now that you contact Kiron and stop them from sending out a search party. We must coordinate our search with the information Sc'orr has on their location.* He blushes and turns to Sc'orr.* You say that Miss Blue was with him ? Do you know why this is ?

Sc: I believe that I have pertinent information yes...*he says as he looks at Da'an, his eyes blinking.* But first and foremost, the matter of their location is of paramount importance. *He hands Zo'or the crystal containing the message and location* Here are the coordinates to the planet where T'than is, as well as a message that I received from the War Minister, which arrived approximately eight hours ago.

Z: Yes of course...*he looks at Sc'orr*...please excuse me...*he waves on his datastream and advises them of the location of the planet where T'than and his companion are awaiting aid...he sets in motion plans for a rendezvous with them to attempt the rescue mission and then closes the datastream...he walks up to face Sc'orr, his eyes piercing with a look reflecting the inner displeasure of one who feels that he had been deceived*... And now Sc'orr, the time for truth between us is at hand. I want...*he raises his hand, his fingers moving gracefully*... No....I demand the whole truth of what transpired between you, Volunteer Cadence Blue and T'than.  I also find it interesting and enlightening that T'than saw fit to notify his...*he walks around Sc'orr*.... shall l say new found ally, or perhaps more precisely his friend, of his location and not the Synod as he should have...*he breathes in deeply and his lips form a slight sneer, then he walks back and sits himself in his chair.*


Sc: *He follows Zo'or with his eyes until the young Taelon sits.* I understand your anger Zo'or, *he says in his soft yet resonant voice,* I have deceived you, however, understand that I only did so because I wished to protect the girl, not because I am T'than's..ally or...'friend.' *His lips twist slightly with the word. *

Z: *His lips curve in small smirk*...Yes, you are correct, you have deceived me and you have also angered me...

Sc: It is true that I have a greater understanding of him now, or maybe I should say, that he has a greater understanding of me. *He steps a little closer* You may recall a conversation between you and I right here on the bridge when we had discussed T'than's scorn of us because we possess gender, do you remember?
   
I had said something to the effect that, though he did not possess it physically, did not mean that he did not possess it. I had also stated that he possessed all of the feelings that go along with the attribute. You had seen how well he had demonstrated the emotion of hate, to which I stated that you cannot have the one emotion without the others...including...the direct opposite of hate. *He looks meaningfully into Zo'or's eyes, and then over at Da'an for a moment before he continues.* We were interrupted at that time and never continued this most interesting conversation, and, it is indeed interesting. *He paces once and then returns to stand before Zo'or.* Perhaps I am partially to blame for this situation and it could have been avoided if I had spoken of all I knew to you earlier, we will never know. *pause* But how was I to tell the Synod leader, who had long been persecuted by T'than for many reasons including his gender and the love that he was capable of feeling, that...our esteemed General was feeling the same things.... and had taken a human being as a mate?

Z: *At the last comment he raises his eyeridge and rises from his chair and walks over to stand by the Virtual glass*... Again you amaze me with your overwhelming knowledge of our esteemed War Minister's emotions...but really Sc'orr... love?...I must admit I had wondered why she was with him...

Sc: *matter of factly* He loves her.

Z: *He strides back over to the command chair and brings his hand down firmly upon the arm*...Do you really expect me to believe that?...but regardless of what you may think your duty was not to T'than, your duty is to our kind...you kept vital information from me after I had given you every opportunity to come forward...I had wanted to trust you, but now I feel that I cannot...it seems you have chosen to support this renegade Taelon who has continually terrorized others with his tyranny...*he snarls*....Are you blind? Have you forgotten what he did to Zara, and also others.

Sc: I am aware of how this looks Zo'or, *he says firmly* I haven't forgotten about Zara...I was the one who found her remember? T'than has shown great cruelty and prejudice in his lifetime and I make no denials for him, but I_am_also_telling_you that he loves this girl!

Z: Please, do not insult my intelligence with such nonsense as to T'than's so called feelings of love...he uses others for his own sadistic pleasures, and nothing more... 
 
I will tell you that you are indeed partially to blame for what has now befallen them...If you truly had only the girl's welfare at heart, you should have come to me...I realize now that you were protecting T'than even when I first expressed my concern for her welfare... I had come to you and had asked you what you thought his reasons were for sending her to you...he most certainly was well aware of your reputation as the proclaimed Taelon Sex God, and what your intentions for her were at that time... and if you recall I had asked for your assistance in helping her, or had you forgotten that? I must chastise myself for being so easily deceived by you. *He glances at Da’an and then away. * 

Sc: *He waits for him to finish, and he too looks at Da'an and then waits for Zo'or to meet his gaze again. Though he speaks very calmly, there is a firmness to his voice also.* My former claims have no bearing whatsoever on this conversation Zo'or, and normally I would not even discuss it, but you have just proved my point most brilliantly. *his hands rise and move in front of him gently* Yes, I came aboard with certain unsavory intentions, but I have changed, and you have said so yourself. Love changed me. Love changed you; there was a time when you had no love for the Jaridians, remember? Now you are mated to one. Or the humans, and yet now you will launch a great search effort to go and rescue one.

Z: *He holds up his hand as a slight smile works its' way to the corner of his mouth*...Yes you have changed in that respect 


Sc: *He walks up to Zo'or and looks him in the eyes, his lips set in a firm line.* Yes, I deceived you, but I did it over the honor of a promise, and that promise came before any I made to you or our kind. *he turns, exasperated and walks to the window, and then back* What if I had betrayed the knowledge I had on T'than, and the girl had been condemned by the Synod over her relationship with him? Then you would still condemn me Zo'or, and judge me as one with no honor because I betrayed a trust! You might not like the decision I made but like it or not you respect it because you know that had it been you in that position, that I would have done all in my power to keep my word to you!

Z: *He tenses, his eyes engaged in an icy stare at those of the elder Taelon*...You stand condemned in my eyes at this moment, and I cannot help but wonder if you will in the eyes of the others as well...Your duty was to inform us and you failed to do so... Knowing so well of T'than's past you had no valid reason to promise him such a thing. It was not the girl who would suffer for this, it is he who must answer...she is not bound by our ways as he is. You of all should know that, after all you are a great scholar, knowledgeable of our customs and of the direction we now seek to follow, and the eldest of all Taelons present within the Synod...*He lowers his gaze and in his mind his thoughts turn to the rescue they must now attempt*...  

Sc: *He smiles, but there is no warmth in it. * No, she is not bound by our ways…but nor were the other humans who have been victims to our,,,generosity. No, I could not take the chance and gamble with the life of an innocent. As for T'than, and he is the real issue here today, it is your own anger over the past that is blinding you to the facts. *he turns back to the window* There is an Earth saying Zo'or...there are none so blind as those who refuse to see.
  
D: *Seeing that this argument is delaying plans to rescue T'than and Miss Blue, he feels that it is time to intervene. He holds up his hand as he walks back to Zo'or and Sc'orr after having just listened and said nothing.* I believe it is time to coordinate the rescue mission to Lyra 117. This discussion can go on once you are on your way, as we are wasting time now. All haste is necessary. *He looks at both of them in turn and his face is stern.*  Zo'or, Kiron is waiting for your instructions as to how to proceed, so please give it priority for now. You can both argue this out after the rescue has been made, if we can get to them in time. Time is of the essence now. *He slowly turns, keeping his eyes on them, and slowly resumes his position by the virtual glass window, awaiting Zo'or's plans for the mission.*

Z: Yes, of course you are correct, what is between myself and Sc'orr is of little importance...*He raises his datastream and orders their finest warship to be readied and feeds in the coordinates to the ship’s interface, then he relays orders to Kiron to journey at once to Lyra 117 to rendezvous with them with a warning of the Jaridian presence on the planet*...

N: *She had taken the time to arrange herself, but she had just heeded the basics: a good bath, to dress in a simple black jumpsuit and comb her hair, tying it in a simple ponytail. There seemed to be urgency, and absolutely no time for any preperation whatsoever. Her heart was jumping in her chest, and she felt pinpricks on her skin: Zo'or was nervous. For what reason, she could not discern, but his emotions were strong.

She walked from the room and headed to the bridge. Voices argued from within; Zo'or... and Sc'orr's it would seem. She could not yet discern what they meant, and her entrance to the bridge was a silent one. Like a ghost, she took step after step and approached the chair. Da'an was there, and she nodded at him foremost, before she found the time to announce her presence with a small greeting to Sc'orr* Zo'or, I felt your distress. *her eyes move from him to Sc'orr* Have you learned more about General T'than? 

Z: *Having viewed the contents of the disc knowing that Jaridians are involved he nods affirmatively*... Yes Naor'rin, we have and there is no time to spare... Volunteer Cadence Blue is with him and they are in a most dire situation .

N: Cadence? *she looks downwards, then back at Zo'or, looking somewhat saddened* I should have looked for her when I recovered my memory... *but then her eyes take on a different shine.* That General T'than... always the weasel. Where did he take her to? 

Z: Sc'orr has afforded us with information that T'than had sent to him before the communications were lost. It would seem there is a band of renegade Jaridians on that planet as well, and I wish for you to accompany us... 

N: *Jaridians? The news hit her hard; she had not been expecting them. Renegade Jaridians; indeed, sooner or later, they were bound to give her trouble. They were enemies to peace treaties, hence, her enemies, but they were still her own kind, her blood brothers.* Yes, of course. *she nods solemnly to him.* This matter concerns me greatly... Who else will accompany us?

Z: I must contact Zekhoor to have him and Miss Sheridan join us on the Bridge before we leave on our mission...*He waves his private datastream open again and summons Zekhoor to the Bridge and asks that Miss Sheridan accompany him as well, then he turns to Da'an* Relying on Zekhoor's recommendation it may be time to elevate Miss Sheridan to full protector now Da'an...

N: *She listens to his words, but then slowly, her mind drifts to other things and as he brings up the datastream, she walks away from them, slowly; not even noticing that she was moving. There were voices speaking behind her that seemed distant, but her mind recorded everything as she looked out the virtual glass window and waited for the time to leave...*

~*~

Zek: *While getting some of his thoughts together his console flashes on and a message marked urgent from Zo'or appears. He asks that he and Chandra report to the Bridge immediately. Closing it he calls to her*

Chani, I have just received a message from Zo'or, we are to report to the Bridge immediately. It was marked urgent – we must go at once.

Ch: *She cones back into the room - his tone implies great urgency. She goes to him and stands close, looking up at him. She had had a feeling they would be called to the bridge, especially with all they had discovered, not to mention everything she had told him.* I'm ready.

Zek:*He smiles at her when she enters the room, kisses her and then takes her arm, then they quickly make their way to the Bridge. Upon entering he sees that Sc'orr as well as Naor'rin are present along with Da'an and Zo'or. Escorting Chandra up to the command chair where Zo'or awaits them he nods respectfully to each*... Sinaui Euhura...
 
N: *She is aware of new presences on the bridge and turns towards the group to find Zekhoor and a young blond girl standing along with the three Taelons. The girl looks so innocent and very nervous. Much in her demeanour reminds Naor'rin of Cadence.*

Ch: It was exciting; it was frightening. She knew from the gathering of important individuals already on the bridge that the matter was truly serious, perhaps moreso than she had believed. They stood before both Zo'or and Da'an and Zekhoor greeted them and she looked at them and nodded respectfully, her voice trapped somewhere in her throat, and waited for them to be informed of what their next duties would be.*
 
Z: *He nods to Zekhoor and Chandra and then rises*...Zekhoor, Miss Sheridan... a situation has arisen and we must depart immediately for Lyra 117. A warship is in readiness and awaiting us for our mission to rescue General T'than and Cadence Blue. Sc'orr had received this message from General T'than...*he extends his hand for them to watch as he activates the screen, then the image of T'than appears*....
 
GT: This is T'than, Taelon War Minister. I am contacting you from Lyra 117, where I was forced to take a detour for motives of greater force. My companion and myself have been found by a Jaridian renegade troop; she... is still in their custody, and I will need to return to the camp from which I escaped to liberate her...

Chances are, we will fail to return to Earth. Navigation systems are down, and they have removed most power cells from this ship for their own use... *he shudders softly and blushes, his body reminding him of how weak he truly was.* Sc'orr, if you read this, and despite our animosity, I request you to bring the issue to Zo'or. If I fail in my attempt to rescue Cadence... 

You must regain back my ship and destroy the renegade Jaridians. They might have learned too much already... *he blushes again, this time more strongly, but he regains his composure and nods.* I am sending the coordinates now...
 
N: *She turns away from the datastream, focusing on T'than's voice. He sounded weak, extremely so. Strangely enough, there was also fear in his tone of voice... something akin to despair. Naor'rin did not quite believe all his words though. He was a master liar, and to live... she wouldn't put it past him say anything it took to have the others sympathise for him. Her own judgement was confused though, clouded by her hate for him, but she also preferred to be careful. She made no comments to the message or to what was said about it, but the smirk in her lips spoke of how she did not appreciate the bitter irony at all: to fight her own kind to save her worst enemy... no... she shook her head... to save the innocent, Cadence Blue, from her kind AND from General T'than.*

Z: *As the image fades he waves the screen off and turns to face them again*...We are to rendezvous with a warship from Kiron to effect their rescue. Sc'orr and I will need protectors on this mission; Zekhoor you will accompany me, and I believe Da'an wishes to inquire as to Miss Sheridan's ability to move up to full Companion Protector status...*He looks over at Da'an, and nods to him*...
 
D: *He salutes them and turns to Zekhoor.*  As Zo'or has just told you, Protectors are needed on this mission, and as Sc'orr does not have one yet, I would like to have your evaluation on Miss Sheridan's progress. Do you think she is ready to be a full protector?

Zek: He casts Chandra a positive glance, squeezes her hand and then steps forward to reply to Da'an and nods*...Da'an, Miss Sheridan has done extremely well in every phase of her training, passing every test with the highest grade possible. In my estimation of her performance to date, I would place her at the top of the present class of Protector Aspirants. I have no doubts whatsoever as to her ability to perform each and every duty with the highest degree of excellence. As head of the Companion Protector program, it is my opinion that she is more than ready to step up and be elevated to full Protector. 

D: *A slight smile crosses his face as he receives Zekhoor's answer.* Thank you Zekhoor. Then it shall be done. *He then turns to Miss Sheridan.*  Miss Sheridan, I am well pleased to hear that your training has gone well, and that you are now ready for a promotion. In my capacity as Second in Command, I now promote you to the office of Protector to Sc'orr. You will assist and protect him, as well as other Taelons, in every way you have been trained to do. Congratulations, Miss Sheridan. *He looks deeply into her eyes as he pronounces these words to emphasize their importance to her. He sees that she is nervous but very happy at the same time. He is glad of that and happy for her as well.*
 
Zek: *As he stands watching Chandra being promoted his face radiates his pride in her*  
 
Ch: *With each word the Taelon speaks, he brings her that much closer to her ultimate goal until finally, it is done and the words are said. She smiles up at him - this important Taelon who is bestowing such an honor upon her. Her face blushes with both her happiness and nervousness, but she still manages a respectful nod, and finally she finds her voice as she steps forward.* I am truly honored Da'an, and I shall assist and protect the Taelon Sc'orr and all others to the very best of my abilities. *Her voice is firm and thankfully, does not falter, and so her eyes move to Zo'or and then back to Da'an as she speaks again, this time less officially.* Thank you...I do not believe that you will ever know how much this means to me. *Another blushing nod and small smile before she steps back with Zekhoor again.*

Z: *He nods his approval to both of them, briefly allowing a small smile to come to his lips, but then he returns to his official demeanor. He is aware of the pride in Zekhoor's eyes as his protege is promoted. 

Sc: *He listens as he stands there with the other two Companions as Chandra is elevated and his blue eyes find hers and his lips turn up in a smile. He holds her gaze, and she maintains the eye contact quite well until he can see that his stare is adding to her shyness of the moment and so he lets it go, his stare moving around the room to find Naor'rin, her memory now fully restored apparently. She looks back at him and he can again see the fire and spirit in her demeanor; he was truly glad for her recovery, for he had thought those qualities had been lost forever. He nods at her politely with a look that says, 'We shall speak later,' and then he turns back to the proceedings.*
 
N: *For a moment now she had turned to watch as the human was elevated to protector. Naor'rin looked at her from head to toe; she seemed so young, little more than a child, and she would be assigned to Sc'orr as protector? Her eyes move to the Taelon then, and linguer for a moment on his own eyes which were looking her way. Her lips curve only slightly in an uncertain smile and she nods slightly, and then focuses on the girl again.*
 

Z: You have acquired what I feel will be a fine protector Sc'orr.
Zekhoor please take Miss Sheridan and see she that is outfitted with the Exolink...*He turns to face the others* The warship is ready for departure and awaiting our arrival, and as soon as Zekhoor and Miss Sheridan join us we will leave for Lyra 117. *he motions them toward the portal that will take them directly to the docking bay. *  

 
N: *She looks over and casts her own glance on the 3 beings already at the portal and heading their way. She could not let go of Chandra; it seemed too reckless and at the same time cruel that they would send a child into such a battle. Naor'rin knew her kind well, and their abilities. Chandra was confident, or she thought she was, but Naor'rin saw no more than... herself, when she had fallen into the Taelon's hands. Somehow, all that enterprise was awaking old memories... memories she would rather have forgotten or buried. She forced a smile at the girl and then made herself lower her eyes pensively. She would have preferred to leave the child at home. Sc'orr needed no protector in her eyes; she still remembered their little combat not long ago in the Pad’ar rings. Her eyes crossed with his, a simple ‘why?’ shining in their greenness, but then upon hearing footsteps approaching, she looked back Zo'or's way.*

Z: Again he notices the eye contact between his mate and this Taelon he now considers with less than amiable thoughts, and his eyes flash his displeasure ... *he wonders if their relationship had become more than merely casual during the time of her amnesia. He walks up and stands beside her in the portal, his demeanor clearly showing his annoyance as deep within him a distasteful emotion is rising, one he wishes to vanish, for he is jealous...yes a human trait, but nonetheless it is there....
 
N: *she notices his look, and finds it strange the way he is acting almost protective of her. She realises then he must have noticed the brief glances she had cast Sc'orr's way and remains silent, all the more pensive, and waits for him to speak, as she knew he would once they had some privacy.*

Z: As they step out of the portal and begin boarding the warship he turns to face her*... Was there something you wished to discuss with Sc'orr? I could not help but notice the two of you exchanging glances more than once.  I found that...*he pauses drawing more emphasis to his words*...shall we say...curious...  

 
N: *she holds his hand to stop him from following ahead, as the others are doing.* Zo'or... please. I acknowledged him, there was no more to it than that. Though... *she lets him go.* you are correct, a bond was created between us, one of familiarity and friendship during my illness…but it is nothing more than that. *she looks calmly and reassuringly into his eyes.* I would not do such a vile thing as to betray you... and if you find doubt... well... just rewind your thoughts and remember what we were doing just a few minutes ago... *she holds his hand again and pulls him towards the ship.* Now, we can go... for this enterprise, there can be no doubt in our minds. *she nods at him and they follow the others into the ship, followed closely by Zekhoor.*

Z: *He only nods at her in a perfuctory way, still suspicious despite her words, and walks over to the command panels to make certain that everything is as he ordered. He wishes only to get this mission underway as his thoughts turn toward Cadence Blue, who from what T'than had said was held in captivity by a band of renegade Jaridians. Glancing toward the entrance he sees Zekhoor and Chandra Sheridan making their way aboard....he nods as they enter and once everyone is secured in their seats the great warship powers up, and at once they are traveling through ID space on their way to rendezvous with the ship from Kiron*...  
 
Sc: *His look is impressed at the sleek and flat looking ship and though it is designed for battle, the inside is rather spacious, with several rows of aerodynamically designed seats. He was going to join Zo'or and Naor'rin, but they appeared to be deeply in discussion and so he moved on and was going to sit with Zekhoor and Chandra, but then on an impulse he moved to the back of the ship into a small area that contained two seats behind a partition. Now in privacy he raised a datastream and began speaking:*

Hello Pharaa, *his look and tone are gentle and loving* By the time you receive this, I shall be on my way to a distant planet. I was correct in that one of my kind is in great distress and in need of our help, as he also has a human with him and she is in dire trouble. We feel that the enemy we go to engage has only a small complement of fighters, and thus we are coming in with a much larger force, but I will not lie to you and tell you that the mission is entirely without risk. *he leans forward, so when she sees the transmission it will look as though his eyes are gazing deeply into hers*

Pharaa, just in case... I were not to return, I wanted you to know that I love you with every atom of my being - always remember that. *He lifts the amulet he still wears* You will walk with me my love, always, and I will know that you are there guiding my decisions with your wisdom. *he sits back again, his look going a little less grave.*

Good-bye for now... my love...

*He waves off the stream and encodes it, just in case it was intercepted, but he was doubtful of that, and sends it off to her. He truly hoped that it was not good-bye...
 
N: *she was sitting up front, close to Zo'or, but he had remained silent and focused in surveying the ship's piloting. Naor'rin was deep into a kind of a trance and her thoughts gave her no rest. She could not help to feel the sting of irony in this mission. It was so hard to see her own fellow Jaridians as enemies. She was trying to get used to that fact but it still seemed the world was upside down! Noise behind her caught her attention, and soon, voices. She focused on those, wanting to take rest from her wonderings.*

Book Twelve

Part Six

The Journey To Lyra 117



Sc: The ship was already underway when he entered the main cabin and sat next to Chandra, so now he was to her right, and Zekhoor to her left. They were both admiring the new Exolink weapons they now wore, each one shiny and sleek, and looking as though it had been individually made for each wearer, for their hands were much different in size and yet the weapon appeared to fit each perfectly.

It looked as though it was made of liquid metal, the main part of the array resting at the top of the hand, just behind the fingers, with two slender arms that appeared to "wrap" around their wrists, moving all the way around to seamlessly meet the disk-like top part of it over the hand.*

Elegant and streamlined, *he commented, looking at Zekhoor.* Can you explain to me how this device operates?

Zek: Yes Sc'orr, the Exolink functions much as the Skrills once did, only this device does not require the person wearing it to be implanted with a CVI, nor does it burrow into the arm as was the case with the Skrills. The weapon as you see is worn on the outside of the arm, a small implant is made on the hand and the weapon connects and forms a direct link to that implant. When drawn and aimed the wearer presses their fingers against the palm of their hand and that pressure causes the implant to send an impulse to the weapon, discharging it. It is also far more powerful and deadly than Skrills. In other words Sc'orr, even at a great distance, if this weapon were discharged striking an assailant, that being would disintegrate immediately. It will be a most efficient and formidable weapon should we become embattled with this band of renegades. 

N: *her hands gripped tightly at the rests. Zekhoor's words spoke much about the plan, and it was clearly not to have any mercy. In a few hours, by the time they reached home, she would have participated in the slaughter of a few of her kind, perhaps misled souls who did not know the truth. Naor'rin closed her eyes, and remained perfectly silent, perfectly still; there was only a deeper sigh leaving her lips.*

Sc: *While Zekhoor is speaking, Chandra offers her hand so Sc'orr can get a closer look, his fingers moving over the glassy feeling Taelon substance from which it is made.* Absolutely fascinating! 

Zek: See that Chandra is close to you at all times, she is well trained and capable of defending her Companion.*he smiles and places his hand on Chandra's shoulder.* And Sc'orr, do not let her youthful and delicate appearance fool you; she is highly skilled with the ability of being a fierce warrior when pressed into action. She was at the top of her class in every aspect of her training... 

N: #So was I, and that did not help me... little do they know, and little do they ask. Perhaps, that is for the better.#

Sc: *He smiles softly* Yes, I understand. *He is still holding her hand when a sparkling flash catches his eye.* And what is this? *He smiles broadly then as it dawns on him and Chandra blushes and looks down* You two are promised to each other now! Why, that is just wonderful...congratulations to you both.

Ch: Thank you Sc'orr. *she smiles and looks at Zekhoor* I could not be happier. *she kisses him on his cheek and then looks back at the Taelon*

Zek: *He smiles as she kisses his cheek then looks into the Taelon's eyes.* You are most kind and I thank you as well Sc'orr. I feel I am most fortunate that this lovely young woman has consented to be my mate. 

Sc: *He smiles at the youthful couple; would they both be all right and be able to continue in their happiness after this mission?* Zekhoor, may I speak with you privately for just a moment? *Sc'orr keys the override sequence to his restraints and they lift.* Excuse us Chandra. *He walks back to the area behind the partition again and speaks softly to the Veluran, two sets of very blue eyes gazing at each other intently* I would like your word on something Zekhoor, a promise to a Taelon. I realize that you are both sworn to protect your specific Taelon and all Taelons at all costs, and though I do not anticipate any great battles, I want your word that if a situation arises, and it comes down to my life of hers, *his eyes move to Chandra - her back is to them as she still examines her Exolink* that you will choose hers. Please do not argue with me on this...I release you from your oath as it pertains to my life. I have lived for ten-thousand years; you are both young and at the beginning of your lives, and that to me is more important. *his hand moves and rests softly on the other man's arm for a moment,* Please, promise me this.

N: *Finally, she can take no more and rises. The trip was still long, and she could not stand to remain seated for much longer. Her nerves were on edge, and she could feel her body temperature rising slightly. She knew both Zekhoor and Sc'orr were also missing in the main room, but she was beyond caring at the moment. She needed to walk, stretch her legs, expend some energy!


She threw a look at Chani, who was all too excited. She clearly knew not what awaited her. What Chandra knew of the Jaridians was probably reduced to those who had walked the mothership, and though Naor'rin knew them to be great warriors, they acted civilized, extremely so; and Jaridians could be as civilized as wild...
She stood by the entrance to the other room, knowing it was best not to go past that door and interrupt the Taelon and the protector, but she could not help to listen.*

Zek: *He listens intently as Sc'orr speaks and is deeply touched by the sincerity of his request. He knows why he is doing this, it is because he genuinely wishes to give him and Chandra their chance at happiness...but he recalls shortly before he came to sit with them that he  moved to back of the ship into a small area behind a partition. His perceptive mind had touched that of the Taelon and he knew he was sending a message to Pharaa Santee. It was becoming well known that he and the beautiful young Volunteer were deeply involved with each other. Smiling he touches his hand to the Taelon's temple sending thoughts of his gratitude, then he speaks* Sc'orr, I must thank you for the selflessness of your concern for Chandra, but she would be devastated if she ever felt she failed to protect the life of her Companion. You see ever since she came to the Mothership, this has been her dream. She has worked hard and we are both extremely proud of her achievement. 

N: *immediately, she understood the part of the conversation she had not heard.* #Ah Zekhoor... nothing could have prepared her for what she will see.# *and suddenly, and strange feeling, stronger than herself, told her it would be so for sure*

Sc: *He felt the waves of gratitude flowing through him even after the Veluran's gentle touch was gone, and he smiled back.* As well you both should be. I know of her progress and she is the shining light of those currently seeking to serve my kind. 

Zek: You say you have lived for ten thousand years, and that we are young and just starting ours...but do you not see, that it is not the number of years we have lived or will live that counts, it is how they are spent. Some species such as yours and mine have long life spans, while others such as humanity have relatively short lives. It is what we do with that time that is important. I have lived for over three hundred years, but I have found the time in service to Zo'or, working together  with your kind, and my time with Chandra to be the most fulfilling of all my life. I could not help but notice you moving to that private area in the back of the ship before. As you know Velurans have a most perceptive mind and I had sensed your thoughts, possibly because they were so strong...*his eyes fix deeply upon those of the Taelon*... Tell me truthfully Sc'orr, would it be fair to break the heart of that girl who loves you so much because you think you have lived long enough? What about her life as well?

N: #how selfless. Zo'or has chosen well, but also Sc'orr has made his choice...# *she looks at Zo'or then.* #and I do understand them both...# *she knew then she would kill or die to protect him too, and chances were, she would have to.*

sc: Fair? *he shakes his head minutely* No. War is never fair, and were she here I would demand the same, her life over mine, but she is not, and thus I must focus on the matter at hand, that being Chandra.

Zek: I thank you and I will never forget this gesture as long as I draw breath, but I must decline. Chandra and I are much like you and Pharaa. You and I have lived a long time while they have lived hardly at all by those standards. We cannot play the supreme being of all creation in choosing one life over another, that is not up to us. We must realize that there is a reason for everything that happens, and then we must also learn to abide with it...*his hand reaches to touch Sc'orr's as a sign of friendship*...and now let us return to our chairs before Chandra becomes suspicious and thinks we are discussing her capability to protect you...

VSc: *He nods* Of course. *But he wondered to himself if, there were truly no other choice, if Zekhoor would be able to live by his words, and sacrifice her.*

N: *She moves to stand beside the door as to not be seen if they look straight ahead. She just knew she needed the time to be alone, to feel nothing and no one but herself; she needed the space to allow her mask to fall off and just express her feelings

Finally she steps into the small room. There is a tiny window to the outside of the ship, and she stands there, looking to the swirling colours of the ID space. Beautiful sight, hypnotising even... if Naor'rin could empty her mind. But she could not. She lowers her head and looks downwards, to the feet of the window; Slowly her body leans to the glass, but then in an impulse she strikes at it, knowing the pain would divert her thoughts for as long as it lasted. Her hand was throbbing and aching, and she turned her back on the window, allowing her body to lean and slide down it, until she was seated on the floor. Almost as if it made her feel claustrophobic, she gets rid of the symbol that represented being a diplomat and tossed it on the floor before her. Had she forgotten her true nature; the nature of a warrior, the elite of her species?

Sc: *No sooner had he begun a pleasant conversation with the young couple than he saw Naor'rin enter the same private room he and Zekhoor had just occupied, and, Sc'orr did not need to be a Veluran to perceive the pain etched into her regal features. Once again he excuses himself. Zekhoor and Chandra nod, and then they are looking at each other, whispering and laughing softly, sharing a kiss now and then. 

Sc'orr walks quietly into the small chamber and sees the Jaridian sitting on the floor.* Naor'rin? *He kneels down, his eyes catching on the diplomatic badge lying on the floor and he picks it up and rolls it in his fingers.* I see that the weight of diplomacy troubles you. *he sets the badge back on the floor, but remains kneeling on his heels, his look sympathetic* This mission...it is difficult for you...

N: *Her eyes were burning with the kind of fire they would find in the renegade soldiers; the kind of wrath they had not yet encountered; her heart already beat fast in her chest, her breath was labored... but there was something more, something akin to despair; how could she be divided in a time like that, between what she knew was her duty to her species, as a diplomat, and the blood thrive of a warrior that could not betray its own kind.*

Sc: *He remains silent as he watches her, allowing her to organize her thoughts. If she wanted to speak, she would, and, if she asked him to go, he would, without a word of question.* 

N: *At last, she blinks and her eyes reopen, already turned his way.* One believes to be ready when the time comes... but it is never so. *she grabs the badge from the floor and holds it in her palm.* The way I chose is harder than even that of those soldiers we will be fighting against. They remain true to their hearts... I am not so sure of myself anymore. *she leans her head to the virtual glass and sighs.* These are complicated times Sc'orr... just when I believe I have found peace *she looks into the control cabin, towards Zo'or.* something happens to ruin it. *her eyes turn back to the badge* Perhaps that is my destiny... to be outcast, Judas, belonging everywhere and nowhere at the same time. *she smiles bitterly.* 

Sc: *He smiles a little, the corners of his lips barely turning up.* There is no such thing as an uncomplicated time Naor'rin, and, I believe that we are all outcasts in one way or another...it just depends on who you ask.

N: Forgive me, I am ranting... *with a little effort, she hauls herself up and turns to the virtual glass.* In only a few hours, I will be helping you to destroy some of my species, to save... T'than... or if I struggle really hard to put it in the right perceptive, to save Cadence. *pause.* When I heard you speak with Zekhoor, I knew it was inevitable. *she turns to Sc'orr.* I feel trapped my friend, tired and confused. *she looks downwards, again at the badge.* This means much *she brings it to his sight too.* but does it mean more than my true nature; is it worth the lives of my blood brothers? I might be going to a conflict where I will be forced to kill friends for this! *she closes her hand around it, as if wanting to crush it in her palm.* There is no peace for me, no chance of winning from this enterprise. But I thank you... *she looks into his eyes.* for caring, *nod* and for asking. You have been... like a brother to me, or the best friend I lost long ago. *she forces a smile and kisses him on the cheek.* I know my place... *she looks to the seat next to Zo'or.* But it is hard, so hard to be in it... but it is as it is said, each of us has a destiny *she places the badge back in her suit.* I can only hope mine does not exhaust my strength before it is through…

Sc: *He listens to her speech, her words spoken with such passion, and with such frustration, but he blushes lightly when she kisses him, his eyes finding the small window.* You are suffering a very...philosophical dilemma Naor'rin, and dilemmas such as those do not have any concrete answers, nor are there any right or wrong answers to your questions, or to how you are feeling. *he looks back at her and takes the two steps that separate the distance between them.* I can tell you that I believe you to be a person of a strong and passionate character and trust me when I say that, when you are there, your heart and mind will come to an agreement and you will do what you must...what we all must...for in war there are no taboos.
 
N: *the Jaridian turns completely to face Sc'orr and listens attentively.* Thank you for your wisdom Sc'orr... I know you to be correct, that there are no perfect solutions to any problem and that eventually, I would have to fight my own to protect what is dear to me... but despite the existence of taboos, can't we have mercy?

Sc: *He looks directly into her eyes,* No one on this ship is going to Lyra to be executioners Naor'rin. I have no desire to kill those Jaridians, nor do those protectors out there, or Zo'or! We just want to get our people back into safety, if that is still possible and then take the renegades into custody. *he takes her by the shoulders firmly and holds her facing him* I promise you that I will do everything in my power not to shed Jaridian blood today but... under the same token, if it means saving the lives of anyone on this ship and I have no other choice... I will kill. 
 
N: *she nods at him.* I understand... as I said before, how can one fight an inevitability, or the pain that comes from it. *she looks up at him again.*

Z: Though so much fills his mind with the Jaridian renegades they must face, and in all likelihood kill, through the strong mind link he and Naor'rin share he becomes aware of her inner struggles. He realizes only too well how difficult it is for her to face the reality that she may need to kill those of her own kind in order to be loyal to the path she has chosen to follow....that of becoming the mate of the Taelon leader and thus the Jaridian Liaison to the Taelon Synod. His own inner conflict flares up momentarily as he sees Sc'orr follow her into the place where he and Zekhoor had been previously speaking. 


He finishes his scans of the outlaying regions of Lyra 117 to be certain that there are no Jaridian warships orbiting the planet, or any in close proximity of Lyran space, and once satisfied with that he makes his way to the small  private room...*

N: *She is still facing Sc'orr, but noise to her left gets her attention. She had been so wary, that her senses had been even blur to the link they shared. She had needed so much to be alone; she wondered if she had not closed the link on their side as to not to worry him. For a moment, she is afraid he would be angry, that her words of before had not been enough, but soon she reads in his features that he is merely worried, perhaps with her. She smiles at him.* Zo'or...

Sc: *He nods at the Synod leader and drops his hands from her shoulders.*

Z: *He looks at both of them and taking her hands into his, he kisses them*...I felt your inner conflict Naor’rin…perhaps I should have insisted that you remain on the Mothership...

N: No... *she lowers her head and shakes it softly.* My place is here, with you, fighting for what I believe. I knew my choice would one day cost me dearly, but I have faith in peace... 

Z: *Privately his thoughts tell her he knows it is further conflicting because of T'than being one of those they are there to rescue, holding her in his thoughts so as to not show his emotions in front of the other Taelon, * 


N: Perhaps I will be spared a direct conflict. We do not know yet what awaits us, but you are correct... *she finds herself melting into his mental embrace.* in everything... *she pulls back somewhat.* But I must admit, something else concerns me... the child... *she closes her eyes and smiles, correcting herself.* the young protector... *her eyes reopen as she looks into Zo'or's.* I could not prevent overhearing Sc'orr's conversation with Zekhoor. I must say... I am worried. She is fearless, but what we are up against... *she turns and looks out the window again; it was now dark and full of tiny white spots; they had jumped out of ID, and she had not even noticed it.* It is so dangerous Zo'or. I cannot help but believe this quest is indeed fruitless if we are here to save an innocent, and yet might lose another... *pause* Chandra... reminds me much of myself when I had the equivalent to her age... when T'than...captured me. *She hugs herself.* I wish to ask you to expose her to as little danger as possible. If you were to reassign her to my protection, no feelings would be hurt. I do not intend to be in the front as... *she bows her head somewhat* I have doubts about my courage in turning against my fellow Jaridians... 
 
Z: *He cannot deny that he has had the same reservations as to how one so young would handle conflict if they are pressed into battle with such a dangerous enemy..for indeed the Jaridians are fierce and savage warriors. Although he has faith in her abilities, this is a situation that she could not be completely prepared for...and the thruth of the matter was that the last thing they all needed was another to rescue. *


VSc: *His look tells her that she has more courage than she believes, for she came on the quest voluntarily, when she could have easily remained behind, but then he turns to Zo'or.* Naor'rin is correct; I do not believe this to be a wise first assignment for Miss Sheridan - a class environment cannot mimic what we are likely to face here, however, I do not wish to gracelessly rip away her happiness over this first opportunity. If you were to tell her that she was reassigned to protect Naor'rin, not as Liaison but...as your mate, it would be a great honor for her Zo'or and...would greatly increase her chances of survival in my opinion, and she need never know of this conversation.  I shall follow your final decision on this of course, but please consider Naor'rin's words and mine. During my exile I became quite skilled in matters of combat and I assure you that I am well capable of defending myself. *He and Naor'rin both stand quietly watching as Zo'or ponders this new dilemma and await his final decision.*

Z: He listens intently to the wisdom the elder Taelon speaks, but he had already made his decision. It was the only logical choice. *

 
N: *She stands expectantly by his side, just a little behind him. His decision would ease her heart somewhat, for indeed she cared for what happened to the girl. Zekhoor had had good intentions, but in her opinion, his allowing her to be elevated for this mission had been reckless. In certain situations, it could be that Chandra became more of a setback than a help.*
 
Z: I have decided to reassign Miss Sheridan to protect you Naor'rin... and I must commend you Sc'orr, your reasoning was flawless. I too feel she would indeed deem it an honor if I was to reassign her to protect my mate. However as your leader, I will hereby reassign Zekhoor to be your protector...I have…certain abilities that render me more than capable of defending myself. That is my final decision and there are to be no further exceptions...
 
N: *She smiles and walks forward, taking his hand* Thank you Zo'or... for doing everything possible to ease my burden. *although, she had to admit, she was concerned that Zo'or would walk about alone; he was strong, she knew it all too well, but even in the past, she had defeated him. Naor'rin had to hope that help would be around at all times, or she would not let him go about without her protection.*
 
Sc: *A certain sense of relief washes over him and his eyes move from Chandra to Zekhoor; he could easily sense the man's confidence in himself, and he was indeed imposing, and experienced, and then his gaze travels back to Zo'or.* I shall be honored to accept him and gratitude fills me for I know he is your trusted associate. *he nods* Thank you. *He finds himself wondering what kind of special abilities Zo'or possesses and he was going to ask but then thought better of it. If the young Taelon wished to elaborate, he would.

A small klaxon sounds and a voice comes over the com stating that they are ten minutes outside of Lyra 117 orbit. He sees Chandra start and look up from whatever she was doing, her face now showing some apprehension, and then he hears the resonant tones of Zekhoor's voice, though he cannot hear the words; the man is smiling reassuringly at her and holding her hands in his as he talks to her.

Sc'orr follows Zo'or's and Naor'rin's eyes as they all look out the small window; the ship is entering the Lyra system and they are passing several small and gaseous planets whose brilliantly colored faces are a contrast to their deadly atmospheres. He contemplates what they might face on the small globe that is designated # 117 as he waits for it to appear in the window.*
 
Z: Over and over remembrances infiltrate his thoughts as he thinks of the enemy they may soon face. Sc'orr was correct...nothing can prepare you in training for the actuality of face to face combat with such a fierce warrior, and his thoughts drift back once more to his beloved Taelon, which the Jaridians had destroyed. Indeed they are not to be taken lightly. He feels a sense of relief knowing that Chandra will be with Naor'rin, for both their good.

He glances over at Sc’orr, a look of some arrogance on his face. * You are wondering what I meant about my abilities. *He reaises his palms and with a thought, ignites his shaquarava. * Gender is not my only difference from the rest of our species. With it, I also received the most valuable gift of the shaquarava. *His blue eyes catch the fiery glow, looking as though they also burn hotly. * I know that you are a most capable warrior as well from your time of exile. Thasis is indeed a world of warrioristic cultures.


Sc: Shaquarava...*he murmurs as he watches Zo'or's palms swirl with fiery light. He is quite stunned at this revaluation and it shows on his face.* I thought we had lost it...it is good to see that, along with gender, evolution has granted us another small pardon. *His fingers rise and he brings the tips to the very edge of the shaquarava's influence and he can feel the extreme heat, as though he touches at the edge of a small sun.* Yes, I am trained as a warrior, *he says, but his eyes are on the tiny, whirling vortex,* however I do not possess this particular gift. *His hand goes back to his side.* However, I do hope that you and I do not have to use our respective abilities today.
 
Z: *For a few moments his eyes engage those of the elder Taelon, then tilting his head slightly he lowers his hands and nods*...I will now inform Zekhoor and Chandra of their new assignments*

He walks over to where the two are seated*...Zekhoor, Miss Sheridan, I have a change of plans in regard to your assignments...First of all, Chandra...*He focuses on her intently*...I wish for you to be my mate's protector, I do hope you find this agreeable. Naor'rin's safety has me deeply concerned and I will feel more at ease knowing you were there to stand by her. *His words are kind, but there is no doubt that, even though veiled as a request, it was not. *

Ch: *She was gazing up into his attractive face but then her 
look goes to momentary surprise, which fades to another smile, this one of understanding.* I promise you Zo'or, that I will not allow harm to come to her. *She understood how the Taelon could be worried for the one he loved - she felt the same for Zekhoor.* I will be honored to accept the new assignment. But, who will protect Sc'orr? The Taelon's blue eyes continue to regard her for a few more seconds, and then they move to the man sitting beside her.*

Z: *He turns to Zekhoor* I am reassigning you to Sc'orr and that is an order. I should have had you bring in another Veluran to stand with Naor'rin, however I am sorry to say, in the urgency to depart and get this mission underway that I neglected to do so 

Zek:  Yes, time was short and there were many preparations to be made. I willingly accept my new assignment. I think it is a wise decision, but although I am aware that you are capable of defending yourself, I must admit I do not relish the idea of your being without a protector, however I will abide by your wishes...*he nods and then as Zo'or makes his way back to stand with Naor'rin and Sc'orr, his thoughts return to his knowledge of the Jaridians.* 

Ch: *Once Zo'or is again at the back of the ship she chances a look over her shoulder at the three beings; two tall and powerful looking Taelons, and the beautiful and statuesque Jaridian. She hoped with all of her heart that they would be able to find T'than and Cadence; she wanted her friend back desperately and she just hoped that Cadence's return would not cost lives. As she turned back in her chair she also found herself wondering over the reassignment; if she was to now protect Naor'rin, and Zekhoor was to accompany Sc'orr then...who would protect the Synod leader himself?

 N: *she looks outside, her eyes falling on the orbs that dance and disappear on the window. She turns to both Taelons that are still with her.* Can you feel him? *then steps to the window* We must not be far now. Can you feel T'than with the common thought still? 

Z: *He closes his mind to all but the commonality and senses T'than's presence, it is weak and stressful but it is there. * Yes, I sense his lifeforce, it is weak but it is there...*and he takes her hand in his squeezing it tightly as the first glimpse of their destination becomes visible*... 

Sc: *The planet looked like a bright amethyst in the darkness of space, it's rosy atmosphere veiled in wispy clouds. He knew already from topography maps that it was a place of lush and wild beauty, never marred by any advanced civilization. The two beings they sought had come here to be alone amidst the planet's alien jungles, but it seemed as though the cost to experience such beauty would be very dear, because Zo'or was right - T'than's presence was weak, and growing weaker as the ship finally took orbit around the little planet called Lyra 117.* 

To Be Continued…
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