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Book Thirteen

Prologue

Arrival On Lyra 117

 Z: *A feeling of anxiety settles deep in his soul as the warship begins its orbital path, he gazes at the seemingly peaceful sphere and wonders what they will encounter before they journey back to the Mothership.  He sighs and squares his shoulders excusing himself to Sc'orr and casts Naor’rin a fleeting smile and then walks over to main console to begin scanning the planet's surface for life forms. This will afford them their location and how large or small the Jaridian complement may be.  


N: *It is a great relief to know that Cadence was still alive for it filled her with the hopes that she had a mission and a drive fed by a promise. She exchanged looks with Sc'orr and they both follow to the main room, still in time to spot the screen with the scanning results.*

Z: *He picks up several Jaridian life forms but their number does not appear to be overly large. Opening the hailing frequency to the Kiron warship to announce their arrival and then scans for T'than's ship, and once located he instructs the pilot to begin landing procedures and to bring the ship down as near to T'than's as possible. Then he summons both Sc'orr and Naor'rin to join him to take their seats*

Sc: *He and Naor'rin sit, she and Zo'or together, and Sc'orr a couple of seats down.* The warriors have likely detected our arrival - we must be wary and alert when we step from the safety of this ship.

N: You are correct. They will probably see us arrive and ready themselves for conflict.

Ch: But we have motion and infrared sensors that will tell us when they are near,*she says softly from across the aisle.*

Sc: Your own body will tell you what you need to know much faster than any tracking device Chandra...always listen to it. There is much to be said for 'gut instinct.' *Zo'or had been engrossed in monitoring a small data interface and finally he looks up and speaks.*

N: *Sc'orr was very correct about that; and Naor'rin's instincts did not fool her as to the outcome for many of the Jaridians down on the planet. But she was at least gratified that Chandra was with her. As Naor'rin suspected, she was still very naive, so in truth, what the Jaridian had done, was to accept to take care of Chandra, for she knew the danger they were up to like the scales in her palm. In a way, that had told her that subconsciously, she had made her choice.*

Z: We are ready to land, I am… satisfied to see that both T'than and Cadence are still alive. I was concerned for them after hearing T'than's message that she was still in the hands of the Jaridians...*He looks at Naor'rin's face and he knows her divided loyalties are tearing at her soul, and he gently squeezes her hand as the ship enters the planet's atmosphere. He leans his body as close to her as their chairs will allow and whispers* All will be well Naor’rin…try not to worry.

N: *Her thoughts are cut by his voice and his gentle touch. Her fingers curl, wanting to entwine with his and she looks sideways at him, making an effort to offer him a smile. Then, her lips mold a faint whisper of thank you, and she looks back ahead as the vegetation cuts part of their sight over the beautiful planet, and then as the ship rotates, they are presented with a magnificent view.*

Z: *There is a slight tremor through the ship as it lands, and as the engines power down they rise and one by one disembark to take their first steps into the unknown of what may await them on this planet... *

Ch: *Zekhoor had been the first one out, and he motioned for her to follow, which she did after activating her scanner. Both had their weapon raised as they circled the small area carefully, but finally the scans were complete and they took up a slightly more relaxed position.* It's all right, we are alone and you may now exit the ship.

Zek: *He watches as the others exit the ship, his mind honed to zero in on any movement that may be hidden in the vegetation. He remembers the Jaridian replicants and how they were able to keep their presence undetected until they were about to strike.*

N: *She takes her hand to her chest, feeling the small badge pinned just over her heart. She felt uneasy, unnaturally nervous, but after a few moments, she got up, and followed the others out of the ship and was treated to the most dazzling sight, one that filled her mind with memories and her heart with warmth.*

Ch: *She looks around her; they are parked on a ridge of land that ends in a precipice which overlooks the calm, pink waters below. Chandra lifts her face and allows the warm, rosy rays from the two suns to caress her face. The place was beautiful; there were two huge and hazy-looking moons in the sky, and a little bright one in between them. The environment was lush in the extreme and visions of making love with Zekhoor down on the lovely beach, their skins caressed by the sublime breezes as the birds sang filled her mind for a moment and she smiled. But as she turned slowly she took in a line of thickly adorned trees that seemed to lead to woodlands to the opposite of the cliff...those trees...they would make for a wonderful hiding place if anyone were watching. She pointed her scanner to that direction but nothing registered - they were alone, but why did she feel so uneasy? 

# Your own body will tell you what you need to know much faster than any tracking device Chandra..# Sc'orr's words came back to haunt her and she turned and went to the relative safety of the two warships. Zekhoor had entered T'than's ship and was now stepping out... it must be empty and she stood waiting for his report.*

If there is damaged computer equipment in there, I might be able to open up the root interface system and access information that way. It would give us at least an idea of what went on here. *She turns to Naor'rin.* As I am your protector I would ask that you accompany me - it will be safer in there than out here anyway. *She motions for Naor'rin to follow and steps inside.*

N: *She had been somewhat hypnotised by the view, and she and Zo'or had exchanged meaningful glances. But she was not completely unwary. T'than's ship was just a few yards from them, and Zekhoor had wasted no time checking it. Naor'rin heard Chandra's words attentively, and she agreed to follow the girl. She was just at the ramp when she stopped and looked back.* Be careful... *she was not that pleased about leaving Zo'or; he had a good weapon on his side, but the Jaridians had, for the most part, better instincts and reflexes.*

Sc: *Once the two women are on T'than's ship, he turns to the others.* Zo'or, what are your orders?

Z: *He holds up his hand as his eyes narrow...he can almost feel the presence of Jaridians lurking, watching their every move, His body glows blue-white and then he turns his attention to Sc'orr*  Sc'orr, I can almost sense they are not far from us. I feel certain that they know we are here, watching and waiting, like animals stalking their prey...

Sc: I suggest that we set up a base of operations here - we can use our ship's protective screens to shield this area, and us, from any outside forces such as weapons, but, before we do that, we must make sure the area is secure - otherwise we would trap the enemy in here and such a situation could be...unfortunate...for all involved.

Z: I agree, these screens are impregnable once they are deployed. *As he speaks his palms begin to glow* Once we have secured the area I will return to the ship and try running scans to see if we can pinpoint T'than and Cadence Blue's location...

Sc: *His eyes look briefly to Zo'or's palms as they light and he allows the glow to become his sole visual focus as his mind and body become completely attuned to the environment around him. They are not alone...he can nearly feel the hostility flowing like slow and stagnant water around them* There is danger in this place, and we are not alone here. *He looks to the line of trees in the distance, the forest so shrouded from the warm sunlight that it nearly looks black.* There. *his eyes shift in the direction of the vegetation.*

Zek: *He approaches the two Taelons*...Sc'orr, Zo'or...I overheard your conversation, I agree, I sense a presence other than those of our landing party as well. We must not forget how Jaridians are able to mask their true appearance. It is a fact that they have the ability to take on other forms, and also do not disregard what we know of their replicants. We do not know how long they have occupied this planet, nor for what purpose. We must assume that they are here for reasons other than recreation.

Z: I must agree with Zekhoor, we can leave nothing to chance where such cunning and fierce warriors are concerned, for the cry to conquer burns deep in their souls.

Sc: And it is for that very reason that I do not believe they will employ replicants or hide behind shields. They allowed us to know of their presence here with their lifeform readings - they need not have, for they could have masked them. *he shakes his head* No, their actions against our people already show that they seek the battle...and to conquer, and it is that brazenness that will make our situation all the more perilous, for they *want* to fight us.

*A flash of movement just outside the line of trees makes them all look. A ray of sunlight had glinted off of something - a blade, or body armor perhaps. Sc'orr closes his eyes and blushes, templing his fingers under his chin* I fear that today we shall all become killers...how unfortunate. However, we are left with little choice and today, you are both my brothers in battle. *He nods to Zo'or and then to Zekhoor as they begin walking to the trees, their actions stealthy as they skirt the perimeter, dodging in and out from behind large rocks and trees as they draw closer to the danger which awaits them...*

Z:..It is their way, and those opposed to peace between our kinds are sworn to destroy every Taelon they encounter; the warrior spirit within them never diminishes. Still like you Sc'orr, I do not relish the thought of killing those of Naor'rin's kind, but I will do what I must to ensure our survival...*Then as Sc'orr nods to them his shaquarava begins glowing as he readies himself to face the enemy that lays in wait. He can almost feel the heat of their bodies as they inch their way nearer to what hides in the shadows of the flora surrounding them. *

Book Thirteen_

The Rescue - Part One

The Men_

R'dara - *She crouched low in the foliage as the three aliens approached - two Taelons and another of a race she could not identify but it mattered not - he would die all the same. The plan had worked just as Tren'ag had said it would; she had allowed herself to be seen as she rushed across the clearing, and now they came, thinking they were being so sly, and soon...soon she would kill them...*

~*~

Zek: *His sharp vision and keen senses pick up the slight movement in the tall grass, and as he focuses his eyes he can see the red glow of the eyes of the warrior who awaits his chance to attack them, he moves in closer behind the Taelons*...there just ahead, by that tree, he is stooped down behind the tall blades of grass...one of us can take him out, as the other two search for the rest...

Z:  I have noted the movement as well Zekhoor. Sc'orr you and Zekhoor move over that way...*he points to his left where the vegetation is higher and would be the place where those waiting to ambush them would be most likely to take cover*...I will attend to this one...*he steals his way along the tall flora and at once he spies the Jaridian stooped down watching and waiting, unaware that he has moved behind him within striking range. Taking a deep breath he raises his palms and sends two fiery blasts into the back of the Jaridian. *

R'dara - *She watches as the group of three splits - a Taelon and the dark-haired alien going to an adjacent area of thick foliage, the single Taelon disappearing from her sight - she wanted to warn Tren'ag that there were two coming his way! But he was older, and an exceptional warrior, and she should know...he was her mate. All at once she sensed something behind her but before she could even turn her back felt as though the flesh was being burned away...shaquarava! But the sight that greeted her when she turned was inconsistent with what she knew of the facts; Taelons no longer possessed that gift of defense, and yet a Taelon stood there, his hands showing the afterglow of the intense power used for the blast. She had to think fast...her body armor had spared her life, but only for a few extra moments...she was dying.*

Z: *He stands almost frozen as the Jaridian turns to face him and is startled as he discovers this warrior is a young female, and reminiscent of Naor'rin in so many ways. But Naor’rin was different - she was special and unlike the rest of her barbaric species. *


R'dara - Taelon...*she said.* You have shaquarava! *She could see that he was surprised that the warrior he confronted was a female...he looked at her with near familiarity...that was odd. She thought she also detected pity in his eyes - but Taelons were evil...they were killers! That is what they had always been taught! But...if this Taelon had some kind of soft feeling within him, perhaps she could use it to her best advantage.* I...am dying *she gasps as she falls on her side, letting her eyes find his* You wanted for my death, and now you shall have it Taelon! *she gasps in pain once* But...I do not want to die alone...please....*She looks at him, the glow in her emerald eyes fading and full of pain - the red flickering out like a flame on the wind as she extends her hand toward him*...please....

Z: *He must steel himself, not be taken in by what he sees before him...#she is not Naor'rin#... but still it pains his heart as he thinks...#she is so much like Naor'rin was at one time#...he stiffens his body and raises his hands again, his shaquarava glowing in his palms as he replies*...Yes, the shaquarava, *his eyes study hers*...it was given to me as a gift...*his head tilts slightly downward and a soft smile crosses his lips*...by one of your kind...

R'dara - *She shakes her head, her expression somewhere between disgust and disbelief* No...that is a lie! That is impossible! No Jaridian would ever bestow such a prize on a Taelon! *He seemed sincere, but R'dara could not bring herself to believe that any Jaridian could be a friend to a Taelon. It was so totally contradictory to every value and tenet she had been taught since she had been old enough to walk.* Taelons are killers and murderers! You yourself have proven that...look at me! *she screamed in rage, though her voice was hollow with her weakness. * 

Z:  You are no different, *he said coldly.* Had I not attacked, you would have killed me. Perhaps you are uninformed, but there is a truce between our species, and whether you like that fact or not you will have to accept that it is not eight million years ago, and we are not at war.

R'dara - No, it is not 8 million years ago, *she spits bitterly* ..it is today, and if you truly believe that there can be an end to the conflict between my kind and yours then you are nothing but an idealistic dreamer! *she gasps and coughs, having to spit the blood that is beginning to well up in her lungs as she lies back. Breathing is becoming more difficult. She wondered idly if what he said could ever be, and then inwardly reprimanded herself...it was the fact that she was dying that was causing this momentary weakness. Still...the world was darkening around her and she wished that Tren'ag were here...to hold her, to help guide her to what came next, if there was anything at all...Her hand reached out again, slender fingers reaching, the hand surrounded by her fingerless leather gloves.*

Z:  I could help you, but I cannot trust you...*he watches as her outstretched hand reaches out to him. She asks not to die alone, and her pleading words do strike a chord within him as he reaches out his hand…*   


R'dara - *She doesn't move as he kneels and gathers her into his arms. It was unbelievable - there she was, in the tender embrace of a Taelon...the glitter of his blue jumpsuit replacing the hazy pink sky. To die alone is a terrible thing, even for a warrior, and so she accepted the touch of even one who was her most hated enemy. But then, she realized what she was allowing - there was no honor in taking comfort from him - he was the enemy! If the others saw her like this they would kill her right then and there! Her left hand, which was lying limp at her side began to make a slow ascent, until it rested against his chest, and she looked up into his eyes.*

Z: *He kneels beside her and gently picks her up. It was not his first choice to help her, however…he would do it…for Naor’rin, and only for Naor’rin. He is well aware of her hostility even though her eyes do not reveal it. He is about to tell her he wishes to help her when he feels her arm raise and her shaquarava begins to glow in her palm. She is about to kill him! *

R'dara: Taelon...*she said weakly*...I do not want to die alone, and so I shall take you with me! *Her hand pulls back and her shaquarava lights, but then her entire body stiffens and her back arches...death had arrived sooner than anticipated, leaching her very life-force into its dark hands. It was over before it had begun and she went limp against him.* May you die slowly, Taelon....*The words came, riding on her unconquerable hatred, though they were but a sigh which was soon lost in the warm breeze.*

Z: *He sees her shaquarava light and is about to drop her to activate his own when her body stiffens. He had been wrong in allowing his compassion to override his intuition and it almost cost him his life. He rises back to his feet and watches dispassionately as the woman’s body explodes into ashes to be blown away on the wind.

His thoughts then turn to T'than, his mind searching for his life-force in the commonality, and it is so weak that it barely registers an existence. Perhaps they were already too late and it would have been wiser not to come and endanger all their lives… * 

~*~

Sc: *He walks beside Zekhoor as they approach another dense area of vegetation and again his senses are assaulted by the feeling of intense hostility.* Zo'or was right, *he whispers* ...there is someone here. *Then, just ahead, almost directly in front of them, camouflaged in the bushes, they see him and Zekhoor instantly raises his Exolink but Sc'orr puts up a hand.* Wait...*he utters softly*

Jaridian Warrior...I have no desire to kill you. I ask that you step out from your hiding place and face us without a raised weapon. Let us duel with our words and knowledge instead. *They stand just beside a great boulder, using it as shielding in case the warrior fires at them, and wait for his answer...*

Tren'ag: *He shudders with rage as he hears a blast off in the direction of where R'dara was hiding; he had seen the one Taelon heading over there. His eyes glow red as anguish fills him - his mate, that Taelon had killed her, and he will pay and so will these two, but first of course, he must kill this Taelon. The other alien he will attend to later. Waves of anger sweep through him as his hatred abounds with the ever burning torment of the loss of his mate. But he must not lose his focus, he will avenge her death and every other Jaridian that this murderous power hungry race of so-called superior beings has killed. He contemplates his situation; he must not be too hasty, he must bide his time wisely until the right moment is there. He is outnumbered by the two, and must find a way to split them up, or get them off guard, and then strike down the Taelon. He rises so they can see him. *

Sc: *He knows the Jaridian is weighing his words, deciding what to do, and finally he rises; the male is huge, as tall as Sc'orr and just as muscular. He has the look of a fierce and powerful warrior. Zekhoor stands close - he can just feel it as their shoulders brush each other, and the Veluran is in an extreme state of alertness, his adorned arm not completely raised but not completely lowered either.*

Tren'ag: Taelon, I am Tren'ag, I am not against speaking with you, but your request that I drop my weapon puts me at a grave disadvantage.There are two of you, and the alien with you has a weapon. *he keenly observes every movement of their bodies and what is in their eyes as he continues*..I fear my mate has been injured and may be dead or near death - did you not hear the blast? And I have not received any word from her since. If your words are true Taelon, that you wish only to speak, then show me a sign of good faith by facing me alone, and sending your alien friend off to see what has happened to my mate. Is this not a reasonable and fair request? *he stares at the two figures, hoping that the alien will be sent to check the condition of his mate, and as he thinks of her his blood boils with outrage; even death is too good for the Taelon that killed her.*

Sc: *He considers the request; if need be, he might be able to fight the Jaridian - they were of equal size, but he would still be at a disadvantage.* Tren'ag, I am Sc'orr. I understand your request, however, even if you drop every weapon which you are armed with, you still have the shaquarava. I on the other hand, have nothing, *his hands are out before him, his palms facing upwards,* That is why my associate remains. However, I am a warrior as well, and for many years I lived among a warrior race, and so I know what the solemn word of a warrior means. Give me yours, that you will not attempt force against me, and I shall send my associate to check on the one who is your mate. *He knew he was taking a great risk, one that many would consider unwise - he himself knew that it was, for he did not know in what regard this being held the meaning of honor. However, he had to attempt to reason before he could kill. *

Tren'ag: *He seethes inside at the Taelon's words... #Solemn word. That requires honor Taelon, what do you know of honor?#...*His eyes do not show what he harbors deep in his soul, that a Taelon never lived that had any honor... He will give him his solemn word, and even though he does not intend to stand by it, his code of honor will not be tarnished for he will not have allowed himself to be fooled by the hollow words of Umrathuma, and he will rid his kind of one more Taelon. *

Sc'orr, I am of a race of beings who hold honor as sacrosanct. I will give you my word that I will not attack you...I want only to know the fate of my mate. If you will grant me this I will listen to what you have to say...*he stands back awaiting the Taelon's decision. *

Sc: *He turned to Zekhoor, speaking quietly* It may be wise to go and ascertain Zo'or's condition - I do have concern, for he has not returned.

Zek: Sc'orr, I also have deep concern for Zo'or, but he does possess the powerful weapon of his shaquarava to defend himself. I do not think it wise to leave you unprotected. Once I leave you have no weapon should this Jaridian's word not be honorable. I doubt Zo'or would sanction your request to encounter him under such uneven circumstances.

Sc: Do not argue with me please, *his look softens slightly* My friend, please go. Zo'or's safety is of paramount importance for he is the leader of my kind. Should he be killed we risk another Taelon taking power who...may not share his desire to continue working for peace with the race we fight at this moment. *What he really meant was someone like T'than taking control, and his eyes conveyed this, and he could see that Zekhoor understood.* Return quickly if you can, *he mouths*...I may need assistance...

Zek: *He nods in affirmation though he is very uneasy about leaving him in such a precarious situation* Keep some kind of a barrier between you and him at all times. Remember Sc'orr, the shaquarava is quick to summon and deadly to its target. *His eyes lock with the Taelon's with a look of warning then he hastens his pace to see to Zo'or's situation. *

Sc: *Turning back to Tren'ag, he steps out fully from behind the boulder* You may step out now, for we are alone.

~*~

Zek: His pace quickens with each step he takes, he is uneasy with the thought of Sc'orr back there alone with the Jaridian having no weapon to defend himself with should this Jaridian attack him. He sees Zo'or standing in a small wooded area, seemingly deep in thought, and as he approaches him he sees the ashes and knows at once that he had killed a Jaridian.* Zo'or, I see you are allright, but I am concerned for Sc'orr, he is now engaged in speaking with a Jaridian named Tren'ag.  I was vehemently against this but he bade me to come and see to your situation.  It would seem that the Jaridian you have killed was Tren'ag's mate. Tren'ag has given his solemn word that he will not strike out at Sc'orr, but I am not convinced he will abide by it. 


Z: *Zekhoor's words stun him -  how could Sc'orr in all his wisdom leave himself open to such a situation? * You are correct, he will not abide by his word, if the one I killed is any indication of the behavior of the rest of them. Hurry ahead of me Zekhoor, and shoot to kill the Jaridian. Those are my orders.  

~*~

Tren'ag: His heart beats wildly within his chest as mind and body merge to answer to the call of the warrior spirit that is the essence of all his kind. He cannot help but be amused at the Taelon’s willingness to take his word.  #Taelons are not only frail beings but this one shows a lack of intelligence as well.#... He weighs all his options, while he wishes to kill each and every Taelon who crosses his path, there is one he must make pay for the slaughter of his mate, the Taelon bastard who was responsible for her death.  He steps out into he open and makes his way toward the Taelon. This one is somewhat different in stature - he is more muscular than other Taelons he had encountered, but he is still no match for a Jaridian. His features take on a less forceful appearance as he approaches him. * I thank you Sc'orr for allowing your comrade to see what may have befallen my mate. For you to accept my word required both strength and trust, and I respect that. Now, what is it you wish from me?

Sc: *The warrior's reasonable words belay darker intentions; Sc'orr had seen this tact before. There was something about his body language...something, tense, ready to strike, like a snake laying in wait in the tall grass, but the Taelon holds his ground.* I wish for the hostilities between our two groups to cease; we have come here on a mission of mercy, to save two of our comrades who are gravely injured.

We mean to ill intent to your group on this world, and we will leave in due haste once our friends are back within our custody. I ask that you convey my message to your commander, so that neither of our peoples suffers anymore needless losses. *He was beginning to feel very uneasy, and he hoped that Zo'or was uninjured, and that he and Zekhoor would return soon, and it was then that his eyes caught a change in Tren'ag's hands... *

Tren'ag: * At once he notices the Taelon's eyes falling upon his hands, #How very wise of you Taelon, I see you are not as stupid as I thought at first#...*He withdraws any sign of change and opens his palms so that the Taelon will see he has not ignited them*...Do I see distrust in your eyes Sc'orr? As you can see I have not activated my shaquarava. *To try to lure him off guard he changes the course of their conversation*...Your name is reminiscent of another, one who was responsible for the massacre of many of my kind. We are aware of many of your kind who are empowered, but that is of little matter now...

Sc: It is merely a natural response that I would look to your hands - they are your natural weapon, and it is through your hands that you would kill me. I am not naive enough to simply and openly trust you Tren'ag, however much I might want to.

Tren'ag: *His eyes stare directly into the Taelon's, his voice almost a hiss* I am not as trusting of you as well. You could have told your friend to hide and attack me as I came to greet you. I have only your word that you sent him to check on my mate. So you see Sc'orr, there is a hint of distrust in both of us...

Sc: Agreed. Trust does not come easily between our species, but this is not a political forum for such a debate. My associate is not here and we are alone. I assure you, we are only here to locate our people and then we shall leave.

Tren'ag: *He walks closer to the Taelon then casts his eyes in the direction the alien had taken...*His voice bears a slight undertone of sarcasm as he narrows his eyes as if to scrutinize him*... Now about your friends, what makes you think that I or any of my kind know anything about them?. We are on the defensive because your ships have landed here, we could only assume that you meant harm to us. Would you like our assistance in locating your friends? *He notes the Taelon taking in and pondering his words. He knows the time to strike is now for he may not get another chance.

Sc: Come now Tren'ag, let us not waste each other's time with deceit; we have already received a distress call from them stating that they were under attack, from your troop of soldiers, and, *smirk*...had we intended harm to you and yours you may trust that we would not be standing here and having this conversation, for our ship would have simply come in firing.

Tren'ag: Every fiber of his being burns with the hatred he has for this race of killers, and he quickly activates his shaquarava directing its blast at the Taelon, then hoping his strike was fatal. He hides behind the boulder to wait for his chance to strike at the one he is sworn to wreak his revenge upon. *

Sc: *A bright explosion, and Sc'orr ducks out of the way, but not before the searing heat of the warrior's shaquarava blast grazes his shoulder causing him to roll several times.* His shoulder is on fire with pain but he quickly does a mental exercise and forces himself to control it as he rises and walks to where he knows the warrior lays in wait. In a flash he lunges and soon their two bodies are locked in physical combat. Tren'ag was a truly skilled and vicious fighter, but Sc'orr was no less tenacious. At one point the Jaridian pulled a razor sharp blade from his belt and Sc'orr was nearly sliced down his sternum but he managed to grab Tren'ag's wrist and squeeze with all his strength until the other male dropped the weapon. Soon he has him pinned, one hand gripping Tren'ag's hands behind his back, his other arm around the warrior's neck, his hand gripping his chin, prepared to break his neck* Please...do not force me to kill you! *All at once the warrior's body jerks violently as he manages to pull one huge arm free from Sc'orr's stronghold, and his shaquarava lights... *

Tren'ag: *Before he has time to look up from his hiding place to see if the Taelon lay dead, he is upon him and they are locked in battle.  He is now fed only by the incessant desire for revenge that consumes his soul, and he must not die before he kills the one responsible for R'dara's death. The hatred he felt for the Taelons before is nothing compared to what he nurtures within him now. How could so many of his kind seek peace with this murderous race of beings? He activates his shaquarava, it is not within him to yield surrender, and his only choice is to try to kill this one.  If he succeeds then the other will be his to kill, if not he can only hope that another of his kind will kill him and avenge his mate's death. He struggles and manages to break his one arm free, ready to strike out at his enemy*... You, Umrathuma, by the great Shakarava may you and all your kind be eradicated from the universe forever..* his feels the Taelon's grip tighten ready to snap his neck, his only regret that he will not live to see the Taelon who killed R'dara meet his doom. He screams out his outrage with his final words*...With my dying breath I curse you and all your kind, Taelon!

Sc: *Sc'orr's eyes widen in surprise, but he wastes no time in reacting: In one, swift motion he wrenches the Jaridian's head, hearing the cracking sound as his vertebrae shatter, severing his spinal cord.* I am sorry...*he says quietly, though the warrior is beyond hearing, and then he lets him slide to the ground, stepping back as the body explodes into powdery ashes.

Book Thirteen_

The Rescue - Part Two

The Women_

 N: *The ship was smaller than the one they had travelled in. There was only a cargo bay in the first floor, and then one would go thru a ramp to the upper level, where there was a small room that led to the small cockpit. The ship was practically empty. Naor'rin had not missed the amount of boxes and paraphernalia outside the ramp. The Jaridians had been working there and left in a hurry for some reason.* Chandra... *she said, rather casually* We must proceed with caution... whomever transported the boxes outside left in a hurry. 

Ch: *She nods, her arm outstretched, her fingers ready to trigger her Exolink if need be, though inside she cringed at the idea of killing someone.* 

N: *There were still a few devices scattered here and there; walking up the ramp into the smaller room, they finally reached the bridge. There were signs of an explosion; the walls were darkened and burnt. Then she spotted something on the floor...* Ashes... *and moved forward, passing by Chandra and rushing forward. She kneeled on the floor and touched her fingers to the small pile. So, there had been casualties already... She looked around her and it was easy to guess what had caused the burn marks.* A Jaridian died here... 

Ch: *Her eyes widen and she swallows* Died... here? *Her eyes scan the small room - there was no one there save for themselves now, but...a being had died where she was now standing... it was a fearful thought. She wondered if T'than or maybe even Cadence had killed him, though she couldn't see Cadence killing anyone anymore than she could see herself doing so. Had he been one of the ones to hurt them, or had he died for no crime at all?* 

N: *She spoke and uttered a few quick words in her native language before rising.* You need to be alert; should need force you to kill, always keep a safe distance from the attacker, lest the explosion of his body hit you. *she looks at Chandra as she approaches.* My kind is deadly, even after we perish... *there was a bitter smirk in her face. She watched as the girl walked closer to the console.* I am afraid the ship is without power. *she touches her hands to a nearby panel, destroyed by a shot.* the computer will not tell you much, but it is clear T'than sent his message from here... *she turns to the burnt wall.* There was a combat... the result is what lies there... *she points at the ashes again.* But perhaps I can find a power cell we can use from the other ship. I will retrieve it and be back in an instant... *With that Naor'rin walks from the cockpit into the small cargo area in the ramp's direction.* 

Ch: Yes all right...*she utters softly as she kneels to remove the panel that will give her access to the innermost workings of the main interface, but in truth she just wanted to focus on something other than death and exploding Jaridians.* 

Borath: *He had been hiding in the shadows for a while now. One being had passed by and inspected the ship; he could hear the footsteps and had been close to attacking, had it not been for the noise that also came from outside. Not much later he had exited and he heard voices at the entrance: male... then two females. It seems they were entering the ship. Only two sets of footsteps... softer... the girls. He could hear the voices easily, but he did not dare to peek. He was well protected from the scans in that room. Tok had done a good job at inspecting every corner of T'than's ship. Shame he had to die for it. There is silence again, and he ventures to leave his hideout and follow the girls into the bridge. He could hear them... one of them spoke the same language as the human, but there was also a voice... words spoken in his language. There was a Jaridian there! A traitor! 
His eyes flashed and he took cover in the dark again. There was someone coming, and he found himself praying it was the Jaridian traitor. He could go down after that attempt, but he would die serving the cause. 


She was coming close; he could smell her already; she passed by him, a lithe figure in a dark jumpsuit, very much like the Taelons'. There was no noise coming from behind her: the other girl had stayed behind... it was the moment. Slowly, in the shadows, much like the wildcat, he moved forward and prepared to attack.* 

Ch: Naor'rin, *she said as she turned on her knees* When you go back to our ship can you bring me a...? *The words die in her throat as she sees a huge Jaridian walking more quietly than she thought one of such size would be able, following Naor'rin.* NAOR'RIN BEHIND YOU!  *Her words are delivered in a frightened scream and she wanted to kick herself for how young she had sounded. * 

N: *There is suddenly a strange sensation that hits her anger and then her fear - intense and dizzying - and not long after, a scream is heard. Instinctively, she dives to the ground, rolling and hiding behind the curve. Something had blasted against the wall only inches from where she was, and her flank was burning from being hit by something. A weapon, energy, biological and all too familiar; it had merely grazed at her skin, luckily, but the scar of the burn would remain to remind her of that day. And there was Chandra, in the room, with the enemy... It all happened in a flash!* 

Borath: *The scream had cut thru his ears; the Jaridian female was gone behind the wall and he needed cover... or better yet a shield... a human shield! Without hesitation he turns around from where the voice had come. A fragile looking girl is standing there, frozen in shock and it would seem, fear. He has the impression the skin is a little more pale than it should be, and she strikes him as oddly familiar. He strikes, moving with incredible speed to grab her.* 

Ch: *The horrible creature begins to turn to her and she goes to rise from her knees, but his muscular arm comes and pushes her back down. She now sits, her lips slightly parted as she looks up into the meanest face she has ever seen. A huge hand grabs her collar and roughly pulls her up until she is looking into the cold depths of reptilian green eyes that glitter with hatred.* 

Borath: Hello there... *he growls in rough English, and then hurries to hide beside the door, throwing Chandra's body against the wall and pinning her there.* It was not you I was after, but your treacherous friend... *There is a smile forming on his lips.* But I must say... my choice was not all that bad. *his touch goes uncomfortably soft.* You remind me of someone... and it seems fate has indeed been generous enough to let me finish with you, what I started with her... *he is nearly whispering at her ear now, his lips moving and almost kissing at her lobes as he speaks.* 

Ch: *His words were eerily familiar, taking her back to barely a few days ago, when a volunteer attempting to rape her had uttered almost the same words.* Cadence...*she says in a whisper so soft that she herself could barely hear it. For the moment she is frozen, trying to make her thoughts move forward to the here and now, and so she pondered what to do as rough lips kissed over her...* 

N: *She could not believe that was happening! She could not leave Chandra alone and go get help... or cry for it, because the Jaridian would hear her. She still tried to tap into her link with Zo'or, but he was preoccupied... so much so, and nervous. They had trouble of their own it seemed, and that only made her more urgent to find a solution to their predicament. It was clear though that she had no choice but to fight against the Jaridian in that room... or hope that Chandra would manage on her own.* Leave her be! *she says, in a language only she and the warrior could understand.* I was the one under your aim... *Slowly, she makes her way from behind the curve and walks into the room that precedes the cockpit.* I wish to speak to your superior... 

Bor: You are a traitor to our species! *he speaks louder, over his shoulder and into the passage.* You better stay where you are. If you come any closer, your human friend here will breathe no more... *he looks back at Chandra, evilly, with a big smirk on his lizard lips and a gleam in his eyes.* though, I might as well steal her breath while she decides... *he speaks to himself before leaning forward and roughly kissing her.* 

N: *His words hurt, a lot! Partially because she knew he was right... but he was also wrong, which made the decision all the more unbearable. She does as he commands and leans to the wall, pressing her back against it. There was something she could use in that bargain.* Then you may take a traitor to your commander, but let her go! 

Ch: *She was being kissed...the Jardian almost suffocating her, but when Naor'rin speaks of going back to see his commander cool air rushes over her face as he pulls away, now entirely focused on the Jaridian female, his face showing avid interest, and it looks as though he may take her up on the offer...* 

Bor: *The proposal was tempting, but he was not about to trust that Jaridian; she did, however, seem to want the girl. He backed off somewhat, still holding his massive hand to her throat. It was a shame he had never been the top of his class at sensorial perception or he would have known if that woman meant what she said.* You do not actually believe you can trick me... 

N: I have no intentions of doing that... *she speaks from the middle of the passage. She was risking much; he had wanted to kill her before, and no Jaridian was without weapons.* But think about it... you could win great respect with your superior... *she is taking small careful steps towards the bridge.* Do not hurt the girl, and you have my word. 

Bor: *He looks at Chandra. That female put up a nice talk, and indeed he might even get a reward, and further time to get what he wanted from the human. He smiled at Chandra and his eyes gleamed with expectation; the grip went tighter around her throat and he pulled her against him, making her turn and using her as shield. Slowly, he stepped away from the wall.* 

N: *They were face to face now. Chandra seemed unharmed and that was a relief. Naor'rin closed both her hands in sign of yield, but she still looked into the Jaridian's eyes.* 

Ch: *Her eyes had met Naor'rin's for a moment in a sincere look of apology; recently Chandra had questioned her ability to be a Companion Protector, and now she had her answer - she had failed... and not only that, she had failed Zo'or himself! She looks away in shame.* 

Bor: *It was quite a sight! He never thought he could meet anyone that could rival with Vedra but that Jaridian was something else: beautiful and clearly strong. A shame she would have to die. He held his palm outward, pointing his shaqaravah at her; she did not flinch and he smiled at that.* Get down on your knees, I need to make sure you will not try to escape at the last moment... 

N: *She nodded solemnly and slowly sank to her knees. He was nervous. She could tell he was expecting her to jump on him at any time and he was yet undecided as to how he would restrain both her and the girl. But that answer came easily enough.* 

Bor: *In an instant, he let his shaquaravah ignite, but not on Naor'rin, but on Chandra! 

Ch: *A look back and she had gasped at the fire that burned like a small sun in his hand, and she didn't even have time to cry from the pain when he shot her, for everything was swallowed into the black pit, and she was limp in his arms...* 

N: No! You have no honor! 

Bor: Who are you to speak about honor, friend of the Taelons? *his eyes flash and turn her way.* She is not dead... *He adds softly as the girl went limp in his arms.* You know the deal Jaridian... if you try anything, anything at all, the girl dies! *he lets Chandra sink slowly to the floor and walks to the other Jaridian.* Naor'rin, right? The name strikes me as familiar... *he grabs one of her wrists, then the other, and holds them behind her back. He also notices the burn at her waist and once she is restrained, he mockingly passes a finger over it.* I am so terribly sorry about this... *he walks from her and picks up Chandra and brings up his communicator: DraVal's is closed, so he calls Vedra. At once he is told to bring them both to where she is, and he gets the coordinates to the place.* Lets go! *he nods for Naor'rin to turn and start walking* 

N: *Her eyes moved to Chandra... it had been such a mistake to bring her there. But at least the Jaridian had accepted her proposal. Perhaps there was a way to stop that conflict without killing... and perhaps this Jaridian would lead her right to Cadence. It was worth the risk, even though, she risked Chandra as well. Zo'or was still unreachable; but soon he would search for her, once he found her missing... and the same with Zekhoor. Borath had checked her birefly for tracking devices... what he did not know, was that she was the tracking device! 

Giving it no more thought, she walked ahead of Borath and she wondered how many Jaridians she would find on that planet; twelve dots were on that screen. Exiting the ship she noticed none of the Taelons were around and there was suddenly something gripping at her heart; they were alive, at least Zo'or was, and unharmed as far as she could tell, but the pursuit had begun.. 

Borath led her down a small cliff; he had to take a longer path it seemed because they ended up at the bottom near the lake, and those rocks would have been easy to climb... but not with tied hands... or when carrying an unconscious body. 

The road along the cliff was hard, and they dove into dense vegetation. They walked for a while in what seemed like circles and Naor'rin had to turn her face to avoid the leaves of some plants; but they still cut at her cheeks somewhat. Then finally, a small clearing. A massive hand was at her shoulder and the Jaridian behind her issued a familiar sound - that of a small animal from her homeplanet. The answer came seconds later, but the tone was different.* 

Bor: Move! *Borath roughly pushed her ahead, making her trip and nearly fall, but Naor'rin caught herself and walked as instructed. There was suddenly someone by her side and she moved just in time to dodge the blow, but she was off balance and was pushed forward and inevitably fell on her knees.* 

Vedra: Well, well, what do we have here? *she signalled the other Jaridian with her to come closer.* Borath, I see you brought souvenirs. Where did you get them? 

Bor: *He walks closer to the rock face that was right ahead of them, and rests Chandra on the floor.* In T'than's ship... they were looking for clues... but they missed me. *he turns back to Vedra with an evil smile.* So much the better. 

Ved: *She looks at the human.* You seem to have a thing for blond humans. They all look the same, fragile and more of a setback than anything else, wouldn't you agree? *she was talking with Borath but had turned to Naor'rin, so it was unclear to whom those last words were meant. The other female requited her strong stare, as she made her way back to her feet.* 

N: *At once there were hulking hands grabbing her arms behind her back. She was alone against those three Jaridians. What she felt from the female gave Naor'rin the shudders: she had never felt someone so dark and full of hatred. Her emotions were like ice picks at her soul.* 

Bor: That one came with the Taelons... no doubt they needed someone to tell them how to best destroy a Jaridian... *his eyes flashed dangerously.* 

Ved: I do not think she could be of much help anyway... all it took was you to defeat her. *she looks down upon Naor'rin scrutinisingly.* She looks as fragile and tamed as the human! *she walks closer, standing inches from the other female Jaridian.* That's what you get when you spend too much time with the Taelons... 

N: Are you in charge of the Jaridians on this planet? *she asks simply, exerting all of her self control not to show anger or any other emotion that could betray her.* 

Ved: I see you are in the mood for talk... shame... *she looks to the side.* cause I am not... *and without warning punches the wound at her waist.* 

N: *The pain had been so great! She could not help but to moan, but as soon as the shock was gone her eyes were gleaming in all their might. It seemed the diplomatic way was not an option... but the Jaridians seemed distracted enough with her to miss Chandra waking up and slowly making her way towards a crevice in the rock wall...* 

Ch: *The walls of the pit that imprisoned her were melting away in the warm sunlight, the blackness evolving into rose as she looked up into the great expanse of pink sky above her. The sound of arguing voices brought her into complete alertness and she looked and saw Naor'rin. She was arguing with another female of her kind, flanked by the huge male who had brought them to this other place, and another who stood behind her. Then the hostile female punched Naor'rin and Chandra had to bite her lip to keep from screaming. She needed to be calm - for now Naor'rin appeared well, and she would have to hold her own and Chandra had to hope that the others would not kill her where she stood. Rising she headed toward where there was a great crevice in the rock, burned and scorched from weaponry. Chandra intook a sharp breath and her skin prickled; suddenly she knew without a doubt that T'than and Cadence were in there, in that darkness, but... she had to stay with Naor'rin and protect her! Her eyes moved back and forth from the cave to the small group and she thought that perhaps she could distract the small force when they noticed her disappearance, leaving Naor'rin to deal with less.* 

Ved: *Her communicator chirped. It was DraVal, reporting on their progress. It seemed a few of the Jaridians in his company had engaged in combat; at least 2 had died. That made her furious... and the only one that she could take it out on, was Naor'rin. She closed the link and looked murderously in Naor'rin's direction. * 

N: *The conflict with Vedra moved on to silent glaring. They were evaluating each other's strength.* Something the matter Vedra? *she needed to keep the Jaridian's attention on herself before they noticed Chandra; but the girl was just disappearing behind the curtains of darkness of the small cave. 

Ved: No, not really. It just seems your little friends are in big trouble, because my commander is on to them... and they will be falling right into his trap soon... *there was an evil smile tainting her features. One would be led to wonder how so much evil could hide behind such beauty.* 

N: *She would have been deeply disturbed by those words had she not watched Vedra's reaction when reading the message she had been sent. But there was menace and truth in what she said, and Naor'rin's eyes closed for a moment as she tried to focus on Zo'or... he was still alive, and besides tormented, he seemed well.* 

Ch: *Amazingly, she still had her Exolink! It was barely visible beneath the long sleeve of her jacket, and earlier she had never had a chance to fire it, and the big Jaridian must have been so enamored of capturing Naor'rin that he had never checked her for weapons. Fate was stepping in to give her another chance, and Chandra intended to make the best of it. 

Into the cave she went, and there, surrounded by beams of sunlight which entered through the opening, were Cadence and T'than. They seemed to glow as though they were divine, the sunlight seeming to watch over them as they slept...or rested in death. Her hand went to her mouth as she knelt down beside them. T'than was alive, but he was moving between his true form and his facade, but even that was transparent. She touched him, only to have particles of his energy dance around her fingers and disperse.* T'than...*she whispers*...Can you hear me? *slight movement, but nothing else.* 

Cadence was dressed in a large, grey shirt that was so big it was nearly falling off of her. Her head lay over the Taelon's abdomen and it was then that Chandra noticed the terrible gash at his waist where his glowing essence escaped freely into crystalline wind flurries before evaporating on the air. For a moment she was glad; T'than had kidnapped Cadence, and she was near death... he deserved to die! But she was a full-fledged protector now, sworn to serve the Taelons, and so she stepped back from her inner feelings and lifted Cadence away from him - the energy flow slowing slightly without the added weight of her head. 

She held Cadence in her arms, stroking her tangled curls out of her face, grimacing when she saw the four ugly gashes that still oozed blood over Cadence's right cheek; the mark of Jaridian claws. The girl's flesh felt like ice and Chandra found herself checking for a pulse with two fingers under her jaw - yes, it was there, fluttering under her skin like the wings of a dying dove.* Cadence! *she cried in a whisper, her voice choked, but even when she shook her there was no response. She buried her face in the other girl's hair* Oh Cadence... what did he do to you? 
*She was so distraught that she did not notice the injured Jaridian who rested in the deep shadows...watching her.* 

Balik - Sergeant Vedra! A prisoner has escaped! 

Ved: *She turned to the Jaridian that held Naor'rin* Watch her! *those green eyes indicated Vedra recognised a bigger threat in Naor'rin than her words admitted. Vedra turned and headed to the cave, motioning Borath to come along; Balik was where she had left him, seated and holding on to the burn at his chest.* Look the little human slithered her way into the cave. *she notices how Chandra holds Cadence* How adorable... *she backs away and turns to Borath* This suits us well, there is no way out, she is trapped there... they all are. But just in case, watch them closely. I want to have a talk with our new friend... 

Bor: *he was already walking into the room.* Naor'rin.. *he said, turning back.* Her name is Naor'rin... 

Ved: *Her features lightened. Naor'rin... what an unexpected surprise. As she walked out of the cave and into the light again, her mind rewound to the moment that she had first heard that name from Cadence's lips... and then, when she had revealed both that name and T'than's to MarGrath. That filled her with deeper hatred for the human and Taelon inside the cave, but she had left Borath there for a reason. As for Naor'rin, she had heard from MarGrath's lips who she truly was: the one Jaridian that had become the Jaridian Liaison among the Taelons... but not before she had become a concubine to one of them. 
Naor'rin had been allowed to kneel and sit against the rock face. The other Jaridian was standing beside her, watching as closely as possible and holding a rope that tied to her bound wrists. 
Vedra approached and dismissed the warrior for a moment. She sat on a rock next to Naor'rin and they faced each other again.* Finally, we meet, Naor'rin... 

N: *She was not sure what the other Jaridian had meant, but then she heard her name on her lips and knew it was not supposed to be there. Her eyes were questioning and Vedra continued.* 

Ved: Cadence spoke about you. *that got Naor'rin's complete attention* The poor thing thought I was you when she woke up in our camp, and she was actually relieved. Now I know why that was. You are the Taelon's friend, right? *she was smirking, but her features betrayed the deep hate. * Your treason of our kind has no pardon. 

N: If you call treason trying to find the cure to our malady and helping perpetuate our kind's existence, than yes, I am guilty. 

Ved: Oooh, I bet you are looking everywhere, including in the bed of a Taelon! *her eyes flash with malice* You are well known to us my dear... and I must admit it was a good surprise that Borath captured you after all. *she smirks. There is a pause, then she adds.* But what is your work here? To kill us? Have you forgotten what you are... who you are? 

N: *Those questions touched deep. It was hard to answer, and Naor'rin remained silent, especially after what she was shown. Vedra pulled part of her jumpsuit down to reveal her shoulderblade.* 

Ved: I do wonder if you know what this means anymore... probably not. It should burn when a Taelon touches you... but you have no honor anymore! 

N: *The mark; the same mark she wore. That meant that Vedra and she were of the same caste... the difference could be that Vedra was a little older. Indeed... it had burned at her skin when they had become increasingly closer to Lyra 117; and now she knew where the bad feeling had come from: she would be facing her past... the part of it when she had known happiness amongst her species.* 

Ved: *She covers herself up again.* And I really do not understand *she adds quite matter of factly.* because Taelons aren't really that special. I did wonder you know, so I had to try... I don't think he liked it... *she laughs* but I must say it was nice for the most part, to see him squirm... *she smiles and leans over closer to Naor'rin.* I wonder about your Taelon though. *a pair of green angry eyes look her way* Is he here? *pause* of course he is. *smirk* Once DraVal corners him, and if he doesn't kill him, I'll try to figure out what he has that is so special, that you would abandon your species for the one who murdered thousands of them... *her tone was angry at the end, revolted, hateful.* 

N: *She was speaking of horror, pure horror! Naor'rin could not believe what those words implied! She knew what T'than had done to her... but she now knew her kind was capable of such crimes as well, and the curious thing was that she did not feel avenged, but deeply hurt. There was injustice on both sides, and it was good that Vedra had reminded her of what she truly fought against: not Taelons, nor Jaridians... just the evil that consumed them both. And Vedra was that evil.* I very much doubt you will accomplish anything more Vedra... 

Ved: You doubt? *she rises and looks down at Naor'rin.* I don't! I have everything they want. You came here for the General and the little human, didn't you? Well, they are just inside that cave, along with our elusive blond friend and Borath... *smirk* who should be enjoying his reward very soon... 

N: What is the matter with you? What has happened to your code of honor? 

Ved: I guess you gave us all such a great example, that I decided to forget about it. There is no point in dying for honor anymore... we fight to survive, but we will not grovel before the Taelons like you do, or lie by their feet, or in their beds! *she looks down at Naor'rin.* 

N: In a sick way, I pity you Vedra... for having become worse than the Taelons. Cruel, unfeeling, cold, evil, heartless... there is nothing of a Jaridian in you, no passion... nothing. You are devoid of anything but hatred! It is you who have truly betrayed our species and our clan! *there was suddenly pain at her cheek as she was violently aggressed.* 

Ved: *She could not believe what she was hearing.* Another word, and I promise you will regret the day you were born! *the back of her hand still ached from the hit against the other girl's face.* Or maybe I'll give you a taste of what it is to truly be a Jaridian, to feel passion... I don't think you can with that frigid sexless mate of yours! *she throws her a wicked glance, and was about to add something when noise at the cave and a scream caught her attention.* 

~*~

Bor: *He threw Balik a glance and smirked* Such a shame you are too wounded to participate in this. But maybe later, if DraVal doesn't order their execution. *he smiles and looks at Chandra.* I think we have unfinished business my dear... 

Ch: *She hugs Cadence more tightly, though it is like hugging a rag doll* Don't you come near! I will not allow you to hurt her further! 

Bor: *Unceremoniously, he walks up to the two girls and grabs Chandra’s arm. * You can let her go. My business with her is over... 

Ch: *He is pulling her up and she has no choice but to allow Cadence to rest back on the floor, not that Cadence was awake to care, and soon Chandra is once more locked in the Jaridian's powerful embrace, listening as he talks lasciviously about her best friend.* 

Bor: ....Hot little thing if you ask me... couldn't possibly be satisfied with the Taelon. *he sighs, mockingly.* Such a waste! But with you, it will be different... *he holds her to him.* She is your friend I see... well, that is nice. *he begins to kiss at her neck despite her struggles and he catches one of her breasts in his huge hand and begins to fondle it. But the clothes were in the way, and he hurried to undress at least the shirt. 

Ch: *It was horrible! His hands and mouth were all over her, and soon he was rudely groping at her breasts, laughing and enjoying her struggles. Had she been saved from one rape just to experience another in its entirety?* Stop this! Stop this now! *He unzipped her jacket and ripped it off of her and pulled her shirt out of the waistband of her pants, lifting it to expose her breasts, and she could feel every scale in his hands as he touched her.* 

Bor: Her body was soft and tender against his. He grabbed one of her arms and forces her hand to rest against his chest, and downwards, to feel of his growing lust.* You will have to finish me up for her... *there would be more truth to those words than what he had implied sexually...* 

Ch: *She shuddered when her hand was shoved against his enflamed gender, which felt fever hot through his clothes. But her other hand, the one that was hanging limp behind his back, was still armed with the Exolink; the Jaridians were unaware of this new weapon, and indeed, this Jaridian was once again letting his lust get the better of him and it was clouding his observation. Suddenly she let her head fall back as he kissed her neck, her struggles stopping as she moaned.* Yesss... oh yes....kiss me...kiss my breasts again...please....*she moaned.* 

Bor: *His lips curved up in a smile; this one was even better than Cadence. A shame she would not struggle anymore; but at least he would have a long taste of a human girl. It was exotic, and a fantasy to any Jaridian since Vorjak had taken one as mate. He complied and kisses further and further down until his lips were playing with her silken breasts.* You like this, you little human slut... 

Ch: So good... never felt it like this before....*she went completely limp so he was forced to hold her up, and she smiled at him.* Take me...*she whispered.* Lay me down and take me....*she shuddered against him, and took his hand and made him caress her over her pants* Need you... so bad... 

Bor: *He laughed as his rough hands went about her body.* Did you hear that? *he spoke as if to the room; he couldn't know his fellow Jaridian was already too weak to hear.* We must go to Earth from here... If all human females are like this... *he groped her behind and pulled her closer.* we'll have the fun of our lives... *he smiles down at her and taking her in his arms, he looks about the room for a good ledge or plane of rock to lie her on.* 

Ch: *She waited for him to lay her down, and thus let her go. When he did, she lay there and opened her legs, her hands moving over her breasts, her eyes on his crotch. * Show me what you have for me there, and then...you can take these off and see what I have...*her hands move over her pants as she pets herself. *

Bor: *He keeps smiling; a rather dumb smile as his carnal lust kicks in and it seems his only focus became the girl's attributes...* You bet I will... *he speaks in his language, but the look on his face was universal. * We all will... 

Ch: *She smiled up at him, though not for the reasons he thought. The stupid idiot male was falling for her little seductive act! She was completely free and he was undoing his belt. Chandra turned onto her belly and got on all fours, giving him a great view of the roundness of her rear end, and then in a flash she was up, pulling her shirt back down and turning to face him.* 

Bor: *He had been looking down, annoyed that he could not get the belt off quickly enough; he saw her moving.* Wait up... it's almost there... *finally, he pulled it off; the pants would go down later, though they were tight already.* 

Ch: You said you needed me to finish you off, *she said in a voice that was low with anger.* 

Bor: Definitely... 

Ch: *He lunged at her but she stepped back, her eyes shining with her anger.* THIS is for Cadence you bastard! 

Bor: *His features barely had time to change from shock to anger.* Shi'pra! *that was the last word heard before the noise of flesh disintegrating took over the room.* 

Ch: *Her fingers curled and pressed against the warm smoothness of her Exolink. There was a vibration on the top of her hand and then the room was filled with a blinding flash as the device fired, disintegrating the Jaridian where he stood. Chandra stumbled back and a momentary wave of dizziness swept over her; she had used the weapon's full capabilities, which had drawn a significant amount of energy from her body, but soon she felt normal again. 

She looked to the wounded soldier who still rested against the wall, but he was moaning and almost unconscious. Then another moaning filtered into her ears and she looked down; Cadence had awakened and was crawling on her belly toward where T'than lay, still looking like a star about to wink out of existence.* Cadence, *she said as she tried to cradle her again, but the girl moaned and cried and tried to pull away. * 

C - No! Let me go... please... don't hurt me! 

Ch: I won't...it's me Chandra!  *But Cadence would not even look at her, still crying and struggling, though Chandra could restrain her weakened friend easily.* Cadence... look at me... please? 

C - No! Go away! Leave us alone! 

Ch: Us? *But she was limp again and so she lay her back down. She needed to help Naor'rin and she rose, but the commotion in the cave had already attracted attention outside and there were footsteps rapidly approaching...*

To Be Continued…
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