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Book Fourteen

The Rescue - Part Two – cont’d

The Women – cont’d 

Ved: That was nothing good... *she nodded for the other Jaridian to go closer to the cave's entrance. Vedra also peeked inside, from the other side of the door.* Where is Borath? *she looked down - the third Jaridian seemed deeply asleep.* Useless! *she hissed.* 

N: *Not far from the others, Naor'rin listened. She needed to break free, or trouble would come her way soon! Vedra had already shown that she had no reservations torturing injured or restrained captives. She had less chances of defending herself, and Vedra was no ordinary opponent. Fortunately, they had merely tied her with ropes; ropes that could be burned if she could just move her hand a little...* there... *but she did not move; her eyes closed and she focused on Zo'or again. Still alive, and that was a relief. Now, onto the more important business: it was time to forget about diplomacy and niceness.* 

Ch: *The female Jaridian, the one called Vedra, had come running into the cave, and she was deeply displeased with her wounded officer's lack of coherence. She frowned at that, for the soldier was badly wounded -- of course he would not be alert. In a flash she raised out her hand, the weapon pointing directly at Vedra.* Stop where you are Jaridian, come no closer! 

Ved: *She merely smirks at the girl, but doesn't move any further.* That fool Borath forgot to check you for weapons I see... but you will find that I am not so complacent... *she exchanges looks with the soldier by her side, her message conveying clearly that there was no need for clemency.* 

Ch: There is no need for this conflict - take your people and return to your camp. We have no desire to harm you. All that we want is our people back, and once we have them we will leave this planet, and you, in peace! 

Ved: *She laughs* No desire to harm us? *she looks at the burn mark on the rock where Borath had been incinerated.* Indeed... You have strange ways of demonstrating that... *she looks back furiously at Chandra; her spirit cried for revenge. How dare that human, mindless, slave of the Taelons, raise one arm against her or her species?* 

Ch: *Vedra's eyes glow red with her rage and she steps forward, a little too quickly for Chandra's comfort, and she soon finds herself against the wall opposite the opening to the cavern.* STOP! I told you that we have no desire to kill your people, but we will if we must! 

Ved: *She could smell the fear in the air; it was the same scent she had felt in Cadence. That girl was now lying beside the Taelon, just a little apart. T'than didn't seem like he had much time, as his figure was becoming crystalline and transparent as glass. She smirked at the view and back at Chandra. * I doubt you can even touch me little girl... *the other warrior had remained by the entrance to pay attention if any noise indicated Naor'rin was gone, but he would be quick at acting if Chandra did so much as flinch* let alone kill me... *Vedra laughs aloud* But I am going to have fun... 

Ch: *She looks down at the wounded and helpless officer who is now by her booted feet, and points her weapon at him.* Get back or he dies! *It was extremely distasteful to her to threaten the life of one who was helpless. She wondered if she would truly be able to follow through on her threat.* Get BACK! *She took a small step forward* Now, leave...you may return for your man after we leave this place... 

Ved: *She remains motionless. Her eyes merely follow Chandra's pointing, and then return to focus deeply on the girl's. With the most casual of looks in her face, Vedra merely outstretches her arm in the wounded Jaridian's direction, and without ceremony, shoots him dead. There isn't so much as a sound from him as he incinerates. The female just smiles then, and points her hand in Chandra's direction.* I think not. What will you do now little human? 

Ch: *She jumps away just in time to miss the blast from the woman's shaquarava. She looks down at the pile of ashes and then disbelievingly back at Vedra.* You...savage...he was your_OWN_man! You murderer! 

Ergren: Vedra! Naor'rin is gone! 

Ved: *Her amusement turns to anger.* WHAT? *she backs away to stand by the other.* I told you to keep an eye on that one! 

Ergren: She was restrained! 

Ved: She is elite you fool! 

Ergren: I'll find her... 

Ved: You would be dead before you even laid an eye on her. I'll go. *Vedra keeps pointing at Chandra, her hand still ready to fire.* I guess we will have to end this later human. But make no mistake, you have only been bought a few moments to live. No more. *she turns to the guard then.* I hope you have more in your brain that Borath did. Let that serve as lesson! *with that she turned on her heels and went for the cave's entrance. It had been a mistake to enter; the moment she would step out, she would be an easy target.* Naor'rin!!! Show yourself you coward... *she shouted outside.* 

N: I am no coward Vedra... *a soft voice answered back, too close for safety. She had used the rope to climb a little up the cave's entrance and hang in there for the time needed to grab and pull Vedra out of its safety. Once they are both outside she jumps back into the clearing.* 

Ved: Very smart... 

N: I had a good teacher. *her demeanour had changed; the once soft look in her eyes was gone; the perspective of a good combat always did that to her. She had no wish to kill the woman, but she had many reasons to give her a good lesson. Of course she knew the greatest mistake for a warrior to make was to underestimate their opponent. Naor'rin had no intention of doing that. They studied each other for a moment and then finally one false step was enough to make the tension crash and they invested against each other. There were hands crossing and being blocked in an almost predetermined sequence for none managed to hit the other when they aimed for. But a well studied move of Vedra's brought Naor'rin to commit a tiny mistake, but she knew before the pain hit her that she had made it. There was pain at her waist, and as she kneeled down to evade a kick, something sharp cut thru her jumpsuit at her shoulder blade. * 

Ved: *She walks a little away. The blow had been intended, and she had seen what she wanted to. Her opponent was already on her feet, and ready to strike back, and as Vedra took her time to re-evaluate the situation before striking again, she commented.* I cannot help notice you are a bit too slow though. The time with the Taelons softened you, Naor'rin of the Dagda... 

N: *Her eyebrow arches. It had been long since she had heard that designation. Vedra knew much and forgot little.* You will find that time with the Taelons did not soften me at all. *she stands proudly, seemingly unready to defend herself, though both knew that was illusion.* and taught me much... one thing... being patience... which I must grant... *she takes a few steps to the side as Vedra does the same and they go in circles.* is at its end... *her green eyes gleam at Vedra's. She was at a disadvantage, but there was not one ounce of her being that did not desire that conflict now. The drive of the warrior... Vedra knew what she had called upon when she had named her clan. 

Soon enough, the two clashed again. Vedra tried a second time that little move of hers, but got hit back powerfully, going against the rock.* You can't expect the same trick to work twice on me... 

Ved: Then I will try something new... *without warning, she shot at Naor'rin. It was a matter of milliseconds, and no way out but to duck. Soon, Vedra had moved with lightening speed and invested at Naor'rin. The other Jaridian was down, and had little time to regain any defensive position, but still Naor'rin managed to turn and hold the wrist that wanted to go down on her body, and soon enough, the leg which aimed for her wound again; with a good pull, Vedra was on her back and Naor'rin used the balance to roll back to her feet.* 

N: You are a treacherous one Vedra... One would expect that you had some decency in fighting at least against those of your kin... 


Ved: *with amazing agility and a move of her legs and waist, she is on her feet again.* You are not my kin. You ceased to be one of us when you chose the Taelons over your own species! 

N: If our species lives today, it is not out of your work Vedra... what you have done here is killing them even as we speak! *her eyes gleam dangerously.* I am not the cold blooded murderer Vedra... 

Ved: *smirk* I guess so... *she looks scornfully at Naor'rin.* and I have intentions of adding one more to the list of casualties today... *she is looking past Naor'rin now. The great noise that came from outside had attracted the guard's attention, and he was just at the door now, ready to strike.* You don't know your kind anymore Naor'rin... 

Ch: *The guard and Chandra had stood, each with their arms outstretched, ready to kill the other if one made a sudden move, and Chandra knew they would both only succeed in killing each other. Slowly, she dropped her arm; she knew they would not try to get her weapon for that was too risky. She walked to where Cadence lay, her eyes never leaving the soldier even as her hand petted over her friend's hair. 

There was a combat going on just outside and she could hear both Vedra and Naor'rin hurling words at each other to match the blows and the guard kept glancing over his shoulder and soon, his curiosity got the better of him and he turned slightly. Chandra inched forward a little so she could see what was going on outside. Naor'rin had her back turned to the cave and Ergren was going to use this to his advantage as his arm raised into a defensive position.* NO! Naor'rin look out! 

N: *Her instincts kicked in; someone behind her, something, danger, a scream... but too late to move except to throw herself to the ground and roll over, shoulder over shoulder as she had done back on T’than’s ship.* 

Ch: *All at once her protector training kicked in and without a thought she raised her weapon and fired, again calling on the full strength of the Exolink's power. The blast hit and disintegrated the young soldier just as his shaquarava flared to life.* 

Ved: Shi’pra!!! That meddling human! *the shot had been close... too close; she had been instants from her own death, for if the shot had not hit Naor’rin, it could have hit her! The other Jaridian was still recovering from the shock and was regaining her balance to strike again. Vedra barely had time to throw Chandra a murderous glance and take cover in the surrounding vegetation. She would come back for her revenge... but she needed reinforcements! But the fight with Naor’rin was personal now... in time, she would finish that!* 

N: *A hiss* Vedra.. *the next words were unintelligible to Chandra, for they were spoken  in Jaridian but in the ever universal tone of anger. She looked behind to find ashes on the floor and Chandra moving forward* Stay here Chandra! Stay with them! *she had not seen either Cadence or T’than yet, but she had not the time to waste. She needed to stop Vedra before she called for help, lest they all be doomed.* 

Ch: *Vedra turned and fled into the underbrush and Naor'rin went to follow and Chandra was running just behind until she heard the Jaridian shout for her to remain and look after T'than and Cadence. She only nodded before she turned to dash back into the cavern, kneeling by the two unconscious beings inside, her demeanor defensive; she would shoot anyone she did not know who attempted to enter. She truly had no desire to kill, but she would protect her people at all costs, and pride washed over her as she finally realized that she had not frozen in these dire situations as she thought she might - she was a protector, and she had protected, and she knew if the situation called for it, that she could do it again.* 

N: *The pursuit began quickly; her senses were sharp as those of a beast, and any sound in the leaves would immediately trigger her self-defence. There was nothing in the air, and Vedra was for the most part extremely silent; but it seemed she had injured herself at some point in their fight, because there was blood on the ground. Not much though, but enough for Naor’rin to make sure. 

The pale light didn’t make for much hiding, but the vegetation was thick; she knew by instinct Vedra would not go to the lake’s shores, where she would be exposed, but deep into the forest. Their camp should be there... Noise slightly ahead broke her thoughts as she looked to the blood on the floor. Stealthy as a cat, she looked about her, forcing her eyes to focus unnaturally and gleam in her hideout. There... a dark shadow, quick as a panther.* Two can play this game... *she aims her shaquarava, calculating the distance where Vedra would be to the place it hit. It was meant to startle her, and put her in sight, not to kill. 

The blast ignited some plants, and there was noise in the vegetation. But Vedra was gone, though near. Naor’rin could feel it in her skin, in every ounce of her being. She sought cover for the blast had revealed her as well. And now there was no telling who was the hunter or the hunted. 

Ved: * Silence... there was total silence. It would even appear that the birds and animals of that place had felt the tension and retreated to the safety of their homes. There were only two set of green eyes searching for each other in the forest. And then suddenly a scream... and something crashing against a rock.* 

N: You are not going anywhere Vedra!... and you are not calling for your pals either! *the sun pierced through the leaves and shone on the small pieces of the communicator that now lay in the dirt. * 

Ved: *She got up, recovering from the swift blow she had received at her arm. It hurt beyond what was a good sign, and the communicator had been a great loss.* You will not take me alive Naor’rin... 

N: Don’t worry, at this moment, I am not tempted to do so... *they strike at each other again; Vedra tries to disappear in the vegetation after being hit again, but Naor’rin is quick enough to cut her escape.* I think I was not clear enough... *she dodges an angry blow and hits back, though a leg trips hers and she has to do a back flip to hold her ground.* 

Ved: When DraVal gets here... 

N: He will probably meet his doom... *there was anger, but also a gleam of sadness in her eyes.* The Taelons mean business... and in case you haven’t noticed, so do I! *this time, Naor’rin does not wait for Vedra’s recovery. That one was too slick, and not actually in a disadvantage. A series of several blows and a little hunt afterwards, and they find themselves by the shores. Plenty of space to fight, no room to run; perfect for them to move and use all their combat abilities. 

The picture is not bright for Vedra at first, but Naor’rin’s waist was bleeding somewhat and the ache restricted some of her movement. It was the same with Vedra: her arm was not in the best condition and could not be used effortlessly. But the end came quickly and unexpectedly. As they danced on the shores, Naor’rin put to use an old technique, not of Vedra’s knowledge for it was something she had picked up from a fight with a Taelon. A spin after a reckless punch and a swift turn, and Naor’rin’s elbow came crashing against the back of Vedra’s neck. There was a muffled sound and the older female fell heavily on the sand, and there was a splash as half of her body was immersed in water. 

Naor’rin was tempted to just leave her there to drown... her body was one fire, she was tired and her old warring ways were prickling at her skin. Despite it all, what she had witnessed from that one Jaridian, there was another kind of justice to be made; not by the Taelons, but by her own kind. 

Regaining her breath she approached the fallen body, carefully. Her own reflection in the waters had changed... her features were wild as were her eyes. Time with the Taelons had changed her much, as had the time there. She could not tell if that was truly her image, as she barely recognised herself. 
Finally, she checked for Vedra. No doubt, the decreasing temperature was proof enough that Vedra was unconscious. 
She looked to the side to find that the rock face should not be too far. Perhaps 5 minutes of fast walking. 
She hauled Vedra’s body over her shoulder and quickly made her way along the shores, as close to the vegetation as possible to have reasonable cover. She was not spotted and her senses did not alert her to prying eyes. Soon, she was back at the cave.* Chandra! *she called as she set Vedra’s body on the ground near the cave’s entrance. She had a feeling she could not go any further without rest. 

Ch: *She had spent the past twenty minutes repeatedly checking Cadence's pulse, talking to her and even trying to wake her with 
little success. The girl had begun to shiver and Chandra had found her jacket that Borath had carelessly tossed aside and wrapped it around her. Sometimes Cadence would open her eyes and talk unintelligibly, but that was all. The Taelon on the other hand was another quandary; he appeared to be becoming more transparent by the moment and oocasionally he would moan but Chandra knew not what to do for him. She had briefly gone through the several boxes of supplies the Jaridians had set at the entrance to the cave, looking for anything that might resemble energy to no avail. She had looked up in shock at one point when T'than had clearly called for Cadence before slipping back into unconsciousness again. When she heard Naor'rin call for her she ran outside.* 

N: *She smiles as the girl shows up from the dark depths of the cave.* Help me please. I need to find something to restrain Vedra... *she looks down at the fallen Jaridian.* I want her alive, and I have no doubt that she will try to kill herself if given the chance... *supporting her body to the rocks she tries to rise; she wanted to go over the boxes of Jaridian equipment that were by the other side of the entrance, but a sudden dizziness had her sit back down.* 

Ch: *She intakes a soft breath when she sees Naor'rin holding the unconscious Jaridian and rushes to help her; the woman looks on the verge of collapse.* Let me help you...*She helps Naor'rin to sit against a shelf of rock and then goes back to the boxes of supplies to find something that could be used as a restraint.* 

N: Thank you... *She sat back against the rock where they had her sit when she was restrained an hour ago. As Chandra goes about the things Naor’rin’s mind drifts off to Zo’or. She had disconnected from their bond while the fight had lasted and she was only now returning to her old self. It was extremely difficult to embrace her animal instincts and then return to her serene self.* 

Ch: *She comes back with a spool of fairly thick wire.* I think this will do, and I do not believe she could burn through it with her shaquarava...at least not quickly enough for us not to know. *In silence, they firmly bind Vedra's hands, palms together, behind her back. Taking additional lengths of the cable they then tightly bind the slender body against a pillar of stone, until they are sure she is secure, and then Naor'rin finally looks up and speaks.* 

N: How are they? *she asks at last, meaning Cadence and T’than.* 

Ch: *Her eyes meet the Jaridian's and she shakes her head gravely* Not good. Come, *she says as she rises and heads inside.* 

N: *She had expected that...  but she was umprepared for what she saw inside. She let out an exclamation in her own language and mirrored Chandra's movements* 

Ch: *Soon they are both kneeling next to the two unconscious figures.* The odd thing is is that their conditions seem to mirror one another - when he gets worse, so does she, and when I can coax her to awaken, he moans and thrashes. 

N: *Her fingers graze softly over Cadence's skin; Chandra was right. The girl's temperature was worryingly low. Her eyes then rose to the Taelon. Seeing him like that nearly made her forget how alike Vedra he could be. The irony stung. But he looked so fragile, so unlike himself, though a part of her was tempted at that moment more than ever to just let him die. There was anger in her eyes as she approached him.* I should just let you die T'than, for old time's sake.  *his body spasmed somewhat, and so did Cadence's. There was something beyond what should be possible going on there... Naor'rin had a feeling she knew what.* He is leaking energy. Is there anything we can use for a bandage? 

Ch: *She pulls a tiny pouch from her belt and tosses it to the floor in frustration.* I have a first aid kit here, and it's just great for treating bruises and scratches, which I did. *She turns Cadence's face so Naor'rin can see the gashes on her cheek.* But this is the least of her worries. *she makes an exasperated noise* Naor'rin... they are dying and there isn't a damned thing I can do about it! 

N: *Just then she seems utterly distracted. There was a familiar presense in her mind; a calling. 

Z: ...#Naor'rin#...*he senses her presence and at least he knows she is alive...#are you allright? do not come out of the safety of the ship, we have been ambushed by 5 Jaridians, two of which I am sorry to say had to be killed, but I now hold DraVal as my captive... Zekhoor and Sc'orr are engaging the other two# 

N: *She stood up and closed her eyes tightly, intaking a deep breath. #Zo'or... we are well. But we are no longer on the ship. Look for us in the cliff by the lake. We have found them; both of them. But we require aid, or our mission here shall fail, and all the deaths will have been in vain. You and Zekhoor together can track us *pause; it was getting uncomfortable for her.* I fear... I am not strong enough to continue this for long, and my focus is required elsewhere.# *she cuts the transmission and looks down at Chandra.* 

Ch: What happened? You looked...like you zoned out for a minute there... 

N: They are allright Chandra... help should be on the way soon, but in the meantime, we need to stop T'than's bleeding. *with a grimace she makes her way to the Jaridian things scattered on the floor.* If we were near the ship, a piece of biosslury would be perfect... I need something that will repell energy... *noise outside caught her attention. Vedra was probably waking up.* Do you have bandages with you? 

Ch: *She smirked wryly and pointed at the pouch she had tossed to the floor* As much as you need...two different kinds even. 

N: Good... *Naor'rin utters before stepping outside. The Jaridian female was still dizzy, but slowly regaining consciousness.* You shall not be needing this anymore... *uncerimoniously, she rips part of Vedra's armour and returns back inside.* Help me please Chandra... *carefully, she puts the black material over his wound and pulls him slightly from the wall.* Roll the bandage over his body to secure it please... *it was an unnecessary request for Chandra was already puting her skills to practise.* 

Ch: *From the first aid kit she had withdrawn two full rolls of bandages. One was gauzy and she put it aside in favor of the roll containing a much thicker elastic kind. As Naor'rin held the small plate of body armor in place over the Taelon's wound, she deftly wrapped the material around his waist firmly and then secured it. His bleeding was now completely stopped and Chandra found herself reaching out to softly touch his face. Her fingertips tingled at his energy which was so close to the surface. She found that at the moment she could not hate this fragile looking being. But, if he had done something to Cadence....* Do you...think that he will survive? He looks...*she can only shake her head as a completion to her sentence.* 

N: If he doesn't go subatomic, the Taelons will be able to reconstitute him... *her eyes go over to Cadence.* My greatest concern is her... *with the job done, she sets T'than against the rock again. There was only a small moan from the Taelon to indicate that there was life within that transparent shell.* 

Ch: *Naor'rin's words do not encourage her as she too looks at her friend.* We need to get them back to the ship....I might be able to carry Cadence if you can carry T'than. 

N: *Naor'rin walks over to Cadence.* We can't transport them yet. If there were any Jaridians around, it would be too dangerous. I hope it does not take Zo'or long to find us... *but Chandra's eyes are in Cadence, as the girl is clearly saddened and worried.* We will save them... 


Ch: *She looks back to the Jaridian.* I hope you are right...I really do...*she looks down and closes her eyes.  

N: *the Jaridian touches her hand to Cadence's forehead.* She is freezing... here help me with her please... *Naor'rin drags her to the far end of the wall and sits right next to T'than. It was rather awkward to do that...* 

Ch: *She helped Naor'rin as they half carried, half dragged the unconscious girl over to a rock wall where Naor'rin reclined next to the Taelon.* What are you going to do? 

N: I can speed my metabolism and increase my temperature, hence helping to keep her warm... *she opens her arms for Cadence to rest there. The girl seemed a little better, though from the warmth of the embrace around her chest or the closer proximity to the Taelon, Naor'rin could not tell. Of one thing she was sure... those two had bonded. But the question remained if it had been willingly for both.* 

Ch: *She pulled her jacket more tightly around Cadence even as Naor'rin wrapped her arms around her.* I don't understand this... why is she so cold? I have checked her for wounds - she is not bleeding anywhere so it can't be that she is going into shock. The last time I saw her she was cold too and didn't get any better until Sc'orr...*She cuts her words and shakes her head.* 
 
N: I do not know... it's as if... she is out of energy. *she looks sideways at the Taelon, then up at Chandra.* As with us, humans have energy; you let it out as bodyheat, and Cadence... I can barely feel hers. *she runs her fingers over the back of Cadence's hand. A disturbing moment of silence followed and Naor'rin let her head fall against the rock wall behind her.*
 
Ch: Naor'rin, I can see that you are injured as well. I don't want you to move around anymore...you need to rest. *She knew the battle with Vedra had been fierce and the Jaridian was looking visibly strained.*
 
N: I do not think I can afford to rest... I need to keep burning energy to keep Cadence warm, and there is still Vedra... she was nearly awake just moments ago... and I need to be out there when they arrive.
 
Ch: I will keep an eye on Vedra as well as keep watch for the rest of our party to arrive. *She was just about to rise when Cadence mumbled a string of unintelligible words.* It sounds like she is speaking some other language *small laugh*...but I don't think she is lucid. 
 
N: *Naor'rin smiles at Chandra, but her expression goes solemn.* You are a good protector, Miss Sheridan. *her eyes then move to Cadence; she had understood only a word here and there as the girl spoke in Taelon and her own mind was wanting to rest. She closed her eyes again, calling his name a few times before eventually allowing herself to doze.*
 
Ch: *She reaches out and touches Naor'rin's face lightly and then pets Cadence's hair.* Relax now Naor'rin. I will go and wait for them to arrive. *She turned and walked from the darkness into the light, casting a sideways look at Vedra, who, though livid, was still tightly bound. 
 
Ved: *She had awakened with a terrible headache and not at all pleased to find herself restrained. When the world had gone black, she had for a moment wished it was permanent, but it seemed Naor'rin had been too much of a coward to finish her. And now even the little human had power over her. It was deeply humiliating... but soon her anger became something deeper, an instinctive fear, as she spotted something in the far distance and began to struggle silently to break free.* 
 
Ch: *Chandra's eyes looked off into the distance, and minutes seemed to drag into eternity as she waited for the men to arrive… *

Book Fourteen

The Rescue - Part Three

The Men - cont’d

DraVal: *Back down on the beach, DraVal and his two men began the short hike toward where Tren'ag and R'dara had remained to watch the newly landed Taelon warship. They were out of contact and so he came with reinforcements. He had heard from Vedra; Borath had captured a human and a Jaridian traitor, and that situation was under control, and so he headed for the woodland area...*

Sc: He turns just in time to see Zekhoor coming over a small rise and a breathes a great sigh when he sees that Zo'or is with him, apparently uninjured. But then his eyes go to the side as he sees movement in the nearby trees coming from the beach - more Jaridians!* Zo'or, Zekhoor, to your right! *Then there are multiple flashes as they call on their shaquarava and begin hurling deadly blasts of energy.

DraVal: *They saw the three aliens and he recognized one: The Taelon Synod leader himself - killer of his kind! # It shall be a good day...for you to die Zo'or!# *His men had come in firing and before they dash off to confront the intruders he hisses his orders:

Vartoth...take the one with the black hair! Draq! You take out the other Taelon....but the Synod leader is mine! *They scatter and DraVal skirts a grove of tall trees until he steps out near where Zo'or stands and extends a glowing palm as Zo'or does the same.* You have shaquarava! Abomination! *It is a standoff and his mind is reeling with the sight before him as well as ways to kill the Taelon* I am DraVal. I wanted you to know the name of the one who will kill you today Taelon leader!

Z: *He turns to face DraVal, his lips drawn in an arrogant sneer*... Abomination indeed… *he extends his palms, and his body turns from the Human facade to one of pure white energy and from his chest he shoots a bolt of energy that knocks the Jaridian to the ground. As he lay stunned by the shock of the bolt, Zo'or picks up a large branch that will suffice as a club and striking him, renders him unconscious. He does not want to kill him yet - he must first learn where T'than and Cadence Blue are being held captive. Looking around for something to bind him with he spots a long thick vine hanging from one of the trees, after testing its strength he gathers it and quickly secures the hands of the Jaridian behind him making certain that his palms are joined together...this way he cannot activate his shaquarava to try to burn through the vine... and then he stands over him with his shaquarava swirling brightly in his palms. DraVal will willingly offer the information, or he will force a sharing and take the knowledge from him. His mind reaches out to Naor'rin; she and Chandra have not returned from T'than's ship and he is becoming very concerned for their safety... *

#Naor'rin#...*he senses her presence and at least he knows she is alive... #are you allright? do not come out of the safety of the ship, we have been ambushed by five Jaridians, two of which I am sorry to say had to be killed, but I now hold DraVal as my captive...Zekhoor and Sc'orr are engaging the other two#...*He awaits a signal from her, hoping with all his heart that they are safe. *


*Meanwhile, Vartoth was not in a good situation - the dark-haired alien had disappeared at one point and he had lost sight of him, until he felt a presence behind him...very close....*

Zek: *Stealthily he positions himself behind the Jaridian and once behind him his strong hands grip his shoulders spinning him around, then he lowers them along the side of the Jaridian's arms forcing them tightly against his sides, making him unable to move against the force of the Veluran's strength*...Jaridian, You may either surrender willingly, or I will kill you, *and the look in his eyes verifies his warning. *

Vartoth: As you came to kill all of us you alien scum! *A string of Jaridian curses leaves his lips as his eyes glow red with his rage at even being touched by the intruder.*

Zek:We did not come here to kill or harm anyone, we came to rescue two of our people who your forces have taken and are at this moment holding against their will.  Let it be known that though I am averse to killing, I am more than capable and I will kill you if the need to do so arises...

Vartoth: *His foot comes out and sweeps the alien man's leg from beneath him, causing him to stumble slightly. He is agile and regains his balance quickly, but his brief moment off-kilter gave Vartoth the second he needed to lunge for him. They roll on the grass, each growling or groaning with the force of their efforts.* I am going to kill you slowly...*the Jaridian nearly snarls, one hand tightly around Zekhoor's throat, the other drawing a blade from his boot as he straddles the Veluran on the ground. The blade glints in the sunlight as he raises it up, preparing to bring it down into the body of his enemy...*

Zek: *His eye catches the glint of the blade as his assailant draws a knife from his boot. Though the Jaridian's grip is tight on his throat he manages to raise his hand and using his fingers he pierces his right eye causing his attacker to release his hold on him. He quickly rolls over and rises to his feet, and as the Jaridian cusses him in his own language he stands back, aims his Exolink and fires. The Jaridian explodes upon contact and all that is left when the air clears is a pile of ashes...He stoops down to retrieve the knife and with a sense of regret that he had had to kill him*...I did not wish to kill you Jaridian, but you gave me no choice...*he hurries back to where Sc'orr and Zo'or had been battling their own assailants, and upon reaching them he is relieved to see they both had survived the attack*...

Draq: *After nodding acknowledgement to DraVal he gets down on his belly and snakes his way along the vegetation, raising his head high enough to peer through the tall flora he spies the Taelon looking around in all directions*... #Good you Taelon slime, you do not see me# *He scans the grounds around him looking for something to use to direct the Taelon's attention to an area across from where he lies in wait, and that way he will have the advantage of sneaking up close enough behind him to fire his shaquarava and kill him.

Sc: *It is too quiet; Zo'or and Zekhoor are engaged off through the trees in the clearing, and Sc'orr still remains near the boulder where he had recently killed Tren'ag, but the stillness makes him uneasy. Even the birds are silent, and that means that there is someone there, nearby. It was something he had learned on Thasis: Birds won't chirp if there is another presence there that is frightening them. But *where* was the other presence?*

Draq: *He picks up a large stone and once again peers through the tall stalks and sees his prey is still searching for him. With sneer on his lips he raises his arm and casts the stone across to the other side of where the Taelon stands. He cannot help but revel in the feelings of excitement that course through his body as the Taelon looks over to where the stone had fallen...then with lightening speed he rushes up behind Sc'orr with his shaquarava blazing, and his heart pounds with the thrill of his first kill of one of their long dreaded enemies. *

Sc: *It all seemed to happen in slow motion before his eyes; he had heard a sound in the bushes nearby and when he had turned to look there had been motion in the direction from which he had just turned and he swung back, his teeth bared, blue eyes gleaming in warrior fury. A striking blow against his body had knocked him down and soon he was looking up into the raging red eyes of yet another Jaridian warrior. The soldier brought up his flaming palms and sent two blasts his way and Sc'orr rolled out of the way, realizing that the energy had been so close that he could feel the heat of it.

His hand circled around something lying in Tren'ag's ashes and he leapt to his feet, and when the young Jaridian rushed him, his arm came around, brutally shoving the knife into his chest - the very blade Tren'ag had tried to kill him with. He shoved upwards, now supporting Draq's entire weight on the knife, until gurgling sounds issued from his throat, his dying breath accompanied by a black trickle of blood from his lips.

He turned so he wouldn't have to watch the body explode...one more death...and headed for the clearing where he found Zo'or standing over a bound Jaridian who appeared to be awakening from unconsciousness. A moment later Zekhoor comes through the trees as well.*

Greetings Zo'or and Zekhoor, *he says, his words slightly breathless* To see you both alive and uninjured is gratifying. *He looks down at DraVal* I assume that you will attempt to ascertain the whereabouts of T'than and Cadence from this captive?

Z: I am relieved as well to see you are both safe Sc'orr, and I will indeed attempt to ascertain where they are being held. Should he refuse I am certain the Synod would approve of a mind link under these circumstances.

DraVal: *The last thing he remembered was the Taelon flaring into his true form and using his natural defense and hurling a great bolt of energy his way. His eyes opened slowly to a pinkish blur, but slowly cleared to reveal the three aliens they had attempted to kill - all alive. He and his men had failed! He saw no sign of his team and thought with rage that they were dead - killed by these murdering pirates!*

Release me this instant! *he snarled. His hands were locked together so his shaquarava were useless* You will gain nothing and no information from me Taelon, so unless you intend to kill a tied and defenseless enemy I suggest you let me go!

Z: *Making his way to confront DraVal his slender fingers wave fluidly through the air, then flex as his arms stiffen...he stands there with his eyes staring angrily back into the red glaring eyes of his would be slayer. * Release you?...Now why would I let you go? What were your words to me when you encountered me? I believe your exact words were... *he purses his lips tightly before speaking*.....I am DraVal, I wanted you to know the name of the one who will kill you today Taelon Leader! So, you know who your captor is. Yes DraVaI, I am Zo'or, the Taelon Leader...and now since you refuse to be cooperative, I have no choice but to take from you what I need to know...*he is about to touch his palms to the Jaridian's temples, when he stands erect and closes his eyes, the voice he longs to hear enters his thoughts… *

#Zo'or... We are well. But we are no longer on the ship. Look for us in the cliff by the lake. We have found them; both of them. But we require aid, or our mission here shall fail, and all the deaths will have been in vain. You and Zekhoor together can track us. I am not strong enough to continue this for long, and my focus is required elsewhere.#

*He is filled with relief at hearing her voice in his mind, and now they know where to find T'than and Cadence. 

*He reopens his eyes...and faces Sc'orr and Zekhoor. * Take our prisoner to the ship and secure him in the holding cell. Once he is there his shaquarava will no longer be able to function. Sc'orr, contact the Kiron Vessel, apprize them of the situation, and have them shuttle groups of Volunteers to the surface to scout the surrounding areas. There may be Jaridians hiding that may not have been picked up on our earlier scans. Have them send one shuttle to this area. I want guards posted around these ships as well.

Sc: *He nods, his eyes moving between Zo'or and the prisoner.* It shall be done.

Z: Zekhoor, after DraVal has been secured bring the portable energy shower from ship back with you and we will journey to the cliff by the lake; that is where T'than and Cadence are and also Naor'rin and Chandra as well. T'than's life signs grow weaker with each passing moment.

Sc'orr, once you have completed your communication, seal the ship's portals and join us...we will need your assistance in bringing everyone back here...*he turns back to face DraVal*...I am deeply sorry to have spoiled your plan to take my life, but as you can see it will not happen...*he arrogantly smirks*...not today and not ever...

Dr: *He smirks back* As long as I am your prisoner I suggest that you watch your back, Taelon, for I fully intend to carry through with my threats...or should I say, my promise...*he glares at each of them and says not one word more as he is pulled up and made to walk by the other Taelon.*

 Zek: *He raises his arm, and aims his weapon at DraVal as Sc'orr takes hold of him to escort him to the ship. *

Z: *He watches as the Jaridian is taken to the ship...and then his mind reflects on all that had occurred and he realizes they were indeed most fortunate that none of them had been killed...

But there was something else there as well, hidden behind his other thoughts and agendas - so deeply buried and carefully camouflaged that no other Taelon would suspect, though few would be surprised. T’than had fallen - his bitterest enemy. He could have not sanctioned the mission and let him and the girl die. It was the easier path to take, but Zo’or had never taken the easy‘ path, and soon he would be rewarded for his dilligence.

T’than had broken many of his species’ doctrines, many of which the War Minister himself had endorsed. Now he would likely stand trial. His actions against the human named Zara would be made known to all. Zo’or had not been particularly distrssed by them, however, anything he could use against the War Minister would be of benefit. And now he had been found on the planet with yet another human - one he seemed to have taken great interest in for some reason.

Zo’or smirked softly; it was too early to tell, but he was certain that this situation would reveal yet more illicit information that would doubtlessly not bode well for the military leader. He began walking to where Naor’rin had said she was. If he was careful and continued with the ruse like he had so far, he was certain that he would gain a wealth of information…information that would destroy T’than… *

~*~

Sc: *It was a short walk in silence back to their warship and Sc'orr escorted DraVal to the small holding cell in the confinement area that was just behind the seating area and activated the forcefield.* Do not attempt to use your shaquarava - if you do a dampening field will be activated. *He smirks* You will find it...a most draining experience. *The Jaridian made a soft growling noise in the back of his throat before turning his back on the Taelon. Sc'orr and Zekhoor stepped out of the confinement area and activated yet another forcefield - one that would allow them to hear anything that went on in the cell, but would shield the cell from all sound without in the cabin area. He had no doubt there would be some discussions on the way back and there was no reason for the Jaridian to be privy to them.*

Zek: *After DraVal has been safely secured in his cell, he picks up the portable energy shower and nods to Sc'orr then makes his way back to Zo'or… *

~*~

Z: Zekhoor, I believe it best if I let you track our course.* As they hasten on their way though the wooded area they are soon nearing the base of the cliff. His mind reaches out to Naor'rin… *

#Naor'rin, everything is secured and we are approaching the base of the cliff. Have Chandra come to meet us and show us the quickest way in. I am so relieved that you are allright my love # *It was the truth; if she had suffered any injury or worse in saving T’than, Zo’or thought he might very well kill him himself. *

~*~

Sc: *Sc'orr had immediately contacted the large and fully armed Kiron warship and relayed Zo'or's orders as well as a report on the condition of the rescue party. Soon a small convoy of shuttles would be searching and scanning Lyra 117, and when he saw a small shuttle landing at their encampment he sent a volunteer to stand watch at the holding area on the ship as well as several others to look after their base of operations. Then, sealing the portals, he began the hike to where the entire rescue party was gathered, as well as T'than and Cadence. Eventually he stepped over a rise and there, in a sun dappled clearing, were the rest of his people. He quickened his pace as he saw them disappear inside a small opening into a cave, and soon the warmth vanished, replaced by a soothing coolness as he stepped through the opening and into the shadowed depths within.*

Book Fourteen

The Rescue - Part Four

In the Cave

Z:  As they approach the cliff Zo'or sees Chandra Sheridan signaling them toward the entrance and he hastens his pace to stride alongside Zekhoor. As he walks with the Veluran Protector he notices the deep bruises and gashes around his neck and his face. Again he reflects at how fortunate they were that none of them were seriously injured, and except for a few cuts and bruises and a burn he had sustained on his shoulder when R'dara had activated her shaquarava, they were allright. 

As they enter to make their way toward Chandra his eyes catch the figure of a striking but highly agitated Jaridian woman. She is bound and leering at him with a look in her eyes that would kill if they could. *

Ved: *She had wanted to see DraVal, but instead, it was the Taelons who had walked down the cliff and were now before her. It made no sense... they were supposed to be the victors... her commander should have defeated those petty Taelons and their pets! She growled softly as the Taelon looked her way. Vedra was already enraged... those bastards had killed her people, it was the only explanation for their presence there! If only her hands were not so tightly bound...*

Z: *He thinks to himself smugly...#I see Naor'rin was engaged in battle, and obviously was the victor#...as he passes by her he regards her with a knowing look. *

N: *There are voices outside, and her heart jumps as her mind perceives who has arrived. Her eyes reopen very slowly though. She looks up and around her; Chandra is just by the entrance, outside the cave, but she can already feel his presence with her.* Zo'or... *she smiles, then looks down at Cadence who had just moaned softly.* Help has arrived... hang on.

Ved: *Her brain didn't take more than a few milliseconds to make the connection: that was Naor'rin's Taelon. Despite her situation, she looked down upon him and let her demeanour show him how she felt about the issue.* 

Z: *He eyes her and then passes into the darkened cave, standing almost frozen for a moment as his eyes fall on T'than - his form is translucent, his facade completely gone... Despite that it was his enemy who lay there, it was a very shocking sight to see a Taelon like that. He turns to Zekhoor. * Get the energy shower set up. *Was that a hint of panic in his voice? But he recovered himself quickly and took on a look of indifference, but he had to struggle to maintain it each time his gaze found the dying Taelon. *

Zek: His eyes meet Chani's and he breathes a sigh of relief as his lips form the words I love you...then he quickly sets up the energy shower next to where T'than is reclined. *

Ch: *She mouths the words back to him and smiles, though there is worry in her eyes as they move over his bruised throat. Kneeling beside him she brushes her hand over his lightly, her eyes once more looking into his as she helps him set up the energy shower in silence.*

Zek:*As they work together he leans over and kisses her forehead. * Chani, it is so good to see your face again, and to know for sure that you are safe. *he smiles as they continue their task; she is safe, they are all safe and soon they would embark on their journey back to the Taelon Mothership. *


N: *She watches in silence as Zo'or makes his way in; he looks magnificent surrounded by the light that pierces in from outside, involving him with an aura of purple sunlight. Naor'rin smiles and brings Cadence closer to her. Her temperature was slightly higher, but still too low for the human health standards.*

Sc: *He had nearly run into the cave to catch up with the others, and it wasn't until he was inside that he realized he had passed a bound Jaridian female outside. He sees Naor'rin, and she is embracing the unconscious Cadence Blue; the girl is quite ill it seems, though she does not appear to have any physical injuries. Then he sees T'than, nearly transparent, resting near Naor'rin and Cadence, and his eyes move between one and the other gravely. He walks over to them, pausing for a moment to cast a relieved smile at Naor'rin; she was injured somewhat, but she was all right.*

N: *Not long after Zo'or, Sc'orr comes in. Now that they were closer, she took the time to observe them; despite the energy Zo'or had just expended in whatever battle he had fought, he seemed well... and as with Sc'orr, there were a few bruises and the burning marks of the shaquarava. But it was the inner wounds she was worried about. They both seemed years older and their features did not look so dazzling anymore. Tiredness was their body language. She smiles at the two Taelons, a little welcome back gesture, and her mind reaches out to Zo'or* #I am so glad you are well.#

Sc: *He looks at T’than and then over at Zekhoor* I believe he is ready for some time under the shower. We should leave here as soon as possible, but even a few moments of energy will be helpful.

Zek: *He nods*...Yes Sc'orr, it is assembled and ready. *he brings it over and extends the legs to rest at each side of T'than's body, once in place he passes his hand over the signal and the energy particles begin swirling over his body* I do believe he has an excellent chance of surviving now, but you are correct, we should get on our way as soon as possible. Our work here is finished and the groups of Volunteers from the Kiron vessel may round up any other Jaridian renegades that may be in or around the area. 


Sc:  *A small sigh causes him to look over at Cadence, who stretches slightly in the arms that hold her.* Very good T'than, *he says softly* You will not die today I should think. We will help you...

N: It is not only he who needs assistance. It is of no use to help him and leave her to weaken. *she looks over to T'than, who despite having regained his facade, was still so worriedly pale. Cadence had a better colour already, but she was still weakening* We need to take them both to a suitable infirmary and we all need nourishment, rest and healing... *she was still not strong enough to rise with Cadence in her lap as she was. The human girl was breathing more easily though, and her heartbeat was a little faster. At least that was good.*

 Z: *He raises his eyes and looks over at Naor'rin who is holding Cadence Blue in her arms. He rises and walks over to them, then kneels down by her side. * #...My love...#

N: *She looks up at Sc'orr, beckoning for him to take Cadence in his arms, and then her eyes focus solely on Zo'or and she smiles faintly.* It is good to see you safe and sound, *she whispers so the others cannot hear. *

Z: *He blushes as he holds her hand. He wanted to embrace her but that kind of comfort would have to wait until they were alone. * It was my greatest wish to see your face again and to know you are allright...

N: I know... and I did my best to see to your wish... *she pulls her hand softly from his and looks into his eyes. * That was my wish also…for you…*her fingers graze at his chest and feel the crispy surface of his jumpsuit, but he beats her in saying something.*

Z: *His lips gently brush her cheek and then he smiles*... Your captive is none too happy. I do believe if looks could kill I would have embraced the Void... But it pleases me that you were victorious.

N: Vedra... yes... we fought... *the memory made her injuries come alive again and pain.* But make no mistake, it was a hard call. She is extremely skilled, despite her arrogance. The fight might as easily have ended differently... 

 *Her fingers move over his chest.* You had your share of battles too, I see... *she makes mention to rise, and does so with a little effort.* We need to take them back to the ship. *distractedly, she holds on to her waist; the burn was disturbing her again and she felt somewhat feverish.* Our business here is done, I believe... *she looks down at T'than.* And it is not wise to wait much longer. We are easy targets here... 

Z: Yes, it is time for us to depart...there is nothing more to do here,  for we have what we came for...

N: *She motions for Chandra to come close; the girl does so, with a somewhat pouting face. Naor'rin smiles inwardly at it, for she had noticed the looks between the Veluran and the human protector. With Chandra's help, she made her way out to where Vedra was.* I need to know if there are any more of your kind here Vedra...

Ch: *Reluctantly she had left Zekhoor to see to T'than and now stood with Naor'rin, her eyes moving back and forth between she and Vedra as they exchanged harsh words. Though her weapon was not raised, she was alert, her arm helping to steady Naor'rin and keep her slightly behind her.*

Ved: For what? So you can slaughter them all? You have to be out of your mind if you think I will tell you that!

N: I think you have just answered... *she smirks at Vedra.* Zo'or, we need to go! The ship is not far, and I am sure the others must have found it strange that neither Vedra or her commander have reported to them. We need to go, fast, before the raiding party finds us... 

Z: *He whispers*...I would not be too concerned... *he smiles as he sends a mental message to her letting her know that the Kiron Vessel had sent several shuttles to the surface, and their troops were now canvassing the surrounding areas for any Jaridians that may be hiding*...  

N: *She pauses and moves to stand on her own.* Some of us are too weak to even walk on our own. We would have no chance if they attacked now... *she looks at Vedra again, who is smirking.* she knows that... and I know that. We would not survive another ambush...

Sc: And we shall go with haste, but you may cast aside some of your concern for the moment Naor'rin. *He did not want to speak of the troops already on the ground before Vedra, though his eyes meet the female warriors dead on. * Our circumstances have... changed. *He is still holding Cadence as he glares down at her with blue eyes that glow even in the sunlight.*

Ved: Indeed, they might very well change... release me Taelon! *her eyes dart to Naor'rin.* Release me traitor!

N: I am no such thing... and your words cannot hurt me anymore Vedra...

Ved: You lay with the slayers of your own kind... *she hisses, but it is not the voice of a Jaridian who answers.*

Sc: You speak of us slaughtering your people...we do so only after attempting to reason with them but they would not listen, so consumed were they with their hate... just as you are. 

Ved: We have a sense of justice and honor! We refuse to become... *she nods Naor'rin's way* what she is... give up our warrior ways... our nature, for your poisonous gifts!

Sc: I do not know what you are Vedra, but it is certainly NOT a warrior. A warrior does not seek battle with those who are obviously weaker and unable to defend themselves. Do you see her throat? *He looks at Cadence's neck,* Someone tried to strangle her, for the marks are the same as on the Veluran inside the cave. 

Ved: *She smirks* Cadence was warned... and if any harm came to her, it was the fault of the Taelon. If she had not been with him, we would not have harmed her.

Sc: What kind of warrior does THAT to one so small? Where is the honor and glory in defeating a child? No Vedra, you and your band are renegades at best. At worst you are....well, you already know what you are so I shall not utter the word. It will duel with you in your mind when you are alone and have time to think on all you have done.

Ved: What I have done I have done for my species, and do not lecture me on honor and glory Taelon, for you have done far worse to beings more innocent than the one you carry now! So at best, I'd say you are hypocrites... *there was amusement in her tone, but then it goes glacial and angry.* at worst... you can be far more unscrupulous than we can ever hope to be! *her eyes are shooting daggers at the Taelon.*

N: Not today Vedra... *she comes forward, leaving Chandra behind.* Today you gave proof of being worse than any of us here. You murdered in cold blood, which is far different than doing it for survival. In war there are no taboos, but this is not war! The War has ended... what you are doing here is a futile attempt to perpetuate something that has no reason of being. *she was unnervingly calm.* You will not find your death by angering us. Sc'orr is right, you will live to think on what you have done... this is, of course my hope, for I am beginning to doubt if you have a moral conscience and feelings at all... *she takes a few steps backwards and goes to Zo'or, standing by his side.* Leave her be now... there is no point in this discussion... there will be time for justice later.

Ved: *She is left raging and cursing to herself as they walk back into the cave.*

Sc: *He turns and goes back inside; Chandra, Naor'rin and Zo'or soon follow. He lays Cadence down gently and goes over to where Zekhoor had remained with T'than and after a moment he turns to the others.* Naor'rin is right, we should not delay in leaving now that T'than has had some time beneath the energy shower. He will need to be carried as will Cadence. I can carry the General if someone will carry the girl. *He looks over at Zo'or - he is close to Naor'rin, concerned.* Naor'rin, are you able to walk back to the ship?

N: *she nods* Yes, I believe so. I merely require some rest... *she was clearly shaken, as the internal battle against her dark side, the one she had to resort to to win the fight against Vedra, was not yet complete There was anger, so much anger and revolt... and sadness, for the loss of so many of her kind. She could not rejoice in that victory, and certainly, she felt no better than Vedra...*

Z: That will be fine Sc'orr, I will carry the girl, and I will have Zekhoor take charge of our prisoner. Chandra you may assist Naor'rin ...*he feels somewhat weak himself and slightly wavers for a second then straightens and moves over to where Cadence Blue is laying. *...And now let us start on our way, the sight of the Mothership floating between Earth and it's moon cannot greet my eyes too soon...

N: I would agree... *she looks over at Chandra and slowly moves outside as Zo'or picks up Cadence.*

Zek: *He stands ready to wave the energy shower off and disassemble it as soon as Sc'orr is ready to carry T'than out of the cave...*

Sc: I am ready to take him now, *he says. Zekhoor waves off the shower and begins slipping the folded pieces into a case. Slipping his arms under T'than's body Sc'orr lifts him, careful to allow his head to rest against his chest. The Taelon moans and his facade glimmers subtly.* Be still T'than...we are taking you home, and Cadence too. *At once the Taelon goes still in his arms and Sc'orr then walks over to Zo'or. He speaks softly for he did not want his voice to carry to Naor'rin, or Vedra, who were just outside the cave.* I did not miss your moment of weakness Zo'or. I shall walk beside you and you may, as the humans say, lean on me, if you need to.

Z: *He looks at Sc’orr and then away quickly. * Yes, thank you. The gesture is appreciated, though I am sure it will not be necessary. It was merely…a momentary lapse of strength.  *Sc’orr nods politely and steps away and Zo’or leans down and gathers the young Volunteer gently in his arms. He stares at her for a moment and he wonders what had happened on that planet before their rescuing party had arrived. What had happened before they had been in trouble and called for help? Why had T’than taken her there? He would know…in time he would know everything.  His fingers stroke her hair thoughtfully and then he lays her head on his shoulder and follows Sc'orr as they make their way out of the cave. *

N: *She waits outside for the others to exit the cave; Sc'orr with T'than, Zo'or carrying Cadence in his arms, then finally Zekhoor.* We can carry that if you wish. You will have your hands quite full with Vedra... *she offers a small smile.* 

Zek: Thank you Naor'rin, but that is not necessary...*he holds up his hand as if to assure them that he can easily manage both, but then Chandra speaks up and he smiles knowing she will not take no for answer*... 

Ch: Yes, you do, *she says softly as she goes over and takes the carrying case from him and slings it over her shoulder, her eyes moving between Vedra, who is now standing, her hands bound behind her.* Be careful, *she whispers, before she turns and goes to Naor'rin.* I will help you Naor'rin, *she says, putting her arm around Naor'rin's waist, careful of the burn.* Use me for support if you need to. *She smiles then and they begin to walk. *
 

N: *She nods at Chandra and offers a warm smile.* Thank you... in truth, I would prefer to walk on my own, but I fear fatigue has beaten my pride this time... *step by step, they are on their way.*

Book Fourteen

Epilogue

Going Home

Zek: *He studies the Jaridian warrior as she eyes him with a look of disgust*...Vedra is it? 

Ved: *she looks at him with eyes like daggers and her only answer is a low growl.*

Zek: You will find trying to break your bonds or breaking away from me a fruitless effort. I am quite skilled in several forms of combat.

Ved: *She protests as he pulls her by the arm to follow the others already on the move. She had no wish to comply, and if she had known they would kill her, she would try to escape. But she had not seen death in the eyes of that warrior that escorted her. *

Ch: Through the forest they go, making the small hike over the rise that will take them back to the precipice where both ships are parked; Naor'rin and Chandra out front, Sc'orr and Zo'or, walking side by side and each carrying someone, followed by Zekhoor who kept his weapon raised as he guided Vedra by the arm.

The two ships were soon in sight, their shining hulls glittering in the soft sunlight. A small complement of volunteers was there to greet them as they walked the last part of the way and one by one, stepped inside.*

Ved: *Finally she caught a glimpse of the Taelon ship; it was only slightly bigger than T'than's. She looked around for evidence of conflict, maybe secretly wishing someone to be hiding in the bushes; someone merciful enough to shoot her where she stood before she was dragged inside... but that did not happen...*

Zek: *Escorting Vedra into the ship they pass by one of the holding cells, and in it is her commander, DraVal.* You shall not be the only Jaridian making this trip Vedra, however you will not be sharing the same cell. It may interest you to know as well that your shaquarava will remain dormant while you are confined...

Ved: DraVal... *she mutters so softly it's nearly imperceptible. 

DraVal: *He merely looks at her, a growl lodged so deeply in his throat that it barely escapes. Had he been able, he would have killed her where she stood, and then himself rather than to be made to be a docile prisoner by these pitiable aliens.*

Ved: *She lowers her eyes in shame... they could both accept to die an honorable death in battle, fighting for what they believed, but this; to be incarcerated, like two beasts being taken to some zoo; or maybe to be used as lab rats; or to be killed without honor after standing trial. That was not what she had signed on for to the renegade force... not to end in that small cell that she was made to walk into.*

Zek: *After securing her in her cell he takes his seat next to Chandra.* Chani, when we get back and in our quarters, remind me to tell you how proud of you I am, and how much I love you. In all my years I had never been as concerned for anything as I was for your safety. I could not bear the thought of ever losing you...

Ch: *She looks down, a mixture of pain and pride crossing her features.* I was so...worried for you too...*she looks back up, her eyes moist* I just want to go back home with you, and hold you for a long time...*she rests into his arms, her fingers coming up to stroke his wounded neck, and then moving further up to touch at his face softly.*

Zek: *His arm tightens around her giving her a little squeeze, then he kisses the top of her head. As he looks at everyone seated and in deep thought, he thinks how treacherous the mission had turned, and that they were most fortunate to all be returning. Perhaps what Humans call luck was on their side, he smiles and closes his eyes, #Yes, luck must have played at least some small part in the success of our mission.#* 

N: *She feels like she can breathe again! She had left Chandra's support with a small thank you and had headed her own way. Now, as she sat there, next to Zo'or's chair, her mind hurried to work over the events. Her eyes had not missed the two Jaridians they had captured; she read in their expression the same message she had probably conveyed when T'than had captured her. They were afraid, she could read it in their eyes, behind a powerful shell of hatred. She felt outcast when their eyes had met, but did she truly need their approval? Naor'rin sometimes thought so... but it was impossible to go back. She leaned her head against the rest and inhaled deeply. She was sorry about their misguided ways; but she knew she could not help those who did not wish to be helped, and in her deepest core, she believed to be doing the right thing.*

Sc: *He had placed T'than carefully into one of the seats and reclined it, strapping him in and then engaging the energy shower over him.  He looked to be breathing more easily and relaxing somewhat beneath the fluttering particles of light. He seats himself in the next chair and watches as Zo'or places Cadence in a seat across the aisle. He thought of waving on a shower for himself but decided to forego it until his return to the ship. His fingers come up and play absently with the amulet that Pharaa had given him - he had forgotten it was there. He looked down in amazement at its silver shininess; through all the battle and tumult it had remained - unbreakable, and he realized how symbolic it truly was - the sparkling symbol of a love that would not be destroyed or ripped away. His lips curve into a smile as he rests his head back and closes his eyes.*

Z: *Once inside he carefully places Cadence in one of the reclining chairs and motions for Chandra to sit by her...he exchanges glances with Naor'rin then makes his way to the console to contact the Kiron vessel. He leaves orders for the remaining Warship to be repaired, and if it cannot be done there that they are to place tractor beams on it and tow it back to Kiron...then he advises them that with their mission successfully completed they are ready for immediate departure. Glancing around the ship's cabin he sees that T'than has been placed under one of the energy showers, and seeing everyone is secured in their seats he takes his place next to Naor'rin*...We have much to be thankful for; we achieved our goal and none of the rescue party was killed... *And though Naor'rin would not know, his words on achieving their goal had a rather duplicitous meaning…to him anyway.*

N: I know... *she smiles sweetly at him* destiny favored us today... though we all have wounds we will carry for the rest of our lives... *she looks down* innocence was lost today Zo'or... and many lives...

Z: I am truly sorry that some of your kind were killed, but they gave us no other choice... *he reaches over and takes her hand in his tenderly squeezing it*...

N: *Her hand grabs his back, but she is silent, merely lifting her eyes to look into his.* 

Z: * A smile forms on his lips as the ship powers up, and in moments they are out of the planet's atmosphere and as they enter the blackness of space, his eyes cast one last glance at the planet before the ship sharply banks and plunges into Inter-Dimensional space*... 

To Be Continued…
[image: image1.jpg]


