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Chapter One  Beginnings   
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The icy rain fell silently. Just enough to keep the temperature above freezing and wet the foliage.

Galea shivered in the ensuing cold. She pulled the regulation uniform closer, covering her chest area as best she was able with the snug-fitting over-jacket. Her fingers were numb and unresponsive, her legs cramping terribly from the time spent crouched in this relative place of safety.

The young female glanced about the musky, dark alcove for the hundredth time. The thick overhang of tangled branches, high weeds and clustered bushes were just one of many amassing the entire area encompassing her vision.

She looked across the wide space, spotting places of concealment, knowing soon she would have to make her way out of the watery valley up into the mountain region further north.

There, perhaps, she could construct a method of communication with the ship. She knew they crew constantly monitored the more primitive mountain villages for signs of civil unrest.

Galea S'lar had no equipment, no provisions, no water, however..nothing. The chance that she could conceivably find the raw materials needed to construct even the most simple transmitter were minimal at best.

But...she could not allow herself to think that way.

The woman forced the hopelessness aside, which was not simple in itself, for her present state of mind was far from optimistic.

Night was fast approaching. The twin moon's pale outline could be seen just spreading their silvery rays along the mammoth outline of jutting mountain peaks which surrounded the entire valley.

The girl picked up a clump of soft mad from the soil beside her, smearing it about her face, hands and clothing. The first few applications had dried. She hoped, against hope, that her scent was, at least partially erased.

The creatures inhabiting this world were possessed with an uncanny sense of smell. How she had eluded them thus far was sheer luck.

It was only a matter of time before the inevitable.

As Galea sat, waiting for the dusk to fall, her thoughts turned introspective.

For the second time in her life in less than twenty-four hours, the young female felt fear. It was an unique sensation, extremely acute..a tangible force inside her.

She wondered fleetingly if she feared death or capture more. With these creatures, death would certainly be preferable.

Galea stopped such an unproductive line of thought, closing her eyes to physically aid the endeavor. Doing so reminder her how exhausted she was, however and it was difficult to find the strength to re-open the crystal blue orbs.

She wanted desperately to rest..to sleep..to...forget.

She started at a sound. A large rodent-type mammal scurried very close by her hiding place. Galea shivered involuntarily, the sharp-toothed animal disgustingly slimy in appearance.

She would not sleep..that was clear enough. No, there would be no sleep this night.

For a brief millisecond, Galea wished fervently that M'Kal was once again her ship's Commander. For that one moment in time, she allowed herself the luxury of such a soothing thought.

It would be pleasant to turn all her woes over to someone she instinctively knew, would handle them infinitely better than she, herself, ever could.

Had there ever been an instant the Giaian Commander had not been in control of any given situation? She, personally, had never witnessed such an incident.

But, just as quickly as the thought had come, it was dismissed. Better Trilian..yes, of course! The Gylor. Her friend. Better Trilian to assist her.

He, too, was never at a loss. And, Trilian had not hurt her as M'Kal had. Had not embarrassed her before her peers..had not forced her to resign a promising post..had not taken what few friends she possessed from her.

Because of the Commander, she was in the trouble she was in! Had she not been forced to transfer to the Nebula Star, she would not be in the predicament she was in.

No! No, of course..that was not true.

Galea shook her head mentally at such rambling. Perhaps she was more weary than first she thought.

She settled her mind, following an Ancient Gylorian technique taught her by Trilian some time ago. Try as she might, however, the young woman could not concentrate, failing miserably in her attempt for once.

Trilian would be very disappointed in her, she realized. She was disappointed in herself.

But her mind was too full. The memories too fresh.. .the trauma too real.

Gala knew she must block the painful visions at this time wee she to retain control of her faculties. She must concentrate only on survival. She must not think about...the other.

––––––––
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IN ORBIT: AROUND PYRUS IV /Bridge Of The Flagship: Galleon

"Why are we here, M'Kal?"

The question was a valid one, granted, but it annoyed the being all the same. He was not in the habit of having his authority questioned. No matter the cause.

"We are here, Physician.." The being turned a disapproving glare to his friend and constant companion, "Because this is where I said we are to 'be'."

M'Kal had kept his tone as low as his Chief Medical Officer had. He sensed a 'lecture' forthcoming. The Commander had suffered through two full lunar months of such proceedings.

"We are 'here'.." The older being chose to ignore the characteristic callousness of his Commander's retort, as was often his way, especially of late. M'Kal's moods had grown progressively darker, more volatile. But, T'eon understood why. "Because the 'Nebula Star' is 'here.' And where the 'Nebula Star' is..Galea S'Lar is, also. That..is why we are 'here'. When are you going to admit your involvement with her?"

"Your association with the 'Earthers' has tainted your ability to see matters as they truly are." The Commander turned lazily in his Command chair, his keen eyes scrutinizing the efforts of his bridge crew. "I was given orders to proceed here by the Council itself, as you are already aware."

"Then why did you order the sensor-probes on the planet for a human/Giaian hybrid only if we are to local the Commander and his party?"

"The 'New Ones' are too closely identified with our own species." M'Kal answered dutifully. "A 'human'...is not...is it." He lifted a questioning brow.

He lifted himself from his chair in a leisurely fashion. "I assume she will be with her team, ergo..we locate her..we locate Commander K'Xoic."

"... 'It?' You think of Galea S'lar as an 'It', Commander?" T'eon smiled his disbelief, teasing his friend openly.

"I do not think of her at all." The Commander mumbled, an attractive scowl darkening his features. "...How long does it take to carry out a command Helmsman? I ordered this search 7.3 hours ago! Are my people becoming lax in their duties?"

"It is a very large planet, Lord." One burly crew member answered in lieu of any other willing to take such a risk, all acutely aware of their Command's unreasoning anger of late. "It would take 17.9 solar days to search the land surface alone."

"I do not have 17.9 solar days!" M'Kal vented his rage gratefully.

"We will find Commander K'xoic, M'Kal." The sultry voice ceased any further confrontation for the moment.

The Commander turned a heated glance to the approaching figure, his mood no better for the obvious attempt to placate him.

"Be patient but a while longer with them." The beautiful female placed a calming hand on the huge biceps, her eyes allowing their involvement even here among his men.

M'Kal looked indifferently to the contact but his voice held his disdain as he spoke. "I do not like to be ..touched." He lifted cold eyes to emphasize his point.

The contact was slowly severed but the female clearly took no offense. "You did not mind being 'touched' last evening."

"Yes, I did." M'Kal corrected easily, aware the physician had remained stationary and was privy to all being said. He oddly, was pleased to allow T'eon's clear breech of protocol for once. "I simply needed..diversion."

"You can be so cold and indifferent, M'Kal." The female smiled provocatively. "I find that very appealing in a male."

M'Kal lifted his head, his expression carefully neutral.

"But, you are other things as well." She continued, sensing even now she was pushing the limits the being would allow. "The most powerful Fleet Commander under the Council's rule, for instance." Se moved decidedly closer. "Power can be a very potent..aphrodisiac, I am told."

"Return to your post." The Giaian was unmoved by such praise.

The female prepared to take her leave with an almost playful shrug of the well developed but undeniably feminine shoulders. "A good enough vantage point from which to watch you work your magic."

M'Kal's attention returned to the view-screen. He scanned the browns and greens fo the land mass on the planet, the preceding incident already forgotten. He absently sat into the rigid confides of his Command chair, knowing he would have to wait this interminable period out no matter the cost.

He dreaded inaction above all else. It was not something at which he excelled. One of the few things.

"Your taste has deteriorated, my friend."

M'Kal did not take his eyes from the screen, having expected a comment from the physician. "She is a very beautiful female, not to mention.. intelligent. Be honest, T'eon."

"Galea is beautiful and possesses twice the intelligence."

"She is not beautiful." M'Kal was not aware of the edge to his voice. "Not truly and as for her intelligence? I personally, think that a very doubtful proclamation."

"You said yourself she was beautiful. Do you not remember?"

"No, I do not!" The Commander grated his weariness. "Nor do I wish these constant reminders of what once was! Do I make myself clear on this, T'eon?"

"It is my duty to point out your mistakes, Lord." T'eon remarked quietly. "I am also your friend and wish what is best for you."

"Only I may judge such a matter." M'Kal arose, somewhat agitated but more from the waiting than any real anger. "For only I know what is in my hearts."

"And this one?" T'eon motioned across the way, his look untroubled. "She..is in your hearts?"

The Giaian refused a direct reply. "..At least she is my own kind."

T'eon prepared to take his leave, having no more stomach for such speech. "Perhaps she is at that..." He showed his distaste. "If you truly believe what you just implied." He walked a good measure away, preferring to flirt with the bio-technician who busied herself at her station off to M'Kal's right.

––––––––
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PYRUS IV  PLANET SURFACE

Galea could not stop the bleeding for the gash was deep. She re-wrapped the useless arm as best she was able, using the strips of cloth torn from the lining of her jacket.

Each movement sent agonizing shafts of stark pain throughout the slender torso. She tentatively felt the left side of her body, her touch delicate but she winced with each point of contact.

Her leg, she had hurt on the fall down the cliff side.  She glanced at the blood-soaked patch of fabric covering the area.  Her ribs...she thought perhaps the creatures had broken during the initial struggle upon first capture.

The leg was functional, to a degree. It had been a stupid mistake on her part but the loss of blood had weakened her terribly. She had fallen.

Her fingers were too cold, too numb to respond as she had commanded and she had lost her grip, sliding a very long way down the cliff-side, before being able to stop her descent. The rugged landscape had done nothing to cushion her fall.

The gash in her arm was from one of their weapons. For three days now, it had throbbed incessantly and it hurt terribly. She blocked a good deal of the pain with the mind technique Trilian had taught her but she could not block the fever from the ensuing infection.

That these were the least of her worries somehow did not reassure her.

Still...she was alive. The others were not.

The others were...dead.

For a moment, it was difficult to remember if that was a good thing..or bad. She shook her head to clear it, gasping as the stabbing agony pierced through her mind and body yet again.

Galea struggled silently to her feet, knowing she had to arise. To move on. To force herself do so, but her unsteady legs gave way instantly.

She hit the ground hard, the red-hot pain of contact jarring her senses. She sank, unconscious, into the white void of blessed peace.

All coherent thought ceasing abruptly.

––––––––
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ORBIT: PYRUS IV/ BRIDGE Section: The Galleon

M'Kal sat bolt upright in his Command chair, his senses strained...alert.. He waited, on edge, knowing something was wrong, knowing he must act..

T'are, his guard, stepped forward, having witnessed the unusual occurrence. He hesitated visibly. "Trouble, Lord? ...I may assist?"

M'Kal held up a silencing hand abruptly, still too attuned to what his mind was allowing, to acknowledge the interruption.

T'eon approached, his brow furrowed, his eyes trained on the younger Giaian's averted profile.

All were silent, reading their Commander's features, feeling his alarm.

Out of the silence came...nothing of value, however. The moment was over. Fleeting though it had been.

M'Kal settled back absently in his chair, his mind far from resolved. A feeling of deep unrest..uneasiness..urgency still very much within his soul.

"I want the hybrid found!" He barked his command, his frustrations released in the sharp thud of his mammoth fist against the arm of the chair.

"What was it, M'Kal?" T'eon stepped to the being, concern etched on the still handsome, though lined features. "..What?"

The being was glad to be offered an avenue of escape for his mental anguish, immediately responsive to the inquiry.

"..I..do not know." He hesitated, realizing his tone was too sharp. "I..do not...know." He deliberately calmed the confusion of his normally concise, analytical mind along with the irrational anger he was experiencing. "Something!" Of that, he was positive, the vestiges of whatever it had been still lingering deep within the recesses of his subconscious,

"Nothing perhaps." It was disgusted, his failed attempts to reach a conclusion hampered by such public surroundings. "A...feeling." He waved aside the annoyance he felt with himself for his inadequacies.

"Concentrate!" T'eon lowered his voice, sensing the being needed to explore the problem upsetting him. "Perhaps it will return."

M'Kal shook his head minutely. "All I received was..pain. A moment of unbearable..pain." He absently glanced about the bridge scene. His people busied themselves at their various duties, for which he was pleased. If they were interested in the affairs taking place, at least they were pretending otherwise. "..And..then it was gone." He sighed heavily.

"Who?..Who was in pain?" T'eon puzzled.

"I do not know."

"No image?" The physician persisted. "Nothing?"

"..No." M'Kal lied. But he realized, there had been no reason to do so.

T'eon nodded thoughtfully but held his peace.

"The area we just passed.." M'Kal moved on instinct, for he had little else. The helmsman waited alertly for him to complete his thought. "Examine it again!"

M'Kal forced himself to settle back, his hands to ease their grip on his armrests.

So..why had he lied to his friend? It troubled him greatly. He refused to look to the being beside him. He knew full well who had been in 'pain'...he had sensed it beyond doubt. He had seen the image clearly in his mind's eye.

He should not have lied.

––––––––
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PYRUS IV

Galea lay very still. Even though her consciousness had returned several minutes ago, she refused to chance movement yet again. The memory of her last attempt still too vivid.

She felt the cold, damp grit of dirt beneath her cheek. Smelled the pungent aromas of the forest's carpet of grasses and soil.

She lay very still. The wind moved the tree tops which towered above her. The sound having increased in tempo since the last she noticed. How long had she lay there?

Odd, usually she could instantly sense some kind of time frame, instantly know such data.

Her mind was now confused, chaotic..undisciplined. She did not even attempt to put it in order. She merely accepted what was.

A storm approached. She could hear the thunder in the not-to-far distance. It had turned decidedly colder.

With great effort of will, she struggled to a sitting position. She could not stay here. She had glanced about the heavily foliaged area. She must seek shelter. But, even the simple act of sitting drained her of any reserves of strength and it took several more minutes before she felt strong enough to move again.

Time was a variant. It did not seem to matter as it once had. The fact puzzled her. She felt light-headed, her vision swimming dangerously in and out of focus. She did not wish to die on this planet, of that she was certain.

But, in a larger sense..did anyone ever wish to die..no matter the time or place? Was this what dying felt like?

Unproductive...unproductive line of thought.

If..if she could just get to the next... her mind refused to aid her. What was that called over there...? That..that...little clearing with the patch of tall grass... grassy..grassy knoll.. Her mind flashed images.. A vivid pink dress..a lovely woman...an Earther.

Someone was shot...killed. Now, who had it been? This was important, surely.  But, she could not connect any of the data her brain was sending.

Oh well..perhaps another time.

––––––––
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ORBIT: PRIUS IV/ TRANSPORT Station Number Six

"I will go alone."

"Impossible, Commande–"

M'Kal stepped unto the landing platform, his expression set, for he had expected his guards' objections, prepared for them. He turned, the heavy cape swirling about the powerful calf muscles with a flowing, graceful movement.

"It is our duty to protect you, Lord!" T'are almost pouted the fact.

"I am aware of your duty and it will be duly noted in the ship's log that you obeyed my orders." M'Kal lifted an expressive brow. "Yes?" He did not wait for confirmation. "I go...alone!"

The Giaian nodded curtly to his transporter engineer, instantly feeling the reassuring out-of-body tingle envelope him as the entire room faded into oblivion.

––––––––
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PYRUS IV

"...Four." Galea whispered her awe, her vision clear enough to see the imposing bulks outlined against the frequent stabs of lightning illuminating the night sky at different intervals. "By the Creator... Four of them!"

All hope faded with the realization that what she saw was reality.

She stood perfectly still, having no other recourse to take.

The female favored her left side, leaning, her injured arm cradled protectively. Her eyes moved listlessly from one imposing figure to another. It did not seem appropriate to try a useless gesture of defiance or supposed dignity.

They could see she was injured. They knew she could not flee. They knew it was ended but what was worse is that they knew...she...knew, as well.

The moment progressed, suspended in time. Galea kept silent, her mind strangely void of any real emotion.

She could smell their stench even from this distance. Did these creatures never bathe? It seemed a rather moot point, of course. Her eyes took in their garb...the clothes almost as filthy as her own, keeping in mind, she had deliberately covered herself and at quite frequent intervals, with all the mud and grime she could lay her hands upon.

The powerfully chiseled features were twisted in animal-like anticipation of what was to come. The yellowed stained teeth apparent in each foul-breathed mouth clearly visible in the crackling light of each shaft of energy sent from the heavens.

Galea's stomach convulsed sickenly. She reached instinctively to her belt for the only weapon she had been able to fashion.

She brought the sharply pointed stick upward into view, hearing the low chuckles of amusement issue forth from her protagonists for such puny efforts on her part.

The woman could see their point, for all that, silently agreeing with the general consensus.. The laughter ceased when she placed the needle-point tip gently against the soft, yielding skin of the slight indentation where her throat began.

Fury replaced amusement, the dark, menacing eyes stabbed her with the promise of regret should she be so unwise as to attempt take their rightful victory from their very hands.

Galea found herself unmoved by the threat of such unleased violence. She had seen it all before. The fact it was now directed toward her, left her profoundly indifferent.

Even her fear was absent. She, in truth, was aware of only one encompassing emotion. A great welcomed sense of release. Finally...it would all be over and done.

"Must you be so dramatic, Centurion?"

Galea's mind shut down completely. She turned ever so slowly to the sound of the mockingly stated accusation. She moved slowly...because of the pain. She had turned... Because of the unexpected. Her mind ceased functioning for the simple fact that what her eyes told her she witnessed...logically, could not be. Trilian would be proud of her...

The woman chalked it up to exhaustion...pain and fever. She would explain it away later, if she was to have a 'later' in her life.

She could not pull her eyes away from...The Vision. For 'It' was astounding to behold.

The tall, eloquent figure was set amidst the dark blue backdrop of the furious sky. The magnificent cape billowed in the angry winds. The hooded face, features non-existent, was hidden within the black void of eerie shadow. A reserved power...a tangible 'force', emanated from it's very form.

Was this 'Death'?

If so, 'Death' had a most singularly familiar voice. But...why not? Was not her former Commander the very embodiment of all she dreaded? All she feared?

Who better to portray 'Death' to her?

Logical, really.

But, what was not logical. What refused register as tangible fact, was..why 'Death' itself, would need a disruptor to perform the function of what it was in existence to perform. Could not the Entity do its task with a single 'touch'?

But, a disruptor was exactly the thing leisurely pulled from within the confides of the black folds of the cape. A disruptor's blinding ray of light was what Galea saw erupt from the lethal hollow tunnel of the weapon's deadly barrel.

Not once, but four separate bursts of sheer brilliance dazzled her weary eyes. Galea shut them for the brightness hurt somewhat but she could still hear the static electricity of the lingering essence of the weapon's power after each frightening hiss.

And then...the silence resumed.

The eerie..unnatural...quiet.

Galea reluctantly opened her eyes. She numbly surveyed the area. What greeted her eyes was the remains of what once had been..the four rather imposing adversaries.

The bodies were crumpled, totally disfigured, for a disruptor's ray scorches it's victims beyond recognition. The heat fusing the flesh and bone together into smoldering clumps.

She had only seen the actual effects twice in her life. Both times she had returned to her quarters only to find herself violently sick to her stomach.

The female waited for the feelings to come even now..but they did not. She looked back at the slight sound behind her, starting visibly to find the black-caped apparition standing so very close to her.

The large blue gaze remained fixed upon the shadowy features. She could not look away, even though she desperately felt the need.

The ghostly figure lifted a menacing hand, holding it out toward her.

Her eyes widened in alarm as the cold shiver ran the length of her spine. Galea shrank away from any supposed contact with the gloved appendage or it's unearthly owner.

Slowly...the hand was lowered.

She could feel the heavy weight of 'It's' gaze even though she could discern no eyes in the darkness of the hooded face.

The woman's gaze followed the magnificent physique absently, her thoughts stagnant.

So much had happened in so short an interval. Before, she had at least known her fate, unpleasant as it had been. This..unknown factor was somehow more threatening.

What did it want? What was expected of her? Should she speak? And, if so..what was she to say? Was she to be the next victim?

Galea glanced fearfully to where she knew the disruptor to be.

Never mind then, she told herself. Could it be any worse than what the creatures would have done? She resolutely pushed aside the images of the charred bodies behind her. They were no longer a factor.

Die as L'Ar had died. Die with dignity. 

Yes..a noble death was always preferable. Besides..she was certain the rays would kill her instantly. She would not suffer. She did not think so at least. Why had she never researched the question.

Damn! DAMN! She should have researched such a vital issue, surely..

"Do you not wish to come home?"

'Death' was addressing her yet again. His voice was rather soothing, actually. 

Home? Was 'hell' to be her permanent 'home'? 

Surely It had meant..His 'home'. For all eternity? Had she been so horrible a being to deserve such a fate? She had sinned, of course, with the Commander, but surely that was mostly his fault.

She did not believe in hell. Trilian did not believe in Hell.

She scowled darkly up at the ominous creature.

M'Kal removed the hood leisurely. "You are in dire need.." He raked the small figure absently. "...of a bath."

Galea's eyes fell downward as she looked about the grime of her clothing, her fingers feeling the mud-caked strands of her long, matted hair.

She lifted a hollow, uncomprehending stare.

M'Kal stepped closer and she stumbled, getting out of his path. His eyes swept her smudged features with a cryptic lift of his brows. "I cannot believe I still find you acceptable." He shook his head woefully, flipping his communication device open in the next second. "What the hell...can I possibly be thinking!" He mumbled dejectedly.

He then straightened his form to its full height. Galea stared up to his profile. He turned his head, feeling her eyes. "Do not allow it to go to your head...but.." The dark eyes swept her form meticulously with undue familiarity. "If you wish to go to mine...feel free." He motioned with his hand according, to illustrate his meaning.

She looked at him as if he were insane, having caught the reference.

The Commander turned his head back, a slow grin pulling at his sensual mouth. "Transport...two to beam up."
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Chapter 2  Homecoming


Transporter Room/ Giaian Flagship:  Galleon
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Galea stood still, her senses reacting with alarm to her new surroundings.

M'Kal turned about, realizing she had not followed him down the platform steps of the Transport Station. He scowled his impatience but T'eon put a restraining hand out, slowly approaching the girl, having studied her for a long beat now.

The Commander allowed the physician his lead, sensing something was not quite as it should be with his former Science Officer.

Galea's hand tightened contractively on the weapon she still held from the planet, retreating slowly from the older being's approach.

T'eon halted his steps, exchanging glances with M'Kal, then returned his interest to the female.

"You are injured, Midshipman." He noted the fact she favored the left side of her body. "You are bleeding."

Galea looked to the gash in her arm..the one that dripped blood unto the meticulously clean floor of the Transport Room. She seemed surprised to find herself in such a predicament.

"If you will come with me, I will repair the damage."

The beautiful Giaian female, the younger hybrid was later to know as A'laia, came alongside M'Kal, her dark-eyed gaze openly interested and appraising. She smiled her concern. "By the Creator, M'Kal, you took this to your bed? What were you thinking?" She shook her head woefully. "You are not exactly as I had envisioned you." Galea was addressed.

The tall, willowy dark beauty stepped more into the light and Galea was reminded of a book Trilian had once shown her of an ancient civilization founded on Earth.

The culture created wondrous works of art from rock and clay. This female's features recalled to mind the classic beauty of many of the statue's faces. This vision seemed as cold and empty of emotion as any of the stone creations to Galea's fatigued mind.

"From the crew's endless accolades, I was expecting..." The amused glanced trailed about the dirt and tattered remnants of the clothing Galea wore. "..a bit more..to be honest."

Galea drew in a long, cleansing breath slowly, so as not to disturb her body unduly. She exhaled just as carefully, seeking a place to sit down. "This is hell." She decided emphatically, speaking quietly, to herself.

She sat against a nearby wall, grateful for the support. She could take no more. She simply could not. Not at this time. Perhaps if she could just rest a while.

How long had it been? How long since she had beamed down to the planet? So much had happened...so...much.

"I need your report, Centurion." M'Kal stated brusquely, his mind uneasy with the manner in which the woman reacted. It was so unlike her usual self-contained response to any given situation.

"Commander..it would be better if the Science Officer would accompany me first to Sick Bay." T'eon warned with a look to the being. "Is this agreeable to you, Lord?"

M'Kal could see the other male's approach netted a better response than his own more abrupt, official stance so he did not mind the intervention as much as he normally might.

"You must be very tired, Centurion." T'eon stated quietly, having managed to approach her close enough to stoop before her. He balanced his arms across his thighs, examining her in minute detail. "...What the hell has happened to you, Fledgling?" He shook his head woefully, his eyes gentle on the small, up-turned features that watched him so intently.

The questions seemed to puzzle the female greatly.

T'eon extended his hand. Galea looked at it for a long beat, searched the quiet eyes then..slowly placed her smaller one trustingly into the waiting palm.

M'Kal felt a tinge of jealously that the physician had managed to do what he, himself, had failed but he repressed the petty emotions instantly.

The proceedings were abruptly interrupted by the untimely intrusion of the Nebula Star's First Officer.

He entered the area unannounced with two Security Personnel, his stride purposefully directed, his manner stoically official.

Galea struggled to arise, recognizing a higher-ranking Officer...one to which she still held allegiance. Every bone in her body..every muscle decried such an unwise move on her part. She masked the pain, her expression now quite unreadable. Thank The Creator for Trilian, she thought fleetingly.

M'Kal did not like the intrusion..not one little bit and was not above voicing his views.

"First Officer V'Ank, Lord. He beamed over directly after your departure from the Galleon." M'Kal's First explained the breech of protocol hastily, seeing his Commander's dark scowl of displeasure. "I assume full responsibility for the decision to drop the ship's shields long enough to accomplish the boarding."

"Of course you do." M'Kal warned chillingly, then turned an icy stare to the person in question.

"It is my duty to be here. I have a right to question the female, Lord." V'Ank defended not only himself but M'Kal's officer as well.

M'Kal remained silent, his gaze unwavering, his mood certainly no better.

"I will answer your inquiries, First." Galea advanced slowly, her fatigue weighing heavily upon her mental state, as was the dread of complying with what she had agreed to do.

The First's eyes flicked her with total indifference. The crew of the 'Star' had not exactly welcomed her with warmth and open arms.

The Second-In-Command, this male..had never been less than respectful in his dealings with her, however, while others had been more openly critical of the half-breed intruder forced so blatantly into their midst.

It had been a difficult first few weeks. Most difficult, indeed.

Commander K'Xoic had eased the situation as much as he could under such trying circumstances to Galea's great surprise and she had been grateful. Extremely so. Kindness did not often greet her no matter where she happened to be.

"The Commander?" The question was put to her in a curt, no-nonsense tone.

"...He is dead." Galea replied as evenly as the turbulent emotions inside her would allow. "As are the other two."

"The Centurion? The Commander's guard? ...The Ambassador?"

She nodded solemnly.

The dark eyes raked her suspiciously. "..But you...are alive."

Galea thought she sensed where the inquisition was leading.

"How...did they die?"

"Honorably." She told the truth. "Of course. The Creatures, the...New Ones did not take the news of the impending removal process with the optimism we had hoped. They seemed willing to listen at first.." She trailed away, memories flooding her consciousness.

She winced inwardly, feeling sick to her stomach suddenly.

"There were no communication attempts with the ship."

"Our devices were taken from us upon materialization."

"As simply as that."

"No..not as simply as that." She conceded. "Commander K'Xoic's Centurion was...killed in the impending attack." Galea could have said 'because' of the resistance he had made. She could have said, instead of 'killed', what was really done to the being, but that would help no one at this point. 

The details, surely, were unimportant.

"And the Commander, himself?"

"Later.." Galea lowered her head, fighting her depression, her anguish. "..He died..later. Most valiantly." She lifted her head with great difficulty. This was proving impossible.

"How?" The First was becoming less and less enchanted with what he clearly considered evasive answers. "How did he die, Midshipman..in what manner, exactly?"

"..A blow to..the head." She felt the nausea arise in her throat, closing her eyes to the vision the words recalled to mind. Several blows...repeated blows. Over and over until the skull was crushed. Until the brain matter began spilling out unto the...

Galea gasped, striving for control..she winced physically from the exertion it took to halt the hideous recollections. She turned aside, hiding any reaction from those gathered.

She focused on a technique Trilian had drilled into her mind, knowing the report must be given out of respect for her fallen comrades. Any doubt or suspicion must be totally obliterated. Her answers must be concise, exact..above recrimination.

She took in a deep breath and continued. "They wished him to contact the ship. They wished to board her. The Commander refused. For that decision, he died." Her control was solid again, her conviction, strong. "The Centurion perished in an earlier attempt to escape. He was so ordered.. It was imperative we communicate our situation to the 'Star'. ...As I said, they all died most valiantly."

The female hid her shaking fingers from sight, curled into the palm of her hands, the nails digging hard into the tender flesh.

"And you.." The First lifted a sardonic brow. "You...did not die."

The woman sensed the hatred behind such a statement.

"You are alive. Your comrades are dead. What is your explanation?"

"...I...escaped."

"How was that possible?"

An excellent question, one for which she had not had time to prepare. She could not tell the truth but to lie would put her in the worst possible light and yet..she must not tell the truth.

"There...was..momentary confusion and in the ensuing frame of time, I...was able to get free and then I hid until the nightfall of the first day."

That much was true at least.

"...There was a celebration the same night and it was through this atmosphere I escaped to the mountains..or rather, I was at their base when found by.." She motioned to the being to her left who had stood by without a word or gesture. "Commander M'Kal. My plans were to contact the ship from the villages we monitor."

"Were you ordered to do so?"

Galea blinked once, swallowing hard. "...Yes." She whispered the lie.

M'Kal's brow furrowed darkly once again. By the Creator..she lied! Well..at least she had enough sense to do so. He breathed somewhat easier, finally.

He stepped about the younger Giaian, turning leisurely to face him. The Commander was not certain how much longer Galea could hold up under this interrogation.

"If you are accusing this female of a breach of honor, so state the charge. She will answer it at the proper time and the proper place. Neither of which are at this particular moment..or..on MY..ship."

M'Kal's reputation preceded him, the belligerent, uncivil attitude of second's before was respectfully altered when confronted by the actual presence of a long-time legend.

"Forgive me, Lord, but you must see the implication of what has occurred here."

"She has stated she followed orders. Of what implications do you speak?"

"We..we only have her word that.."

"I accept her word."

The silence was deafening.

Galea puzzled why this being was being so..supportive. 

Of course, M'Kal had his reasons but she could not allow him to get involved with this mess. "Commander, I will transport to the 'Star' with the First.."

"You will 'do'.." M'Kal snapped icily.. "What it is I tell you 'do'!" He had not even spared her a glance.

"My orders were to locate Commander K'Xoic or his party. I have done so! Until I receive further orders, she remains in my custody. Now...get the fuck off my ship, Sir..or I shall surely PUT..you off her!" Thaddeous Myles had said those exact same words to M'Kal only a few short months back. 

The Commander's total recall aided him in this instance. He thought Myles had been most effective at that time.

M'Kal's two constant guards, the massive T'are and the equally impressive but smaller, S'Yrat..stepped forward, knowing an 'command' when it had been issued, their expressions benign and fully concentrated on the object of their leader's displeasure.

T'are had shoved Galea aside as he had stepped for she, while not truly in the way, could possibly have been so sooner or later and he found no reason to stand on ceremony. He cut an amused stare down to the indignantly resentful female but soon enough returned his stare to the other Giaian Officer.

"You need to bathe." He disgusted the fact, all the same. It felt good to berate the half-breed once again. She reacted so well, after all. This time was no exception he was secretly pleased to note.

"I should not cast aspersions were I you!" Galea fumed. Of course, she needed to bathe! Why did everyone insist upon such a stupid reminder?

She found herself bothered by the accusation despite her resolve to 'consider the source' as Thaddeous Myles often rebuked.

"Commander M'Kal is finished with you. He wishes you to leave now." T'are ignored the female, concentrating on his current mission in life. "You will go."

"..We..we will stay in orbit and..await the Council's advice and direction." The First had stiffened, almost, but not quite warned of his intentions. He took his leave immediately.

M'Kal turned as well and was gone in but another instant.

Galea released the breath she had been unaware she held, drawing in a shaky breath.

T'eon grinned down at her and motioned for her to follow his lead.
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Sickbay: Giaian Warship Galleon
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"I cannot distinguish blood from filth." T'eon waved the girl into a cubicle. "Can you manage?"

Galea primly closed the gaping front of her uniform, her eyes shifting awkwardly.

T'eon glanced about. "Ah..M'Kal." He nodded. "We have only begun. It will take a while yet."

M'Kal ignored the remarks, his attention for the female. "You were lying before. Tell me what truly happened down there." He began without preamble.

Galea remained silent..introverted.

T'eon read the stubborn set to her features. "Can this not wait?"

"Do you think your father's influence will get you out of this mess?"

"My sire's assistance is the last I would expect." She flared.

"You are in dire need of someone's assistance!" M'Kal exploded. "Then whose, if not...OH, of course!" He paced restlessly in the small space between medical tables. "The Gylor! It is always the way of it, is it not! Perhaps he might even ease whatever it is weighing so heavily on that minute brain you possess with the 'meld'..as he always has!"

"NO!" Galea had listened listlessly throughout the tirade only to react violently opposed at the final taunt. "NO!"

The silence was immediate and decidedly uncomfortable for the girl who realized her mistake too late.

She attempted to key her body down but the thought of Trilian inside her mind..of anyone..terrified her. No one must know what it was she withheld. No one! Not even Trilian!

"..Really." M'Kal drawled lazily, too intelligent not to have picked up on the unforgivable mistake. Galea cursed herself soundly in every language she knew.

Move carefully, you idiot, she warned herself silently. Think clearly from here on in!

If she were careful, perhaps she could rectify the error. She must be especially cautious with the being before her.

"Not even our infamous Gylor may be so privileged as to know the inner workings of your mind in this instance? Interesting...to say the least." M'Kal used Trilian's favorite world in all the universes, he was certain. One which Galea imitated constantly to his chagrin and great annoyance.

"..I would not burden Trilian again." She amended quietly now. "To do so would presume upon our friendship. I would never do such an unthinkable thing!"

"What are you hiding?" M'Kal walked slowly about her, studying her meticulously. "What is it you do not say?"

"Will you speak with..the Council?" She asked, feeling the need to wipe her forehead of it's dampness but her manner, she hoped, was straight-forward..direct.

"What happened down there?" M'Kal did not sidetrack so easily and he moved decidedly closer. She could smell the virile essence of the being. "It would be wise to share your little secret with me."

"I am bleeding." She stated unsteadily. "May I at least..cleanse my wounds?"

She held her breath, keeping her eyes lowered chastely.

She felt the dark liquid eyes acutely.

T'eon felt empathy for the female, holding his amusement for her sake. It was always interesting to see his friend spar with this one. They were never dull at least...

"This is far from ended." M'Kal stated, his tone saying it all.

He moved away, his mood certainly no better than when he arrived. His path lead him far too close to where she stood, and she certainly had no difficulty hearing his intended rebuke.

"Bitch!" The Commander had muttered as he strode past.

Galea bristled at the remark, but dared not retort at such a moment. She was not that stupid, at least.

She caught T'eon's eyes which twinkled merrily to her annoyance. He obviously considered his Commander's slur amusing.

To his credit, the Physician composed himself, motioning graciously to the bathing cubicle once more. "Let us get you all better. Perhaps then, you can handle him as you once were able to do?"

"I have no wish to 'handle' him. I only wish to be away from him."

"You have fared so well from his influence after all." It was sagely nodded. "Never mind. Come along. Let me do MY duty."
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Chapter 3

WARSHIP Galleon: Sick Bay
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Galea awakened with a sense of dread, in an open state of alarm. Her clothes were damp with perspiration, her freshly cleaned hair wetly clinging about her face, clammy about her throat and nape.

Had she actually screamed..or had it only been part of the horrible nightmare she suffered? The female glanced about the silent, empty medical area, her eyes wide and panic-stricken even now, upon realizing her surroundings as familiar and safe.

All was still. Nothing out of the norm.

Good, no one had heard. No one had seen. It was..alright.

Galea breathed a sign of relief, embracing herself tightly for her body trembled violently suddenly and she felt she would be sick to her stomach. Her breathing, quick and shallow now, as if she had run a very long distance and her temples throbbed with a dull, constant thud as her blood rushed through her system unchecked.

She hung her head and wept unashamedly, the release a soothing balm to her tortured soul.

Somewhere within the recesses of her mind, she was reminded, a true Giaian would never have permitted such a contemptible display of emotion.

For the first time in her life, the female accepted her shortcomings with a degree of apathy, for it no longer seemed important if she measured up to another's concept of how she should perform..of what she should do..of what was the 'correct' thing she must be.

It simply had changed. All...had changed.

The tears erased a part of the overwhelming grief she was experiencing, the depression that she had hidden deep within her soul for many days now. How then, could they be a bad thing?

She wept for the loss of her shipmates. The demise of a dear friend. She wept for the colossal stupidity of their deaths and more so, the heinous indignity of the way they had to die.

Above all else, dignity and honor was valued by a Giaian. These two things were the staple of their very existence.

How could she, in all good conscious, take from the grieving families of these noble beings, the most important thing left to hold onto?

How could she deny her fallen comrades their rightful place in the annals of Giaian heroism by revealing a fact that held neither relevance or any true importance to the issue.

A Giaian would scarcely have agreed with her concept of what was relevant or certainly, what was important. But, it was she whom the decision had been forced upon and only she would have to face the consequences.

Therefore, it was with an easier heart, her decision was reaffirmed. It did not aid her in her attempts to find any kind of peace of mind, however.

When she tried to sleep, the dreams were always waiting, the nightmares returned, the visions vivid and crystal clear in her fevered, tortured brain.

She should have perished with the others. Why...Why, in the Creator's Name, had she been spared?

When would it end? When would it lessen? Surely, time would begin to heal the severity of the emotions she was being forced to feel.

No..it was only self-pity she experienced. She should be made to suffer, even as L'Ar had suffered. He had suffered so much. But, it seemed so many things had gone awry in her life of late.

She admitted, in the depths of her soul, that the separation from M'Kal still was as an opened wound to her heart. No matter how hard she denied it to any and all, the reality of the situation was quite a different fact.

Even to know he was on the same ship again. When he was close, when he looked at her in a certain way, the very sound of his voice. His scent...at times, the tension inside her was almost unbearable.

What did it mean? Surely she was not stupid enough to wish another bout with such a deadly foe.

Where was her own pride? Her own dignity, in which case?

No..no, such a concept could not even be imagined again. She simply refused allow it.

But, the strain was there and this, added to the other, and too..what would her father think of her actions on the planet when the story was released? Would he believe, as the First of the 'Star' so obviously did?

Her mind was too full. She needed to rest but she knew rest would not come this night..no. There could be no rest until the voices inside her head were quietened. Until their blood was avenged. Until the guilt of the living was washed away by the cries of the Dead.

No rest...none.

*****************
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T'EON PUT A RESTRAINING hand on his Commander's forearm when M'Kal would have entered the room.

The Physician shook his head and motioned to move a discrete distance from the entrance to his domain. Once comfortably away, he spoke without preamble. "She will not reveal what is so obviously troubling her. You know this, M'Kal..just as I know...I do not have the knowledge to assist her."

"Of what do you speak? I..will assist her, if indeed, I do not first, snap her neck with my bare hands!" M'Kal's fears manifested themselves in anger, as was his way.

"Listen to me!" T'eon demanded. "She is seriously ill..not only the physical aspects, which, I think, I can alleviate but more importantly, I am concerned for her mental state. You heard her just now. Do you realize the implications of such an act for one such as she?"

M'Kal stalked back and forth in the corridor, his thoughts private. "She is Giaian..it will pass. Whatever she is experiencing, she will eventually overcome."

"She is Giaian when it suits you..no, M'Kal..she is not like us! She is a hybrid..part human!"

"What would you have me do, Physician? I am at a loss, as much as you." The being snapped his frustrations.

"Several things, the first of which is, get her away from this damned place. She needs rest, nourishment, the correct amount..a regimented environment."

"Those things I can give you." M'Kal took heart, attempting to keep the 'hope' from his voice.

"It will help, but until she unburdens her mind of whatever the hell she experienced down there.." T'eon pointed aimlessly, meaning the planet below the Galleon's orbit, "She will not get better."

"What can be done?" M'Kal's dark humor returned. "You are the Healer..heal her!"

"I lack the skill. Get the human. The one they call Kronos. He will know!"

"Ask me the impossible!" M'Kal ranted, turning on the older male angrily.

"I ask what is required."

"I am not a magician, damn you!"

"She would assist you." T'eon reminded quietly. "Would she not?"
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Shore Leave: Isle of Loritus, Upper Regional Landmass, Rylan
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The long curls whipped playfully in the strong wind of the ocean breeze. The unruly strands caught the sunlight, the softness undeniably beautiful in its wild disarray.

M'Kal reluctantly drew his eyes from the soft loveliness, duty causing the intrusive necessity. He listened half-heartedly to what his First was explaining, then walked to join the humans approaching from the far camp.

He glanced once to ascertain the female's where-bouts, content to see she remained steadily engrossed in the soil sample she was gathering, as before.

Thaddeous Myles, was a human of substantial 'presence'..even from this distance. The Giaian was not looking forward to yet another confrontation with the Commander of the United Planets Ship, Armageddon. The very name..of both Myles and the ship, made the handsome brow furrow even more so than it usually did.

M'Kal trudged through the sand with his thigh high boots, determined to get this farce over and done as soon as human...as..soon as possible. He set his mind and continued the now, shorter distance to the campsite.

Myles held his eyes as he approached, as always, a measure of distrust within the grey-green depths. The human momentarily glanced away at the Gylor's bidding, his gaze softening, a smile coming to his mouth as he recognized Galea S'Lar by the sea's edge, meters away.

Soon enough, M'Kal was afforded the steady, calculating scrutiny once more, however.

"Earther." The Giaian nodded formally, then..even more reluctantly turned his attention to Myles's right. "...Gylor! You arrive on schedule, good!"

"Yes, we are here, Commander." Myles consented, seemingly in good enough spirits. "Now, mind telling us 'why'?"

"We must speak privately." M'Kal was finding this tasteless enough without his crew members being privy to all that was to be said. He lifted a hand, offering the sanctuary of the large enclosure to his left. "If you will?"

Diplomacy was quickly dispensed with as the two factors settled down to the matter at hand..

"A month now you say?" Kronos moved away from the opening of the makeshift shelter where he previously stood, watching Galea go about her duties.

"A little over, actually." T'eon confirmed. "She seems fixated upon returning to Pyrus IV...and the nightmares are certainly no better. She sleeps rarely and eats sparingly."

Kronos glanced back to the girl. He opened the flap, stepping onto the sand of the beach, crossing the stretch of land, hands in his pockets.

Myles felt the tension in the Giaian's body as he watched Kronos's trek. "...What does he do?"

The curt rejoinder was demanded.

"He is assessing the situation on his own, Commander. That is what you wished wasn't it?"

M'Kal straightened, certainly no happier for the information.

Myles held his smile and motioned his First Officer to follow him as he took a similar path that Frank Kronos had seconds before.

"I cannot tell you how good it is, my friend.." Galea smiled wistfully at Kronos, the gesture widening considerably when she recognized his companions, arriving on the scene as well. She touched Thaddeous Myles's hand, nodding more formally to Trilian. "To see you! How very good! Welcome Captain... Trilian! Welcome!"

"Well..we were in the neighborhood." Myles quipped, grinning retroactively for his wit.

"Across the Forbidden Zone, Captain?" Galea teased openly. "Still..whatever it is that brought you, I can only appreciate! How long will you stay?"

"That depends on the Commander." Myles purposely threw the ball into another court if only to see the results, with a certain amount of diligent thought.

"The..." Galea scowled her puzzlement, as all eyes turned to... "Commander?"

"A very delicate mission, Centurion, which may take some time." M'Kal volleyed effortlessly. "Which does not concern you, I think. Return to your duties."

"But..you have asked the Council for my transfer, Lord?" She had tried all day to get an audience with the being, chancing a rebuke to ask the question. "You..you promised." She reminded anxiously.

"Do I break my promises?" He evaded.

Galea stared at him sullenly, knowing without doubt..he did and habitually. "It is imperative I return to Pyrus IV."

"Others are handling the matter, much more capably than you could, I assure you."

"UNACCEPTABLE!" The female snapped abruptly.

The dark eyes turned her way, clearing disapproving of her response and manner.

"..You are dismissed, Midshipman." M'Kal's tone was just this side of frosty, Myles noted.

Galea had the grace to flush, having momentarily forgotten her 'place' but the Captain was not sure if it was because Trilian was present or because she had dared 'question' her own Commander and...before others...especially Earthers.

Refreshments were offered..begrudgingly, Myles was certain, but soon they had regained their seats inside the structure that served as 'Command Center' for the Giaian's stationed on this site.

Even when they were on 'shore leave', they were battle ready, it seemed to Myles's mind.

"Which still fails to explain why we were asked here, Commander...granted the invitation being unexpectedly gracious, coming out to the blue, as it were." Myles was finishing his sentence, stopping for emphasis. "From the Pro-Council Members themselves, no less. Color me impressed...no...shocked."

"Merely a continuation of the previously aborted mission, Captain. Surely your officials explained..."

"A mission, you ..yourself, refused to participate in, as I recall." Myles smiled pleasantly to lessen the reminder.

"I must follow orders even as you, Myles" M'Kal shrugged the broad shoulders aimlessly. "I do what I am told to do."

"Since when?" Kronos wanted to know. T'eon held his smile admirably, to his credit, for the human's audacity.

M'Kal chose to ignore the sarcasm. "It is important to establish a working relationship, not only for my government. With the Kaden Empire so close at hand for both our respective peace-of-mind and thirsting for new territories.."

"They out number us, it's true but their weaponry is hardly a match for yours." Myles pointed out.

"Or yours." M'Kal was not to be outdone on the point. "Still, it is shortsightedness to believe that will always be the way of the matter." He leaned back, more comfortable with his lie. "In presenting a united front, what imminent power would be so foolhardy as to challenge?"

"Unity has never been the Giaian way in the past." Trilian pointed out.

"The past is just that. A new wave is in the offing, Gylor. I do not have to condone it, merely uphold it, as is my duty. And..yours."

"And Galea?" Myles questioned. "Where does she fit into the scheme of things?"

"What makes you believe she does?" M'Kal moved cautiously.

"Because it's the first thing you offered to explain, not this supposed meeting between our respective peoples." Myles countered easily.

"I thought, as her supposed friends, you would naturally wish the details of her recent ordeal."

"A man of duty putting the well-being of his crew personnel above.."

"I have always put the well-being of my crew personnel above all else, Captain." M'Kal stated quietly.

"Have you, Commander?" Myles wasn't put off by the chilly reply. "I haven't noticed such a sterling quality in you before."

"Then perhaps you should be more observant in the future."

"Do you want to know what I think?" Myles pressed relentlessly, enjoying the exchange tremendously.

"Not particularly." M'Kal sighed wearily, sensing he was about to hear it, at any rate.

"I think.." Myles grinned infectiously, continuing. "You were concerned for Galea's state of mind. I think it worried you so badly that you even put aside your inborn distrust and loathing for my species enough to attempt this little farce yet again."

M'Kal cursed the damnable human's insight but kept his features perfectly unreadable.

"I think you care a great deal for her, Commander. So much so, in fact, that you would even accept the possibility that Trilian could help her where you..could not."

The Giaian shifted his eyes from the stately Gylor. "There is nothing a Gylor can accomplish that I cannot do better, Earther. Rest assured." 

He answered lackadaisically, the depression, anxiety and fear of the past few months weighing heavily on his mind, truth told, however. "Think what pleases you, human. The truth of the matter is, I have long since dissolved my...association with the hybrid. She was merely a passing fancy. You understand all about that particular subject, I am given to understand."

Myles felt Trilian straighten ever so slightly by his side. He shifted a quick glance to the impassive features. Ok, he thought...so that was one for the guy with the weird ears.. He shrugged it off.

M'Kal arose, taking his entourage with him as he left.

T'eon caught Thaddeous Myles's eye as he passed, a reluctant admiration and definite amusement found in the dark depths.

Myles felt somewhat better, but he wasn't sure why just yet.
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Chapter 4

GIAIAN ENCAMPMENT: ISLE OF LORITUS
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"She refused?" The Commander was instantly up and on his feet. "The Meld?"

"She was quite adamant." Trilian confirmed, his usual hands behind back stance used to emphasize the statement he had just voiced.

"Stupid! Imbecilic...utterly..." Words, apparently, escaped the Giaian male in this instance. "Of all the..." Myles watched the large being stalk about the head of the table area, his mind on the odd behavior displayed. "By the Creator, I want her DEAD!"

"Don't bandy words, Commander..tell us how you truly feel on the matter." Myles had tried to resist, but..not very hard. "You expected she would consent?" It was innocently asked.

"She has always done so in the past!" M'Kal pointed out rather belligerently to Myles's way of thinking. "It is always you she seeks out!"

Myles shot Trilian a reassuring nod, recognizing jealousy when he saw it, holding his smile for another time, however.

"It was the logical assumption, was it not...Gylor?"

"Indeed." Trilian agreed readily, unphased by the accusations being hurled in his direction. "Which leads me to believe, were it just Galea involved, she would have complied."

"Explain, Trilian." Myles urged, interested to know what the Science Officer had meant.

"She is protecting someone, or some..thing, other than herself." Trilian stated.

"Whatever! The fact of the matter is, if she does not lessen the burden on her mind, the thing that is eating away at her.." Kronos was impatient with all the discussion on the subject. "Like a cancer, if it isn't stopped, she will die emotionally from it."

"Cancer?" Myles was momentarily puzzled by the term.

"A debilitating disease, Captain, of the periods between..."

"Yes, yes." Myles interrupted. "I get it, Trilian. Alright, Gentlemen. This is not acceptable, is it. Come up with something. In the meantime, I will speak to her myself.." He sighed, seeing no way around it. "For all the good it will do." He voiced his opinion to no one in particular as he took his leave.

*****************
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HE FOUND THE WOMAN sitting on a ledge of rock formation, overlooking the ocean below.

"It's nice up here." He found a flat rock surface, sitting beside her, and for a long moment allowed himself to enjoy the scenery.

Seagulls...or the equivalent thereof, circled in the pristine blue of the sky above, their call unfamiliar to his ears, but their actions unmistakable. The periodically dove, catching prey in their beaks, then flew off to an unknown location to feast.

"Is Ela like this?"

Galea smiled over at him. "I am not to speak of our home planets with an...outsider. But..no, Ela is the..nicer of the two. We vacationed here..well, in a similar location. When I was younger. Rylan is rather forbidding but it is our industrial planet. It works out well for our people."

"You don't look well." Myles stated flatly, having noted the dark circles around the usually bright, inquisitive eyes.

"...Well, thank you."  Galea quipped.  "Perhaps it is the wind. My hair is not.."

"It's the man..the Giaian M'Kal mentioned. This..L'Ar." The Captain put it on the line. "It concerns him, doesn't it. Was it the way he died?"

Galea's smile faded. "He died an honorable death!" Myles could sense the stiffening of her body more than witness it. He moved carefully.

"Settle down." He prevented her taking her leave with a gentle hand on her wrist. "I don't know what happened, but you do and it has you tied up in knots inside..doesn't it. You're physically and mentally sick over it. I can help."

Galea calmed a bit, glancing aimlessly to the horizon for a long beat. "It is...better." She shook the long tresses in denial. "I...feel better."

"Do you, Galea? You tell me this man was your friend. Would he wish you the torment you so obviously suffer? What kind of friend is that?"

"He was my friend! The only one that truly accepted me for what I am." The anger was always just under the surface..boiling..churning. "Do not say differently!"

"What the hell am I..chopped liver?" Myles arose, facing the smaller female squarely, his tone matching her's. "I'm your friend too. I accept you!"

Galea lowered her eyes after a beat. "You are human. It is your nature to..to..judge by other standards."

"And you see those standards as lower?"

"I see them as..different." She corrected. "I am Giaian. I wish to be accepted by my own kind. Is this wrong?" She lifted plaintively searching eyes.

"No, but it isn't the only criterion to go by either." Myles reminded. "We want to help, Galea. I hate to see you so..injured."

Galea's heart was touched..deeply. "I..." She halted, uncertainly. "I..wish to.." She lost courage. "If..I could relate the...what happened..." She shook her head, bowing regretfully.

"Galea..." Myles had to know. "Did they..hurt you?"

She clearly had caught the reference, her eyes softening. "L'Ar angered them..taking their minds off their intent each time they approached me." A great sadness swept through her. "Of course, he received the full impact of their..attentions..." She winced from the painful memory.

"They beat him." Myles took it for granted, realizing the simple statement did not in any way encompass what the being must have suffered.

"Continuously." She smiled hollowly. "He was so..strong." Her blue eyes welled with unshed tears. "So very..strong. It would have been better were he...weak."

She closed her eyes, swiping at the tracks of liquid sliding down her cheeks. She glanced hastily about to check if others of her kind had noted the weakness.

"Were you in love with him, Galea?" Myles asked softly.

"I loved him." She shifted vacant eyes. "But, I was not 'in love' with him. He has a consort...children." She smiled wistfully. "Many..."

"Why is it so imperative you return to Pyrus VI?

She looked directly at him. "Justice perhaps..or punishment. For my crimes."

"What does that mean? What crimes have you committed?"

It was touch and go whether the question would be answered for a moment. But in the end...

"I..." The Giaian woman lifted her head slightly, revealing a lovely profile. "Killed my friend."
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"He will help her?"

Myles glanced from scrutinizing Kronos and Galea S'Lar through the glass partition, shifting his interest to an unhappy Giaian warrior. "He will do his best. Relax, Commander..your 'concern' is showing."

M'Kal turned a heated gaze to the waiting human.

"Why is that concept so unthinkable to your race?" Myles pondered. "It isn't a weakness, man..but a strength. Some say..the strongest in the Universe."

"My world is not yours. Your concepts mean nothing here."

"It would be so much simpler for you if they did, wouldn't it." Myles asked. "But, more importantly..for Galea."

The Giaian's attention was reluctantly caught, Myles noted as the white-hot anger was forced aside in order the cool, efficient brain could function more logically, if only for the woman's sake.

Myles filed the information away for later use.

"...What are you saying?" It was begrudgingly demanded.

"The greatest support for her could come from you."

M'Kal's brow furrowed with his puzzlement. "...I have done all I can."

"You aren't stupid, Commander and you aren't naive. You must know what it is she feels for you." Myles took a big chance.

M'Kal's hopes burned heatedly but he stubbornly refused to accept the warmth of their light. "Perhaps at one time, what you suggest was true." He turned, unable to face the enemy, having stated such personal emotions. "...Much has happened. All..has changed."

"Well, you both try hard enough to convince each other, that much is true." Myles admitted. "Careful, Commander. You might just get your wish. Tell someone often enough the sky is green and doubts start to set in."

M'Kal had not misunderstood the Earther's meaning but remained silent for once.

"If you care for her, allow her to feel it. She will draw strength from you. From the knowledge." Myles suggested. "She desperately needs strength. You have enough to spare, dammit..even if you feel nothing..what would it hurt to pretend long enough to see her through this? When it's over, there would be time to end it then."

In stating the last, Myles had deliberately given the being a gracious way out of his dilemma. He didn't understand why he had done so. He hoped it was to assist Galea., and not because..he was beginning to feel a certain affinity with the Giaian's lot in life.

"If you meant what you said about the well-being of your crew members, then prove it." The Captain challenged. "How many times has she proven a valuable asset to you? Can you afford such a loss? How much does she contribute to the running of your ship?"

"How much does your computer expert contribute?" M'Kal snapped.

"Trilian is my computer expert." Myles remembered, ignoring the waspish tone. "And he is indispensable!"

"No one is indispensable, but the efficiency of my ship diminished 42.7 percent with Galea S'Lar's departure."

"A reason unto itself..for a man of duty." Myles held the stormy gaze easily.

Quiet fell in the room, as each occupant turned their attention to what was transpiring behind the two-way glass with Kronos and Galea..

The girl was clearly upset...for once in a very long time, the seemingly unshakable control was not apparent. Myles didn't know whether to be pleased or distressed.

Kronos had said it would be advantageous if some emotion would show through the carefully preserved facade she presented.

"..Does he harm her?" M'Kal's features were darkly forbidding as he watched Kronos administer more of the drug.
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